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         The next morning, Jennifer and Gustaf were standing by Henrik and Vanessa’s bed. Henrik was searching for his phone. Tired. So tired. Vanessa was leaning against his arm. Right next to him. Their bodies had warmed up the sleeping bag, and all he wanted was to fall back asleep. Vanessa curled up against him, mumbling something inaudible.

         Jennifer and Gustaf had brought warm lingonberry drinks on a tray.

         “This is a service we offer all of our guests,” Jennifer said and tossed her golden mane. There wasn’t a single trace of last night’s adventure in her face. No dark circles, no red eyes. Henrik couldn’t stop looking at her, standing by his side and handing him the glass. Her blue jeans were glued to her thighs. Her puffer jacket half-opened. How the hell does she do it? She is so alert…

         “Ehrm, thanks,” Vanessa hissed from inside the sleeping bag.

         Gustaf, however, looked a little worn-out. Not as well-groomed, and his hair not as smooth. A hint of stubble shadowed his chin and upper lip, making them a little darker than usual. He looked down at Vanessa. Handed her the lingonberry drink without a word. He was wearing a turtleneck, hiding everything below his chin. It seemed like Vanessa suddenly remembered that she had been sucking and biting on him both here and there. She sat up.

         “Hmm… Thanks. I mean it!” Her voice was hoarse, and she stroked his cheek awkwardly. He held the tray with one hand and dragged the other through his hair. A glimpse of Dorian across his face. Vanessa blushed.

         “We can’t stay here,” Jennifer said. “Need to serve the other guests. But we’ll see you at three o’clock outside Riverside, and we’ll walk to the dogsleds together. They have forecasted northern lights tonight.”

         They all stared at her.

         “What?” She lowered her gaze.

         Vanessa cleared her voice. “You sure know what you’re doing… but who are we meeting at the hut?” Vanessa collapsed deeper into the sleeping bag. She mostly made eyes at Gustaf.

         “It will be… quite an experience. It’s someone managing the place, and we get to stay the night. You’ll see…” Jennifer talked to the floor. Threw a look at Henrik. Cheeks flushed.

         “We’ll be outside Riverside at three-ish.” Henrik turned to Vanessa. “Right?”

         “Of course, H. I bet this will be interesting.” She slid her hand over his semi-erection. “We’ll be there.” She called him H. He wondered why. And what should he call her? If she wanted a nickname?

          
   

         Vanessa used the chisel carefully. She carved short lines with an awl and evened it out with a small saw that she held in her other hand. No need to use the blade again. She had two blocks of ice, one of them to the side of her. Henrik watched her. Knew exactly what she wanted to do. He admired his special travel partner. He was unaware of the fact that she had yet another talent. A sculptress. He must ask her about it sometime. How the hell would you ask something like that? Hey, Vanessa, are you an artist, too?

         He was too clumsy to make anything more complex than an obelisk into which he carved abstract patterns. He had glanced at Vanessa’s piece and tried to mimic the budding petals of the lotus flower himself, as well as the scaly skin of the seven-headed cobra. On an obelisk… Pathetic.

         Two hours later, Vanessa was done. Standing on the snow in front of her was a miniature throne, an exact replica of the one inside The Tower of the Five Lotuses. The snakes were exquisitely decorated. Even the tips of the forked tongues were there. There was a key lying beside the throne – the one that Anastasia had used to get in through the old wooden door. It was all there: the lotus flower, the snakes slithering from the shaft to the bud. The key of ice was about three times as big as it was in real life, and it looked more like the rod that Anastasia gifted them. He took it in his hand and felt the weight of it.

         “It’s beautiful.” He caressed the pattern. Thought about Jennifer. The ice-dildo. Anastasia. “Do you think…”

         “Yes. I think so.” Vanessa smiled playfully and looked into Henrik’s blue eyes. They knew each other well enough now to let some things remain unsaid. “I’ll bring it.”

          
   

         The shower room was steamy. The bright tiles in there were shimmering with moisture, and the condensed water was trickling down the walls. There were booths both to the left and right. Two fans were spinning slowly in the ceiling, making the steam swirl around. It looked like a Turkish spa from an old black and white movie.

         Vanessa had dragged Henrik past the gentlemen’s. They found a corner in the far end of the room. They weren’t the only people who had thought of this. Showering when nobody else did it. A few women were standing in their booths, and they turned around when they passed by. Henrik had a towel around his head like a turban, and one wrapped around his body. He walked behind her with his head lowered. Vanessa tried to hide him in their corner as well as she could.

         I mean, they must have noticed?

         He set the water temperature to as hot as he could handle. Vanessa could burn without even flinching. That was one of the things that differed between them. But they hadn’t showered together very much since Cambodia. Two or three times when they had visited each other. His balls started feeling heavy and prickly when he thought about it.

         Champagne bubbles.

         It felt like the beginning of an erection. His tip was growing. Not hanging straight down anymore. It was kinky to shower together in the ladies’ shower room.

         Vanessa smiled and poured shampoo in her hand. A thick jet of water from the shower head poured down between them. She pressed against him. Hot body against his. Her breasts squished together. A thigh squeezed in between hers as she massaged his balls.

         Opposite from them, in the last booth on the other side, two girls in their late teens were giggling and screaming as they tried to set the water temperature. They cast eyes at Vanessa and Henrik now and then, unabashedly. One of them was dark and tall, maybe from Ethiopia or Eritrea. Her black hair instantly turned cloudy in the shower. The drops of water coated her hair like pearls.

         The other girl was about the same height as Vanessa, as light as she was and had her hair up in pigtails. She looked like Harley Quinn. Didn’t seem to care that her eye-makeup was running.

         They lathered each other up as they laughed. Henrik stared. It seemed like they were showing off. The light-skinned one turned to face them and let the other girl massage her. Deep brown hands lathered her breasts and stomach. Continuing down. Over her thighs. Over her calves. At the same time, waves of steam were rolling out from their booth. Rising and covering them like a morning fog over wetlands. They must have turned up the heat.

         Meanwhile, Vanessa’s smooth hands slid over his body. She continued lathering the shampoo. Rubbed his balls with it and let them slide between her fingers, one at a time. Her other hand caressed the inside of his thighs.

         Henrik moaned between gritted teeth. Tried not to look at the girls across from them. They must have seen him sneak in. Maybe they wanted to see how far they could take this. See if it turned him on.

         And it did.

         They had changed spots now, and the small, light-skinned girl was lathering up the dark-skinned one. Equally sexy, if not more. She arched her back and rocked her hips. Flexed her upper body. Her almost black nipples peaked out from strings of foam trickling down her body. Her breasts swayed as the white hands were spreading out foam above, on and under them. It looked like the light-skinned girl was massaging her chocolate-brown breasts. Now and then, waves of steam washed over them and hid most of the view. Like pulling a lace curtain over them. When the steam stirred, he could make out their bodies through the lace pattern.

         Henrik’s erection pressed against Vanessa’s folds. He slowly pulled on the tip and shaft, back and forth. She was damp between her legs. And it was not from the shower. When her slit opened, it felt swollen. He was dying with lust. And so was Vanessa.

         She had stopped lathering him. Instead, she had put her hands around his hips. Pulled him closer. And away. And closer. And away. Arched her back. Like the black girl. Henrik looked over again. She looked him straight into his eyes. Her hand between her legs. Small, rolling motions. The white girl was still behind her, a bit to her side. Her hands had stopped dancing. The black girl leaned her head back, spreading her legs. That’s when Henrik saw white fingers move in and out of her pussy. From behind. It seemed like the black girl wanted him to watch. She looked over now and then and threw quick glances at Vanessa’s ass. He bet she could see his cock between her thighs. Harley Quinn looked over from the side. Her eyes widened.
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