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Suzy Stone is a flight attendant. After the death of her husband three years ago, she devoted herself to her work. The more flights the better. This way she could cope with the loss of her great love. Until now. During a flight to Chicago, she has a remarkable passenger on board. A man who looks exactly like her deceased husband. However, his behavior is nothing like her mild-mannered husband. She soon discovers the horrible truth. Death flies along on this flight…
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Suzy Stone knew she had attention. She was young and attractive; had celebrated her twenty-ninth birthday four weeks ago and fit the ideal image of almost every man. Her body was - unintentionally - further accentuated by the tight airline uniform that the flight attendant wore with pride and flair. Her blonde hair, tied in a frivolous ponytail, danced provocatively with every step she took. Together with her colleague, Angela Bolton, she walked smoothly and confidently through the departure hall, past the lounges, on the way to the plane she would be working on today.

“I think another one spilled his coffee on his clothes,” Angela laughed.

“Then don’t shake your butt like that, An, those guys get seasick when they try to follow those dancing buttocks of yours.”

“My ass? They just look at yours!”

Suzy glanced over her shoulder and saw the man, in his forties with short brown hair, dressed in simple jeans and a meaningless polo shirt, hastily dabbing the coffee on his shirt with whatever napkins he could quickly get his hands on. “Well, let’s just hope that guy didn’t put all his clothes in his suitcase and still has a clean shirt in his hand luggage,” Suzy laughed. “Nothing worse than dried coffee on a shirt. The smell is so rancid. You can smell it throughout the cabin.”

“We’ll notice soon,” Angela said.

They quickly walked straight to the CRC aboard the Airbus A380, the largest passenger aircraft in the world, to store their personal belongings. The CRC, or the Crew Rest Compartment, is the place below the Economy Class where the cabin crew have their sleeping cabins and lockers.

“Ladies,” purser John Puller, the cabin crew leader who was already waiting impatiently for them, said. “Just in time.” He lifted his eyes and added with a sigh, “As always…”

“Yes,” Angela started, “we had to pick something up at the…”

“You only have an excuse if you had to pick up the pilot, An,” Puller interrupted her with his high-pitched voice. “I don’t care about the rest, don’t care nothing-at-all about what you were doing. Well, ladies, get to work!”

Giggling, Suzy and Angela put their personal belongings in their locker and hurried to the entrance of the plane to welcome the passengers and show everyone to their seats in a friendly and professional manner. Business Class and passengers with disabilities were the first to pass through the passenger boarding bridge. The official term for the movable bridge that hardly anyone uses because everyone simply calls it the “jetway”.

John Puller came up behind them. Quickly, before the passengers were allowed to enter, he straightened his bleached hair back. “Here we go,” he said as the first passengers entered. “We have a full house today ladies. Almost all seats are occupied, so that will be zippy.” Angela burst out laughing. Immediately followed by a teasing punch in her side. “No jokes about my nature,” John sneered.

“Nah,” Angela giggled. “I would not dare.”

Now the purser himself burst out laughing. “You and not daring? That would be the first time. Okay, here we go. Smile ladies. Service with a smile! That’s what you get that monthly insult for. That royal reward that the boss dares to call a salary…”

The guests were welcomed with agility and experience and directed to the right place as quickly as possible. Nevertheless, after ten minutes the flow of passengers only seemed to increase.

“A little less passengers would have been nice,” Angela softly sighed.

“Don’t complain, honey, you’ll have the first bar shift,” Puller said a little under his breath so that the passengers didn’t notice. “So, you can pick out the nicest guys.”

“Oh, I thought you…” Another teasing punch from John, followed by a soft moan from Angela.

“Keep smiling, filthy broad!” John said, all the while nodding with a friendly fake smile at the seemingly endless stream of passengers. Pushy aftershaves, overly spicy perfumes and unwanted skin odors; all the smells that passed them would spontaneously mix during the flight - regardless of the skin color and nature of the passengers - and give the cabin its own sweaty group smell. A scent that the passengers would carry with them for a long time; until well after they reached their destination. But that wasn’t the case yet.

Suzy had stood aside from the mock bickering between John and Angela and had continued with her work unperturbed, laughing happily. This was one of the busiest moments of the flight. Lots of impressions. Lots of unknown faces. And sometimes someone who looked familiar to her. Like the man from the lounge. “Coffee stain on the way,” she reported, whispering and chuckling.

“Well, let’s see if he has a clean shirt,” Angela said. She quickly looked the man up and down. Despite his grimy polo shirt, stained with a brownish stain that he had tried, in vain, to wipe away, the man looked attractive. “Hmm. I would like to help him change shirts.”

“Otherwise, I do,” Puller noted.

Another bump. This time from Suzy to both colleagues. “Behave yourself!” she hissed.

The passengers were welcomed in a routine manner and directed to the correct seat. Suzy’s smile seemed tireless. Until she noticed a tall man in the jetway. A tall, sturdy man; about six feet tall, with black hair, broad shoulders and - despite his young age - already graying sideburns. Her smile disappeared abruptly; her heart almost stopped beating.

“Madam?” the woman who was still standing in front of her and noticed that Suzy was no longer paying attention to her, asked. “Where is this chair?” She waved her ticket back and forth impatiently right in front of Suzy’s eyes. The people behind her suddenly couldn’t go any further, which caused a small blockage in the jetway.

“What is up?” Angela asked, who noticed that the flow had stagnated, and Suzy was apparently distracted by something in the jetway.

“Th-that… that man,” Suzy stammered. “At the back…”

John Puller quickly helped the woman who was waiting impatiently for Suzy, talking louder and louder, and ensured that everyone could move on. “What is the matter?” he asked, annoyed that Suzy was holding everyone up with her procrastination.

Suzy was silent.

“She said something about a guy in the back of the line,” Angela said. “Then who, honey?”

Suzy said nothing, looked wide-eyed at the man at the back of the line whom she thought she recognized.

“Sue?” John Puller said. His high-pitched voice unintentionally cracking. “What is it? You’re holding everyone!”

There was still no answer.

Irritated, John pulled her back. “Okay, get out of here! An, you and I will take over!” He pushed Suzy away and pointed her to the seat behind them.

Suzy looked from John to the folded seat; did not sit down but peeked into the jetway again. “That’s not possible,” she stammered incredulously. She held on to the wall. “That’s not possible …”

John continued his work, looking around quickly and routinely to get the situation back under control as quickly as possible. He snapped his fingers and motioned for another flight attendant to come to him. “Mel! Please take over!”

Melanie Wilson saw the troubled look on Suzy’s face but didn’t ask any questions. She quickly came to the entrance of the plane to take over Suzy’s work. John immediately stepped back and angrily grabbed Suzy by both shoulders. “What is it, Sue? Don’t you feel okay?”

She shook her head. “That man. That’s… He looked at me and he looks exactly…”

John glanced over his shoulder. “Which man?” he asked irritably, but immediately stopped, realizing at the same time that she might have noticed something that could endanger everyone on board. “Oh shit. Harmful stuff, Sue? Should I warn someone?” he asked as softly as possible. Panic on board was the last thing they needed during this overcrowded flight. Especially since it was an intercontinental flight.

She shook her head again. “N-no. Not that, but… that man. That tall guy. Look. He looks just like Rowan.”

John Puller stared at his colleague with resignation; didn’t know what to make of this comment. “Rowan? You mean… your Rowan?”

Suzy nodded.

“Darling… Rowan… Rowan is gone. He is…” Dead, he wanted to say. But he understood that that would be inappropriate and too harsh at this time. “He, um, we had to say goodbye to him a few years ago. I thought you were used to that by now.” He could beat himself. Shit, why am I saying that? “You know what, you sit aside for a moment. Take a rest. I’ll be right with you, okay?”

He sent Suzy back to the crew quarters and then helped Angela and Melanie with the boarding. He waited for the tall man with the graying sideburns and spoke to him personally so that he could get a good look at his face and thus know the man’s seat number. “Sir?” he asked.

“Milner, Rory Milner,” the man replied, oblivious to the consternation he had caused, and held up his boarding pass.

Puller took him in as best he could. Damn, he thought, he does look exactly like Rowan. I can imagine Suzy’s confusion. “You, um, know where your seat is?”

“D340,” the man growled gruffly. “I already looked at the map beforehand.”

There was a pungent smell about the man. An odor that seemed vaguely familiar to Puller, but one he couldn’t identify at that moment. As long as other passengers didn’t complain about it, he wouldn’t say anything about it. “Great, have a nice flight Mr. Milner.” He winked at Angela, who, despite the commotion, had been following the conversation between the purser and the remarkable passenger and confirmed the painful resemblance to Suzy’s dead husband to Puller by raising her eyebrows and widening her eyes.

Once the last passenger was on board, Puller closed the door and called the cockpit to inform the cabin crew that they were ready. “Mel? Will you help Angela check the seat belts and the instructions? I’ll go check on Suzy.”

Angela Bolton gestured for him to wait a moment. Pulled him towards her by the sleeve of his shirt. “John! That guy looked like Rowan’s goddamn twin.”

John Puller nodded uncertainly. “Yes. I
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