
        
            
                
            
        

    
	[image: Image]

	 

	YETI

	 

	 

	Sophie Iremonger

	 

	 

	 

	Artcover: Eme Sofia

	Copyright: BERLINABLE UG

	 

	 

	Berlinable invites you to leave all your fears behind and dive into a world where sex is a tool for self-empowerment. 

	Our mission is to change the world - one soul at a time. 

	When people accept their own sexuality, they build a more tolerant society. 

	Words to inspire, to encourage, to transform. 

	Open your mind and free your deepest desires.

	 

	 

	All rights reserved. It is not permitted to copy, distribute or otherwise publish the content of this eBook without the express permission of the publisher. Subject to changes, typographical errors and spelling errors. The plot and the characters in this book are fictitious. Any resemblance to dead or living people or public figures is not intended and are purely coincidental.

	 


We are stardust,

	billion-year-old carbon

	 

	 -Joni Mitchell

	 

	 


The first warm day of the year. My legs are white and on their way to Netto.

	Netto is the supermarket I love the most. It's not upmarket, you can't even get soy sauce, but there's always discount Hackfleisch and men who'll look up your skirt.

	The same old thing every season: first tripping out tentatively like some Victorian dowager afraid of showing an ankle then suddenly balls deep in Summer walking unabashed through Hermanplatz wearing nothing but a piece of dental floss.

	Two men forget to buy yoghurt and one follows me down the aisle from dried goods to frozen.

	I think he whispered “ooh, Mama,” but maybe he’s just thrilled to find pasta.

	I’m either a freak or looking pretty good, most likely easy pickings, a special-offer road testing her new summer outfit: high tan wedges, leopard print, short leather skirt.

	Maybe they like me more now I’m fat? Spring men are thirsty. By August you can walk past practically naked without getting a second look. August men are jaded. But in April they are newly emerged soft shell crabs, their eyes haven’t yet hardened.

	I am thirsty too. Yesterday I was walking through Tempelhoferfeld looking at every man jogging past, some of the ladies too. I almost cried.

	Brown legs, thick ones, thin ones, white knotty knees, legs like bits of wood, legs like baguettes, welcome mat rough or smooth and juvenile.

	I could love a million legs! But instead, I eat.

	 

	I buy myself a Snickers and eat it walking home. The lack of fucking sits around my waist like a fat manacle. The caramel strands cling as the chocolate breaks and I think about this guy who is visiting. He’s taking a few photos for a mutual friend's online art initiative, I don’t know him. My friend says he's smart but silent.

	I’m expecting someone scabrous, perhaps with a stringy beard and obsequious manners, I don’t know why. I’m just expecting Golem. But a small part of me hopes he’s hot.

	 

	I dump some cookies on a plate. They let out a plume of sweetish dust, are cheap and grey. I eat two.
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