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“I’m guessing if this water wasn’t so milky, I’d see mini-Sam getting a little less mini?”  I nodded down and raised my eyebrows.

“He’s certainly perked up,” said Sam.

“I bet you wish I was some other girl, huh?”

“What do you mean?”

“All the way out here.  Alone.  Naked.  And all you have to share it with is me.”

“No way.  I’m happy I can be here with you.”

“You mean that?”

“Of course,” Sam said.  He moved through the water to get closer.  “I wouldn’t want to be here with anyone else right now.  I promise.”

“Good boy.”

I gave his cheek a kiss and Sam settled beside me.  I dropped my arms and sank back into the water so that he wasn’t at eye-level with my tits.  Not that that would have been a problem for me, but I wasn’t sure yet how he’d react.

“You nice and clean?” I asked.

“I’ve been scrubbing.”

“Want me to make sure you’ve got everywhere?”

Sam looked confused.

“I can help you, is what I mean,” I clarified, and I moved my hands beneath the water until they were touching his thigh.

Sam startled pretty good, but when he realized what was touching him, he soon calmed.

“A bit of help never hurt anyone,” he replied eventually.

“Some parts are hard to reach,” I lied, moving up towards his cock.

I searched at the top of his legs, hoping to tickle his manhood and pretend it was an accident.  I could feel his hairs thicken, but I couldn’t find anything.

After a moment of slow progression, I felt the loose skin that held his balls.  To my surprise his cock was bolt stiff and pointing up at the surface of the water.  I’d been searching in all the wrong places.  I wrapped my hand around him and felt the strength of his arousal.

Sam closed his eyes, and a jet of hot air left his lungs, billowing upwards.  “Ms. Tate,” he said, wriggling.

“Yes, honey?” I asked, and my hand started to move slowly up that terrific length of his.  Fuck, he felt big.  If he’d looked big flaccid then he must have been huge now.

“That feels good,” he croaked.

“Good boy.  I bet it does.  I’m just helping you, honey.  I know how lonely it can get on the mountain.”

His brow rippled.  “I haven’t ... done anything in a while.”

I knew that he was talking about jerking off.  He was nineteen.  I knew full-well what people his age got up to.  For my part it had been a long time too.  I hadn’t pleasured myself in months.  Feeling Sam’s hard cock against my skin was a tonic I didn’t realize I needed.

My pussy awakened immediately.  I felt my heartbeat quicken.  The pool was having strange effects on the both of us.  I remembered then that some of the Tibetan legend around the pool hinted at sexy goings-on, but I’d only ever bathed here alone before.

So, Sam sat there and let me jerk his cock slowly.  His eyes stayed shut, and his face looked so serene.  I moved my lips to his and then Sam bridged the gap to kiss me.
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I was an alpinist.  I’d conquered some of the tallest mountains out there.  I possessed a dogged determination and sense of adventure that made relationships difficult.

As such, my husband and I were no longer together and I hadn’t made much of an opportunity to get back into the dating game.  It had been a barren few years, I can tell you.

My husband called me selfish.  I didn’t agree, of course.  I was a mountain-climber when he met me, and I continued to be one long after he left.  The mountain had always been where I’d felt safest, but it was tough to meet people out there in the wilds.

That was where I’d had the idea of joining a stranger on a hike, just to meet someone, you know?  If we didn’t get on, it’d only be for a week or two and then we could go our separate ways.

My friend Gwen thought that sounded utterly crazy.  She offered up her son Sam instead, and while he wasn’t exactly the age I was looking for at only nineteen, I figured it couldn’t hurt to get some company out there.

Sam had his trepidations initially, but he wanted to do something big before college and this felt right to him.  He was fit and healthy and I knew he could do it, but he needed some persuading.  As a carrot I offered him the chance to join me on a hike in Tibet that featured hot springs over amazing views.  I also told him I’d pay for it.  Sam agreed.

The hike in Tibet was more leisurely than I was used to, but it was nice to enjoy some quality time with Sam who I didn’t know much about.  I got sprinkles of his life from Gwen over the years and I barely saw him.  Suddenly we were spending the next two weeks together.

Sam did great.  He kept up, didn’t complain and he really added something to it for me.  Usually, I liked to hike alone or in small groups of professionals, but Sam made me realize why I’d got into all in the first place.  The wonder with which he approached every day was admirable.  I could see him sucking in the views and savoring them.  He took nothing for granted.

“We should hit the springs today,” I told Sam that morning as we packed up our tent.  “Be nice to warm up.”

“And clean.  I feel grubby.”

“That happens,” I shrugged.  I was used to it.

“Will there be anyone else there?”

“Shouldn’t think so.  The mountain’s been quiet.”

Sam donned his shades and looked off to the rising sun behind the snow-capped peaks.  He smiled at the view.  I stood beside him and took it in with him.  The air was crisp.

“Thanks for taking me out here, Ms. Tate.”

“It’s my pleasure, honey.  You’ve been a real asset.  You can join me any time.”

“And you’ll pay?”

“Ummmmm.”

Sam started to laugh, and I did too.

“You ever get lonely out here?” he asked.

“Alone, not lonely.  That’s my motto.”

“Is it true?”

“Probably not,” I confessed.  “The days can sometimes be trying.”

You see, another problem of life on the mountain was that you don’t get many people to share it with, and no-one to share yourself with.  I’d been without a man for so long after my marriage fell apart.  I didn’t want anything casual, despite the offers, and I didn’t want anything serious in case the same thing happened all over again.  Despite being an adventurer, I kept my feet firmly on the ground when it came to relationships.

Sam and I hiked through the day on a trail that was thankfully quite level.  We’d done the bulk of the ascent in the preceding days.  Now it was just a case of walking along the path that had been carved out around the rising peaks.

After we’d eaten, we walked for another hour or so before the wisps of steam were visible in the distance.

“There it is,” I pointed.

Sam stared ahead.  “The smoke?”

“The steam, yeah.  Looks empty, doesn’t it?”

Sam clenched his fist in celebration.

“Just as well,” I told him.  “I don’t wanna be stripping off in front of strangers.”

“Stripping off?”

I looked back at him with a wry smile.  “Yeah.  You don’t wanna get your clothes wet out here.  It’s madness.”

“Can’t we just leave them behind?”

“We don’t disrespect the mountain like that, Sam.”

“I could carry them?”

“They weigh a lot with the water in them.  It’s easier this way, I promise.  I’m not trying to get you naked, honey, don’t worry.”

I walked on but kept my ears pricked for Sam behind me.  I was sure he’d have more questions.

“Do they have changing rooms?”

“It’s a natural hot spring, honey.  They have hot water.  That’s about it.”

“Damn,” he hushed.

“Just be thankful it’s not full of monkeys.”

“Huh?”

“Some of them are.  Would you rather share one with a monkey or a naked older woman?”

I could practically hear him thinking.

“Don’t answer that!” I added quickly.

We wound down the mountain towards the steaming water.  It was milky turquoise in color, and it looked so inviting.  I dropped my bag instantly and started to take off my coat.

“You—you’re going in?  Now?”

“I’ve been waiting for this,” I said to Sam.  “I’m not wasting a second.”

Sam set his bag down too.  I stripped back my clothes and left them in a careful pile, knowing that I’d have to put them all back on in the cold.

“We’ll take an hour or two here,” I said.  “There’s a place to set up camp not far from here.”

Sam was looking uncomfortable.  His body closed the more he took off, as though he was hoping his shoulders were going to cover his modesty.

I was comfortable enough not to care.  At forty-five I was in good shape.  I’d stopped giving a shit about what people thought of my body a long time ago.  I hoped to be an inspiration to Sam when I quickly whipped off my bra without a second’s thought.

“Ms. Tate!” he gasped.
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