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         “You’re going to love it.” Henrik put his arm around Vanessa’s shoulders. She was shivering.

         “Can’t… talk.” She pressed her face against his chest. She was doubled over as far as she could.

         “Is she really fastened?”

         Henrik just nodded. The sour-faced woman in the blue uniform skirt pointed her finger at Vanessa, trying to prove a point. “You sure?” The flight attendant rolled her icy blue eyes and frowned her thin brows. Her lips were like a flat line. Henrik stared at a spot on her powdered forehead.

         “I’m sure,” he said a bit too loudly. “Just a bit scared of flying…” He managed to control his voice again.

         “Mm, I can tell.” She strutted away to the other passengers that needed correction.

         Henrik slowly let out the air he had been holding in. He caressed Vanessa’s blonde hair and tried not to ruin her hairdo. It was up in a bun.

         He played with a loose strand a little. Wrapped it around his finger. Her mouth is dangerously close to… He shifted in his seat.

         Cabin crew, please take your seats for take-off.

         “Ah… Oh.” Vanessa’s loud moans sounded like the ones she usually made in completely different situations. Henrik’s thoughts started wandering. Meanwhile, he felt a surge in his lower abdomen. Vanessa’s body pressed against his cock as they were pushed back by the acceleration.

         We recommend all passengers to keep their seatbelts fastened while seated, even though the seatbelt-sign might be switched off.

         “How long will it take?” Vanessa mumbled into his lap, and she must have felt it. He was hard. Already. She slowly sat up in her seat. Smiled apologetically. “Sorry… you know how it is. Flying. But you seem to handle it well. Just as well as when we went to Cambodia. The take-off is the worst part.” She put her hand on the suspicious bulge. Henrik was wearing his blue linen trousers. Not a lot of resistance.

         He smiled back at her, pale.

         “Mm… just an hour and a half.

         We will be serving hot beverages on-board. Those of you who have are Plus Members will of course be served a complimentary meal. Our serving cart will momentarily roll out from the cabin.

         Henrik put his hand on Vanessa’s and squeezed it. She looked around quickly. She looked like a deer caught in the headlights. Ready to run. He loved her brown eyes. An uncommon combination with blonde hair. He carefully ruffled her bun. A teasing scent of vanilla. It turned him on. She could turn him on in a matter of seconds.

         “Do you think we will even reach a mile in altitude?”

         “Next long-haul. We’ll do it then. At night. End of story.” Non-negotiable. Besides, the flat-line mouthed woman had just passed them with hard steps one time too many, eyeing Vanessa closely. At least, that’s what Henrik thought it looked like. They would never pull it off before they reached Kiruna.

         “Any coffee or tea?” They had sent someone else. The stewardess smiled at them with bright-white teeth.

          
   

         Mid-January. Freezing cold. It would be dark in just an hour or so. The first thing they heard when they stepped out on the airstair was howling and barking. Sled dogs. Henrik pulled his hat down over his ears and tried to breathe through his nose. The deicer truck was already driving over to their plane.
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