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         Sunshine blinded her when she stepped out of the dark nightclub and onto the footpath outside. Repeated brown impressions of the sun’s face danced in front of her retinas like a potato print trying to stamp away the rest of her anxiety. Lisa reached into her bag for her sunglasses, and with a sigh, she walked across the street to admire the view by the lakes. The windswept dusty drops of water over her cheeks while she stood in front of the vast body of spring water next to the planetarium. She wiped the droplets away with the back of her hand, walking past Restaurant Cassiopeia and continuing down the stairs. She had a pent-up tingling in her entire body, but perhaps it was just a sign that the job interview had gone well. They had promised to call her before the end of the day and let her know if she was going to be their next showgirl.

         There was a vast sea of time until her evening train left. She had reserved a return ticket on the midnight train so that she could sleep all the way home in a quiet compartment. Lisa was looking forward to acting the tourist in Copenhagen, and it was a summer day where the clouds passed by like giant cotton balls in a clear blue sky. She was still in high spirits from the job interview and especially the last fifteen minutes when they had asked her to dance at the pole. When she had set a course for the bus stop at Vesterport, she tried to remember the small routine she had improvised just a few minutes earlier.

         Lisa decided to hop on the next bus that arrived and jump off at a random stop in the city centre to pass the time a little and enjoy the city’s and her impulses. Her feeling of freedom swayed boldly in her hips when she walked. Her strappy high heels made her bulged a little extra from behind. The day could bring it all or nothing, and it was only her who needed to know what the day’s outcome would be this evening. No one waited at home for her in the small town of Skive. Lisa’s daughter had moved out of the house and her ex-boyfriend, Iver, luckily had no idea where she was. This was good all the same because, since their breakup earlier in the year, he had a habit of sending her hurtful text messages and called her at the strangest times. She had reported it to the police, but they couldn’t do anything about it when he wasn’t outrightly violent.

          
   

         The bus driver nodded at Lisa when she got onboard. His dark eyes were friendly, almost flirty, and he began to chuckle. “Dive safely now,” she said, tossing her long blond hair as she strutted to a seat right at the front of the bus. She noticed in the mirror in front of her before taking a place that his eyes were following her in. Lisa lifted her sunglasses and lingered on his gaze before he started the bus up again and drove in the direction of the city hall. I affect men today buzzed in her thoughts, so why wouldn’t the job be mine. She let out a giggle when she remembered that she had lied about her age.

         Perhaps it was unfair, but the competition was mercilessly fierce, and she had come across some of the other candidates in the dressing room. They were all beautiful, sexy and considerably younger than her. So why not pass herself off as ten years younger and say that she was 32 and childless? Luckily, the dark red lighting at Venus Bar made it impossible to see wrinkles, stretch marks and all those kinds of minor details. She had slowly transformed into a new person. She had slipped into the persona of Chloé, a go-go dancer from Moulin Rouge. She was one of the 70s Parisian go-go dancers that she had read about on a trip to Paris many years ago. Since then, the thought of the go-go dancer had excited Lisa, but she never thought that she would ever have the courage to walk in Chloé’s footsteps.

         The bus stopped across from Magasin du Nord department store on the square Kongens Nytorv. Lisa hurried off the bus and quickly managed to catch the bus driver’s longing eyes in the mirror. She became all warm inside because it was clear that she had made an impression on him. Perhaps he had secretly stolen glances at her the whole trip, she thought, as she walked over the pedestrian crossing. Maybe, he had fantasised about watching her do an erotic dance just for his pleasure? It was impossible to tell, but the thought made her long legs stretch all the way out as she walked. Her back stood proud, her chest was lifted, and she felt a rippling run through the sway of her hips.

         I deserve a good late and a croissant, she said to herself pushing the door open to Barrasso café. Her appetite had returned. It had already made itself know during her job interview. The owner of the club, a man in his fifties, had asked her what she had expected to be paid and before she had managed to answer, a loud rumble broke out from her stomach. That had lightened the atmosphere, and they both laughed.

         “In any case, we’ll be able to offer you a wage that can keep your hunger at bay,” he said with a broad smile. “You will hear from us in the late afternoon. We have a couple more applicants to get through, but I’m confident to say that you have put yourself in the front running”.

         Lisa threw herself down with her latte and chocolate croissant in front of one of the large windows facing out towards the square. She patted down her lightly coloured skirt and took in the view of the summer-kissed streets — wonderful, wonderful Copenhagen. The city attracted swarms of tourists. In front of Hotel D’Angleterre, there was teams of Asian tourists, Americans and the odd visitor from Jutland here and there.

         The suspense in Lisa’s stomach fluttered while she thought about the job interview and the hurdle she had just overcome. It was quite a big deal to pull up roots at the age of 42, but there was no one keeping her in Skive. Quite the opposite, her daughter, Maria, had begun studying in Aarhus and had planned on moving to New York afterwards. And then there was Iver, who also pushed her to move on, even though that wasn’t his intention. Lisa drank the rest of her coffee and thought that it was a blessing in disguise that he had been such a nuisance. Otherwise, she would still be stuck in her old job at Skive municipality and would have eventually found another run-of-the-mill boyfriend. Interesting men didn’t just grow on trees in Skive – no – they were either married or had a few screws loose.

         Men are just like toilets. The quote popped into her head when she got up to find a restroom. Either they’re unavailable, or they’re full of…She started laughing, remembering the quote written on the toilet walls at the country school she attended, which remained scribbled there throughout her entire education.

         She powdered her nose and touched up her red lipstick. Maybe I should put my hair up in a ponytail, she thought and dug out her hairbrush. So, I look a bit sailor-ish, she considered and let her hands glide down her striped tank top. She pulled her neckline down, so the top of her cleavage showed. Then she bent down to fasten one of her high heels a hole tighter. Her high heels were white and new, and they matched her top and skirt perfectly.

         It wasn’t just any old thing that she could turn up wearing to a job interview at Venus Bar, she had thought, so she had put in a little extra effort. She had christened the look, ‘Marilyn out at sea’. All she needed was a sailor’s hat, and she could get a job at the Nyhavn waterfront as quick as a flash! In that instant, she decided to stroll down to Nyhaven and get an ice-cream, even though she wasn’t much into the city’s tacky tourist traps. There was most likely an exhibition on at Louisiana art museum that she would prefer to go to, but the desire that had been planted in her after her pole dance drew her towards the harbour front.

         There was a variety of people on the cobblestoned streets, and along with Copenhagen’s most stunning wharf people from near and far sat enjoying the warm August sun. Lisa bought a gigantic traditional Danish ice-cream with a soft meringue topping and a dollop of jam. She sat herself down at the pier next to the mooring spot for the canal tours. People stood in line for the next departure, and suddenly she got the impulse that she should join too. When was the last time she had seen Copenhagen from the water? It was perhaps in primary school on a school trip to the Island of Bornholm when they stopped over in the capital city. It could be nice to see the Opera House and the Black Dimond building from the water, she thought and placed herself in the queue.
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