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         The attraction didn’t come as a shock. But honestly it was unexpected that it would be that intense that quickly. Ludvig has a “whatever happens, happens” sort of attitude. Definitely fun, even exciting, but at times it can make him seem like an experimenting fifteen-year-old. He never imagined it could feel like this. 

         It’s 3:20 AM. He is standing in the kitchen. Hands widely placed on the sink, sweaty and perhaps a bit shaky, but Ludvig presses them harder against the marble surface and breathes heavily. It’s dark. The lights are out in the apartment aside from the bedroom lamp spreading a light in the room behind him. He sees his own silhouette in the window – broad shoulders and his buzzcut tilted down. The street is dark and deserted outside the window. A slow and scarce rain is falling outside. It falls slowly as in slow motion. Everything moves slowly. His pulse is twice as fast as the kitchen clock. This will be the death of him. Not the drive itself, but this. He once heard on Discovery Channel that all living beings have a predestined amount of heartbeats, that animals with faster heartbeats simply have shorter life spans. If that’s true, he’s wasting… at least a year now. His heart is beating itself half to death. 

         “Chill,” he whispers to himself. “Chill the fuck down.”

         He’s lying in the couch at midnight when his phone vibrates.

         I’m going out driving tonight. You can join me if you want to. I can be at your place at 3.30-ish.

         It all began at a party at Erik’s friend’s place two weeks ago. Honestly, Ludvig would have preferred to stay at Bishops. But Erik didn’t think so, because it turned out his ex would be at the party. Well, not ex, “just a break” Erik said pretty aggressively, spilling most of his beer.

         “We clearly said, hey I’m not making this up, we said ‘break’,” he said. He gestured at Samir and Ludvig. “What, you don’t believe me?”

         Ludvig definitely didn’t believe him, but said, “Of course we do”, and Samir nodded.

         “I think we should get going,” Erik continued.

         Ludvig sighed almost incomprehensibly, but apparently not quietly enough.

         “What? Fucking hell, Ludvig, you’re so boring. What do you want us to do, just sit here and drink beer and talk about Game of Thrones?”

         “Well why the hell not?” he responded.

         “Why not? Because I’m fucking fed up with the two of you. Can’t we do something else for a change?”

         “I could go to the party,” Samir said, and Erik threw his hands in the air and screamed “Victory!” so loud that the group at the table behind them turned around. Then he gestured at Ludvig with his hand.

         “It’s Kalle’s party. You know Kalle? Anyways, he knows every single chick who goes to KTH.”

         Ludvig laughed. “Every single one of them?”

         “Every single one. I promise. It’s crazy, but it’s true. I know you’re really into, what’s her name? Linnea?”

         “But Linnea is like one hundred percent not into me,” Ludvig said, and let his hands graze his head. He had just got the buzzcut, and his hands automatically went up to his short hair whenever he didn’t know what to do with them.

         “That’s not true!” Erik exclaimed. “Maybe seventy, eighty percent not into you, but if there’s a will, there’s a way.” He raised his half-empty glass of beer as he spoke. “And if Linnea is not there, there will be at least twenty other girls, I swear.” He still held his glass raised in the air. Ludvig raised his and they toasted. 

         It turned out Kalle didn’t know every single chick at KTH, but close enough. The party was held in his three-room apartment, and it was crammed. Erik was so excited, it looked like he would shit his pants. They stopped by his apartment on the way to get vodka and weed, and Ludvig was in a good mood after all. Linnea wasn’t there, but honestly, she was too young anyways. Besides, Fatima was standing there in the tightest jeans he had ever seen, talking to a group of people who looked like they studied economics. 

         He snuck up to her, put his hand on her lower back and said, “Fatima, hey”, and smiled when she turned around. He knew he looked good when he smiled. She hugged him, and her long hair had a sweet scent. He greeted the others, but stayed close to her. She didn’t seem to mind and looked at him as she laughed. They talked about the last season of Married at first sight and it wasn’t interesting at all, but Fatima liked the fact that he hadn’t seen any of it and enjoyed telling him about the intrigues. Ludvig smiled and looked around in the crowded apartment. Fatima kept talking, but Ludvig stopped listening. 




OEBPS/images/9788726311303_cover_epub.jpg





