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​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​...

Tessa Krisley is a strong and independent woman, an executive at her grandfather's company who knows her worth and a beautiful avian shifter with wings that are the envy of many. Yet, whenever she finds herself in Nicholas Jensen's presence, she loses the ability to string two coherent words together. Nicholas is unfairly handsome with mesmerizing eyes and an intensity to his gaze that makes her shiver with desire, but her shyness around her grandfather's corporate heir prevents her from having any sort of future with the man.

When they are kidnapped together, she must learn to handle her helpless crush on him and make herself useful. With her quick wit and his sharp fangs, she manages to escape with the man of her dreams. Lost in the wilderness with kidnappers afoot, they must learn to trust one another if they want to survive.

Will time spent together allow her to get over her love, or will she convince him to fall for her while figuring out a way to survive?

...
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​​​​​​​​​​Chapter One
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Tessa Krisley's glance swept over the guests assembled in the ballroom of her grandfather's mansion as she willed herself to project the cool dignity the occasion demanded instead of the childish insecurity she was feeling inside.

One would think that after years of being the center of her grandfather's lavish parties would have inured her to such feelings of embarrassment, but she had used her large wings as her buffer for as long as she has had them, which was her entire life. 

The attention on her wings wasn't why she was feeling so nervous, however. Her survey around the area told her that the source of her inner turmoil hasn't arrived yet. Relieved, she sought out her grandfather. 

He was easy enough to find. They both had the same large wings that made it impossible for them to hide in crowds, though his wings were not as large as her own and were incapable of bringing him to the air as hers were. 

Tessa was fortunate enough to find her grandfather in a rare moment alone. "The camaraderie here feels a little forced, grandfather," she whispered. "What was it that you said to have everyone be so... frighteningly friendly to one another?" 

"Ah," her grandfather grinned with teeth. "I may have made a casual remark about retiring," he admitted. 

"You did, did you?" she said, unsure of whether she should be annoyed or amused that her grandfather had chosen to toy with his employees in such a way. She cycled through her emotions and decided that since she couldn't control what he did, she might as well find amusement in it. "The things you do when you're bored, grandfather," she sighed. It was not the first time he had hinted on retiring. A month ago, he had dropped a supposedly inadvertent comment regarding being tired of it all and wanting to disappear to one of his many holiday homes. She didn't know if he was being serious or if he merely wanted to watch the excitement. "Aren't you worried about the company's stock wavering?" 

"It's solid," he declared proudly, back straight and nose tilted slightly up in pride. He carried a walking stick that he leaned heavily on whenever nobody was looking and his wing muscles were no longer strong enough to hold them up, but he refused to use braces to support them. "I've built a strong company that will stay solid regardless of whether I stay or not." 

"You're not really thinking of leaving, are you?" she asked, her voice low and serious now, none of the mirth in her tone. "It won't survive a day without you."

"Nonsense," he huffed. "I'm nearing ninety," he reminded her gently. 

"Exactly. You've got at least ten more years until you reach the age of retirement, and then you're going to spend the next fifty years cycling between all those ridiculous beach houses you buy all over the world." 

The corners of his eyes wrinkled in amusement. "Your confidence in me is astounding, princess," he said. "But you and I both know that my days are numbered. All that stress isn't particularly good for me, you know?" 

"You thrive on adrenaline," she argued, and he really did, or he would not have continued heading the company all those years after her parents had passed unexpectedly. "And none of that princess talk," she tilted her nose up. She was twenty-three. Hardly young enough for such nicknames. And they were normally careful to keep their relationship formal in public, especially around business associates. As one of Gemini's executives, she preferred not to flaunt her special closeness to the chairman of the board. 

Then again, it was a rather difficult task, seeing as they were the only two in the room with wings large enough that the tips almost reached the ceiling once stretched all the way. Even folded back as they were, they had to be careful not to hit any of the chandeliers. 

"Sorry, Tessa," he said in a tone that indicated that he was not sorry at all. "But you do look very much like a princess tonight. The blue suits you," he said as he looked over her way. His gaze focused on something behind her and he grinned. "Oh, good. Nicholas is here." 

Her heart skipped a beat and her fingers dug into her palms as she battled the sudden onslaught of emotions going through her. She wasn't a schoolgirl with a crush. She shouldn't be reacting this way to a man who barely even acknowledged her existence. 

But this was worse than being a schoolgirl with a crush, being that she has never had a crush on anyone before. She had been busy travelling all over the world with her parents, and then thereafter, she was busy grieving their loss. 

Her infatuation with Nicholas made little sense and her body's reaction to his proximity even less so. No matter how many times she tried to talk herself out of it, her pulse raced and hot tingles of excitement tingled over her whenever she looked at him. It was partly because he was unfairly good-looking. It was unfair, really, that someone looking that handsome could exist in the same realm as the rest of them mere mortals. 

There was something about him that was otherworldly. It was, perhaps, the wolf in him shining through. He was a pureblooded werewolf, something of werewolf royalty in some circles the same way she was considered an avian royalty because of her wings. She could have handled a simple matter of physical attraction. Unfortunately, what she felt for Nicholas was so much more. She actually liked him, even the icy way he treated her whenever he deigned himself to lower himself into the mortal realm and acknowledge her presence. She also trusted and admired him, which was worse because she knew the feelings were not mutual. 

He had arrived alone, she noted with undeniable and shameful satisfaction. She had grown somewhat used to seeing a striking companion by his side every time she was in one of these events where he would be present. If the tabloids were to be trusted at all, he was currently in a relationship with a redheaded actress named Kimberly something-or-the-other. 

Her grandfather's voice jarred her from her thoughts. 

"Tessa, why don't you go and greet Nicholas and make sure he makes himself comfortable?" he suggested. 

He was fully capable of making himself comfortable, she thought rebelliously, but did not bother stating those facts out loud. 

Her grandfather had gotten a ridiculous notion in his head that they could be friends and she so hated disappointing him. 

She told herself that it was unbecoming to panic over something as trivial as a greeting and made her was towards Nicholas, her stomach twisted into knots, the temptation to bolt so strong that she had to put real effort into stopping her wings from spreading out so that the wind would take her away. 

She instructed the waiter to get a scotch on the rocks for Nicholas and a moment later, she was standing in front of the object of her affections, the man of her dreams, the impossibly handsome bachelor of the year who looked so good in his black and white suit that she wanted to reach out and suck his face. 

She was such a mess. She should be ashamed of herself. 

"Good evening, Nicholas," she greeted in as level as voice as she could manage. "Glad you could make it," she tacked on. Too much, she scolded herself and grimaced inwardly. The dinner party was an annual company event, the kickoff to a week-long retreat at Gemini Lodge. All of the company executives were flying to the lodge the next morning. Naturally he had made it. Anyone who was anyone was here, after all. 

He arched an unimpressed brow at her and she hated that even his look of disapproval was so attractive. Did he have to practice that look in front of the mirror? 

"You must be looking forward to the holiday," she went on, hating herself for bringing up such mundane conversation, but her mind was refusing to be of any help whatsoever. 

"No more than any other year," he said. 

She frowned. "Do you find the lodge lacking?" she asked. She realized she sounded dreadfully confrontational, but he continued to look at her with a neutral expression, so she must not have fucked things up too badly yet. 

"I am sure that your grandfather's lodges are the best there are," he said. 

It was clear that he was just waiting for the conversation to end so he could mingle with someone who had more than one functioning brain cell. 

If the floor could open up and swallow her down right now, she would be eternally grateful. Alas, nothing of the sort happened, so she was forced to continue the stilted conversation. 

"I suppose you're right," she hummed, forgetting what was it that they were talking about. It was as good a response as any, however. It would not be difficult to guess that he was right in all the matters that he interested himself in. "It would be nice up there, this time of the year," she offered. "I heard it's been snowing. Perhaps we could go skiing." 

He raised his scotch to his lips. "The cold must be a bit of a trial for you. How do your feathers fare in the snow?" he asked. 

She agreed that spending a week in the lodge was a trial, but not because of the cold. She wasn't sure how she was meant to survive a week in his company, doing all sorts of activities together. She had managed to escape the retreat in the past, but her grandfather insisted on her company this year. In hindsight, it was probably because of his impending retirement. "I've never been anywhere with snow," she divulged. "But it's never been a bother to grandfather and he would have told me if it was going to be a problem. I am looking forward to the open air, though," she admitted. It was against the rules to fly in the city, what with all the buildings in the way and the drones and planes overhead. The resort was high enough in the mountains that the only thing they could risk running into were very tall trees. 

Interacting with Nicholas was always a challenge. She couldn't risk looking at him for too long, lest she lost herself in his magnetic gaze and be caught memorizing the contours of his sensual lips and the chiseled line of his jaw. She imagined running her fingers over his jaw, feeling the strong bones and dragging her touch further downwards to feel his chest and muscular abs. Even his fingers riveted her, long and tapered. 

She took a deep breath and clenched her jaw, trying to get herself under control before she did something outrageous like throw her arms around him and beg him to take her. 

She was only aware that he had asked her a question by the silence that dragged on until it became uncomfortable. She was saved from trying to figure out what he had asked her by noticing that his cup was empty and offering to find someone to refresh his drink for him. 

After she had ordered another scotch for him, she moved through the small group of guests, stopping here and there to chat and pick up the latest office gossip. It was clear from the way the conversation stopped and then picked up again when she approached that they were talking about her grandfather's impending retirement and postulating the possible replacement. 

Tessa was certain that it was going to be Nicholas, but she understood her grandfather had a few candidates in mind. 

The only person who dared to voice that guess out loud was Brendan, an opinionated executive who had been with the company for as long as Tessa had been alive. 

Brendan kissed both her cheeks upon seeing her and said in her throaty voice, "I see your grandfather is having fun with letting people guess the line of succession." 

Tessa smiled at the woman's bluntness. She appreciated that Brendan spoke her mind and rarely played office politics. 

"Who do you think your grandfather is going to appoint as his successor?" she asked. 

"Nicholas," Tessa's mouth moved without input from her brain. She flushed under the older woman's scrutiny and continued, "I know he's your choice as well," she said. "It's one of the reasons grandfather had headhunted him all those years ago. He's not too caught up in his own self-importance to see what needs to be done for the good of the company and isn't afraid to get his hands dirty. He started from the bottom, so he has the support of the employees, but he carries himself like he has been part of the elite forever. He's adaptable and capable. Grandfather values someone like him." 

Brendan's lip curved into a grin. "And he's good looking too, isn't he?" 

Tessa tried not to let the woman's teasing get to her, but she knew that there was no point pretending she didn't notice. Anyone with eyes could tell that he was wickedly handsome. "That means he'll be easy to market to the press and public," she said as if it was of no consequence to her. 

Brendan looked like she was about to tease
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