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​ 1.

Steam billowed in waves across the tops of the
blue hot pools, each arranged at different points in the massive
rock-face. The resort was naturally spring fed and carved into the
mountain side were baths of all sizes and temperatures. Most ran
around 105 degrees or lower though one, called The Lobster Pot, ran
much hotter. There was even a cold bath; compromised of snow melt
that was near to freezing in the middle of December. All around was
fresh snowfall; sparkling crystals in the powder that was so well
known in this part of The Rocky Mountains.

It was 11 degrees outside when the first pair of
cold feet came tiptoeing down the stone steps leading to the hot
pools. The young couple were dressed in matching white robes, and
through the thick of fog could have been mistaken for some of the
wildlife that inhabited the surrounding wood. When the robes came
off however, it was quite clear, fog or not, that these were no
wolves or bears but a young, white couple in their early 30’s.

“This is the coldest I’ve ever been before,” she
said in a whisper, cuddling up to his chest and digging her black
bun of hair into him.

“Get in the water,” he said, “we’re the first
ones here. We have it all to ourselves.”

“Is it hot enough?” She asked him, still
whispering.

“Let’s find out,” and he kissed her.

Samantha dropped her robe to the icy ground. In
the cruel cold morning her taut nipples were easily visible through
the black bikini. Her breasts pushed the flimsy top to its limits
as the cloth struggled to contain her. Her back was small, but her
hips curved out against the ties of her thong and her round ass was
exceptionally plump for someone so little. Her fiancé Eric towered
over her in the morning light, and even he was only 5’11.

“You look incredible,” Eric said, dropping his
own robe to reveal his doughy frame, clad in comically green swim
trunks. His belly hung over the tangled waste-band and for a
moment, Samantha nearly laughed at his slovenly demeanor. “I can’t
wait to take the rest off you- “, he began.

But Samantha had drifted from him and was easing
into the water like a sprite. Her eyes lit up and a smile
brightened her face; dancing lips showing straight teeth and a pink
tongue. Samantha’s eyes were bulbous and blue and opened wider than
they seemed they should, with long lashes that fanned down whenever
she laughed. If she looked at you a long time without blinking, you
might think you were falling under a spell.

Eric flopped into the pool, sending water and
waves crashing through the early morning silence. The two young
lovers drifted from pool to pool before ending up in the small one
up high; shielded by icy rocks and snow-covered trees, here was a
hidden bath that only a few knew. Samantha had gotten a tip from a
girlfriend on how to find it.

“This is private,” Eric said, wrapping his hands
around Samantha’s little waist and pulling her into his crotch. “We
could do anything up here,” he breathed in her ear.

Samantha could feel his short, rock hard dick
poking into her left ass cheek. She wiggled her ass a little bit,
teasing the thing in his green trunks. “You’re gonna have to be a
much better boy if you want to get into this, understand?”

Eric nodded approval like a lap dog against her
shoulder and she pushed her soft, ripe ass deeper into his 5 inch
steel nail. Eric backed off her this time, afraid he might lose
control of himself right there in the water.

“Good boy,” Samantha said, rolling her ass away
from him and facing him. “Now go get your new fiancé a mimosa from
the bar downstairs…and don’t you dare spill a drop on your way
back. Understand?”

Begrudgingly, Eric left the warmth of the 108 degree hot tub for
the cold stone and 11 degree air to fetch his beautiful fiancé a
Mimosa from the Spa Bar. Samantha laughed at his pathetic attempt
to hide his erection as he climbed down from the hidden tub in the
trees. She clung to the edge of the bath and let her feet drift
behind her as she watched him work his way back to the bar and
locker rooms below. Samantha could see most of the spa from here as
she gazed through the leaves and foliage of the tree that hid the
pool. Thick fog continued to spill out from the pools and create a
silver haze across the snowy grounds. More people were arriving
now…a couple occupied one of the cooler pools at the bottom…an
older man making his way towards the cold pool(burr)…and
then, heading towards The Lobster Pot, a man with broad shoulders
and a thick head of black hair.

Through the smoke she watched him sink into the
pool without a hesitation. Just the day before Samantha had watched
three men try and fail to get past their ankles. But this…mystery
stranger…failed to bat an eye. She watched him float for a moment,
trying to discern his features. The fog parted temporarily over his
stomach; tight and hard ridged. His long, brown arms stretched out
over his hidden face and she could make out his glistening biceps
even with the leaves from the tree in her eyes.

Samantha traced the lines of his body but always
kept her eye towards his face. It seemed stubborn of the steam to
blind her like that. And as she stared, as if the smoke had read
her thoughts, it parted just enough for her to see two green eyes
staring at her through the grey.

She quickly averted her gaze and swam from the
ledge. She laughed in spite of herself…at herself. At the
embarrassment of getting caught. Before she could dwell on it for
too long, Eric came stomping back into the pool with her drink.

“Here you go, my beautiful fiancé!” Eric said,
handing her the bubbling champagne glass. Samantha kissed his cheek
and sipped it. She winked at him in approval.

“Where’s your drink?” She asked him.

Eric’s jaw dropped nearly as long as his little
pecker, and he slapped himself in the forehead. “I knew I was
forgetting something!”

“Oh Eric,” Samantha giggled, sipping her
mimosa.

“I already paid for it…fuck…”

“See you soon, dear,” Samantha winked at
him.

The morning was getting on and Samantha was not
the only one doing a little day drinking. From her hidden perch she
could several couples, ranging from early 20’s to late 50’s,
already imbibing and striking up conversation with one another. The
early afternoon air was frigid and cold but in these hot springs,
deep in the heart of Colorado, there was peace and warmth. I
should have told him to bring me back another one, she thought,
tipping the champagne glass back and finishing it in one big swill.
He’s going to get back and see me with an empty drink…and you
know he will get up and go back for another, don’t you? It was
true. Eric was a pussy-whipped, do-all pleaser that was never going
to talk back or put up a fight. Samantha liked it that way. She
liked having Eric to boss around and be good to her. After all,
Samantha knew she was a 10. And Eric? Eric had a dad bod and made
good money, and some day he would bare her children. And he would
take care of them. Yes, Eric was certainly good for that. What he
was not good for was anything resembling an orgasm that did not
involve his mouth and hands.

“Excuse me, coming through,” a voice came from
the shrubbery on the far end of the hot tub. Suddenly the branches
and trees parted, and a man came gliding into the pool. It was the
man from The Lobster Pot…the broad shouldered, and full head of
hair, the green eyes…the green eyes that had caught her.

He was bigger up close. His arms were brawny and
wide, beefy but not fat. His jaw line was hard-boned and thick, and
his voice carried an accent that sounded European. Perhaps Russian.
In the water his body was not unpleasant to look at, and there was
no mistaking where he was looking: directly at Samantha and
the cleavage that protruded over the surface of the steaming
water.

“Hi,” she said awkwardly. She averted her eyes
and looked at nothing, smiling to herself. The strange man watched
her lips when they curled into that private grin, and his eyes
narrowed onto her.

“Hello,” he said, his accent thick and deep. His
voice seemed to rumble off the surface of the water, a man’s voice.
“I saw you up here…staring…I did not know there was Banya up
here.”

There was not much space between Samantha and
the large stranger. Her own wide eyes met his and she felt
intimidated. Intimidated by his stature and his bluntness, by his
accent and the low, rough tone of his voice. But at the same time,
something was fascinating her. Perhaps it was a combination of many
things. Maybe a combination of all those things that were scaring
her in the first place.

“Yes…it’s sort of…secret,” she said, locking
with his eyes. She held his gaze for a moment, trying to prove to
herself, and maybe to him, that she was not afraid. But still, his
eyes pierced her. And when he moved, she could not help herself
from watching the contour of his arms, or the broadness of his
chest as his shoulders stretched across the tub.

“Yes, secret,” he began. “Secret tub with
beautiful woman in it…just waiting for Vlad to join her.” He smiled
as he said the last part, and for the first time Samantha realized
that he did not just have an amazing body…but he was damned cute
too. That smile was heavenly. And he was handsome with his overtly
large jawline…except, no. His jawline was not any larger than the
rest of him, rather, it was just as defined and gargantuan as
everything else.

“You’re very blunt, aren’t you?” Samantha asked,
opening her shoulders towards him, and crossing her legs underneath
the water.

“I say it as I see,” Vlad said. “And I could not
help but notice a beautiful woman staring at me from a secret
banya.”

“So, then you might also have seen my fiancé
coming and going from the same tub?” Samantha challenged him now,
part of her hoping he might take a hint…and another part hoping he
might not.

“Scrawny man with drink?” Vlad asked.

Samantha erupted into laughter, her devilish
smile and big blue eyes lighting up the cold morning.

“Scrawny man no bother Vlad,” Vlad said. “It is
not for the scrawny man to decide what is to be done between
us.”

“Between us?” She asked.

“Yes. Vlad came to tub because he desires to
know you better. What is your name?”

Samantha stared at him in silence. She weighed
her options. Should she send this crude, half-naked, giant stranger
away for his forwardness? Or should she entertain him because…OK
let’s be honest. Because he was hot. He was chiseled and
beautiful and rough and manly. He was a lot of things Eric was not.
A lot of things Eric had not been for a while, in any way, outside
the bedroom or in.

It’s not like I’m going to fuck him. It’s
just some good, playful fun. I’m engaged after all.

“Samantha,” she said.

“Samanta,” he repeated back to her.
“Samanta.”

“I’m BACK!” Eric announced, goofily and a little
a drunk
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