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      Penelope Woods has just lost her father.

      

      It had been only the two of them her whole life and they had been closer than most. Now that's he's gone, she feels more alone than ever before and heads back home to figure out what to do next. It’s there, cleaning out his room, that she finds his yeti research.

      

      Her father and her have been fascinated by yetis for years. When she was a little girl, her father had grown tired of reading her bedtime stories about princesses and princes and had started making up his own tales. Their favorites had been about the yeti, and they had agreed to spend a year looking for one when she was older.

      

      Now that he’s gone, she decides to still take the trip in his honor. She's hoping that she’ll be able to grieve his passing and maybe even find herself again.

      

      She packs her bags and heads out into the snow but instead of a yeti, she finds Atticus.

      

      He takes her to his cabin to warm up. When a snowstorm hits and they get trapped together, Penelope falls hard and fast for the rugged loner with the big heart.

      

      When the storm passes, will Atticus be able to let his fiesta girl go? Or will he realize that he just found his forever girl?

      

      *Warning: This book alpha is growly and head over heels in love with his feisty girl. Are you looking for a short, sweet, instalove story? Then hit that button cause this book is for you!
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      Penelope

      

      Most people would say I’m smart. Strange for sure, but smart. I’m always prepared, and I try not to put myself into unsafe situations. I’ve stayed close to home, to my dad, even when I went to college and I was happy.

      So, why did I just spend twelve hours on a plane, three hours in a rental car, and then an hour and a half on a boat crossing the Prince of Wales Strait to get to this tiny island in northern Canada?

      To find a yeti.

      I’ve been obsessed with yetis since the first time my dad told me about them. It was always just him and I, and I think by the time I was six, he was sick of reading me bedtime stories about princesses being rescued by their prince. Neither one of us could really relate to those stories. I didn’t want to be saved by some dumb guy. I just wanted to go on an adventure and my dad was the same way. So, he started making up his own stories, tales about fantastic creatures, living in the most beautiful of places.

      I found some old rope in the garage, and I would play in our backyard for hours, pretending to be an explorer and finding the most amazing places and things. It’s probably pretty obvious that I didn’t have many friends, but that never bothered me. I had my dad and that was more than enough for me. He encouraged my curiosity. One summer I built this awesome tent village with mountains and a lava river down the middle and he let me keep it up for three whole months.

      His stories got more in-depth as I got older, and we would spend hours planning out trips, where we thought the best place to find each of these creatures would be and how we would sneak up on them to get pictures and proof that they were real.

      The ones about Yetis were always my favorite. Maybe it’s because we lived in Tempe, Arizona and the idea of snow always fascinated me. Maybe it’s just that those were his favorite characters too and I picked up on it.

      I was certain that I would grow up and be the world’s best adventurer. My dad and I would travel around the world together, exploring all of those places and finding all of those fantastic creatures that he had told me about. I even thought up a cool name for our company. Mark and Pen. It was really just our two names, but I remember loving the sound of it.

      He was an insurance salesman, and he taught me always to be prepared, but finding a yeti was always our one shared dream. We had planned to head up north after I graduated college and spend a year looking for one before we both got back to our real lives. We spent hours planning out our trip, where we thought the best chances of spotting a yeti would be and all of the equipment that we would need.

      He and my mom had me late in life, and he was nearing retirement so it was meant to be a joint party. A year off for me before I joined the workforce and a year off for him before he started his life in retirement. I had put off looking for a job or finding a new apartment, more focused on our adventure.

      I had a month left of college when I got the phone call. He had a stroke at the office and died before he reached the hospital. Just like that, I was all alone. My mom had died in childbirth with me, and they were both only children, so it had always been just the two of us.

      I was devasted, and I barely remember the last month of school. I had gotten permission to come home and plan the funeral but I had to go back for final exams. It was hard to concentrate or care about anything with a giant gaping hole in my heart but I still passed.

      I finished college, got my degree in education, and then went back home to deal with the house and all of his things. I spent six months back in Tempe, just existing and grieving the loss of my dad and best friend.

      It was right before the house sold, when I was going through his closet that I found all of his Yeti research. He had a whole box of clues, threads from online forums about people who claimed to have spotted the creature. He had bought all of the equipment that we thought we would need, and there were maps and grainy photos printed out. It was like I had gotten a sign from my dad, a treasure map. I needed to follow the clues that he had laid out and see if I could finally find what we had both been hoping to see our whole lives.

      Before I could think too hard on it, I had booked a cabin on this tiny island that all of his research mentioned and packed my bags. I had finished storing everything and signed off on the sale of the house before I packed a bag and hopped on a plane, headed as far north as I could get. From there, I rented a car and drove for three hours, and then I hopped on a boat and now here I am.

      I wave to the captain of the small boat that dropped me off on this island as he turns around and heads back to the mainland. The snow that I had been so fascinated by when I was a little girl is blowing so much that I can barely see a foot in front of my face. I’m not even sure that the captain sees me waving, but it’s the thought that counts right?

      I let out a sigh, squinting as I tighten my hood around my face and brace myself against the arctic cold. Most people would think it was crazy to head to a tiny deserted island in northern Canada in the middle of the winter, but I feel like I have to do this still. For him. For us.

      This is the first spot on my trip and the one with the most alleged Yeti sightings. Aulavik National Park. I squint over my scarf, looking around the part of the island that I can see. There’s so much snow, and I know that I need to get to my little rented cabin before the storm gets any worse. I can look around the place after it’s calmed down a little out here.

      I grab my GPS from my pocket, checking which direction the cabin is in before I tuck it back inside my coat and set off through the forest. This climate and terrain are hard on a human, but I imagine it would be perfect for a Yeti and my spirits lift as I think about finally seeing one.
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