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         “Mark pushes me down on my back. His body is warm and heavy on top of mine. His shoulders are broad and his arms are strong. My fingers slide up his back and find the soft cleft where the shoulder blades end. Our bodies move in rhythm. Like two lost leaves in the wind. Unsteady gusts of wind have blown us hither and dither, and now we are here, together. I kiss him lightly. Our nose ridges bump against each other.”

          
   

         Maya is a young woman who has just moved to Copenhagen. She has a hard time figuring out the men in her life and moves restlessly between them as well as the streets of the city.

          
   

         “Void” is a story about being young, restless and longing.

         Maya Klyde is a young, Danish author. “Void” is her first short story for Lust.
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         Mark stands behind me and buries his nose in my hair.

         “You have a nice view,” I say.

         “What can you see from your room?” He asks.

         “Just Artillery Street. The cars and the asphalt. I don’t live as high up as you.”

         Amager Common looks as though it carries on endlessly. The untamed nature continues to the horizon and further still. I went for a walk there one of the first days after I moved in. It was supposed to just be a short detour on my way home from the grocery store, but I got lost and ended up walking around for hours, while the handle of the carrier bag dug deeper and deeper into my palm. In the end, the handle broke. The frozen pizza thawed and dissolved the cardboard box. I ended up at a hill, a small mountain, and from the top I could see all of Copenhagen. I realized how tiny I was.

         How many Copenhageners existed. But I also felt like a part of something bigger. I closed my eyes and imagined I was a tree. That my feet took root, and that I was staying there, on the top of the hill, forever. I don’t know how long I stood there like that. Too long apparently, because a dog walker carefully touched my shoulder and asked if I was okay.

         Mark massages my shoulders, my neck gets longer, and he kisses it gently. His stubble itches me, his lips are soft, he breathes heavily out his nose, and the warm air flows like a waterfall from my collarbone down my chest. I close my eyes. For a fraction of a second Jakob crosses my mind. Like an irritating fly that sits on my skin. I shake my head and the thought flies away.

          
   

         The door to Jakob’s apartment was already ajar when I made it up the stairs. I wiped my feet off on the doormat and cleared my throat while I wondered whether he expected me to stand and wait or if I should just go inside. And whether in that case I should take off my sandals. Whether he would offer me something to drink, and whether in that case he secretly hoped that I would decline the offer. If he asked, I would probably say no thanks. I wanted to be cool. Effortlessly cool, with my hair in a messy bun and the floral dress that made it difficult for him to think straight. That was how he said it himself when he saw me for the first time – just before he lifted my skirt and put his hand down my panties. It couldn’t be more than a couple of weeks ago, but it already felt like it had been a year.

         “Maya. What are you doing here?” It was Erika, one of Jakob’s roommates, who had finally noticed that I was lingering in the doorway.

         I held the bag up in front of me. “Jakob’s things,” I said.

         She tilted her head and stuck out her bottom lip a little. I forced myself to smile.

         “Jakob!” She called. “You have a visitor!” She sent me a last, pitying look before she ducked into the kitchen.

         Something wasn’t quite right. That’s how I always felt when I visited Jakob’s commune. It was sort of the same feeling as when I watched black and white movies that had been coloured, or when I heard a bad cover of a song.

         It was an old luxury flat with stucco in the ceilings, giant windows, and shiny wooden floors – and then it was inhabited by five students with poor organization and bulky-waste furniture in various shades of dirty IKEA-white. Whenever I visited the apartment, I always got the feeling that I should be on guard.

         But in hindsight, it might actually have just as much to do with the fact that Jakob had forgotten to tell me that he already had a girlfriend. That detail didn’t occur to him before she moved back to Copenhagen after finishing her studies in Aarhus.
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