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Mortified to be Massaged by her Mentor

Isabelle clutched the slightly crumpled voucher inside her hoodie pocket as if it would somehow stabilise her. She was nearing the spa's frosted glass doors, and her heart was fluttering in her chest—a nervous bird trying to escape its cage, trying to warn her of danger. She had agonised over this seemingly simple decision for weeks. The massage gift certificate had spent that time burning a hole in her desk drawer as she wrestled with her anxiety.

Social interactions had never been Isabelle's forte. At university, she was the quiet girl who sat in the back of lecture halls, eyes downcast, praying the professor wouldn't call on her. Weekends were spent in the solitude of her bedroom, nose buried in textbooks while her peers partied. Stripping down and having a stranger poke and prod at her for an hour was probably one of the furthest things from a relaxing experience that she could imagine. She would never even have considered buying something like this for herself.

And that's almost certainly exactly why her best friend, Kate, had given her the voucher for her 20th birthday. Kate's words from that day echoed in Isabelle's mind as she hesitated at the spa's entrance.

"You study so hard, Izzy… You're always stressing yourself out over something… Now that the exams are over for the summer, you should really try to relax a bit."

Deep down, Isabelle knew that Kate was right. She would benefit from loosening up, from not always being trapped in her own head. The constant whirlwind of anxious thoughts, the endless studying, the relentless pressure she put on herself—it was exhausting. She did long for a moment of peace, a chance to breathe without feeling the weight of the world pressing down on her… but that wasn’t why she’d finally decided to use the voucher.

Truth be told, the real reason behind her ultimately mustering up the courage to make the booking was a competing anxiety—one that had slowly but surely outweighed her fear of the massage itself. It was the dread of disappointing Kate, of hurting her friend's feelings.

For almost two months, the gift certificate had languished unused, a constant reminder of Isabelle's inability to step outside of her comfort zone. And with each passing week, Kate's excitement had only seemed to grow.

"Have you booked it yet?" she'd ask, eyes sparkling with anticipation. "You're going to love it, Izzy… I can't wait to hear all about it… I hope you get Trish, she gave me mine and she was amazing!"

The weight of Kate's expectations had become unbearable. Isabelle could see the barely concealed hurt in her friend's eyes each time she’d admitted that she “hadn’t gotten around to it yet”. She'd stammer out excuses—busy week, work commitments, family evening—but they quickly became hollow even to her own ears.

It had gotten to the point where she just couldn't bear to tell another white lie. She couldn’t bear the thought of Kate realising that she really had no inclination to use her well-meaning gift.

So here she was, trembling on the threshold of the spa, her desire to show her appreciation to her friend warring with her innate timidity, her apprehension, her already-simmering embarrassment.

With a deep breath, Isabelle pushed open the door, the soft chime of a bell announcing her arrival. The reception area was awash in soothing earth tones, the air heavy with the scent of lavender. A petite brunette greeted her with a warm smile.

"Welcome to Serendipity Spa,” she said, her voice the epitome of rehearsed serenity. “Do you have an appointment?"

Isabelle's voice caught in her throat. She nodded, fumbling in her pocket for the voucher. She failed to mask the slight tremble in her hand as she passed it across the polished wooden counter.

"Ah, yes. Isabelle, for a full-body relaxation massage. And you’re right on time—we have a room ready for you."

The receptionist led her down a softly lit hallway, soothing instrumental music drifting from hidden speakers. They stopped at a door marked "Tranquillity Suite."

"Here we are. You’ll find a robe and slippers inside. Please undress to your comfort level. Your masseur will be with you momentarily."

Isabelle's eyes widened. "M-masseur?" she stammered, but the receptionist had already turned away, her footsteps fading down the hallway.

Alone in the room, Isabelle's mind suddenly raced. “Masseur”. That meant a man, didn’t it? She'd just assumed the massage therapist would be a masseuse—a woman. But, a man? She hadn't prepared herself for that possibility. She’d run through every potential iteration of how this agonising experience could go, and not once had she imagined some strange man… She could feel her cheeks beginning to burn now as her mind conjured images of various male figures running their hands over her—a burly, hairy beast with meaty paws too strong and rough for her slight frame, or perhaps a greasy-haired creep with wandering eyes and clammy palms. She shuddered, wrapping her arms around herself protectively.

The soft, plush robe hung invitingly on a hook, but to Isabelle it seemed more like a flimsy shield than a comfort. How could she possibly disrobe, now that she knew that it would soon be man walking through that door? The thought of lying nearly naked on the massage table, vulnerable and exposed, made her stomach churn.

She paced the small room, her footsteps muffled by the thick carpet. The soothing music and gentle lighting that had seemed so calming moments ago in the hallway now felt like a deceptive façade. This was supposed to be relaxing, but Isabelle she felt as if every muscle in her body was now coiled tight, ready for fight or flight.

Her gaze darted to the door. She could leave. She could make up some excuse—sudden illness, an emergency call. But then Kate's hopeful face swam back into her mind's eye. How disappointed would her friend be if she backed out now? Maybe she could just go back to the reception, and ask for a masseuse instead? But what if there were none available, or what if that would be deemed immature? In any event, the mere awkwardness of having to explain herself ruled that option out for her instantly.

She must have been dithering longer than she’d realised, because a knock suddenly rang out from the other side of the door, giving her a start. She paused mid-stride, her mind still not made up. And then a muffled voice called out, and Isabelle’s unsettled state was compounded by something seemingly even more pressing… recognition.

“May I come in?” was all the voice asked.

But it was enough. Isabelle knew that voice. She knew that she knew it… but she just couldn’t quite place it.

She panicked and answered instinctively, instantly regretting her words. “Um… Yes.”

The door opened slowly. Isabelle's heart nearly stopped as the voice was matched to the familiar figure entering the room. It was Christopher—one of her tutors from university, and the one who had been assigned to her as her pastoral mentor for the duration her degree.

His broad shoulders filled the doorframe, his usually neatly combed hair slightly tousled, giving him a more relaxed appearance than she was used to seeing. His white trousers and plain white t-shirt also struck a discordant note, nothing like the blazers and corduroy she had always seen him in on campus.

"Isabelle?" Christopher's eyebrows shot up in surprise, his deep voice tinged with a mixture of confusion and amusement. "I certainly wasn't expecting to see you here."

Isabelle felt her face flush crimson, her mouth opening and closing like a fish out of water as she struggled to form words. This couldn't be happening. Of all the people in the world, how could it possibly be Christopher? The man she'd spent hours with in tutorials, chewing over the finer details of research design and statistical analysis. The man whose office door was always open to her, to discuss her academic progress and personal well-being. The man whose kind smile and gentle encouragement had been a beacon of support throughout her university journey. And, if she was being painfully honest with herself, the man she'd been infatuated with since their very first meeting.

"I… I didn't know you… that you…" she stammered, her eyes darting anywhere but at his face.

Christopher chuckled softly, his demeanour calm and collected in stark contrast to Isabelle's current agitation. "Ah, yes. Well, this is my little side gig. I only teach part-time, you know? Gotta have something to tide me over during the summer months." He flashed her a friendly smile, his informal tone catching her off guard.

Isabelle's mind reeled as she took in Christopher's laid back appearance, seeing him now in an entirely new light. His tousled hair and casual attire stripped away the professional veneer she was accustomed to, revealing a youthful vitality she'd never fully appreciated before. The stark white of his t-shirt accentuated the warm tan of his skin, hinting at time spent outdoors beyond the confines of lecture halls and offices. His arms, usually hidden beneath blazers and button-ups, were now on full display, toned muscles shifting subtly as he moved.

Christopher's easy smile and relaxed posture spoke volumes about his comfort in this role, so different from the reserved demeanour he always maintained on campus. It struck her then just how young he truly was. The realisation hit her like a physical force—he couldn't be more than a handful of years her senior.

Suddenly Isabelle was reassessing everything she thought she knew about Christopher, remoulding the image she'd held in her mind for so long. She'd always viewed him through the lens of their professional relationship—he was her tutor, her mentor, a figure of authority and wisdom. But now, seeing him in this new context, she realised how much of that perception had been coloured by his role rather than his actual age.

His face was free from the serious expression he often wore during tutorials. The laugh lines crinkling at the corners of his eyes as he smiled at her weren't the deep-set wrinkles of an older man, but the fresh marks of someone who smiled often and easily. His hair, usually so neatly combed, now fell in casual waves that gave him a boyish charm she'd never noticed before.

Isabelle's gaze traced the contours of chest, the muscles clearly defined beneath his thin t-shirt. This wasn’t the body of a sedentary academic, but of a young man in his prime. She found herself wondering what other hidden strengths lay beneath the surface of the Christopher she thought she knew.

Yet, even as the age gap narrowed in her mind, the power dynamic between them seemed to intensify. She’d been vulnerable with him before, in pastoral care meetings when she’d opened up about exam stress or concerns about her job prospects after her degree… but what she was feeling now was an altogether new kind of vulnerability. He’d been kind to her then, gentle. Would he be gentle with me now? The thought seemed to invade her mind, as if uttered by someone else. She shook it from her head, not wanting to dwell on what she’d really meant by it, realising then just how long of a silence she’d left since his friendly explanation.

Christopher's eyes softened as he took in Isabelle's obvious discomfort. "Hey, it's okay," he said gently. "I know this must be a bit of a shock. If you'd prefer someone else, I can absolutely arrange that for you."

Isabelle's heart raced. She desperately wanted to take that offer, to flee this surreal situation. To flee the inevitable embarrassment, the awkwardness, the vulnerability. But… another part of her, a part she barely recognised, held her back. It was that part of her that was dwelling on her illicit schoolgirl crush on an authority figure, an older man, an unobtainable man… who suddenly didn’t seem all that older, suddenly didn’t seem entirely unobtainable. It wasn’t like her to give in to such thoughts in the moment—to risk discomfiture for the possibility of the pleasures it might bring. But as she held his gaze, as his kind eyes and welcoming smile reminded her of those moments of tenderness and genuine care in their mentorship meetings, she felt somehow compelled not to disappoint him, not to offend him…

"N-no," she stammered, surprising herself. "It's… it's fine."

Christopher nodded, his expression professional yet affectionate. "Alright then. Well, I’m sorry to have arrived too soon. I'll step out for a moment to give you some privacy. As I’m sure the receptionist will have told you, you can disrobe to whatever degree you’re comfortable with. Feel free to get straight on the massage table and cover yourself with that towel before calling me back in." And with that, he slipped back into the hall, leaving Isabelle once again alone with her thoughts.

With trembling hands, she began to undress. She pulled her hoodie over her head, folding it neatly and placing it on a nearby chair. After she kicked off her runners, stuffing one sock into each, her jeans followed. Her fingers fumbled with the button as she tried to steady her breathing. Standing there in just her plain white bra and panties, she hesitated.

The question of how far to go gnawed at her. She knew that most people went completely nude for massages, but the thought of being so exposed made her stomach churn with anxiety. What if the towel slipped? What if Christopher caught a glimpse of… anything?

She glanced at the fluffy white towel laid out on the massage table. It had been there all along, but it suddenly seemed to her that it was impossibly small, surely not large enough to cover her properly. Her cheeks burned as she imagined Christopher's hands working their way up her legs, the towel riding up, revealing… more than she intended.

Isabelle's fingers toyed with the clasp of her bra. She was bombarded with the kind of concerns she always internally characterised as logical, even as friends like Kate would chide her for being absurd. She should take it off, shouldn't she? Obviously he would need to massage her back, and the straps would get in the way. And wouldn’t the oil ruin it anyway? But… what if it left marks on her skin? Would Christopher notice? Somehow, the thought of him seeing those strap marks felt more intimate than him seeing the straps themselves. At the same time, what if he silently judged her for leaving it on? What if he thought her foolish or, worse still, childish? Her mind raced with possibilities, each feeling inexplicably more mortifying than the last.

It was the final thought that made up her mind. She couldn’t bear the thought of him thinking of her as immature. She was aware of the effort she put in to impress him in in tutorials—asking the thoughtful questions, providing the accurate answers—she’d always tried to appear mature then, and she didn’t want to undo that work now.

She unhooked her bra, letting it fall away. The cool air of the room raised goosebumps on her exposed skin. Her nipples hardened, and she crossed her arms over her chest, suddenly feeling more vulnerable than she ever had before.

But now came the real dilemma. Her panties. They were simple cotton briefs, practical and unremarkable. The idea of Christopher seeing her in them was embarrassing enough… but the thought of removing them, of lying there with nothing between her most private parts and his potentially wandering hands, made her breath catch in her throat.

Again she pondered the imponderable. Is this the kind of thing he would really take note of as a masseur? Surely not… He was nothing but professional in his academic role, so why should she doubt him now? But, what if it was different for him with a client he knew in the outside world? What if he was standing in the hallway now, running through the possibilities just like she was? What if he did catch a glimpse as the towel shifted? Her heart sank at the thought. What if he notices I’m shaved? Would that seem presumptuous? Like she'd been expecting something…more? Christ, is being shaved even that unusual? Isabelle felt prudish for even dwelling on it. Great, she though, now we can add ‘prudish’ to ‘foolish’ and ‘childish’…

And again, that was it. It was what he might think of her that made the decision for her. Isabelle's fingers hooked into the waistband of her panties. She closed her eyes, took a deep breath, and in one quick motion, pulled them down and stepped out of them. She stood there, completely naked, her skin prickling with a mixture of the cold and her nervous anticipation.

Quickly, before she could change her mind, she climbed onto the massage table. She reached for the towel, draping it over her bottom and thighs. She was slightly relieved to find that it covered her from her lower back almost down to her knees. She realised that, in her panic, she’d been picturing trying to cover her entire back with it as well, but it was obvious to her now that her back should be left bare. So much for not being foolish, she chastised herself.

Her bare back did cause her one final moment of self-consciousness however, even as she was becoming increasingly aware of how long she was leaving Christopher waiting in the hallway for her. With her arms straight by her sides, there would be no issue, but if she had to move them… she was worried by how much of her bare breasts he might be able to see from the side. Again feeling infantile as she acted on this invasive thought, Isabelle repositioned herself, doing her best to conceal as much of herself beneath her own torso as possible. Self-criticism ran through her head as she did so. It’s not as if you even have that much to hide…

Finally settled, but her heart pounding in her chest, she called out meekly, barely loud enough to be heard through the door, "I'm… I'm ready." She wasn’t ready. But she knew she never truly would be.

The door opened, and she heard Christopher's footsteps approach. She buried her face in the headrest, unable to look at him, acutely aware of just how exposed she was. She could feel his presence beside her, could almost sense his eyes on her bare skin—skin that now prickled as if in response to his gaze. How could she ever sit in front of him in a tutorial again, now that he’d seen her like… this. Prone, bare, a towel her only modesty.

"Are you comfortable?" Christopher asked, his voice low and soothing.

I’m the precise opposite of comfortable! she screamed internally…

“Yes… thank you,” she said in as even a voice as she could manage.

Isabelle tried to calm herself, taking slow, deep breaths as she heard Christopher moving around the room, preparing for the massage. She reminded herself that this was a completely normal experience. Thousands of people got massages every day. It was meant to be relaxing, enjoyable. She should just try to embrace it as Kate had intended when she'd given her the voucher.

And Christopher was a professional, after all. The fact that she had a stupid crush on him didn't change that fundamental truth. He wasn’t aware of it anyway. He was her sole focal point for several hours each week of term. But to him, she had to be just one of hundreds of students he dealt with day in and day out, just another face in the crowd. He’d probably struggled to remember her name when he’d first walked in.

And as a masseur he'd likely worked with hundreds of clients too, seen countless bodies. To him, this was probably just another routine appointment. The idea that she might be practically a stranger from his perspective was oddly reassuring. It allowed her to imagine a level of anonymity, even as she lay exposed before him. It allowed her to rationalise her feelings, to push aside the nervous flutter in her stomach. It was comforting, but she couldn’t help feeling that it was also… oddly disappointing. Why was it disappointing? Didn’t she want to be anonymous right now?

The soft clink of bottles reached her ears, pulling her out of her state of self-absorption. It was followed by the warm, earthy scent of massage oil. She heard Christopher rubbing his hands together, warming the oil between his palms.

"I'm going to start now, Isabelle," he said softly. "If at any point you feel uncomfortable or need me to adjust the pressure, just let me know."

She nodded mutely into the headrest, her throat too tight to form words.

And then his hands were on her, and all rational thought fled her mind.

His touch was firm yet gentle as he began working the muscles of her upper back. His fingers kneaded the tense knots at the base of her neck, and despite her nervousness, Isabelle couldn't help but let out a tiny sigh of relief. She hadn't realised just how much tension she'd been carrying until that moment.

As Christopher's strong hands moved across her shoulders and down her spine, Isabelle found herself slowly starting to relax, to truly relax. The initial shock of their skin-to-skin contact faded, replaced by a growing warmth that spread through her body. The soothing music, the gentle pressure of his fingers, the aromatic oils—it all combined to create a shroud of sensory pleasure that began to melt away her anxiety.

She focused on her breathing, trying to sync it with the rhythm of Christopher's movements. In… out… in… out… With each exhale, she felt another layer of tension leaving her body. Her racing thoughts were slowed, the constant whirl of worries and what-ifs fading into the background.

As Christopher worked his way down her back, his thumbs pressing into the tight muscles either side of her spine, Isabelle found herself drifting into a state of hazy contentment. The initial awkwardness of the situation receded, replaced by a growing appreciation for the skilled touch that was unknotting months of stress from her body.

She barely noticed when he shifted to work on her arms, gently lifting her right arm first, his hands enveloping her slender limb. He worked methodically, his fingers kneading the muscles from her shoulder down to her wrist. Isabelle felt the last vestiges of tension melting away as he massaged each finger individually, intimately.

Her initial self-consciousness had dissipated entirely. She no longer felt the need to keep her arms pressed tightly to her sides, no longer alert to accidental exposure. Instead, she surrendered completely to Christopher's ministrations, allowing him to manipulate her as he saw fit.

As he moved to her left arm, repeating the process with the same tender thoroughness, Isabelle found herself surprised by both the strength and dexterity of his hands. The same hands that had gestured animatedly during tutorials, that had scribbled notes in the margins of her essays, were now working magic on her body.

Finishing with her arms, Christopher returned his attention to her shoulders and neck. His thumbs worked away the stubborn knots at her nape, eliciting a soft moan of relief from Isabelle. She felt the last of her stress dissolving under his expert touch.

As she lay there, enveloped in a blissful relaxation, Isabelle's mind began to wander. The soothing music and Christopher's rhythmic movements lulled her into a dreamlike state. Memories floated to the surface of her consciousness—memories of sitting in his classes, stealing glances at him as he paced back and forth, gesticulating passionately.

She recalled their one-on-one meetings in his office, how her heart would quicken as he leaned in towards her, explaining a complex concept or providing a word of pastoral reassurance, his cologne teasing her senses. She remembered the countless times she'd imagined his hands on her body, touching her in ways that she knew they never could, given the clear boundaries of their academic relationship.

Now, here she was, those same hands slowly exploring her bare skin inch by inch. And as that realisation dawned slowly on Isabelle in her current reverie, it brought with it the telltale manifestations of the state of arousal that was beginning to spread through her. She became aware that her nipples had started to harden against the massage table. And she felt a familiar warmth—still only slight, but already undeniable—building between her thighs.

Isabelle's breathing was quickening too, her body responding to Christopher's touch in ways she couldn't control. She prayed he wouldn't notice, even as a part of her secretly hoped he would. The line between relaxation and arousal was blurring, leaving her in a haze of conflicting emotions and sensations. She was ashamed, scared of being discovered, embarrassed at having seemingly lost control of herself so quickly. She felt all the more like a foolish girl with a crush. She tried to quell her reactions, to put her fantasies out of her mind, to treat this as merely the professional transaction it was.

And still… something within her yearned for it to be more than that. She imagined Christopher, standing above her as he touched her, grappling with the same internal conflict that she now found herself fighting against. She knew it was stupid. She knew it was inconceivable that he could be thinking about her that way… But it was nice to imagine. It was nice to give in to the physical reactions he was eliciting from her body. And so she found herself doing just that.

Christopher began working his way back down Isabelle's shoulders, continuing down her flanks in parallel, one hand kneading the muscles along each of her sides. Isabelle's breath caught as she felt his fingertips graze the soft curve of her breasts as his hand wrapped around her. It was the barest whisper of a touch, so light she almost thought she'd imagined it, all his pressure—all his focus?—concentrated on his palms. But then it happened again—his fingers just barely brushing against the swell of her breasts as he massaged her ribs.

A shiver ran through her body at the intimate contact. She knew it was unintentional, just an unavoidable byproduct of the massage—it had to be. And yet, that accidental caress sent sparks of electricity coursing through her. Her nipples, already hardened, seemed to tighten even further.

Christopher continued, seemingly oblivious to the effect he was having on her. His powerful hands worked their way down to her lower back again, his thumbs pressing firmly into her sacrum. And then she felt his fingers dip ever so slightly beneath the edge of the towel—it was just a fraction of an inch, but that was enough to make her breath hitch.

His thumbs worked small circles at the base of her spine each time his hands paused, the pressure exquisite. But with each pass of his hands, his fingers seemed to venture just a little further lower—a little further under the towel. Isabelle's mind raced. Surely he didn't mean to… But no, this had to be standard procedure. He was a professional after all.

And yet, she couldn't help but imagine those fingers sliding lower, caressing the curve of her buttocks. The mere thought sent a flood of heat between her thighs. She pressed her hips into the table, trying to alleviate the growing ache there.

Christopher's hands stilled for a moment. Had he noticed her movement? Isabelle held her breath, mortified at the thought that he might have registered her state of arousal. But then his fingers resumed their gentle massage, and she slowly exhaled.

As his thumbs continued to work the tight muscles of her lower back, and his fingers continued their occasional trespass just beneath her covering, Isabelle found herself torn between embarrassment and desire. She felt she should put a stop to this, ask him to move on to a different area. But the pleasure coursing through her body silenced any protests.

Instead, she surrendered herself fully to his touch, revelling in every caress, every seemingly accidental brush of skin against forbidden skin. And as Christopher's hands worked their magic, Isabelle drifted deeper into that haze of relaxation and arousal, all thoughts of propriety melting away beneath his skilled fingers.

Christopher's hands finally retreated from Isabelle's lower back, leaving her skin tingling in their wake. She heard him step around to the foot of the massage table. A moment later, his strong fingers wrapped around her right calf, his thumbs manipulating the tight muscles there. His skilled hands kneaded and squeezed, her muscles loosening under his ministrations, a warmth spreading through her limb.

As Christopher worked his way up her calf to her knee, Isabelle was reminded of just how exposed she really was. The towel covering her bottom half suddenly felt woefully inadequate. She imagined she could feel Christopher's gaze traveling up her bare legs, trying to steal a glimpse. Her skin prickled with goosebumps at the thought, but she wasn’t sure whether it was entirely from embarrassment.

His hands moved to her thigh, and Isabelle's breath caught in her throat. The firm pressure of his fingers against her sensitive skin sent shivers through her body. She bit her lip, trying to stifle any sounds that might betray her arousal.

Christopher's thumbs pressed into the soft flesh of her upper leg, working out the tension there. His fingers wrapped around her, alternately grasping and releasing her inner thigh. Each time they did, they sent a jolt of electricity shooting straight to Isabelle’s core.

As his hands inched higher and higher, Isabelle became painfully aware of the wetness gathering between her legs. She prayed he wouldn't notice, even as a part of her thrilled at the possibility. Her hips shifted almost imperceptibly, seeking any kind of friction.

Christopher paused in his movements, and for a heart-stopping moment, Isabelle thought he had noticed her reaction. But then his hands moved to her other leg, beginning again at the calf, starting the process—the delicious torture—anew.

The tension in Isabelle's body continued to build as Christopher worked his way up her left leg. By the time he reached her thigh, she was practically thrumming with need. His touch, so clinical and professional, was somehow the most erotic thing she had ever experienced.

Just when Isabelle thought she might combust from the tension, Christopher's hands stilled. The silence that had reigned throughout the massage was finally broken by his deep, gentle voice.

“Isabelle,” he said, his tone neutral and professional, but her name in his voice carrying with a strangely tangible impact, “I've completed all the exposed portions for this part of the massage. Would you like me to continue with the covered muscles as well?"

Isabelle's mind reeled at his words. The covered muscles? Did he mean… Was he asking permission to massage her ass? Her cheeks burned at the thought. But even as embarrassment flooded through her, so did a surge of desire. The idea of Christopher's strong hands kneading her buttocks, his fingers roaming at the edges of propriety just as they briefly had before, slipping ever so slightly between…

She realised she had been silent for too long. Christopher was waiting for an answer. Panic gripped her, her thoughts tangling together in a frantic knot. What would Christopher think if she said yes? Would he see right through her, recognising her barely concealed desire? The idea made her cheeks burn hotter. But then again, what if this was completely standard procedure? What if saying no would reveal her inexperience, making her seem naive and childish?

She pictured Christopher's face, trying to read his expression, searching for any hint of ulterior motive. But his voice had been so calm, so professional. Surely this was just routine for him. And yet… a small part of her wondered. Was there a slight catch in his voice when he'd asked? A hint of hesitation? Or was that just her own wishful thinking?

The silence stretched on, becoming unbearable. Isabelle knew she had to say something, anything, to break it. But the words seemed stuck in her throat. She imagined saying yes, giving him permission to touch her even more intimately than he already had. The thought sent a shiver of excitement through her, quickly followed by a wave of shame. What kind of girl was she, to be so eager for her tutor's hands on her body?

But if she said no… would he be disappointed? Would he somehow think less of her? Or worse, would he realise the real reason she was hesitating—not because she didn't want it, but because she wanted it so much?

She thought back to their tutorials, to the way Christopher had always treated her with such kindness and respect. He had never given her any reason to doubt his professionalism. But now, lying here exposed and vulnerable, she couldn't help but wonder if there had ever been more to it. Had she imagined the lingering glances in classes, the brush of his hand against hers as he’d returned an essay, the not quite professional smile he’d given her as they’d crossed paths in the hallway?

Isabelle's heart pounded in her chest now. She felt trapped, caught between her desire and her fear, between propriety and temptation. She knew she should say no, should maintain the boundaries of their relationship. But the memory of his hands on her skin, the promise of more, was too alluring to resist.

"Y-yes," she finally stammered, her voice barely above a whisper. "That's… that would be fine."

As soon as the words left her mouth, Isabelle wanted to take them back. She buried her face deeper into the headrest, mortified by her own eagerness. What must Christopher think of her now? She waited, tense and trembling, for his response.

"Alright then," Christopher replied, his tone unchanged, his professionalism maintained. "I'm going to fold the towel up slightly to access the glutes. Let me know if you're uncomfortable at any point."

Isabelle felt the soft brush of the towel against her skin as Christopher carefully folded it, exposing the lower curves of her bottom. She held her breath, excruciatingly aware of how vulnerable she was in this position.

Christopher's hands returned to her body, this time settling on her buttocks. His touch was firm yet gentle as he began to knead the muscles there. Isabelle bit her lip, trying to stifle a gasp at the intimate contact.

As he worked out the tension in her glutes—his palms cupping the exposed base of her rear, his fingers entirely beneath the now largely redundant towel—Isabelle found herself torn once more between relaxation and arousal. As a massage, it felt incredible, beneficial, relaxing. But at the same time, each press and squeeze of Christopher's hands sent sparks of invigorating pleasure shooting through her. His fingers kneaded their way up and down the meat of her buttocks under the towel. His thumbs found themselves rubbing small circles tantalisingly close to where her cheeks met. A soft moan escaped from Isabelle’s lips before she could stop it. She held her breath, mortified by the sound she'd made. But Christopher neither paused nor commented, simply continuing his ministrations as if nothing had happened.

As the massage continued, Isabelle felt herself melting into the table, giving in to the sensations. Christopher's hands moved lower again, working the backs of her thighs now, where they met her buttocks. His contact with her inner thighs increased. Her backside no longer fully covered, with each grasp of her flesh she felt as if she were being spread open, exposed, laid bare. Shivers ran through her body.

Isabelle's mind raced with conflicting thoughts. This was wrong, wasn't it? He was her tutor, her mentor. But God, it felt so good. And he was being completely professional, wasn't he? He hadn’t commented, hadn’t done anything she hadn’t agreed to… This was just a normal part of the massage. It didn't mean anything… did it?

Just as Isabelle thought she might combust from the tension, Christopher's hands retreated. "Well, we're all done here," he said, his voice steady.

Her heart sank at his words. They couldn’t be done. She didn’t want it to be over. She wanted more. But her disappointment was short-lived. She had misunderstood.

“If you’d flip over onto your back please, we can get to work on your front.”

Elation and anxiety crashed over Isabelle in equal measure. Her heart raced at the prospect of more of Christopher's expert touch, but panic gripped her at the thought of turning over. Baring her breasts to him seemed an insurmountable hurdle.

She lay frozen, her mind whirling. How could she possibly expose herself like that? The towel that had seemed so inadequate before now felt like her last bastion of modesty. But she couldn't bring herself to ask for another one to cover her chest, to draw unambiguous attention to her unease. The mere thought of voicing such a request made her cheeks burn with embarrassment.

Isabelle's fingers curled into the edges of the massage table, her knuckles white with tension. She pictured herself turning over, imagined Christopher's eyes roaming over her exposed flesh. Would he stare? Would he avert his gaze? Which would be worse?

She thought of her small breasts, her pink nipples that were already traitorously hard. What if he found her lacking? What if he compared her to other clients, other women he'd seen? The idea made her want to curl up and disappear.

But then she remembered the feeling of his hands on her body, the blissful relaxation he'd coaxed from her tense muscles. She longed for more of that touch, craved it with an intensity that surprised her. And a small, daring part of her whispered that maybe, just maybe, he might like what he saw.

Time stretched on, the silence growing heavy between them. She knew she had to make a decision. Christopher was waiting, probably wondering what was taking her so long. The longer she hesitated, the more awkward it became.

With a deep, shaky breath, Isabelle made her choice. Slowly, trembling slightly, she began to turn over. She kept her eyes squeezed shut, unable to bear the thought of meeting Christopher's gaze as she exposed herself to him.

Turning, she felt him lift the towel, holding it in place as she rotated beneath it, at least providing her some continued modesty below her waist. As she settled onto her back, though, the cool air of the room kissed her bare skin. Her nipples tightening further in response, and she fought the urge to cover herself with her hands. Instead, she lay there, vulnerable and exposed, her chest rising and falling rapidly with her nervous breathing.

She waited, tense and quivering, for Christopher's reaction. For a comment, a gasp, any sign of his response to her nudity. But there was nothing. Just the soft sound of his breathing and the gentle background music.

Finally, unable to bear the suspense any longer, Isabelle cracked her eyes open. Christopher stood at the head of the massage table, his expression as calm and professional as ever. If he was affected by her nakedness, he showed no sign of it.

"Are you comfortable?" he asked, his voice steady and kind.

Isabelle nodded mutely, another lie.

"Good," Christopher said with a small smile. "Let's continue then, shall we?"

Christopher's hands returned to Isabelle's body, beginning to work on her shoulders. She found the intimacy of the situation to be intensified inordinately by the mere fact that she could now see his face as he worked. His brow furrowed slightly in concentration, his eyes focused intently on his task. Isabelle felt her chest flushing pink under his gaze, her pale skin betraying her embarrassment.

As he kneaded her shoulder muscles, Isabelle couldn't help but watch the play of his own muscles in his forearms, the way they flexed then relaxed again with each movement. She had never really acknowledged his physique before, covered up as it was by appropriately academic attire. But now, feeling his strength first hand as he manipulated her body, she drank in his taut contours.

Christopher's hands moved lower, skirting around her breasts as if teasing her. He focused instead on her sides, his fingers pressing firmly into the spaces between her ribs. Isabelle's breath hitched as his thumbs grazed the outer curves of her breasts, so close yet so far from where a growing part of her ached to be touched.

Moving down further, he began to work on her stomach. His palms pressed flat against her abdomen, fingers splayed wide as he made slow, circular motions. Isabelle wasn’t managing to relax into his touch as much as she had before, her attention constantly being drawn back to the rapid rise and fall of her bare breasts with each breath, her nipples hard and prominent in the cool air of the room.

As Christopher's hands drifted to her hips, Isabelle couldn't help but arch slightly into his touch. She immediately regretted the movement, her cheeks burning even hotter as she wondered if he had noticed. But Christopher's expression remained impassive, his motions unperturbed.

Isabelle found herself mesmerised by the sight of him standing over her. His broad shoulders seemed to block out the rest of the room, making her feel small and protected beneath him. His strong arms moved with practiced ease, muscles rippling beneath his t-shirt as he worked. Isabelle's gaze travelled over his body, taking in details she had never allowed herself to notice before—the curve of his neck, the way his shirt stretched across his chest, the slight stubble darkening his jaw.

As Christopher's hands continued their journey across her body, Isabelle found herself torn yet again between embarrassment and arousal. Each touch sent shivers through her, igniting sparks of pleasure that she struggled to suppress. She bit her lip, trying to stifle any sounds that might betray her growing excitement.

The massage continued, Christopher's skilled fingers moving down to her legs once more. Despite her nervousness, she found herself finally relaxing under his touch once more, now that his gaze was somewhere other than her upper half. Her body again become pliant beneath his touch.

Yet even as her muscles loosened, a different kind of tension was building within her.

Christopher's hands worked their way up Isabelle's legs, his touch firm yet gentle at the same time. The oil on his palms allowed his fingers to glide smoothly over her skin, leaving a trail of warmth in their wake. As he reached her thighs, Isabelle felt her breath catch in her throat.

With each upward stroke, Christopher's fingers ventured slightly higher, inching closer to the edge of the towel. Isabelle's heart raced, anticipation and anxiety coursing through her. She knew she should speak up, should tell him that she was uncomfortable, should stop this before it went too far. But the words caught in her throat, silenced by the waves of pleasure washing over her.

Christopher's thumbs pressed into the soft flesh of her inner thighs, so close to her most intimate area that Isabelle had to bite back a moan. She could feel herself growing wetter by the second, and a further flush of embarrassment coloured her cheeks. Surely he must have noticed by now?

Then, without warning, Christopher's hands slipped further upwards, under the towel. Isabelle gasped softly, her eyes flying open to meet his. But Christopher's gaze remained focused on his work, his expression neutral as his fingers glided higher.

The feeling of his hands moving beneath the towel, hidden from view but so intimately close, sent shivers down Isabelle's spine. It felt illicit, dangerous, thrilling. His fingers skimmed along the crease where her thighs met her hips, and Isabelle had to fight the urge to arch into his touch.

Christopher's hands moved higher still, until they rested on either side of her newly bare mound. Isabelle's breath caught, her mind reeling. This was too much, wasn't it? Surely this crossed a line? But oh, how she ached for him to move just a little closer, to touch her where she burned for him.

She toyed again with speaking up, of bringing an end to this. But as Christopher's thumbs traced small circles on her sensitive skin, all thoughts of propriety fled her mind. She surrendered herself to the sensation, her body trembling beneath his expert touch.

As before, Christopher calmly spoke again, his voice low and steady. "Isabelle, with your permission, I'd like to proceed with the more intimate portion of the massage. This can help release deep tension and promote overall relaxation. Of course, it's entirely optional. Would you like me to continue?"

Isabelle's heart pounded in her chest, her mind reeling at his words. The implications of what he was asking sent a shiver down her spine. She knew she should refuse, that this really had gone too far already. But the aching need that had already built within her, overrode her better judgment.

"Y-yes," she whispered, her voice trembling. "Please continue."

Christopher nodded, his expression remaining neutral. "Very well. Remember, you can ask me to stop at any time."

With that, he moved back to her chest. This time, he made no effort to avoid her breasts. Quite the contrary—his hands cupped them gently, fingers splaying across the soft flesh. Isabelle stifled a gasp at the contact.

Christopher's thumbs began to make slow, deliberate circles around her areolae, gradually spiralling inward. Isabelle bit her lip, trying desperately not to moan as he finally reached her nipples. He rolled the sensitive buds between his fingers, applying just enough pressure to send paroxysms of pleasure shooting through her.

As he continued his ministrations, Isabelle lost herself in a haze of sensation. The room seemed to fade away until all she could focus on was Christopher's touch, the heat of his hands on her skin, the expert movements of his fingers as they coaxed responses from her body with a precision she had never experienced before.

Her breathing became shallow and rapid, her chest rising and falling quickly beneath Christopher's palms. She could feel herself growing wetter by the second, her arousal impossible to ignore. A part of her was mortified at how obvious her excitement must be, but a larger part of her no longer cared.

Christopher's hands moved with practiced ease, alternating between gentle kneading and more focused attention on her nipples. He seemed to know exactly how much pressure to apply, when to be firm and when to use a lighter touch. Isabelle marvelled at his skill even as she surrendered herself to the pleasure he was giving her. She had always looked up to him as a figure of advanced knowledge, but she’d never imagined his knowledge extended to such carnal affairs.

As the massage continued, Isabelle found herself becoming bolder, less inhibited. She actively arched into his touch, seeking more contact, more friction. Soft moans escaped her lips, no longer stifled by her embarrassment—though the embarrassment remained all the same. But she was beyond caring now. She was consumed by the need for more.

Christopher remained outwardly calm, but Isabelle thought she detected a slight quickening of his breath, a tension in his shoulders that hadn't been there before. Was he affected by this too? The thought sent another surge of arousal through her.

Christopher's fingers pinched her nipples lightly, rolling them between his fingertips, and for the first time Isabelle let out more than a soft moan. The sound echoed in the quiet room, unmistakable in its tone of arousal and need. Her cheeks burned with embarrassment, but the pleasure coursing through her body overrode any desire to stop. Her hips shifted restlessly on the table, seeking friction she couldn't find. But the uninhibited sound of her own arousal seemed to snap Isabelle from her pleasure-induced trance.

"I… I don't know about this," she finally managed to stammer, her voice breathy and uncertain. "This isn't… normal, is it?"

Christopher's hands stilled, but remained on her breasts. His voice was calm and reassuring when he spoke. "It's perfectly normal, Isabelle. Relaxation and arousal are often intertwined. What you're feeling is a natural response to the massage."

He smiled down at her, his expression warm and free from judgement. "We can stop whenever you want, of course. But I would recommend getting the full experience. It can be incredibly beneficial for releasing tension and promoting overall wellbeing."

His thumbs resumed their gentle circles around her areolae as he continued speaking. "Many clients find this part of the massage to be the most relaxing and rejuvenating. There's nothing unusual about your reactions."

Isabelle bit her lip, torn between her growing arousal and her lingering doubts. But as Christopher's fingers once again found her nipples, gently rolling the hardened buds, a gasp of pleasure escaped her. Her body arched into his touch again, this time entirely of its own accord.

"Okay," she whispered, giving in to the sensations. "Please… don't stop."

Even as she accepted his explanation, she doubted it. Surely this couldn't be normal? Surely he didn't do this with other clients? But if she was right, that meant that she was special... that she wasn't anonymous... that he had noticed her. Whether true or not, she chose to believe it. It only served to enhance her enjoyment of his touch to think that he too was enjoying himself because of her.

Christopher's hands resumed their work with renewed vigour, as if encouraged by her acceptance. His fingers danced across her skin, alternating between firm kneading and feather-light caresses. Isabelle's body responded eagerly.

She watched his face intently, searching for any sign that this was more than just a professional service for him. His expression remained neutral, but she thought she detected a slight flush creeping up his neck, a barely perceptible quickening of his breath. Or was she just projecting her own desires onto him?

Christopher's oiled fingers returned to her nipples once more. Isabelle bit her lip, trying to stifle a moan. But when he pinched and rolled her sensitive buds, she couldn't hold back the gasp that escaped her lips.

"That's it," Christopher murmured encouragingly, his voice low and soothing. "Just relax and let yourself feel."

His words sent a shiver down her spine. There was something in his tone, a warmth that seemed to go beyond mere professionalism. Or was she imagining it? Isabelle's mind raced, trying to reconcile the Christopher she knew from her tutorials—kind, but always maintaining a respectful distance—with this man whose hands were now coaxing waves of pleasure from her body.

As if sensing her inner turmoil, Christopher's hands moved lower, smoothing down her ribcage and over her stomach. His touch was firm yet gentle, the pressure of his palms grounding her even as his fingertips left trails of fire on her skin.

Isabelle's breath hitched as his hands reached the edge of the towel still draped across her hips. Christopher paused, his fingers just barely slipping beneath the fabric.

"Is this okay?" he asked.

Isabelle nodded, not trusting herself to speak. Her heart pounded in her chest, a mixture of anticipation and nerves making her feel suddenly lightheaded.

Slowly, achingly slowly, Christopher's hands moved beneath the towel. His palms smoothed over her hips, fingers tracing the curve of her pelvic bone. Isabelle's thighs parted slightly, an unconscious invitation.

Christopher's hands slid down the outside of her thighs, then back up the inside. Each pass brought his fingers tantalisingly closer to her centre. Isabelle’s breath came in short, shallow gasps as anticipation built within her. She could feel herself growing wetter with each passing moment, her arousal impossible to ignore.

Christopher's paused, his hands stilling as he made eye contact. "Isabelle," he said, his voice still low and professional, but tinged with a huskiness she thought hadn’t been there before, "Would you be comfortable if I removed the towel completely? It would allow for a more thorough massage."

Isabelle's heart raced at his words. This was it, she thought—the point of no return. Her tutor, her mentor, her illicit crush, was asking—entirely straight-forwardly—if she would permit him to see her bare pussy. If she said yes, there could be no more pretence, no more plausible deniability. She didn’t agonise over the question this time. The ache between her legs and the tingling of her skin where he'd already touched her made the decision for her.

"Yes," she whispered, barely audible. "Please."

With gentle movements, Christopher removed the towel, leaving Isabelle completely exposed. His eyes roamed over her body in a way they hadn’t until now, seeming to take in every curve and contour. Isabelle felt vulnerable yet strangely empowered under his gaze.

Christopher's hands returned to her body, this time focusing on her most intimate area. His thumbs gently parted her outer lips, exposing her glistening inner folds. Isabelle bit her lip, stifling a moan—of mortification as much as pleasure—as his fingers began to explore her.

With practiced movements, Christopher massaged her vulva, his touch firm yet gentle. His fingers glided effortlessly over her smooth, hairless skin, the massage oil mingling with her own wetness. He paid special attention to her mound, kneading the soft flesh in circular motions that sent waves of pleasure through her body.

Isabelle lost herself again. Every touch, every caress seemed to ignite new sparks of pleasure within her. She arched herself into his hands, silently begging for more.

As Christopher's fingers danced along her inner lips, occasionally brushing against her clitoris, Isabelle couldn't hold back her moans any longer. She writhed on the table, her body responding to his expert touch in ways she had never experienced before.

In her pleasure-addled state, Isabelle's gaze drifted down Christopher's body. And there, unmistakable even through his white trousers, she saw it—a prominent bulge straining against the fabric. Her eyes widened as realisation dawned on her. He was aroused too!

A surge of joy and excitement coursed through her. She hadn't been imagining things after all. This wasn't just a clinical procedure for him. He was affected by her, just as she was by him.

With this new knowledge, Isabelle felt a wave of confidence wash over her. She no longer felt the need to hold back or pretend. She gave herself over fully to the sensations, her moans growing louder and more frequent. Her hips began to move in rhythm with Christopher's strokes, seeking more friction, more pressure.

Christopher's fingers found her entrance, circling it teasingly. "Is this okay?" he asked again, his voice unmistakably husky now with barely concealed desire.

"Yes," Isabelle gasped, beyond caring about how desperate she sounded.

Slowly, achingly slowly, Christopher slid one finger inside her, then another. Isabelle's back arched off the table, a low moan escaping her lips. He began to move his fingers in and out, curling them slightly to hit that perfect spot inside her.

She briefly thought of the pleasure radiating from his fingers as just an extension of the release of tension she’d been experiencing throughout the massage. But she was quickly disabused of that fanciful notion as Christopher’s thumb found her clit, circling it with just the right amount of pressure. Isabelle's world narrowed to those points of contact, her body trembling with building pleasure.

"That's it," Christopher murmured, his professional demeanour slipping further. "Let go, Isabelle. Let yourself feel good."

His words, combined with the exquisite sensations he was creating, pushed Isabelle closer to the edge. She could feel her orgasm building, a tightening coil of pleasure in her core.

"Christopher," she whimpered, her hands gripping the edges of the massage table. "I'm… I'm going to…"

"Don’t hold back, Isabelle," Christopher urged, his voice low and commanding. "Let your body do what it will."

With a cry of ecstasy, Isabelle tumbled over the edge. Waves of pleasure crashed over her as her body convulsed, her walls spasming around Christopher's fingers. He continued his movements, drawing out her orgasm until she was left trembling and gasping on the table.

As Isabelle slowly came back to herself, she opened her eyes to find Christopher looking down at her, his gaze intense and filled with unmistakable desire. The professional mask had slipped completely now, revealing the raw want beneath.

As Isabelle's breathing steadied, Christopher's fingers remained inside her, gently stroking. His other hand caressed her thigh soothingly.

"How do you feel?" he asked.

"Amazing," Isabelle breathed, still basking in the afterglow.

Christopher smiled, a mixture of pride and desire in his eyes. "I'm glad. But you know, one release is rarely enough to fully relax the body. Shall we continue?"

Before Isabelle could respond, his thumb found her clit again, circling it with practiced ease. Her body, still sensitive from her first orgasm, responded instantly. A gasp escaped her lips as pleasure began to build once more.

She moaned loudly through closed lips, surprised by how quickly her arousal was returning.

Christopher's fingers curled inside her, finding that perfect spot again. "Your body clearly wants more," he said softly. "And whatever your body wants, that's what it should have."

Isabelle gasped, her hips grinding into his hand. Almost unconsciously, her own hand reached out, seeking something to ground her in this sea of pleasure she was drowning in. Her fingers brushed against Christopher's thigh, then moved higher, drawn as if by magnetic force to the bulge she’d seen straining against his white trousers.

Christopher's breath hitched as she made contact. Isabelle's fingers curled around his hardness, feeling it throb even through the fabric. She astonished by how thick he felt, how hot.

Their eyes met, a silent communication passing between them. Christopher's professional demeanour had all but vanished. A small smirk played at the corners of his mouth.

"Whatever your body wants," he repeated, his voice thick with need, "that's what your body should have."

With his free hand, never ceasing the movements of the fingers buried inside her, Christopher slowly lowered his zipper. The sound seemed impossibly loud in the quiet room—another point of no return.

As if in a trance, Isabelle slipped her trembling hand inside, her slender fingers brushing against the silky soft skin of his otherwise rock-hard length. The near-frictionless heat of him against her fingertips sent fresh shivers down her spine, sending her already heightened senses into overdrive. Eagerly, she wrapped her hand around his girth, and in that moment, she felt a sudden jolt of awareness—he was completely bare beneath his trousers. No underwear, nothing to impede her exploration. Had he intended this all along?

Her mind whirled with possibilities as she stroked him in time to the rhythm of his fingers still buried deep within her. His hips undulated in tandem with hers, riding their mutual pleasure as one. The thought that he might have planned this encounter from the very beginning sent a delicious shiver through her. The idea of being desired so openly, so wantonly by her attractive and—until now—seemingly unattainable mentor was like nothing she'd ever experienced before.

His breathing was ragged now, no longer able to maintain the façade of professional calm he had projected earlier. "Tell me," he growled lowly, his voice rough with desire. "Tell me how much you've wanted me."

Isabelle gasped at his words. "I… I've… I've thought about you," she confessed, her cheeks blazing crimson as she revealed her secret longing for the first time aloud. "I've wondered…" Her words trailed off as she lost herself in the heady sensations coursing through her body once more.

Christopher groaned at her confession, his pace quickening ever so slightly within her tight channel. "Tell me more," he prompted, his voice now a mere whisper as he stood over her.

Emboldened by the situation and their mutual arousal, Isabelle allowed herself to explore the depths of her most hidden desires. She tightened her grip around Christopher's hard length as she continued her confession. "I've imagined you touching me like this… during our tutorials," she gasped, her cheeks burning with embarrassment and arousal. "I've pictured you bending me over your desk, taking me right there in your office."

Christopher groaned, his hips bucking into her hand. "God, Isabelle," he breathed, his voice filled with need. "I've thought about that too. So many times."

His admission sent a fresh wave of arousal coursing through her. Isabelle's back arched as his thumb circled her clit with renewed vigour.

"Tell me more," he urged, his fingers curling inside her. "What else have you imagined?"

Isabelle bit her lip, hesitating for just a moment before giving in completely to her desires. "I've… I've touched myself thinking about you," she confessed, her voice barely above a whisper. "Late at night, in my bed… imagining it was your hands on me instead of my own."

Christopher's breath hitched, his movements becoming more urgent. "Fuck, Isabelle," he growled. "You have no idea how much I've wanted you. How hard it's been to keep my hands off you all this time."

The coarseness of his words sent a thrill through her. She finally eased his straining erection free from the confines of his white trousers. As it sprang forth, impossibly hard and radiating heat, Isabelle's eyes widened. She paused her motions for a just a moment, just long enough to drink in the impressive sight before her.

Christopher's cock was magnificent—long and thick, imposing and inviting in equal measure. Its swollen head was flushed a deep pink and the prominent veins along its shaft seemed to pulse with each beat of his heart. It was larger than any Isabelle had encountered in her limited experience.

She was in awe at how it seemed to throb in her grip, hot and alive, her small hand barely able to wrap around its impressive girth. The contrast of her pale, delicate fingers against his dark, rigid length was strikingly erotic.

Tentatively, she ran her thumb over the sensitive glans, feeling the wetness as she spread a droplet of pre-cum. Christopher's sharp intake of breath spurred her on. She began to stroke him in earnest now, her grip firm as she slid her hand up and down his impressive shaft.

Christopher took a half-step closer, bringing himself to the head of the massage table. His free hand came to rest on Isabelle's breast, kneading the soft flesh as his thumb teased her nipple. All the while, his other hand never ceased its expert movements between her legs.

Isabelle felt surrounded by him now, enveloped in his masculine presence. His cock loomed large in her vision, achingly close to her face. She could smell his musky arousal, a scent that made her mouth water and her core clench with need.

As she continued to pump his length, Isabelle found herself mesmerised by the way the foreskin glided over the engorged head with each stroke. She varied her technique, sometimes focusing on the sensitive ridge just below the glans, other times running her palm over the entire length.

Christopher's breathing grew ragged, his hips starting to thrust slightly in time with her strokes. "God, Isabelle," he groaned, his voice thick with desire. "Your hand feels incredible."

His words sent a fresh wave of arousal through her. Isabelle increased her pace, twisting her wrist slightly on the upstroke in a way that made Christopher's breath hitch. She could feel him growing even harder in her grasp. Emboldened by his words, she took the initiative for the first time.

“You know, I’ve imagined other things too,” she said coquettishly.

“Tell me,” he rasped, not hiding his yearning.

Isabelle's eyes locked with Christopher's, a newfound confidence shining in her gaze. "Perhaps," she said softly, "I could show you instead."

Before Christopher could respond, Isabelle lifted her head from the massage table. Her lips parted, and in one fluid motion, she took him into her mouth. There was no hesitation, no teasing—just the warm, wet heat of her mouth enveloping him.

Christopher let out a low, guttural moan as Isabelle's lips wrapped around his shaft. Her tongue swirled around his sensitive head before she began to take him deeper. Inch by inch, she drew him in until he hit the back of her throat.

Isabelle didn't pause or pull back. Instead, she relaxed her throat and pushed forward, taking him even deeper. Her nose brushed against the neatly trimmed hair at the base of his cock as she swallowed around him.

Christopher's hand moved to tangle in her hair, not guiding or pushing, but simply holding on as if to ground himself in the intensity of the sensation. "Fuck, Isabelle," he groaned, his voice rough with pleasure.

Isabelle began to bob her head, her lips sliding up and down his length with growing enthusiasm, her cheeks hollowing, sucking hard. Christopher's hips jerking involuntarily. She struggled not to gag.

Saliva pooled in her mouth as she worked him, eventually spilling past her lips. It dripped down his shaft, coating him in a glistening sheen. She gripped the base of his cock, using the excess lubrication to glide smoothly as she pumped in tandem with the movements of her mouth.

The room filled with the obscene sounds of her enthusiastic sucking—wet slurps and muffled moans mingling with Christopher's deeper groans of pleasure. Isabelle was lost in the act, revelling in the taste and feel of him, in the power she held over this man she had admired for so long—and in the intwined submission she felt each time he thrust into her willing mouth.

Her free hand moved to cup his balls, gently rolling and massaging them as she continued to suck him. Christopher's breath hitched at the additional stimulation, his grip in her hair tightening slightly.

Isabelle didn't stop there. Her exploring fingers ventured further, slipping inside his trousers, caressing the sensitive skin behind his testicles. Christopher's hips bucked at the touch, driving his cock deeper into her throat.

She gagged slightly for the first time but didn't pull away. Instead, she doubled down on her efforts, her eyes watering. Her hand worked his shaft in perfect harmony with her mouth.

All the while, Christopher's fingers never ceased their movements between Isabelle's legs. He matched her passion with his own, his digits plunging in and out of her dripping core as his thumb continued to tease her clit, alternating between firm pressure and feather-light touches, sending sparks of pleasure shooting through her body.

Isabelle moaned around Christopher's cock, the vibrations sending shockwaves of pleasure through him. She ground her dripping pussy against his hand, seeking more friction, more pressure, more of everything he was giving her.

The dual sensations of Christopher's skilled fingers working her most sensitive areas and the thick, pulsing length filling her mouth were overwhelming. Isabelle felt herself climbing towards another peak, her body trembling with the building tension.

Christopher sensed her approaching climax. He increased the pace of his fingers, driving them into her with renewed fervour. His thumb flicked roughly against her clit now in a way that made Isabelle's thighs quiver.

"That's it, Isabelle," he growled in response. "Let go. Come for me again."

His words were the final push she needed. Isabelle's body tensed, her back arching off the massage table as waves of pleasure crashed over her. She let out a muffled cry, her mouth still full with Christopher's cock, her walls clenching rhythmically around his fingers as her orgasm washed through her.

Christopher drew out her pleasure with more sedate strokes. Isabelle released his cock from her mouth, panting heavily as she tried to catch her breath, saliva spilling from the corner of her mouth, dripping to the floor. Her body felt weightless, awash in post-orgasmic bliss.

Looking down at her, Christopher's eyes were dark, his face full of intent. His cock, slick with her saliva, still twitched with need. He had held back his own release, wanting to prolong their encounter.

"Isabelle," he said, his voice rough, barely restraining his passion. "Do you want me to fuck you?"

Isabelle's breath caught in her throat. She had imagined this moment countless times, but the reality of it—Christopher standing over her, his impressive length jutting out proudly, asking for her consent so plainly—was beyond anything she had ever dreamed. And oh how she had dreamed!

"Yes," she breathed, her voice filled with longing. "Please, Christopher. I've never wanted anything more."

Christopher's eyes darkened at Isabelle's words. In one fluid motion, he grabbed her hips, pulling her to the edge of the massage table. With gentle but firm hands, he guided her onto her side, positioning her leg so it was bent at the knee.

Isabelle's heart raced as she felt Christopher position himself behind her, his hard length sliding across the curve of her ass, hot and insistent.

He trailed one hand down her side, over the dip of her waist and the flare of her hip. He hooked her top leg, drawing it back slightly, opening her up to him. Isabelle shivered as she felt the blunt head of his cock press, for the first time, against her wet, yearning lips.

"Are you ready?" Christopher asked.

Isabelle nodded enthusiastically. She was beyond words. She gasped as Christopher began to push inside her, stretching her deliciously. He moved slowly, giving her time to adjust to his considerable size. Isabelle's breath came in short pants as she felt herself being filled inch by glorious inch.

When he had finally sheathed himself fully within her tight embrace, Christopher paused, allowing them both a moment to savour the sensation. Isabelle revelled in the feeling of fullness, of completeness. She clenched around him experimentally, drawing a low groan from Christopher.

Slowly, Christopher began to move. He withdrew almost completely before sliding back in, setting a languid pace that had Isabelle trembling with pleasure. His hands settled on her thigh and ass, holding her close as he rocked into her, pulling her towards him with each thrust. As their passion built, his thrusts became more forceful. Isabelle moaned wantonly.

"God, Isabelle," Christopher groaned, his voice rough. "You feel incredible. So tight, so perfect. Just like I always thought you would."

His words sent a fresh wave of arousal through her. She turned her head, stared into his lustful eyes as he continued to pound her from behind. His pace increased, his hips snapping against her ass with each thrust. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, mingling with their moans and gasps of pleasure.

As their passion intensified, Christopher slowed his thrusts, savouring the feeling of Isabelle's warm depths surrounding him. He ran his hands along her curves, relishing the softness of her skin.

"Isabelle," he said, his breath laboured, "I want to see you properly as we do this."

With that, he gently withdrew from her, and moved onto the massage table himself, lying on his back beside her. His impressive erection stood proud, glistening with their combined arousal.

"Come here," he instructed, his eyes lustful. "I want you to ride me."

Isabelle's heart raced at his words. She climbed onto him, straddling his hips. Christopher's hands settled on her waist, steadying her as she positioned herself above him. Slowly, she began to lower herself onto his length, gasping as he filled her once more.

Christopher groaned as Isabelle enveloped him, her tight heat surrounding him inch by delicious inch. His hands moved to her breasts, kneading the soft flesh as she began to move. He pinched her nipples lightly, drawing a moan from her lips.

Isabelle started to rise and fall on Christopher's cock, setting a steady rhythm. She braced her hands on his chest, feeling the solid muscle beneath her palms.

Christopher's hips began to thrust upwards to meet her movements, driving himself deeper into her welcoming body, filling her more than she had ever been filled before. His hands roamed her body, caressing her thighs, her waist, her breasts. He seemed mesmerised by the sight of her above him, her head thrown back in ecstasy, her body flushed with pleasure.

Suddenly, Christopher sat up, wrapping his arms around Isabelle and pulling her close to him. The change in position caused her to sink even further onto his length as she perched on his lap, drawing gasps from both of them. He captured her lips in a searing kiss, his tongue exploring her mouth as his hips continued to pump into her.

Isabelle melted into the kiss, her arms wrapping around Christopher's neck. She moaned into his mouth as he hit a particularly sensitive spot inside her. Their bodies moved together in perfect harmony, skin sliding against skin, slick now both with sweat and arousal.

Christopher's hands moved to Isabelle's ass, gripping her soft flesh, lifting and dropping her full weight onto him as he pounded into her from beneath, each thrust sending waves of pleasure coursing through her body. Isabelle cried out in ecstasy, her nails digging into Christopher's shoulders.

"C-Christopher," she gasped, breaking away from the kiss. "Don’t… Don't stop…"

A look of acknowledgment, and then Christopher’s lips were on hers again as he continued to thrust powerfully into her. His tongue danced with hers, muffling her moans of pleasure. Isabelle rocked her hips in time with his movements, grinding down onto him with each upward thrust.

The massage table creaked beneath them, the rhythmic sound mingling with their gasps and groans. Sweat glistened on their skin, the air heavy with the musky scent of their lovemaking. His fingers dug into the flesh of her ass as he used his full strength to continually lift her and drop her back onto him.

Isabelle could feel the tension building within her, a coiling heat in her core that threatened to explode at any moment. Her own movements became more frantic, more desperate, as she chased her release.

"I'm… I'm going to come…" she managed, barely breaking their kiss to get the words out.

Christopher stared deep into her eyes locked with hers, dark with desire. "Me too, Isabelle," he groaned. "Fuck, you feel so good."

His thrusts became even more forceful as he neared his own climax. He gripped Isabelle's ass tightly, guiding her movements as he drove into her again and again.

"Inside?" Christopher panted, his breath hot against her neck. "Is inside okay?"

Isabelle nodded frantically, struggling to find words. "Yes," she managed to gasp. "Please… I want it… I want to feel you…"

With a final, powerful thrust, Christopher buried himself deep inside Isabelle as his release overtook him, his hot seed spilling into her in pulsing waves. The sensation of his warmth flooding her core pushed Isabelle over the edge. She threw her head back, crying out in ecstasy as her own orgasm washed over her. She clenched rhythmically around Christopher's length, milking him of every last drop.

They continued to move together through their shared climax, grinding against each other as they rode out the waves of pleasure. Christopher's release began to seep out around his still-hard length, trickling down Isabelle's thighs and onto the massage table below.

Slowly, their movements stilled, each of them panting heavily as they came down from their high. Christopher pulled Isabelle close, kissing her, tenderly now, as they basked in the afterglow of their passionate encounter.

As their breathing slowed, Isabelle and Christopher remained entwined, their bodies still joined intimately. The room was quiet now, save for the soft instrumental music that continued to play in the background, a surreal reminder of where they were and what had just transpired.

Isabelle's head rested on Christopher's chest, her ear pressed against his skin as she listened to his heartbeat gradually returning to normal. His arms were wrapped around her, his fingers tracing patterns on her back. For a moment, they simply existed in that space.

But as the haze of pleasure began to clear, reality started to slowly creep back in. Isabelle became aware of their surroundings again—the massage table beneath them, the scent of massage oil mingling with the musk of their lovemaking, the clock on the wall ticking away the minutes of their session.

She shifted slightly, wincing as she felt Christopher's softening length slipping out of her. A trickle of their combined fluids followed, running down her inner thigh. The sensation brought a fresh wave of heat to her cheeks as the full weight of what they'd done settled over her.

Christopher cleared his throat softly, his chest rumbling beneath her cheek. "We should probably…" he began, his voice trailing off as if unsure how to finish the sentence.

Isabelle nodded, slowly disentangling herself from his embrace. She stood on shaky legs, suddenly feeling very exposed once more. She crossed her arms over her chest, her eyes darting around the room, looking anywhere but at Christopher.

Christopher sat up on the massage table, running a hand through his tousled hair. His white t-shirt was wrinkled, his trousers still undone. He looked nothing like the composed, professional tutor she was used to seeing on campus.

Campus. The thought hit Isabelle like a bucket of cold water. They would still have to see each other there next term. How could they possibly go back to their normal student-tutor relationship after this?

As if reading her thoughts, Christopher spoke up. "Isabelle, about what just happened…"

She glanced at him, her heart racing. What was he going to say? That it was a mistake? That it could never happen again?

"We should probably talk about this," he continued, his voice gentle but serious. "But perhaps not here. Not now."

Isabelle nodded, relief and anxiety warring within her. "Yes, of course," she managed to say, her voice small.

They dressed in awkward silence, stealing glances at each other when they thought the other wasn't looking. Isabelle's mind raced with questions and concerns. What did this mean for them? What did it mean for her studies? What if someone found out?

As she pulled on her jeans, another thought struck her—Kate. What was she going to tell Kate? Her friend would undoubtedly ask about the massage. How was she going to manage to keep this from her? She’d see right through any of Isabelle’s prevarication…

The weight of her worries pressed down on Isabelle, making her hands tremble as she fumbled with the buttons of her jeans. Her breath came in short, shallow gasps as scenarios of discovery and humiliation played out in her mind's eye. She imagined whispered rumours spreading through the campus, sidelong glances from her classmates, disapproving stares from professors. The fantasy of passionate encounters in Christopher's office that had once seemed so thrilling, now felt dangerous and foolish.

As she tugged her hoodie over her head, a fresh wave of panic washed over her. What if someone had heard them? The walls of the spa weren't exactly soundproof. What if another client or staff member had walked by and overheard their passionate cries? The thought made her cheeks burn with renewed embarrassment.

She was so lost in her spiralling thoughts that she barely registered Christopher's movement until he was standing right in front of her. His warm hands came to rest on her shoulders, their gentle weight anchoring her, pulling her back from the edge of her anxiety.

"Isabelle," Christopher said softly, his voice low and soothing. The sound of her name on his lips was like a warm blanket, momentarily quieting the cacophony of worries in her mind. "Look at me, please."

Slowly, hesitantly, Isabelle raised her eyes to meet his. What she saw there wasn't regret or dismissal, but warmth and genuine affection. His gaze was steady, reassuring.

"I know you must be worried," he continued, his thumbs rubbing her shoulders gently as he spoke. "But I want you to know that what happened between us… it wasn't just a moment of lust. And it wasn’t a mistake."

Isabelle's breath caught in her throat, hope blooming in her chest even as she tried to temper it.

Christopher's lips curved into a soft smile. "I've been drawn to you for a long time, Isabelle. Your intelligence, your passion for learning, the way your eyes light up when you grasp a difficult concept… I've admired all of that from afar. What happened today… it only confirmed what I've suspected for a while now—there's something special between us."

He took a deep breath, his hands sliding down her arms to grasp her hands in his. "I want to see you again, outside of this context. If you're willing, I'd like us to explore whatever this is between us."

Isabelle's heart soared at his words, but a flicker of doubt still lingered. "But… what about the university? Won't we get in trouble?"

Christopher squeezed her hands gently. "It's not ideal, I'll admit. But look, it’s the summer, none of this happened on campus, and you're going into your final year. As long as we're discreet, it shouldn't be an issue. We'll just need to be careful."

He paused, his eyes searching hers. "That is, if you want this too. If you'd rather we forget this happened and go back to how things were before, I'll understand. I won't hold it against you in any way."

Isabelle bit her lip, considering his words. The rational part of her mind screamed that this was a bad idea, that there were too many risks involved. But her heart… her heart wanted this more than anything.

"I do want this," she said softly, squeezing his hands back. "I want you."

The smile that broke across Christopher's face was radiant. He leaned in, pressing a gentle kiss to her forehead. "We'll figure it out together," he murmured against her skin.

As they pulled apart, reality began to creep back in. They were still in the massage room, and their time was surely running out.

"We should probably..." Isabelle gestured vaguely towards the door.

Christopher nodded, taking a step back. "Right. Of course." He ran a hand through his hair, looking suddenly unsure. "Listen, I have another client after this, but... could I call you later? Maybe we could meet up somewhere more private to talk?"

Isabelle nodded, a small smile playing at her lips. "I'd like that."

They exchanged numbers quickly, the act feeling strangely formal after the intimacy they had just shared. As they prepared to leave the room, Christopher caught Isabelle's hand one last time.

"Hey," he said softly. "No regrets, okay?"

Isabelle looked up at him, taking in his kind eyes, his gentle smile. Despite all the potential complications, despite the risks, she knew in that moment that she could never regret what had happened between them.

"No regrets," she agreed.

As they parted ways, exiting the room separately, careful to maintain a professional distance, Isabelle couldn't help but feel a thrill of excitement. Her future was uncertain now, full of potential pitfalls and challenges. But for the first time in a long while, that uncertainty wasn’t accompanied by an inescapable anxiety.

Kate had been right after all, Isabelle thought with a smile, she really had needed to loosen up. And it wasn’t just the tensions in her body that had been relaxed by Christopher’s caress. No, he had managed to relax her anxious mind as well.

She’d clutched that crumpled voucher as if for stability barely two hours ago. Now, it seemed, it had provided her all the stability she needed.
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