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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. 

         In the back of the room, there was a dark-haired guy leaning against the wall. He looked at Ludvig with icy-blue eyes. He held his gaze for a moment and smiled. A crooked, sharp smile, and then he looked away. Ludvig’s stomach contracted, as if someone had punched him, and he initially pretended it was discomfort, but it was really just attraction. The guy was without a doubt the most handsome person Ludvig had ever seen. Perhaps not objectively – he had a sharp and almost mean look about him, like a wolf. It looked like his nose had been broken at some point.

         He wasn’t exactly shocked by this, as he has… experimented more than your average guy, so to speak. But the thoughts that rushed at him right then and there made him blush. He would have cut off his own arm to go down on that guy. It was an intense, fiery need that settled inside his body. He wanted to take his heavy cock in his hand, and he wanted him to cum in his face.

         “Ludvig?” It was Fatima. It seemed like she asked him a question. 

         He looked at her.

         “What?”

         “What was the name of your friend in Årsta?”

         Ludvig looked back at the guy again, but he wasn’t there. Erik was sitting in the couch making out with a girl that was definitely not his ex, but the wolf guy was gone.

         “Mm,” he said.

         “What?”

         “Sorry, I need to go to the bathroom.”

         He zigzagged his way through the crowd and checked the kitchen and bathroom before making his way out to the balcony.

         There he was, back turned to the door in a flimsy, navy blue wind jacket, smoking. 

         He turned around as Ludvig closed the door, and the fact that it was Ludvig didn’t seem to surprise him. But why would it, really? He simply said, “Hey”.

         Ludvig nodded at him.

         “Got a lighter?”

         The wolf guy handed it over. Ludvig didn’t usually smoke cigarettes, but he had to now. The thought of Erik or Samir coming out to the balcony and pointing this out made him really nervous. He felt drunk and relaxed inside the warm apartment. Outside, the blood was rushing through his body and his head felt clear and sober, and his thoughts straight.

         “Max,” the wolf guy said.

         “What?” 

         “I’m Max.”

         “Ludvig.”

         Ludvig held out the joint he had in his wallet.

         “You want this instead?” he asked, with his cigarette hanging from the corner of his mouth.

         Max shook his head.

         “I’ll pass.”

         Ludvig put it back.

         “You should smoke it if you want to,” Max said.

         “I’m cool. You don’t like it?”

         Max snorted and then smiled.

         “Used to love it. But I’ve moved on to… other escape routes.”

         Ludvig took a deep drag from his cigarette. Uncertain of how to respond if Max wanted him to ask anything about it or not. But his curiosity got the better of him.

         “What?”

         Max was quiet.

         “Like drugs?” Ludvig continued, but Max just smiled that crooked smile again, and then said, “Nah, I mostly drive.” Ludvig probably looked very confused, because Max elaborated further.

         “Like racing. Drag racing or just driving. At night. It’s…” He drew small circles in the air. “refreshing, elevating.”

         Ludvig had forgotten to smoke, and the ash fell off, hitting Ludvig’s white Nike Airs. 

         “Ever been in a car going at 180 km per hour?” Max asked.

         Ludvig shook his head.

         “It’s cathartic.”

         Ludvig just looked at him. He was usually so good at this, but he didn’t have anything to say this time. His mouth felt dry from the cigarette and his nerves.

         “Hey, I’m going to get going,” Max said, and stubbed his cigarette. The disappointment felt heavy in Ludvig’s chest. “Are you staying?” He said it so calmly and with such a melodic voice, without dodging his gaze. He was uncomfortably good at eye contact. Ludvig looked out across the railing.

         “Nah, fuck it, I’m going too.”

         They left without saying goodbye to anybody. He briefly met Fatima’s gaze as he put on his jacket, but he looked away.

         It was chilly and steely gray outside the apartment. Max walked a few steps in front of him, and they smoked a cigarette each in silence. Finally, they were behind the last building on the block, on a small pedestrian street, silent and still. Max stopped at a spot where the ground dipped, and there was a freeway down there. It was beautiful. 

         Max quietly moved closer, the arm of his jacket rustling when it touched Ludvig’s denim jacket. Ludvig could hear his breaths. Max positioned himself in front of him. And he looked straight into Ludvig’s eyes with the rock-hard gaze that had given him at least eighteen heart attacks that night, and then he said, “Okay?”

         And Ludvig said, “Okay”, so Max kissed him.

         It was a slow kiss at first – slow but decisive. Ludvig grabbed the fabric around Max’s waist and pulled him closer. He didn’t mean for it to be so rough. His entire body acted on some sort of emotional impulse that manifested itself in his muscles. Max didn’t seem to care, just pushed his tongue deeper.

         He tasted like cigarettes and mint. Max’s hand grabbed Ludvig’s neck, pressing his fingers into his scalp. The kiss quickly turned wet and violent. Ludvig tried to show him everything he couldn’t say before.

         He backed without thinking about it and suddenly found himself pressed against the façade. Max snaked his leg in between Ludvig’s and pressed his thigh against his crotch, making Ludvig whimper. He had been so focused on not letting go of Max’s body – their dancing tongues, how hot he felt under his jacket – he hadn’t noticed how hard he was. But then, Max rubbed his leg against his erection again, which made him throb inside his pants. He was ashamed of his hardness and the sounds that escaped his mouth at first, but then Max came closer, and Ludvig could feel his hard-on against his hip as well.

         The fact that he was the reason for it made him feel more drunk than the vodka, and his cock twitched at the thought of it as he moaned into Max’s open mouth. Max put his hand on Ludvig’s chest, pushed him against the wall, and his other hand quickly undid Ludvig’s pants and pulled down the zipper. He pulled down his pants and underwear in a single tug and went down on his knees. At first, his nakedness in the summer night felt cold. The concrete wall felt rough against his naked ass. But then Max’s tongue touched the tip of his swollen cock, and nothing else mattered. Max moved the tip of his tongue across the ridge on the tip of Ludvig’s cock again and again. He glanced up as he pushed Ludvig’s cock between his lips. His eyes were big, gazing through his eyelashes. Ludvig grabbed his hair, and Max took his cock in his mouth. He sucked in his cheeks, and Ludvig could feel the back of Max’s throat caressing his tip – he took him so deep. His lips were tight and wet. He moved his head back and forth in a fast pace. Stopped half way down sometimes and sucked the tip. It was warm and felt so fucking good. Ludvig’s grip on Max’s hair was brutal, but there was just no other way. His knees almost gave out, and it was a miracle he was still standing up. Max looked up, and he held Ludvig’s gaze as he sank forward until the tip of his nose touched Ludvig’s stomach. 

         “Fuck,” Ludvig whispered. It would be over quickly. He could feel it right away, and Max probably saw it in his face, too. Max took him deep into his throat a few more times. Slow and steady. He gripped his shaft softly and started jerking him off as he kept sucking, swirling his tongue around the tip.

         “Max.” Ludvig’s voice was shaky and thin. “Max, I’m so fucking close.”

         He put his hand on Max’s shoulder, but he didn’t move. Ludvig came quickly and with a force. He closed his eyes and really tried to stay quiet, but the orgasm felt too good, his knees started buckling and a loud sigh escaped his lips – probably audible through every open window around.

         Max took it all in his mouth, but turned around and spat when Ludvig was finished. It was raw and brutal, and shouldn’t have been sexy at all, but it was. If he hadn’t cum about five seconds ago, the mere sight of Max – disheveled hair and rosy cheeks, getting up and wiping his mouth with the back of his hand – would have been enough to get him hard again.

         Ludvig reached out to him. He could see how hard Max was inside his jeans.

         “Do you want me to…”

         “It’s cool.” Max’s voice was hoarse after having had Ludvig’s cock in his throat. Again, this made Ludvig wonder if it would give him an erection again. Max cleared his throat, aware of the change in his voice.

         “Like I said, I should get going,” he said, and coughed, nodding his head toward the opposite way from the bus stop. 

         “I’ll call you, though,” he continued. “If you want to come with me for a drive sometime?”

         Ludvig just nodded, still groggy and weak from what just happened. Max smiled and walked away.

         And here he is in the kitchen, two weeks later. And Max has texted him and asked if he wants to join him for a drive. And he can feel his pulse like a techno beat inside his body, wiping out everything else. And what the hell does 3.30-ish mean? Ish? Ludvig is an absolute wreck, feeling like a teenager again, high on ecstasy, and he is fucking terrified. What bugs him the most is that he has no idea what to expect.

         And then he sees a black Audi A5 slow down on the street. It’s obviously him. The car is very much in character with Max. Ludvig doesn’t wait for him to text and say he’s here. His shoes are on before Max has even stopped the car, and he is out of the building 20 seconds later.

         The car is quiet, and Max doesn’t say very much. It doesn’t surprise him. He can only hear the noise from the engine and the cars outside, a muffled white noise in the background. It is clear that Max is an experienced and reckless driver. He exceeds the speed limit by 20 km when they are still in the city center, and the car just glides forward, doesn’t jerk when he shifts gears, and the turns are soft.

         Max drives onto the highway and looks at Ludvig.

         “We won’t die,” he says. Completely calm, as if that’s a normal thing to say. Also, he looks at Ludvig way too long to be driving safely on a highway. Then he nods, even though Ludvig didn’t say anything, and accelerates.

         The car quickly hits 120 km per hour, and he overtakes a car in the right lane, but stays in the left one. He increases the speed to 150. The car roars louder than any other time Ludvig has been in one. It accelerates to 170, 180. Max overtakes another car in the left lane that honks at him, and he doesn’t flinch. His gaze is stern and fixed on the road ahead, with an intense expression, seemingly deep in thought. He turns off the headlights when they reach 200 km per hour. It is so dark. The only lights come from the neon information on the car’s dashboard. The road ahead is a black space. Ludvig’s heart is beating so fast he presses his back to the car; his body feels weightless and burns.

         He will never deny himself anything ever again if he survives this. He will stop slacking off, start telling his friends that he appreciates them, stop playing around with girls so much and start sucking more dick.

         There is no more time for more wishes before Max swerves off the highway, and the motion throws Ludvig to the left, causing the belt to cut into his arm. Max’s calm and dark voice mumbles, “Sorry”. 

         They are still driving at 180 km per hour, but the speed limit is 70. Warehouses and fast-food chains rush past them before they are replaced by fields of crops. If something appeared on the road, it would be an instant frontal crash, 100 percent certain death.

         That’s when Max stops the car. He hits the brakes with full force. The car suddenly brakes and glides across the empty street. Ludvig doesn’t know if he is screaming or not, maybe. Or maybe it is the car howling as it violently skids to a halt across the street. Ludvig’s body slams into the passenger door, and he tries to hold on to something, but can’t do anything. He shuts his eyes and hears his heartbeats thudding inside his head.

         Then they stop. Ludvig’s breaths are wheezing, and it sounds like the Audi is breathing out too. The engine stops with a tired, worn-out sigh. His vision is blurred when he opens his eyes, but Max is already looking at him with that blue, focused gaze and his sharp smile. His pupils are big, and his eyes are gleaming in the dark.

         “That’s enough for a first time,” he says. Licks his lips. “Did you like it?”

         Ludvig doesn’t know what to say. He is filled with adrenaline, some mortal fear, his lungs burn, and he feels like screaming. Instead, he laughs a long and genuine laugh. Somehow, it’s the only thing that feels right. They didn’t die, like Max had promised.

         “So that’s a yes?”

         “Fuck,” Ludvig whispers quietly and out of breath. “You’re insane.”

         Max nods at him.

         “Sure,” he says.

         He looks at Ludvig differently now, with heavy eyelids and a forceful expression. And he undoes his seatbelt. The sound of metal is loud in the otherwise quiet car. Max leans forward, still holding his gaze on Ludvig, and he undoes his seatbelt as well. He then leans back in his chair and clicks his tongue. The way you would to a cat or a waiter to get attention. Max slides his seat back.

         At first, a direct and burning wave of shame or perhaps shyness hits Ludvig. This isn’t usually how it goes, and he doesn’t know what to do. What is expected when you haven’t taken any initiative yourself? But then a new wave hits him, an entirely different emotion – pure fucking desire, and he knows exactly what to do.

         Fuck it. Fuck all of it, he thinks, and crawls past the shift gear.

         The space is narrow and both of them are pretty tall. Ludvig straddles Max. They are so close, he can feel Max’s erection against his crotch. He wonders if Max gets turned on by driving or from knowing where it would lead. It doesn’t matter, and Ludvig moves his hips against Max without even thinking. It turns him on, sitting on Max’s lap, feeling his hard-on press against him. Max grabs his butt with both hands and pulls him down so that their erections move even closer. Ludvig presses his palms against Max’s heaving chest. He smells of gasoline, night air and Axe perfume.

         His breaths are damp against Ludvig’s face. Ludvig leans forward, and Max opens his mouth, letting his tongue slide in. Max’s stubble scratches his cheek and sends shivers down his spine. He likes it. A strong hand grabs his back, and Max presses Ludvig against him with force as Ludvig rolls his hips again. His cock is hard inside his jeans.

         Max caresses him under his shirt with a warm and sweaty hand. Max finds his way back to Ludvig’s mouth when he catches his breath. Sucks on Ludvig’s lower lip as he moans. Suddenly Max’s other hand grabs Ludvig’s crotch, and he gasps. Max looks pleased as he roughly strokes Ludvig’s erection outside his jeans. He is so horny. His legs are pulsating, his pants feel tight and he wants Max in every way possible.

         Max presses his lips against Ludvig’s ear, as if he could hear his thoughts, and says,

         “Do you want me to fuck you?”

         His heart stops when Max utters the words, and Ludvig swallows loudly. But his cock has a different reaction, and perhaps Max can feel it in his hand, pressed so hard against it.

         “We don’t have to,” he begins, but Ludvig is already climbing to the backseat.

         “Fuck me,” he says. It comes out naturally, without thinking twice, but his cheeks flush, and he is glad he turned around. Two weeks ago, he would never have thought he would be in the back of a car asking someone to fuck him.

         The car is so clinically clean, Ludvig momentarily feels bad that they are about to have sex in it. But Max doesn’t seem to care. He follows suit, and when Ludvig turns around he feels Max’s lips, hot and wet against his. Max pulls off Ludvig’s shirt right away and pushes him down to his back, and the leather is warm and creaks underneath him. Max practically attacks Ludvig’s neck, kissing him with force, sucking and licking.

         “No hickeys,” Ludvig says, and Max laughs, kissing his way down his chest instead, biting one of his nipples. He licks it and presses his crotch against Ludvig’s. Ludvig can’t handle this sensation, even though the space is confined, and even though they are parked on the side of a road. He tries to meet Max’s movements, to rub their crotches together, but Max still has the tip of his tongue on Ludvig’s nipple, and there is no space to move. He could probably cum from this alone, but that’s not enough and certainly not the plan. The only thing he can say is Max’s name, a weak hiss, but Max understands. Gets up as much as he can in the backseat and unbuttons Ludvig’s pants. It’s not easy to get them off in the back of the car. Max throws his shoes in the front seat, and when Ludvig’s cock is finally released from the pants, Max lets a quiet but appreciative hum escape his lips.

         The pants are discarded on the floor, and Ludvig is suddenly completely naked, whereas Max is still wearing his clothes. Perhaps he should feel embarrassed, but he honestly can’t be bothered.

         Max brings out a bottle of lube from the center console. It looks new, and Ludvig wonders if he bought it specifically for this moment. If he had touched himself at home, thinking about fucking him. The mere thought makes his already hard and oozing cock twitch against his stomach. He stops thinking all together when Max puts one of Ludvig’s legs over his shoulder and strokes his opening with his index finger. It feels cold at first, and Ludvig gasps, but then it’s inside. A burning yet satisfying sensation, and it feels different from all the times he has done it himself. Max uses his other hand to pump him a few times. His blue eyes are constantly fixed on him, big and filled with lust, as if fingering him satisfied Max more than Ludvig. The lower part of Ludvig’s body was electric, vibrating from his thighs to his stomach. Max added another finger, and fuck, he was so thorough. He slowly and methodically stretched his opening until Ludvig pushed himself against his fingers. He was warm and sweaty, and it felt so good, but most of all, it was a promise, and Ludvig couldn’t wait forever. Patience wasn’t his strongest suit. Max’s fingers are slippery with lube, and they easily glide in and out of him. When Max adds a third finger and angles them, Ludvig’s body reacts before he can reflect on what’s happening. He twitches and arches his back. Screams profanities loudly, and Max responds by massaging the spot harder. Ludvig’s back is moist against the leathery seat, and the lube drips from Max’s fingers as he massages Ludvig’s prostate in fast and steady motions. It’s messy and cramped, and the car smells of sweat, lube and slightly of sperm. Of body and leather, and it’s so hot; Max above him, cheeks flushed and dark locks framing his face. He flexes his arms as he fingers Ludvig. Max is still wearing his clothes, and his jeans feel rough against Ludvig’s bare legs. Max has three fingers buried inside Ludvig, up to his knuckles, but it’s not enough. Ludvig feels featureless and twitches unrhythmically for more stimulation.

         “Do it,” he says. “I’m ready.” And he really is, he wants it – no – he needs it. He is going to cum if Max doesn’t push his cock inside him right now. Ludvig whimpers as Max retracts his fingers, sits up and kisses him, desperate for more touch. He pushes his tongue against Max and unbuttons his jeans. Max moans loudly when Ludvig pulls them down, a deep and hoarse noise. His cock, pink and swollen, bounces up to his stomach. Ludvig reaches for it, but Max slaps his hand. Hands him a condom, and Ludvig shivers as he puts it on. Slowly pumps Max two times, mostly just to touch it, to feel its weight and the sensation of holding his cock in his hand. He had been thinking about this so much the past two weeks, thinking about it as he touched himself. Max kisses him one more time before he pushes him down onto the set. Strokes his thighs and spreads his legs, lying down on top of him. Max kisses him softly and slowly as he moves his cock around Ludvig’s opening. He is extra sensitive there now, and Ludvig shudders when the tip of Max’s cock glides across his anus, again and again.

         “Breathe out,” Max says, and Ludvig does as he says – a hoarse and ragged breath as Max pushes the tip of his cock against him. It burns, but he is wet and expanded. Ludvig feels Max’s ribs under the moist, warm shirt. Ludvig wraps his legs around Max’s back, and the cock glides in. Max moans loudly as his cock reaches deeper inside Ludvig. Ludvig suspects Max can’t control his thrusts. The car fills with the sound of skin slapping against skin, the sound of their deep breaths. They are so close. Ludvig’s cock touches Max’s stomach, and a drop of his precum smears out. The touch of Max’s t-shirt against the tip of Ludvig’s cock is a teasing but intense pleasure, and it feels good in a way that makes everything else disappear as Max thrusts his cock inside him. Ludvig feels Max’s balls slap against his ass, and he loves it. He tries to pull him closer with his legs, but they feel numb and weak. He doesn’t know if it’s from the position or from being fucked, or perhaps from the intense vibrations in his lower body as Max’s cock touches his prostate.

         Ludvig is pressed against the leather seats, and without being able to move, he can only take whatever Max gives him. And he is grateful. At times, he feels ashamed of his loud noises, whimpering and begging. But fuck it, Max is inside him, and every third thrust or so he hits that exact spot that feels so good, that makes his body feel like an electric shock. He doesn’t have time to think about his responses. Wants Max to fuck him just like that. Ludvig’s hard cock is swollen and pink against his stomach, dipping precum that pools at his bellybutton. Max shows him no mercy, because Ludvig doesn’t want him to. It’s too much, it’s not enough.

         “Faster,” he begs.

         And now Max is the one obeying. He bends forward and kisses Ludvig, slowly and carefully like every other kiss, and his tongue softly grazes Ludvig’s. Then Max puts one hand behind him and grabs his own hip with the other and starts fucking Ludvig in a merciless rhythm. Ludvig screams a broken cry of lust, and he can hear Max’s heavy and ragged breathing above his head. Ludvig needs to press his hand against the door above his head to avoid banging his head in it, and he grips his cock with the other hand. It’s wet with sweat and precum, and he automatically jerks it in his hand as Max fucks him steadily. This will be the death of him, not the drive, but this; the sight of Max biting his swollen lips, the drops of sweat gathering by his collarbones where his shirt has slid down, his fast breaths, his cock buried deep inside him. He feels his orgasm closing in on him, and he is sure he will faint.

         “I’m cumming,” he says.

         “Yes,” Max says with a hard exhale, sounding like he has been holding his breath, waiting for this.

         “Then cum, cum for me.”

         And he does. How could he not? Ludvig’s entire body spasms, his head falls back, and the sperm spurts up his bare stomach and chest. Max moans, louder than before. Keeps thrusting in and out of Ludvig. Ludvig can’t see, his vision is flickering, and he experiences a moment of complete bliss in the now dirty and steamy car.

         “Cum on me,” Ludvig begs. He is worn out and exhausted, but it feels like his skin is still burning for touch. He wants everything from Max, everything. He instantly misses him as he pulls out his cock with an obscene, wet noise, throws the condom on the floor and starts jerking off – three strokes, four, before he cums across Ludvig’s chest. A lukewarm, perfect cascade of sperm. One drop lands on his chin, and Ludvig wipes it off with his thumb and sucks it. It tastes bitter, like sweat and leather. Ludvig looks down at the mess they made, his abs still twitching from sheer exhaustion and from the fact that there is no cock inside him. When he looks up, he meets Max’s clear gaze, dark with lust and fatigue. A drop of sweat falls from his forehead down onto Ludvig.

         “Fuck,” Ludvig whispers.

         “We just did,” Max says, and smiles. He picks up Ludvig’s shirt and dries off his stomach with it. Their sperm mix on the sheer cotton fabric.

         “For you,” Max says, and hands it to him, winking at him and climbing to the front seat.

         Max drives carefully on the way home, still faster than the speed limit, but not dangerously so. It’s quiet, but a different sensation now lingers in the car. Ludvig feels completely emptied, beaten up, warm and fuzzy.

         “I’ll text you,” Max says as he slows down outside Ludvig’s apartment. Ludvig steps out of the car, bare-chested and with the dirty t-shirt in his hand.

         “I would like that,” he replies, and closes the door.
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