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When Lance had first started going to the gym, he hadn’t really thought about how he might meet people there. Alice, Lance’s ex had just broken up with him then. This was about ten months ago and in those ten months, Lance had decided to get fit. First, yes, it had been in hopes that she’d change her mind and then that she’d regret losing him, but ten months into it, Lance knew that he was going to the gym for himself and not for someone else.




Over the months he had been going, Lance had started chatting with some of the other regulars. A few guys spotted him, a couple shared some diet tips. It was a community that Lance hadn’t expected to discover.




There were even a few women who joined in the discussions of what would make someone’s form better or whether supplementing sugar in cakes made them more or less fluffy. It truly wasn’t a community that Lance had known he could even find himself a part of, but long gone were his thoughts of Alice and how good a couple they might have made.




The one thing that Lance hadn’t really thought much about - or at all, really - in the ten months post-breakup was dating again. At least, until she joined the gym.




Lance tried very hard not to watch her. He didn’t want to be that guy, but whenever he was doing his workouts, she was usually there, too. Unlike Lance, she seemed to focus more on stretches and yoga moves that Lance knew for sure he would never even be able to get into.




He still did his workouts, focusing on those more, but it was hard to deny that his eyes did often slide across the gym, resting on her. There was something electric about her, the way her blonde ponytail swished from side to side as she did what Lance thought might be called some sort of contorted dog pose.




Of course, Lance made sure she’d never catch him staring. He didn’t want to make her uncomfortable. She was just so mesmerizing, the way she seemed to exist in her own world. Lance did wonder if he looked similar when he worked out. Well, at least, before she showed up.




Still, Lance thought he’d been doing pretty well at not being obvious until one day, he was leaving the gym and she caught up to him.




“I see you looking at me,” she informed him casually. It made Lance feel an instant panic rush through him, an apology half-stumbling from his lips before he could even put the words together properly.




“S-sorry, I... I’m not trying to be creepy,” he rushed to promise, like just saying that would somehow make her not think he was creepy.




But she just laughed, shaking her head and making that ponytail bounce again. “I don’t mind,” she grinned. Whatever Lance had expected her to say, he truly hadn’t expected her to say that she didn’t mind his watching. It surprised him enough that, for a moment, he didn’t at all know what to say.




That seemed to make her laugh more, though. It might have been the easiest way he’d ever made a woman laugh.




“My name’s Cassie,” she told Lance, holding her hand out.




“Oh! Um, my name’s Lance,” he said, shaking it. He had to quickly rewrite all the references in his head to her as ‘she’. Cassie. Yeah, okay. That was a nice name. Better than just calling her her.




After a moment of neither of them saying anything, Cassie’s smile widened. “So are you going to ask me out for a coffee or something?” she asked. “Or is your interest purely staring at me while I do some lunges?” she teased. Lance got the distinct impression that maybe she wouldn’t mind and that somehow just made Cassie even hotter.




“Yes!” Lance nodded before his eyes widened. “I mean, no, my interest isn’t just... I would... fuck. Um.” Oh, god, he was definitely messing this up. But Cassie didn’t seem to mind, she just laughed again, his awkwardness clearly more charming than Lance would imagine it to be.




“Alright,” she nodded. “So how about I ask you out for a coffee?”




Lance took a moment to compose himself. He was a little surprised by the turn of events. A woman had never asked him out before, but he couldn’t deny that it felt pretty nice. In fact, the kind of confident aura that Cassie gave off was very attractive. Lance hadn’t known that he could feel even more drawn to her than he already had.




“So?” she urged and Lance had to blush because yeah, he definitely had forgotten he had to actually give her an answer.




“Um, yeah,” he nodded. “I’d love to get a coffee with you. Do you, ah, do you want to go now? Unless you’re busy! We can pick a different time.” Oh, god, he was definitely being too awkward. She was going to change her mind and that was going to be the story of how Lance almost got asked out by the hottest woman in his gym.




Except, Cassie seemed pretty amused by his awkwardness. “Yeah, now is good for me,” she nodded. “I know a coffee shop close by that’s really good, come on, I’ll lead the way.”




They didn’t chat too much as they walked, but Lance did learn that Cassie was an accountant and kept her own hours, which was why she was often at the gym at the same time as him. He told her that he worked as an architect and smiled at the way she asked him questions about it.




Once at the coffee shop, Lance let Cassie get them drinks, but only because she insisted. It felt kind of good, though, to have her be the one who got them. That was pretty new to Lance, too. He was so used to women expecting to have things paid for, not that Lance minded, but it was a nice kind of change. Hopefully, if this went well, he’d be able to offer to pay next time.




As they chatted, it turned out that Lance and Cassie had a fair bit in common. They were both fans of obscure art films and enjoyed gardening in a way that none of their friends quite got. Lance found it hard not to be excited at the prospect of getting to know Cassie better.




After their coffee, Lance had offered to walk Cassie to her car, but it had turned out that she didn’t actually live that far from the gym. He jokingly had said he could walk her home and was a bit surprised when Cassie took him up on his offer.




The walk wasn’t very long, yet it gave Lance an opportunity to get to know Cassie more. He felt a twinge of disappointment when Cassie announced that they’d reached her building. Just as Lance was about to ask if he could have Cassie’s number and maybe next time he could be the one getting the coffee, she surprised him yet again.




“Do you want to come in?” Cassie asked. “I would very much like it if you did,” she added with another one of those grins that Lance was quickly starting to love. They seemed to hold a lot of promise and he could hardly deny that he wanted to come in.




Nodding, Lance gave a soft ‘yeah’.




The staircase up seemed to take forever and Cassie laughed when Lance said as much. “It’s worth it,” she promised. Somehow, Lance didn’t at all doubt that.




Cassie’s apartment was big and filled with plants, but not so much that it felt overwhelming. Lance rubbed his hands against his pants, hoping that they weren’t too sweaty. He couldn’t deny that he felt nervous, not quite sure what to expect.




Perhaps thankfully, Cassie seemed to know that, too. She gave Lance a soft smile, closing the distance between them. “You seem really nice, Lance,” Cassie told him. Lance nodded, because he thought he was pretty nice. But she didn’t seem to be done with whatever her point was, because Cassie took another step closer, close enough that Lance could practically feel her breath against his skin.




Lance could also smell her, the light waft of her perfume. It wasn’t floral but something slightly spicier, it made Lance want to bury his face in the nape of Cassie’s neck, to take in the smell of her.




It felt like Cassie could read his mind, because she smirked. One of her hands brushed over Lance’s arm, sending a shiver traveling up his spine. The touch felt intimate in a way that Lance really hadn’t anticipated.




His breath caught in his throat, heart rate increasing. He wondered if Cassie could hear it from how close she stood. She looked up at him and Lance looked down at her. The height difference between them wasn’t huge but it was enough to clearly tell that she was shorter than him.




“Tell me, Lance, how do you feel about a woman telling you what to do?” she asked, once again surprising Lance with her question.




The way his pulse quickened, if she could see it or hear it, Lance was sure she’d have her answer. But if Cassie knew, she didn’t let on, instead waiting patiently for his reply. It took Lance a moment to find the words, his body feeling like it was on fire.




“I... don’t object to that?” Lance finally managed. He had to question whether that was even the right answer, especially when he phrased it as a question. But it really wasn’t as if Lance was against being told what to do. In fact, it seemed a much easier way to please a woman if he did as she told him to.




But he somewhat suspected that maybe Cassie didn’t just mean her saying that she liked being on top or whatever.




“But have you?” Cassie asked, her body still so fucking close that Lance had to tighten his fist to stop himself from reaching out and touching her.




“Been told what to do?” Lance returned, making sure he absolutely was on the same page as Cassie.




“Yes,” she laughed. “Have you any experience with... ah, a dominant woman?” She grinned. It was that specific wording that made Lance recognize exactly what she was saying. He had to admit that no, not only did he not have any experience like that, Lance had never even been asked something like this.




It definitely wasn’t that he had no interest, though. He’d thought about stuff like that, occasionally, and the way his cock was already half-hard was a pretty good indication that he didn’t find the idea unappealing.




From how Cassie smiled, Lance thought that she must have felt his arousal somehow. Despite how close Cassie was standing, she wasn’t that close.




“I don’t,” Lance finally replied, realizing that he hadn’t actually given Cassie an answer yet. She wasn’t, he felt, particularly surprised by his response.




Whatever Lance had expected when Cassie had asked him if he was going to invite her for a coffee, standing in the middle of her living room and being asked about whether he’d ever been with a dominant woman really wasn’t it.




“Well?” Cassie asked and Lance had to frown, unsure that he was following what she was implying. Cassie laughed softly, but it didn’t feel like it was at Lance and rather just at the situation. “Would you like to?” she clarified. “And I don’t just mean in general, I do mean with me.” And yeah, okay, wow.




Lance had never experienced someone being so forward with him but he couldn’t deny that it was very appealing. But his brain was still only now catching up with what Cassie was saying. She was offering to have sex with him! Not just offering, asking if he’d be willing to submit to what she wanted.




It wasn’t an offer Lance felt he’d ever get again, not that that was the only reason he wanted to say yes. Cassie was so fucking hot and pleasing her would definitely feel fucking amazing. So Lance nodded, a soft whimper falling from his lips before words formed.




“Yeah. Fuck. Yes, I definitely would like to.”




The confirmation made Cassie’s smile brighten up her whole face and Lance swallowed at how much hotter it made her look. She tiptoed then, closing the distance between them in order to press her lips against his.




It wasn’t an aggressive kiss, but Lance wasn’t for a moment left wondering which one of them was in charge. Cassie’s teeth scraped over his bottom lip, just the smallest of bites but it was enough to make Lance groan against her mouth.




When Cassie pulled back, it was to grin at Lance. “Gonna give me some hard limits?” she asked so casually, like that was a thing people regularly asked each other. And maybe they did! Lance had no idea.




It was tempting to just say that he had no limits, but Lance recognized that Cassie had asked for a reason and also that it was a bit stupid of him not to have any limits when, while hot, Cassie was essentially a stranger.




Finally, Lance cleared his throat. “Nothing too weird,” he decided, making Cassie laugh. “No pain?” he added, sounding a little uncertain, like he wasn’t quite sure if that was okay to pick. But Cassie just nodded. It gave Lance the confidence to add another limit. “I don’t really want to be called names,” he admitted. He had no idea if Cassie would want that, but it was something Lance had always found off-putting when he’d seen it in porn.




When he then didn’t say anything else, Cassie nodded. “Alright, that’s all fine,” she promised easily. “Nothing too weird, no pain, no name-calling, got it.” There was something very nice about how easily Cassie accepted that, it made Lance trust that she was going to respect what he’d said.




“Can I dress you up?” she asked, surprizing him. Lance wasn’t even sure he knew what that meant.




“In what?” Lance asked back. Establishing that would probably be the best start in answering Cassie’s question.




She looked him up and down, like she had to size him up and maybe, Lance figured, she did. He honestly had no idea what to expect, no one had ever asked him if they could dress him up. But then, no one had done a lot of things before that Cassie had managed to tick off in the couple of hours he’d known her as more than his gym crush.




“Perhaps some panties and a nice pair of stockings?” Cassie answered finally.




“Oh,” Lance breathed.




Like everything else, this was also really not what he’d expected. Lance hadn’t even ever thought about wearing panties and stockings. Yet, heat rushed through him, cheeks pink, no doubt. “Um,” he said in the most noncommittal way. But Cassie didn’t rush him, she just waited.




“I guess? It’s not... do you want that?” And that was possibly the thing that surprised Lance even more. To think that not only Cassie wanted to see him wearing panties and stockings, but that she wanted to dress him. At least the way she’d said it made Lance think she meant literally.




“I really do,” she answered easily. “It’s so fucking hot. To see you in lace and nylon. To know you let me do it.” The explanation kind of made sense but Lance must have still looked unsure, because Cassie gave his upper arm a squeeze. “I promise you, I definitely want this.”




After a moment, Lance gave a nod. “Alright.” This was all about new experiences, right? And, well, Cassie was hot. There were worse people Lance could have these experiences with.




The way she smiled at his agreement already made Lance glad he had agreed. It seemed to make her whole body glow and Lance wanted to kiss her again. Thankfully, Cassie took care of that, tiptoeing again to kiss him instead. This time, the kiss was much harsher, more passionate as her tongue licked inside his mouth.




“Uhh,” Lance groaned into the kiss. One of his hands came up almost instinctively, resting against Cassie’s hip. She felt hot even through the layers of clothing, maybe more so because of how hot Lance felt at the prospect of what might come next.




When Cassie pulled back, she took one of his hands, giving it a squeeze that felt reassuring. “Come on, you get to see my bedroom now.” She grinned.




This morning, on his way to the gym, Lance truly couldn’t have imagined where his day would take him.




Cassie’s bedroom was as nice as the rest of her apartment. The bed looked inviting and Lance wondered if he’d get to undress Cassie since she got to dress him. He asked her, making Cassie laugh in a way Lance was quickly starting to find very pleasing.




“Sure, you can undress me eventually,” she promised. “But first, you get to undress for me.”




And with that, Cassie took a seat on the bed, wiggling her eyebrows at Lance. “Go on,” she encouraged. She looked so relaxed, like getting men to strip for her was an everyday occurence. And maybe it was! But today was Lance’s turn and he really wasn’t going to complain.




After the shortest of hesitations, Lance began to strip. It felt like being on display and he supposed it kind of was. Every time he glanced at Cassie, her eyes were on him. She watched him pull his shirt off, throwing it to one side. The buttons on his pants were next. Lance swallowed before pushing the material down, revealing how hard his cock already was, straining against his boxers.




The way Cassie licked her lips made Lance’s confidence soar, like she truly enjoyed the sight. He knew he looked good, he spent enough time at the gym to, but it still felt pretty fucking great to have her look at him like that.




“You can take those off, as well,” she said, smirking. That smirk was very quickly becoming one of Lance’s favorite things. Every time it appeared on Cassie's lips, it seemed to hold so much promise. And so, without any real hesitation, Lance pushed his boxes off. His hard cock sprang free and, in response, Cassie’s tongue darted out to wet her lips.




“Mmm,” she hummed. “You do look very good,” she praised. “Gonna look even better when I dress you up nice and pretty.”




Lance swallowed at that, the promise leaving him equally nervous and aroused. This was so far from anything he’d ever done before, but he wanted to try it. He especially wanted it because Cassie had told him that she wanted it.




“So where, ah, where do you want me?” he asked, not wanting to do the wrong thing.




Cassie laughed, but her tone was light, not teasing. It made Lance feel... somehow more confident. If he could make her laugh, that was a good sign, right?




“Just there is perfect,” she promised, getting up from the bed and walking over to a set of drawers. The material that Cassie took out was black and certainly not very big. She smirked at Lance as she held it. “We’ll do the panties first,” she informed him.




Lance’s eyes widened when Cassie knelt down in front of him, but it was so she could get him to lift his legs, slipping the black lace on. It somehow managed to feel like nothing against his skin that he’d ever felt before, even though Lance had felt lace. Just not in this sort of way.




The way the material pressed against his hard cock made Lance whimper and he had to forcefully not look down. He worried that if he saw just how amazing Cassie looked on her knees, so close to his dick, he might not last long enough to make this fun for either of them.




Cassie clicked her tongue. “Mmm, you look good,” she informed him. Lance found himself believing her, too. It felt somehow sexy to have her tell him he looked good while wearing nothing but black lace panties, his cock trapped by the material, precum no doubt already soaking it.




Next came the pantyhose. If the material of the panties had felt different, the pantyhose took it to the next level. Lance didn’t even know how to put them on, so he was glad that Cassie was doing it for him. She gave easy instructions to follow that mostly involved Lance lifting his foot and then putting it down again.




His cheeks were crimson already, he was sure. Being dressed up like this, by someone as hot as Cassie, because she wanted to? It felt sexy with a hint of embarrassment there, teasing just at the edges. Together, though, they just made Lance’s dick harder.




“And now the garter,” Cassie murmured, her fingers teasing over the bare skin just above where the pantyhose ended. It made Lance give a soft groan, her fingers so hot, sending shivers down his spine at the touch.




When he did dare to glance down it was to see the way Cassie’s whole face had lit up, like a kid at Christmas. But, Lance realized, he was the gift to be unwrapped. Her tongue darted out to wet her lips and Lance had to look away again.




The garter belt was snug around his waist, probably not quite designed for someone of Lance’s build, but it wasn’t uncomfortable, just different. Cassie took her time to place the clips perfectly and when she finally stood up, it was so she could take a few steps back.




Lance swallowed, his eyes meeting hers, cheeks still flaming hot. “How do I look?” he asked, hoping that it was what she had wanted him to look like. It felt... so borderline embarrassing, like things could turn at any moment. But there was a thill in that, too.




“You look fucking hot,” Cassie informed him seriously.




Lance’s eyes widened at that, snapping to her. She very much looked like she meant it, too. Cassie’s face looked lustful in a way Lance was sure no one had ever looked when seeing him. He glanced down at himself, swallowing.




The panties and pantyhose looked... hot. Now that he felt more comfortable leaning into that feeling, Lance could admit that he felt really fucking horny because of the lace that Cassie had put him in. Of course, also because of how she seemed to want him exactly like this.




“Get on the bed,” she told him, “sit up against the pillows”.




Obediently, Lance crawled in the bed, making sure he settled nicely. His pantyhose-clad legs stretched out. The garter belt stretched, too, but if Lance had worried about the clips coming undone, they proved him wrong. The lines stretched and Lance couldn’t help but think that it really did look hot. The heat ran through him.




Cassie followed him into the bed, her clothes still on. She grinned down at Lance. “I did tell you that you will get to undress me,” she reminded and Lance nodded energetically.




“I’d very much love that,” he promised. But Lance waited for Cassie to tell him that he could reach out. He didn’t want to somehow unearn the ability to undress her.




“Go on, then,” Cassie nodded. “I want to see how good your panties feel against my naked pussy, but you’ll have to get me naked first.”




And that was definitely a job Lance was up for!




He started by pushing Cassie’s shirt up. It revealed a pale green bra, cupping her breasts so beautifully. Lance looked up at her and when Cassie gave a nod, Lance’s mouth pressed against the soft skin of her breasts.




“Uhh,” he groaned against her. His tongue licked over Cassie’s bra, making sure to find one of her nipples so he could tongue it through the material. It earned Lance a soft moan and he knew he wanted to hear more of those!




Lance’s hands slid lower, fingers brushing over Cassie’s bare back, just above the waistband of the jeans she was wearing. He went slowly, wanting to enjoy how amazing she felt. If Cassie wanted him to go faster, he had no doubt she’d tell him so. But so far, she seemed perfectly content letting him explore her body as he undressed her.




The buttons on her jeans were next and when it came to pushing them off, Cassie lifted herself up to help Lance get her pants off all the way. It left her in only her bra and panties. They didn’t match but somehow that just made Lance think Cassie even hotter. Besides, what did they need to match for when he was about to take them off, anyway?




His fingers slid up Cassie’s spine until they brushed against the fastening of her bra. Lance felt nervous in a way he really hadn’t done for years. His heartbeat quickened as he undid it, pushing each strap off Cassie’s shoulders.




Once the bra came off, Cassie’s breasts bounced free, making Lance’s breath catch in his throat. “May I?” he asked gently, hoping so hard that she’d say yes.




Cassie’s smile was playful when it appeared on her lips. “You may.”




With the permission given, Lance leaned in to repeat the same motion he’d made through the fabric of her bra, but now over Cassie’s bare nipple. This time, her moan was much louder and it made Lance suck her nipple between his lips, running his tongue over the hardening tip before he let go. It was only to move to Cassie’s other breast and repeat the same action.




That earned him another moan and Lance was sure he could’ve spent all day doing this, but there was still more to strip off Cassie.




Slipping his hand between them, Lance brushed his fingers over the crotch of Cassie’s panties, unable to stop the groan that fell from his lips when he discovered just how wet the material was already.




Hooking his fingers in the fabric covering her hips, Lance pulled the garment down. Once again, Cassie lifted up to let him strip her more easily. It left him wearing panties and her completely naked. Cassie rocked against him, her pussy so fucking hot as it pressed against Lance’s cock through the thin lace that covered his dick.




“Mmm,” Cassie moaned as she rocked against him. Lance matched it with a groan of his own, his hands settling against Cassie’s hips.




“Fuck,” he murmured.




“Oh, yes,” Cassie nodded, eyes glittering with mischief. “I very much intend to do exactly that. To fuck you while you’re dressed up so pretty for me,” she hummed. Her hands stroked over Lance’s shoulders, nails scratching just harshly enough to let him know she could be harsher if she wanted to.




This time it was her hand that disappeared between them, once she had teased her fingers over Lance’s nipples.




With well-practiced ease, Cassie’s fingers slipped under the material of the panties that Lance was wearing. A deep ‘uhh’ fell from his lips when her fingers wrapped around his dick. Cassie freed it from the panties, but let the material bunch up at the base of Lance’s cock. The tightness seemed to add a whole new sensation.




“Are you ready for me to fuck you?” she asked, that teasing smirk that had already brought so much to Lance, once again gracing her lips.




“Fuck, yes!” he nodded energetically. Lance had been ready for Cassie to fuck him for weeks, he just couldn’t possibly have imagined this would be how that went.




Moving forward, Cassie led Lance’s dick between her legs. He could hardly resist the deep, almost primal growl that rumbled up from his chest as Cassie’s hot, wet pussy enveloped his cock.




“Uhh, fuck, you feel so good,” he moaned.




“Mmm, so do you. So hard for me, wearing pantyhose and pretty panties for me.” The reminder made Lance whine but so did the way it felt when Cassie began to ride him.




Her movements were slow, but only at first. Without much of a lead-up, Cassie began to fuck Lance faster and harder, her hips rocking against him, the bed shaking under them. Her hands returned to Lance’s shoulders, this time the nails definitely leaving indents.




As she fucked him, her breasts bounced and Lance couldn’t resist leaning forward to catch one of Cassie’s nipples between his lips. She gave a sharp moan in response, fucking down onto Lance’s cock harder.




The tightness of the panties around his balls made Lance whine, but he was pretty sure it also made him less likely to come right then and there. Though, he was definitely close, especially once Cassie began to scream.




“Ahhh! Fuck, your dick feels so good,” she cried. “You’re such a good, obedient boy for me, aren’t you? Not going to come until I let you.” That made Lance groan. He could hardly stop, but he would try so fucking hard for her.




Cassie’s pussy squeezed tighter around Lance, almost like she was challenging him. And maybe she was! But Lance did his best to focus on giving her pleasure, his hips rocking to match Cassie’s rhythm. He focused on how every stroke of his tongue against her nipple made her cry out louder.




When Cassie came, Lance knew, because she screamed louder than he’d ever heard anyone scream when they climaxed. Her pussy tightened even more around him and one of her hands gripped his hair so tightly that Lance cried out, the pain mixing with the pleasure from getting fucked so thoroughly.




He knew he wasn’t going to last long, but Cassie must have known it, too.




“Come for me! Now! I want to feel you come in me!” she demanded and that was all the permission Lance needed, his orgasm exploding through him and filling Cassie up.




“Uhhhh,” Lance groaned and Cassie rocked faster, taking in every inch of him until he was spent.




It was only when it began to feel almost over-sensitive that Cassie pulled back, letting Lance’s cock slip out of her. Shifting off him, Cassie looked so fucking hot, and more than that, she looked at Lance like he was so fucking hot.




“You are so fucking hot,” she laughed. “Fuck, look at you, Lance. Your panties are filthy now, that garter holding your stockings up so perfectly,” she sighed, one hand running up Lance’s leg. “You look stunning.”




And Lance didn’t doubt that she meant it, too.




“Fuck,” he breathed.




This was the best day he’d ever had at the gym, for sure.
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