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Natalie’s feet hit the pavement in a steady rhythm. She focused on controlling her breathing as she pushed through the second mile of the 5K. Runners surrounded her on all sides. Some pulled ahead. Others fell back.

Part of her wanted to be back home in bed. It was early on a Saturday morning, and the temptation to sleep in had been strong. But there was something else that drove her to wake up and complete these 5Ks. Something that made her appreciate every footfall beyond getting her closer to the finish line.

Inside each of her running shoes, thin adhesive strips held a sensor that sat pressed flat against the insoles. The sensors were pressure-sensitive, designed to detect the impact force of each step. Every time her foot struck the ground, the sensor transmitted a wireless signal. It sent information about how hard she’d landed, how fast she was moving, how much force she put into each stride.

Evan was her friend with benefits, and somewhere at the edge of the spectator area, his electronic chastity cage was receiving the signal, vibrating and teasing his poor locked cock, making him feel every one of her steps.

The thought made Natalie smile even as she pushed harder. Her stride lengthened as she approached a slight hill. The harder she ran, the more intense the vibrations became. Right now, at racing pace, she knew exactly what he was experiencing. By the time she finished this race and they went to her apartment, he’d be so desperate and pent up that he’d fuck her brains out. That was the real prize waiting at the end of this 5K. He’d been locked up for three days, plus a whole race of relentless edging from every step she took? He was going to pin her down and pound her until she couldn’t walk straight.

The mental image pushed her forward.

* * *

Across the venue, Evan leaned heavily against the trunk of an old maple tree. He was at the far edge of the spectator area, and no one else was around him. He was free to be discreetly teased and edged alone. Right now, his body was tense.

The electronic chastity cage wrapped around his cock had no keyhole, no physical key. It was entirely controlled by an app on Natalie’s phone. He’d locked it on himself Thursday night, clicking the pieces together until they sealed shut. And right now, the cage’s built-in vibration motor was driving him absolutely insane.

Every running stride Natalie took sent a pulse into his trapped cock. A maddening beat of strong, edging vibrations that kept him perpetually aroused. His cock strained against the metal, desperate and aching. But the cage had its own sensors, always aware of how close he was to an orgasm, and ensured that no matter how strong the input signal became, the stimulation would never be enough to push him over the edge.

He could edge. He could ache. He could throb against the metal bars of his cage as hard as he wanted. He would not be able to cum.

Evan shifted his weight against the tree. He could hear spectators cheering beyond the bushes. He tried to focus on the sounds. Tried to picture Natalie somewhere on that course. But another wave of vibrations pulsed through his cage, and his thoughts scattered.

She was running hard. He could feel it.

God, he loved this. Not just the sensation, though that was maddening in the best way. It was the knowledge that she was using him. That his arousal served her purpose. That right now, somewhere on that course, she was thinking about teasing his cock and running harder because of it.

The arrangement had started several months ago. Almost by accident. They’d been fuck buddies for a while by then. Meeting up when they both felt like it. Enjoying each other without any strings attached. The sex was good.

Evan had always been into chastity. He’d brought it up with Natalie early on, and she’d been game to try it. He’d worn a cage for her a few times, and she thought it was fun enough, but since they only hooked up sporadically, there wasn’t much point. She’d lock him up, they’d fuck a few hours later, and that was that. It never really built into anything.

Then one evening, chilling together on her couch after a particularly satisfying round, Natalie mentioned that she struggled to motivate herself to run regularly.

“I used to love it in college,” she said, stretching her legs across his lap. “But now I just can’t get myself out the door. I need some kind of external push, you know?”

Evan’s eyes drifted to her bare feet resting on his thigh. He had a thing for her feet. She knew it. He’d massaged her feet and even kissed her toes during sex before. He remembered a product he’d seen online a while back. An electronic chastity cage with built-in sensors that could be linked to external inputs. The idea of her cute feet pounding pavement while he sat somewhere aching and denied made something click in his brain.

“What if you could control my chastity cage while you ran?” he said. “There’s this smart cage I saw online. It has a vibrator built in. I could pair it with a sensor we put inside your shoe, and every step you took would send a vibration to me. I’d be locked and edged the entire time, just from your feet hitting the ground.”

Natalie had looked at him for a moment. Then a slow grin spread across her face.

“So every time my foot lands, your cock gets teased?”

“Basically.”

“And you just sit there and take it until I’m done? You’d be showing up to every race of mine, cheering me on…”

“That’s the idea.”

She wiggled her toes against his leg. “Let’s try it!”

After one race, she was hooked. Running was fun again, and the harder she pushed herself, the better he fucked her afterwards. She started signing up for races every weekend.

Evan found that being used as her motivation was everything he’d fantasized about. It wasn’t just the chastity. It was that her feet controlled him. Every step she took was a reminder that his pleasure belonged entirely to her, transmitted through the soles of her running shoes into the cage wrapped around his cock. Her cute feet decided when he ached and how much. It was exactly what he’d always wanted.

Another wave of vibrations pulled Evan from his thoughts. Stronger this time.

She must be pushing through the final stretch.

He gripped the tree trunk behind him. His body responded to the increased intensity. Each hard step sent a stronger pulse through the cage. The vibrations climbed toward their max intensity as Natalie gave the race everything she had.

His cock strained painfully against the metal. His legs trembled. His mind went blank except for the rhythm of her steps. He could only picture her cute feet pounding the pavement in her running shoes.

Just when he couldn’t take it anymore, the vibrations suddenly eased. The heavy, racing pulses settled into gentle pulses. Still there. Still keeping him aware of her footsteps. But not the desperate edge that had held him at the brink.

He knew what the change in sensation meant. She’d crossed the finish line.

She’d finished. She’d done it. And soon, very soon, she would unlock him. He’d finally get to unload in her tight pussy. The hardest part of his denial was over, and now he just had to be patient for a little bit longer.

He rested for a few minutes, letting his breathing steady. Letting his pulse slow down enough that he could walk without looking like he’d just run the race himself. The gentle buzz of the cage continued with every step Natalie presumably took in the post-race area.

Walking pace. Low-level vibrations. Not enough to edge, just enough to be constantly thinking of her cute feet and painted toenails.

Evan made his way from his hidden spot toward the post-race area. He navigated through spectators until he reached the stretch of grass where runners were drinking water, collecting participation medals, and stretching their tired muscles. When he spotted Natalie, she waved him over with a smile.

“Hey Evan!” Natalie said as he approached. She noticed his flushed face. “Looking a little rough for someone who didn’t run.”

“You were pushing hard out there,” Evan managed. “I felt every step.”

“Good.” She grinned. “Because I set a new personal record.”

“Seriously? That’s amazing!”

“Twenty-four minutes and twelve seconds,” she said proudly. She held up the medal hanging around her neck. “Beat my old time by almost a full minute. All thanks to you suffering for me.”

“Hah. I was definitely with you in spirit, every step of the way, but I will give you most of the credit for your time.”

Natalie laughed, and they started walking toward the parking lot together. Each step Natalie took continued to send a gentle pulse through his cage.

“How are you feeling?” Natalie asked, glancing at him sideways.

“I’m so ready to get out of this cage. Seriously, you’re gonna be screaming my name in just a few minutes.”

She laughed. “God, you’re so hot when you’re so horny.”

They reached her car. A compact silver sedan parked near the back of the lot. Natalie unlocked it with a beep and tossed her water bottle into the back seat. But she didn’t immediately get in. Instead, she turned to face Evan.

“Unfortunately…” she started. “I might have to keep you locked just a little bit longer.”

“Fuck… did something happen?”

“Sort of. I ran into my college friend Paige at the race. She was running too, actually. We haven’t really talked in years, but we caught up at the finish line, and she wants to hang out.”

“Hang out?” Evan repeated. “Like, today?”

“Yeah. I actually already invited her over. She’s going to head home and shower real quick, then come by my place.” Natalie looked up at him. Her expression was sympathetic. “Which means we wouldn’t be able to fuck our brains out for a little while longer.”

Evan groaned audibly. His body protested the extension of his denial. He was so worked up. So ready. And now he was being asked to wait even more.

Of course, he wanted to object. To point out how desperate he was, how long he’d already waited. But part of him found it hot that Natalie was taking more control of his chastity.

“I know you’re horny. I am too! It’s just that Paige and I were really good friends in college. We kind of drifted apart after graduation. Running into her today was completely random, and I don’t want to pass up the chance to reconnect.”

“No, I get it. Of course, you should see her.”

“For what it’s worth, I promise it’ll be worth the wait. Once Paige leaves, I’m going to take very good care of you.”

He bit his lip. “Okay. Yeah. I can wait.”

“Good boy.”

Evan blushed, and Natalie grinned at his reaction.

“You know how I told you I’m bisexual?” she said.

“Yeah.”

“Well, Paige is the reason I know that about myself.”

Evan’s eyebrows went up. “Wait, really?”

“Yep. We were pretty close back in college. She’s very much a lesbian, and we fooled around a little bit, and that’s when it clicked for me.” She said it casually, like she was talking about discovering a favorite restaurant.

Evan blinked. “Fooled around?”

“Oh, yes.” Natalie laughed. “Anyway, she said she’d be over in about forty-five minutes. She’s great, you’ll really like her. She’s funny, super easygoing. Tall, blonde, really pretty. And she has this energy where you just want to hang out with her, you know? She’s one of those people.”

Evan stared at her. “So when you say fooled around…”

Natalie laughed. “Did you hear anything I just said? About her personality? Her energy?”

“I did. Tall, blonde. Fooled around. That’s what I got. So like kissing? Or more…”

“You’re hopeless,” she said, laughing at him while sitting down in the driver’s seat. “Get in. Let’s head over to my place.”


Chapter 2
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The knock came about thirty minutes after they got back to Natalie’s apartment.

“That’s her,” Natalie said. She moved toward the door.

Evan waited in the kitchen. Meeting new people already made him nervous. Meeting one of Natalie’s gorgeous friends while he was secretly locked up made it about ten times worse.

Natalie pulled open the door and wrapped her arms around the woman on the other side. “Paige! I’m so glad you could come over.”

“You too.” Paige returned the hug. “I can’t believe it’s been two years since we actually hung out properly.”

Paige stepped inside. She was slightly taller than Natalie, with a toned body. Long blonde hair fell past her shoulders, and she smiled when she saw Evan.

“You must be Evan. Natalie mentioned you’d be here.”

“That’s me,” he said. He managed to sound relatively normal despite the gentle vibration that pulsed with each of Natalie’s steps. “Nice to meet you.”

“Likewise.” Paige’s attention lingered on him for a moment before she turned back to Natalie. “Your place is cute. Very you.”

The three of them settled into the kitchen. Natalie started pulling ingredients from the fridge for a casual lunch.

They caught up on jobs for a few minutes. Natalie had left the marketing firm she hated and found something with more creative freedom. Paige was still doing lab research, though she’d recently moved to a new facility with better funding. Evan mentioned his easy-going work from home job.

The atmosphere was comfortable. Natalie moved around the kitchen, and every step sent a soft pulse through his cage. He’d gotten used to the sensation by now. But with a third person in the room, each buzz felt amplified by the secret it represented. Sometimes the vibration hit mid-sentence, and he had to pause, pretending to consider his words while his cock throbbed uselessly against metal.

Paige’s blue eyes kept drifting his way. She was studying the dynamic between him and Natalie.

During a lull in conversation, Paige set down her fork and looked at Natalie. “So I’m officially single again, by the way.”

“Oh no. What happened with the yoga girl?”

“It just fizzled. She was sweet, but we didn’t have much to talk about.” Paige shrugged. “I’m not torn up about it. Just been feeling a little restless lately.”

Paige smiled and glanced at Evan, then back at Natalie. “So are you two, like, together? Or…”

Natalie looked at Evan. “Just friends… with benefits. For a few months now.”

“Really?” Paige said, squinting her eyes at Evan in skepticism. “Sorry, I mean you’re a good-looking guy. I just remember Natalie in college getting bored with guys pretty fast. So either she’s changed, or you’re doing something special in bed.”

Evan glanced at Natalie with a look. Natalie was holding back a grin.

“Okay, what was that?” Paige said, pointing a finger back and forth between them. “You two just had a whole conversation without saying a word. What am I missing?”

Natalie’s smile widened. She turned back to Paige.

“You were right. Evan is special,” she said. “But probably not in the way you’re thinking.”

Paige tilted her head. “Now I’m intrigued.”

“There’s a kinky element to our arrangement. It’s what keeps things interesting.” Natalie paused, savoring the moment. “Evan wears an electronic chastity cage. He locks himself in at home, usually on Friday, sometimes on Thursday if we’re feeling ambitious. And he stays locked until after my Saturday race.”

Paige’s eyes widened. “Seriously? Wait… is he wearing it now?”

“Yep. Usually, after the race, I unlock him through an app on my phone, and then we fuck.” Natalie shrugged. “It’s kind of wild how horny he gets after being denied and then teased during the race.”

“Holy shit,” Paige said. “Okay, but wait. How does the race connect to the teasing thing?”

Natalie grinned and kicked off one of her running shoes. She flipped it over and pointed at a thin strip stuck to the insole.

“See that little strip? There’s one in each shoe. It picks up the impact when my feet hit the ground and sends a signal to his cage. And the cage vibrates.”

Paige looked up. “It vibrates?”

“The harder I step, the stronger it buzzes.” Natalie stood up and walked across the kitchen to grab her water bottle, and Evan shifted in his seat as his cage came alive again. Natalie pointed at him. “See? Walking does that. Just enough to remind him it’s there. Like a little gentle caress with my feet.”

“Oh my god,” Paige laughed.

“But running is a whole different thing,” Natalie said, sitting back down. “Think about it. Heavy, repetitive footfalls, over and over, for miles. The vibrations get way more intense. Enough to keep him right on the edge the entire time.”

“The entire race?”

“The entire race. And before the race. And after. But here’s the evil part. There’s a cap built in. No matter how hard I’m pounding the pavement, it can never actually make him finish. It just gets him closer and closer and closer, and he’s stuck there.” Natalie took a sip of water, looking pleased with herself. “So I’m out there running my heart out, and he’s at home losing his mind.”

“That is genuinely diabolical,” Paige said. She looked down at Evan’s crotch.

“So… can I see it?” she asked. “The cage?”

He stood and hooked his thumbs into his waistband. He hesitated, then pulled the fabric down just enough to reveal the cage locked around his cock. Sleek metal, compact and smooth against his skin.

Paige leaned in. Her blue eyes studied the cage with genuine fascination. “That’s… actually really elegant. I was expecting something bulkier.”

“It was pretty expensive, actually,” Evan said. “But it’s comfortable when I’m not trying to get hard, and I can wear it for several days at a time.”

“This is incredibly hot,” she said to Natalie. “I never would have guessed you had this side to you.”

Natalie smiled and tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. “Stick around long enough, and you’ll see all kinds of sides to me.”

Paige bit her lip, then leaned forward on the couch. “I wish I could try it. The sensors I mean.”

“I have some spares…”

He was too horny to consider whether it was a good idea or not for another pretty girl to tease his caged cock with her feet. He reached for his gym bag and dug through it. He found a small packet with two thin adhesive strips and handed them to Paige.

“Just peel off the backing and press them flat against the insoles.”

Paige kicked off both running shoes, revealing her socked feet. They were small with a nice arch, and she wiggled her toes once before picking up the sensors. She peeled off the backing and pressed the sensors into her insoles. Then she slipped her shoes back on and tied them tight.

She stood up and took a few deliberate steps across the living room.

The moment her foot hit the ground, Evan moaned. What surprised him was how different it felt from Natalie’s footsteps. He’d assumed walking was walking, that one pair of feet hitting the ground would feel the same as any other, but Paige had her own rhythm, her own weight and cadence, and his cock could tell the difference immediately. It was incredibly teasing.

Paige noticed the shift in his expression. She grinned. “This is fun!”

She walked in a slow circle around the living room. Each footfall sent another soft pulse through his cage. The sensation was maddening in its subtlety. Not enough to edge him. Not even close. But enough to keep him aware.

Constantly aware.

Then Paige stopped in the middle of the room. She stomped her foot hard against the floor.

Evan gasped. The spike in intensity was immediate. Sharp. The heavy impact translated into a burst of vibration.

Paige laughed. “Oh, that’s a big difference.” She stomped again, watching his reaction. “Do you like that?”

She’d figured him out so quickly. Twenty minutes ago, she’d been a stranger, and now she was stomping her foot and watching him squirm like she’d been doing this for years.

“Yeah,” he said. “A lot.”

Paige walked back toward him. She stopped right in front of him and tilted her head.

“Can I touch it?” she asked. “The cage, I mean. I want to feel the vibrations myself.”

Evan nodded. Paige reached down and wrapped her hand around his entire caged cock. Her grip was firm. Then she stomped her foot against the floor.

“Oh,” she said. She stomped again, feeling the cage buzz against her palm. Then she switched to light taps, barely pressing her foot down. “And now it’s so light.” She giggled. “That’s so cool.”

She gave him one more squeeze and then sat back down on the kitchen chair, leaving the sensors in her shoes.

“I’m jealous of you, you know,” Paige said, looking at Natalie. “This whole setup. The cage, the sensors, the running. It’s genius.”

Natalie smiled. “It keeps us both motivated.”

“Although,” Paige said, crossing her legs and leaning back, “if it were me? I wouldn’t be running to unlock him. I’d be running to keep him locked up longer. The more I ran, the more he’d be denied. That’s way more fun than just letting him out.”

Evan opened his mouth, but nothing came out. Paige laughed at his expression.

“Okay, I just had an idea,” she said, sitting up straight. “What if we made a bet? You and me. A race. Five kilometers. If you win, Natalie, you get to unlock him, let him cum. The whole deal. But if I win… I get to decide when he gets unlocked again. Let’s say I could keep him locked up to another week.”

“You’re serious?” Natalie said.

Natalie turned to Evan. “How do you feel about this? It’s your orgasm on the line.”

Before he could answer, Paige started, “A guy locked in a chastity cage, getting teased by sensors in your shoes, would probably love having his orgasm taken away by a cute lesbian who couldn’t care less whether his cock gets to cum or not.” She wiggled her toes against the floor. “Besides, I’d be wearing a set of sensors too. That’s four feet sending vibrations to that little cage of his. I don’t think he could resist the idea of that… What do you say, Evan?”

Evan let out a long breath. “She’s right. That’s really fucking hot.”

Natalie giggled.

“Fine,” Natalie said. “You’re on.”

They shook on it. Two sexy women deciding to wager his orgasm.

“So where do we do this?” Paige asked. “And when?”

“My apartment complex has a gym with treadmills,” Natalie said. “It’s always empty. Private. No one will bother us. How about tomorrow afternoon around three? Don’t want to keep Evan locked longer than we have to.”

“Hard disagree about that last point! But tomorrow at three sounds great.” Paige laughed. “You know what I realized today at the race? I really need new running shoes. Do you want to head over to the mall?”

“Sure, let’s do it,” Natalie said. She stood up from the table and grabbed her keys. Evan nodded and pushed his chair back. The moment both women took their first steps, the cage vibrated against his cock in a quick double pulse. He let out a small groan before he could stop himself.

“You two are still wearing the sensors,” he said.

Paige looked down at her shoes, then back at him with a grin. “Oh yeah, we are! But… Do you want us to take them out?”

Evan hesitated for a moment, then admitted, “No.”

Both girls laughed. Paige grabbed her bag and headed for the door. “I’ll follow you guys over in my car,” she said. Natalie offered to drive Evan to the mall since he would get completely distracted from their feet pressing against the pedals.


Chapter 3
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The mall wasn’t too crowded for a Saturday. The doubled vibrations took a lot for Evan to get used to. Subtle enough that he could function, but always there. A low frequency that kept him aware of both women’s feet even when he wasn’t looking at them.

They found the sporting goods store at the far end of the mall. The running section covered a whole wall. Paige dropped onto one of the padded benches and stretched her legs out.

“Evan, come help me try these on.”

He knelt in front of her without hesitation. Natalie leaned against the end cap of a nearby shelf and watched, looking amused. Paige pointed to a pink pair on the wall. Evan grabbed them in her size and knelt back down. He unlaced her left sneaker and slid it off, cupped her heel in one hand, and guided the new shoe on with the other. Paige flexed her foot and shook her head.

“Too narrow. Try those ones.”

He went back to the wall and brought another pair. Then another. Each time he knelt and removed the shoe, held her foot, eased the next one on. He took his time with it, his thumbs pressing against her arch as he positioned each shoe.

“You know what,” she said. “I could get used to this. A cute little guy servant at my feet.”

“You’ve got him trained already,” Natalie said.

“He’s a natural,” Paige said, grinning at Evan as she said it. “Try the blue ones.”

He retrieved a lightweight racing shoe in bright blue and knelt again. It felt intimate being of service to her like this. He laced the shoe and set her foot down.

“How’s that one?” he asked.

Paige stood and bounced on her toes a few times. She took a few quick steps down the aisle and back, her ponytail swinging. “Oh, these are perfect. These are the ones.”

“They look great,” Evan said from his knees.

Paige looked down at him. He was still kneeling on the store carpet, looking up at her in her new shoes. She tilted her head.

“You really do look good down there,” she said.

Natalie snorted. “Oh my god, Paige.”

“What? He does.” Paige grinned, but there was warmth behind it. She sat back down and took off the blue shoes. “Thanks, Evan. That was way better than doing it myself. I’ll wear these new shoes out, but first… can’t forget these.”

She reached for her old sneakers, peeling out the thin adhesive sensors and pressing them into the new blue shoes. She looked down at Evan, still kneeling in front of her, and tapped her feet.

“Still getting the signal?”

The vibrations hadn’t stopped. He nodded.

“Good boy,” Paige said.

She stood and did a little spin in her new shoes. “Need to break them in before tomorrow.”

Evan gathered Paige’s old sneakers into the shoebox as she went to pay for her new shoes, and carried the bag as they headed back into the mall.

A bookstore caught Paige’s eye, and she grabbed Natalie’s wrist. “Oh, we have to go in.” They disappeared into the shelves together while Evan drifted toward the sci-fi section, trying to read the back of a paperback while the soft vibrations continued with every step the two women took somewhere deeper in the store. He could hear them from two aisles over, laughing and talking to each other about books they’d both read. When he wandered to the end of his aisle, he could see them standing shoulder to shoulder in the fiction section, Paige touching Natalie’s arm whenever she got excited, Natalie leaning toward her. They each bought a book for the other at the register. It was like they had never stopped being close friends.

They found a small cafe near the windows, and Evan pulled out chairs for both women. He thought he would get a moment of rest from the vibrations, but under the table, Paige began bouncing her foot.

Paige watched him squirm again over the rim of her latte. “Something wrong?”

“No. I’m fine.”

She smiled and kept bouncing.

“God, this whole setup is genius,” Paige said to Natalie. “I need to find my own plaything to torment.”

“It’s surprisingly effective,” Natalie said. She glanced at Evan with genuine warmth. “And he seems to enjoy it.”

“I do,” Evan said.

By the time they reached the parking lot, Evan was thoroughly teased. His cock ached against the cage, kept in a state of low arousal by the constant stimulation without ever being pushed close to the edge. But despite everything, he was smiling.

“Well,” Paige said, turning to face them near her car. “This was fun. I should head home and rest up for tomorrow.”

“Get some sleep,” Natalie said. “You’re going to need it.”

Paige laughed. “Confident words from someone who’s totally gonna lose.”

She stepped forward and hugged Natalie. When she pulled back, her hand trailed down Natalie’s arm before dropping away.

“See you at three,” she said.

“See you tomorrow, Paige,” Natalie said.

Paige waved at Evan. “Bye, Evan. Thanks for the entertainment.”

“Anytime,” he said.

She got into her car and drove away, the vibrations from her shoe sensors finally disappearing. Natalie turned to Evan. Her cheeks were blushing.

“Come on,” she said. “Let’s go back to my apartment.”

* * *

The moment they were through her door, she was pushing him toward the bedroom.

“Bedroom. Now. I can’t wait any longer,” she said.

Evan obeyed. He settled onto her mattress.

She climbed up after him, already pulling off her shorts and panties. She straddled herself over his head.

“Just in case there was any doubt, I’m honoring the bet with Paige. You’re staying locked until at least tomorrow, but I’m really fucking horny, so you’ll have to use your tongue,” she said.

He’d gone down on Natalie once or twice before, but only ever for a minute or two as foreplay before moving on to his cock. It had never been the main event. Now, with his dick locked away and useless, his tongue was all he had to offer. She lowered herself down until his head was between her thighs. Her pussy was already wet. She pressed her pussy against his mouth.

He started slow. Gentle kisses and soft strokes of his tongue. She sighed above him. Her thighs tensed on either side of his face. He traced circles around her clit without touching it directly. Building her up before finally giving her what she wanted.

“God,” she breathed as his tongue found her clit. “Right there.”

He worked her with devoted attention. His tongue moved in rhythms he’d learned she liked. She was so wet. Her taste filled his mouth.

“Paige was so fast in college,” she said between breaths.

Evan made a sound against her. The vibration made her gasp. But he didn’t stop.

“I’m going to try my best tomorrow, Evan. But if she wins,” Natalie said, looking down at him between her legs. “I’m going to honor the agreement. You understand that, right? Even if she wants to keep you locked all week.”

Evan responded the only way he could with his mouth occupied. He buried his tongue against her clit with renewed intensity, licking her harder. His enthusiasm was its own answer.

Natalie gasped. Her back arched. “Oh, fuck.”

He kept working her. His tongue was relentless.

“God, she’s so hot,” Natalie breathed. “Always has been. Those legs. That smile.”

Her hips were rocking now. Grinding against his face as he worked her clit. Her thighs trembled on either side of his head.

“You wouldn’t mind if I slept with her, right?” Natalie asked.

Evan stopped. He pulled back just enough to speak. “I’d find it really hot, honestly.”

“Yeah?” She grinned down at him.

“Yeah. We’re friends with benefits. You can sleep with whoever you want. And if it’s Paige…” He trailed off.

“If it’s Paige, you get to sit there in your little cage and think about us? Maybe even watch us?” she finished for him.

“Oh my god.”

She laughed and smothered his mouth with her body again. “You’re such a good boy. Now keep going.”

He pressed his tongue flat against her clit, and she moaned. Her fingers curled into his hair.

“Even if I start sleeping with Paige, I don’t want to stop our game,” she said. Her breathing was getting heavier. “The chastity thing. It’s too much fun. Having you locked up and desperate for me.”

She rocked her hips in a slow circle against his mouth.

“And Paige seems to like your cage, too. Did you see how much fun she was having today? The way she was bouncing her foot under the table?” She let out a short laugh. “Maybe she’d even be okay with you joining us… She’d definitely want to keep you caged, though, I imagine.”

Evan groaned against her pussy. Both of them. Taking turns with him. Keeping him locked, teased, and used.

“Oh, you like that idea,” Natalie said. “I can tell.”

He redoubled his efforts. His tongue moved faster, circling her clit with the pressure she needed. Natalie’s words dissolved into wordless sounds of pleasure. Her hands grabbed his head and pulled him into her body harder.

“Oh fuck,” she gasped. “Oh fuck, you’re actually so good with your tongue. Is it because you know you won’t cum today? Why have I been so focused on your cock this whole time? I should have been sitting on your face from day one. This is so much better than letting you fuck me.”

Her thighs were shaking now. Her whole body was tensing.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck, I’m going to… I’m…”

Her thighs clamped around his head as she came. He felt her orgasm against his tongue. Her pussy pulsed. He kept licking her through it, giving her pleasure as long as he could.

He didn’t stop until she finally collapsed off of him. She rolled onto her side next to him.

She was breathing hard, still coming down from it.

After a few moments of recovery, Natalie sat up and reached for her discarded panties.

“So, tomorrow at three. We can meet here and then head down to the apartment gym.”

He was still achingly hard in his cage. The afternoon’s teasing and the experience of making her come had combined into a desperate arousal that had nowhere to go.

“I’ll have to send you home now. I also need to rest and get ready for tomorrow. You’ve never left my apartment like this before. Still caged. Full of cum.” She giggled and reached over to his cage and gave it one last teasing jiggle.

Evan groaned.

“Aw, you kind of love it. I can tell.”

They said their goodbyes, and Evan went home.


Chapter 4
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The gym in Natalie’s apartment complex was exactly as she’d described. Small, tucked away at the end of a first-floor hallway, and empty on a Sunday afternoon. Evan held the door open as both women walked in ahead of him, gym bags over their shoulders.

“See? Told you nobody uses this place,” Natalie said, gesturing around the room. Two treadmills sat side by side against a wall of mirrors. A modest rack of dumbbells and a single stationary bike flanked them.

Paige surveyed the space and nodded. “Perfect. No distractions.”

Evan grabbed a folding chair from where it leaned against the wall and set it up a few feet back from the treadmills. He positioned himself where he could see both machines.

Natalie wore black running shorts and a fitted grey tank top that showed off her toned arms and shoulders. Her brown hair was pulled back in a ponytail. Paige had opted for shorter navy shorts and a white tank top. Her blonde hair was tied up in a high bun.

“Like what you see?” Paige asked, catching him staring. She did a little spin with her arms out.

Evan rubbed the back of his neck. “I was definitely more confident about this bet when I agreed to it yesterday. You know, when I was thinking with my dick.”

Natalie laughed. “And now?”

“Now I’m looking at two sexy girls and wondering what I got myself into. I really wouldn’t mind if you won, Nat.”

“Aw,” Paige said, pressing a hand to her chest in mock hurt. “You don’t want a cute lesbian to control your cock?”

“No… well, yes. I don’t know.” Evan said. “I just know I’m really horny.”

“I just like how cute it looks inside its little metal home.” Paige grinned.

The women positioned themselves in front of the mirrors and began stretching. Natalie bent forward to touch her toes, her shorts riding up as she held the position. Beside her, Paige dropped into a deep lunge, her thigh muscles flexing as she shifted her weight.

Natalie pulled out her phone and opened the app. “Okay, I’m turning on the sensors now.” She tapped the screen a few times. “Both pairs active. Evan, do you feel it yet?”

He felt a gentle double buzz against his cage from their stretching movements. Two distinct pulses, slightly out of sync with each other. “Yeah. Both coming through.”

After a few more minutes of stretching, both women stepped onto their treadmills and started at a walking pace.

The change in Evan’s cage was immediate. The soft double pulse intensified. Each footfall sent a vibration through his cage, and with two women walking simultaneously, the sensations overlapped into a continuous low vibration.

“How’s he doing back there?” Natalie asked.

Evan shifted in his chair. “I can definitely feel you both.”

“Just wait,” Paige said.

They walked for another minute, letting their muscles loosen. Then Paige looked over at Natalie.

“Should we have him count us off?” Paige asked.

“Good idea. Evan, count us down from three. We’ll both hit our race pace on go.”

Evan took a breath. “I’ll time both of you. Okay, ready? Three. Two. One. Go.”

Both treadmills beeped as the women pushed their speed controls up.

The transition from walking to running changed everything. The gentle buzz became a heavy, rhythmic pulsing that seemed to vibrate through his entire body. Two sets of running feet pounded the treadmill belts in overlapping rhythms, each impact sending a strong pulse to his cage. The sensations stacked and merged until he could barely distinguish individual footfalls. It was constant, relentless stimulation, pushing right up against the cage’s intensity ceiling.

He gripped the sides of his chair. His cock strained against the cage, desperate and trapped.

In front of him, Natalie and Paige ran side by side. He watched their legs work, their asses moving with each stride. Natalie’s shorts hugged her hips tightly, the fabric shifting with every step. Paige’s shorter navy shorts showed off the full length of her toned legs. In the mirror, he could see their bodies from the front too, tank tops clinging to their chests, the slight bounce of their breasts with each footfall. Their reflections moved together like something out of a fantasy he couldn’t have scripted better.

Neither woman strained yet. They looked completely in control while he fell apart behind them.

They passed the one-kilometer mark running in perfect sync. Evan watched them through slightly unfocused eyes. The vibrations blurred into an almost continuous sensation.

Paige glanced back at him and laughed. “Oh wow, he looks like he’s having a rough time.”

“He’s fine,” Natalie said with warmth. “He can handle it. Right, Evan?”

“Debatable,” he managed.

They passed the two-kilometer mark, and something changed. Paige’s stride got longer. She increased her pace.

Natalie noticed right away. She increased her pace as well, her feet landing heavier as she fought to close the gap. But Paige held her lead without much trouble, her form smooth and relaxed while Natalie worked visibly harder.

Paige glanced sideways at Natalie with a warm, competitive smile. “You doing okay over there?”

“Fine,” Natalie said through heavy breaths.

“You’re making me work for it,” Paige said. “I’m not kidding.”

The distance between them continued to widen. Paige’s college training showed through despite years away from serious competition.

The three-kilometer mark came and went. Paige had established a clear lead. Her breathing stayed controlled, her stride smooth. Natalie’s face had gone red with exertion.

“Come on,” Natalie muttered to herself.

But Paige was simply better. Her years of training had built a foundation that didn’t disappear just because she wasn’t racing competitively anymore. She extended her lead with steady, efficient strides. Not sprinting away. Just maintaining a pace Natalie couldn’t match.

Evan could barely form coherent thoughts through the haze of sensation. His body throbbed with the relentless dual stimulation. He wanted to cheer Natalie on, but all he could do was grip his chair and try to breathe.

Paige crossed the 5K mark first. The treadmill beeped, and she slowed her belt, dropping to a walk before stepping off entirely. She bent at the waist, hands on her knees, breathing deeply but steadily.

“Time?” she asked.

“Twenty-two forty-three,” Evan said, checking the display.

“Not bad for being rusty.” Paige straightened up and stretched, her damp tank top clinging to her frame.

Natalie’s treadmill beeped a minute later. She slowed to a stop and stepped off on shaky legs, bending over with her hands on her thighs, gasping.

“Twenty-three fifty-eight,” Evan read. “Hey, that’s still a new record for you.”

“Damn. Sorry, Evan, I really tried. At least you enjoyed the double vibrations, right?” Natalie straightened up slowly.

Evan nodded. The realization that he really wouldn’t be getting to fuck Natalie today was setting in.

“So, I believe we had a bet,” Paige said.

Natalie nodded. “We did. And you won.”

“Which means I get to decide when Evan cums next.” Paige looked at him with a playful smile. “How does it feel knowing I’m in charge of that now?”

“Terrifying,” Evan admitted.

Paige laughed. “Good answer.”

Natalie stepped over and bumped Paige’s shoulder with her own. “His fate is officially in your hands. Treat him well.”

“I’ll treat his cock exactly how it deserves,” Paige laughed.

They looked at each other and laughed. Paige’s blonde hair had come loose from its bun, falling around her flushed face. Natalie’s ponytail was half undone.

“You look really good when you run,” Paige said to Natalie. “I kept watching you in the mirror. Your form is really great.”

Natalie’s flush deepened, and this time it wasn’t from the exercise. “Yeah?”

“Yeah.” Paige reached out and tucked a loose strand of hair behind Natalie’s ear. “Very nice.”

Evan watched the girls flirt with each other from his chair, his cock straining uselessly in its little cage. He wondered if he should be jealous, but it had always been a pure fuck buddy situation with Natalie. So seeing these two girls in front of him was simply hot as hell.

“So,” Natalie said, clapping her hands together. “Movie night at my place upstairs?”

“I’m in,” Paige said immediately. “I need to shower first, though. I’m all sweaty.”

“Same,” Natalie said. “We can all clean up and then just chill for the rest of the night.”

Evan nodded. “Sounds good to me.”

“Great,” Natalie said. She grabbed her gym bag and slung it over her shoulder. “Let’s head up.”

The three of them left the gym and walked upstairs to Natalie’s apartment. Paige and Natalie chatted the whole way, debating which movie to watch. Evan trailed a step behind, the cage still pulsing with each of their steps.


Chapter 5
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Back at the apartment, both women headed to shower. Natalie disappeared into her bathroom. Paige went to the guest bathroom. Evan was left to wait on the couch. Locked in his cage, he imagined both of the girls naked in the showers. He listened to the sound of running water from two directions and tried not to think too hard about what the rest of the evening might hold. Not just the evening, but the rest of the week. He sensed Paige would really enjoy keeping him locked all week.

Paige emerged first. Her long blonde hair was damp and darkened by the water. She wore soft grey sweatpants and an oversized t-shirt that hung loose from her shoulders. Thick, cozy socks covered her feet. Her skin was flushed pink from the hot water. She dropped onto the couch with a sigh and stretched her arms above her head.

Natalie followed a few minutes later. She’d transformed from competitive runner to comfortable homebody. Her brown hair was pulled back in a loose, damp ponytail. She wore her favorite worn-in leggings with a soft hoodie and matching fuzzy socks. She settled onto the couch beside Paige, their thighs pressed together. Neither woman moved to create more space.

“God, my feet are killing me,” Paige said. She flexed her toes inside her socks and looked directly at Evan.

“Speaking of which,” Paige continued. She shifted her weight so she could face Evan more directly while still keeping her thigh pressed against Natalie’s. “I won the bet. Which means I get to decide when you cum.”

“Have you decided what you want to do?” Evan asked.

Paige tilted her head and looked at him. “I’ve been thinking about it. I might have an idea.”

“Might?”

“I’m still working it out,” she said. She ran her fingers through her damp hair. “But it wouldn’t hurt your chances if you tried to convince me.”

Evan leaned forward. “What did you have in mind?”

“Well,” Paige said, “you obviously have a thing for feet. That much is clear.” She glanced at Natalie, who grinned. “So why don’t you sit on the floor and give me a massage while we watch a movie? Consider it a start.”

He didn’t need to be told twice. He lowered himself to the carpet in front of the couch and settled in. From this angle, he could see their sock-covered feet resting near the edge of the cushions. The sight made his cage tighten.

Natalie picked up the remote and began scrolling through options. “What are we in the mood for?”

“Something easy,” Paige said. She leaned back into the cushions. “I don’t want to think. Just something on in the background.”

“Perfect.” Natalie selected a romantic comedy that neither of them would need to pay any real attention to and pressed play. The opening credits rolled as she set the remote aside.

Both women settled back. Paige extended her feet toward Evan. Her toes wiggled inside her thick grey socks.

“Go ahead,” she said. Her tone was casual, almost offhand, but it carried a clear expectation.

He reached out and took Paige’s feet in his hands. He felt the warmth of them through the soft fabric. Gently, he peeled off her socks one at a time. Her toes were painted a pretty pink. Her skin was smooth and warm from the shower.

Evan began to massage her feet. His thumbs pressed into her arches while his fingers worked the tension from her muscles. Paige let out a small sound and sank deeper into the couch.

“Oh, that’s nice,” she murmured. Her eyes stayed on the TV, but her body relaxed completely. After a few minutes, she glanced down at him. “Don’t just use your hands. Kiss them too.”

He pressed his lips to the top of her foot. Then to her arch. Then softly across her toes. Paige smiled and turned back to the movie.

Natalie watched for a moment. Then she extended her own feet toward him. Her fuzzy socks brushed against his arm.

“Hey, I ran that race too,” she said. “Don’t I deserve some attention?”

Evan smiled up at her. He set Paige’s feet down gently and shifted position, lying flat on his back on the floor in front of the couch. Both women could reach him easily now.

“Oh, this is better,” Natalie said, stretching her legs out so her feet rested on his chest.

He peeled off her socks with the same care he’d shown Paige. Natalie’s toenails were painted a deep red. Her feet were slightly smaller than Paige’s, with delicate arches that felt so nice against his fingers.

Paige didn’t wait for an invitation. She planted both feet right over his face, her red-painted toes pressing lightly against his lips.

“Keep going,” she said simply, her eyes on the TV.

He kissed the sole of Paige’s foot while his hands took hold of Natalie’s. His thumbs worked into her arches, pressing and kneading while his mouth stayed busy with Paige. He traced his lips across her toes one by one, kissing each softly. Paige shifted her feet occasionally, pressing a different spot to his mouth, and he followed her lead without question.

“He’s really good at this,” Natalie said. She flexed her toes as his fingers found a tight spot near her heel.

“I know,” Paige said. “Use your tongue too.”

He did. His tongue traced along the underside of Paige’s toes while his hands squeezed and rubbed Natalie’s calves. Then Paige switched feet, resting the other one over his mouth, and he started again. Natalie wiggled her toes against his chest when his hands paused for too long.

“Don’t stop,” she said, nudging him.

He found himself worshiping both women at once, his mouth devoted to Paige’s feet while his hands worked every knot and tension from Natalie’s. He wanted to please them both.

The movie played forgotten in the background. The dialogue washed over them unheard. Evan lost himself in the intimacy of the act. The feel of their skin against his lips. The warmth of their feet in his hands. His cage strained with arousal.

Without the sensors in their shoes and the constant buzz of vibrations he’d endured yesterday and today, the cage was completely still. No gentle hum from walking. No rhythmic pulses from running. No sharp spikes from playful stomps. Just quiet. He could focus on their feet entirely without being distracted by his own locked penis.

On the couch above him, Paige gradually moved closer to Natalie. Their thighs were already pressed together. Now Paige’s shoulder brushed against Natalie’s. Her hand came to rest on Natalie’s thigh.

Evan noticed but didn’t stop his worship. His lips pressed soft kisses to the ball of Natalie’s foot while his hands continued to massage Paige’s arch.

Paige cupped Natalie’s face and kissed her. Not softly. Not testing. She kissed her like she’d been thinking about it all day.

Natalie kissed her back immediately, grabbing a fistful of Paige’s t-shirt and pulling her closer. He heard a small moan escape from Paige.

Evan looked up from their feet. Paige’s hand was already on the back of Natalie’s neck, gripping firmly. Natalie’s other hand slid up Paige’s thigh.

“Keep worshiping our feet,” Paige said when the kiss broke. Both of them looked down at him, flushed and breathing hard. “Don’t stop.”

He obeyed. His lips were pressed against Paige’s sole while his hands cradled Natalie’s foot. Above him, they went right back at it, kissing deeply, urgently. He heard Natalie gasp when Paige’s hand slid under her hoodie and found her breast.

“God,” Natalie breathed.

Paige’s mouth moved to her neck. Natalie arched into her, one hand tangled in Paige’s hair. Evan’s cage was killing him. He turned his body so he could swap girls and lick along Natalie’s arch and sucked gently on her toes while his hands worked Paige’s foot, and he watched them grope each other with growing desperation.

Paige leaned in and whispered something in Natalie’s ear. Whatever it was made Natalie grin and nod eagerly.

They both stood. Natalie’s hoodie had ridden up, exposing her stomach. Paige’s shirt was twisted from being grabbed and pulled.

Paige looked down at him. “Evan. You can go home if you want, no hard feelings. Or you can come to the bedroom with us, caged, of course. I just don’t want your foot worshipping to stop.

“You’d get to watch us, Evan,” Natalie said. “Wouldn’t you like that?”

“Please. Yes, I’m staying.”

“Good boy,” Paige said. “Follow us.”

He scrambled to his feet. The movie played on to an empty room as the three of them headed down the hall.


Chapter 6
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Natalie’s bedroom door swung open, and the three of them filed in. Paige guided Natalie toward the bed with a hand on her lower back while Evan hovered near the foot of it.

“Kneel right there,” Paige told him, nodding at the floor. “You can see everything from there.” She waited for him to settle onto the carpet. “Your job is to worship our feet while we fuck each other. Can you do that?”

“Yes,” he said. His voice came out rough. His caged cock was throbbing against the metal.

Paige turned to Natalie and pulled her close. Their mouths met in a deep kiss, picking up where they’d left off in the living room. They undressed each other slowly, shirts first, then bras, taking a moment to look at each other bare from the waist up.

“God, you’re gorgeous,” Paige said, cupping Natalie’s tits, thumbs moving across her nipples.

Natalie pulled her closer until their bodies pressed together. They kissed again as Paige walked her backward until Natalie’s legs hit the mattress and they tumbled onto it. Paige landed on top, kissing down Natalie’s jaw, her neck, lingering at the spot where neck met shoulder until Natalie gasped.

She worked lower, pausing to pull Natalie’s shorts down, then her panties, exposing her completely.

“You too,” Natalie said, reaching for her. “I want to feel all of you.”

They stripped the rest of Paige’s clothes together, and then they were both naked, legs intertwined on the bed. Paige kissed down Natalie’s body while her knee pressed between Natalie’s thighs.

As Paige worked her way lower, both women’s feet extended toward the edge of the bed. Evan took Paige’s foot in one hand, massaging her arch with his thumb, while he cradled Natalie’s ankle with the other and pressed his lips to her toes. He alternated between them, kissing and sucking one set of toes while his hands kneaded the other foot.

“I want to taste you,” Paige murmured against Natalie’s hip.

Natalie spread her legs wider.

Paige settled between them and lowered her mouth to Natalie’s pussy. Natalie’s whole body jerked at the contact.

“Oh, fuck,” Natalie breathed. “Fuck, Paige.”

Evan kept worshiping their feet for several minutes. He ran his tongue along the spaces between Paige’s toes while his fingers massaged Natalie’s sole, then switched, taking Natalie’s toes into his mouth while his hands worked Paige’s foot. He could see everything above him. The back of Paige’s head moving between Natalie’s thighs. Natalie’s face past Paige’s body, eyes closed, lips parted.

Natalie’s sounds grew louder, and more urgent. Her hips rocked against Paige’s mouth.

“Right there,” Natalie gasped. “Yes, oh god, yes.”

Her orgasm hit, and she cried out, back arching off the bed, thighs clamping around Paige’s head. Evan felt Natalie’s toes curl hard against his tongue as she came, her foot flexing and gripping involuntarily.

Feeling a woman’s orgasm through her toes in his mouth was so fucking hot it made his cage hurt. He kept his mouth on her, gentle and steady, feeling every aftershock ripple through her toes.

Paige eased Natalie through it, then crawled up to kiss her mouth.

“That was incredible,” Natalie said, still breathing hard. She glanced toward Evan at the foot of the bed. “Your turn.”

She pushed Paige onto her back. Paige went willingly, legs already parting as Natalie moved between them. Their feet shifted toward Evan, and he adjusted immediately, taking Paige’s foot in one hand to massage while pressing his mouth to Natalie’s toes.

When Natalie’s mouth made contact, Paige let out a long, satisfied moan.

“Yes,” she breathed. “Just like that.”

What Natalie lacked in experience with women, she made up for with eagerness. She paid attention to every sound Paige made and adjusted. Her tongue found a rhythm against Paige’s clit, and each stroke grew bolder.

“Oh fuck,” Paige gasped. “Natalie. You’re so good.”

Evan kissed along Natalie’s arch, ran his tongue between her toes, then switched to massage Natalie’s foot while sucking gently on Paige’s toes. His cage felt impossibly tight. The denial only made everything more intense.

After several more minutes of worship, Paige screamed in pleasure. Her whole body tensed, legs trembling on either side of Natalie’s head. Evan felt Paige’s toes curl tight against his lips as she came apart, gripping and flexing against his mouth. He held her foot steady and kept kissing, feeling the orgasm pulse through her.

Natalie didn’t stop. She pushed through and kept going until a second orgasm rolled through Paige before she could recover from the first.

“Oh my god,” Paige moaned. “Fuck. Yes. Natalie.”

Natalie finally eased up, pressing gentle kisses to Paige’s inner thighs before crawling up to lie beside her. They wrapped around each other, breathing hard, bodies intertwined in the center of the bed.

Evan took both of their feet gently in his hands and gave them soft massages and occasional light kisses while the women recovered. Nothing demanding. Just steady, caring pressure against their soles so they could focus on each other without distraction.

Natalie noticed after a minute. She lifted her head from Paige’s shoulder and looked down at him with a lazy smile.

“That was really nice, Evan,” she said.

He just smiled and kept going, thumbs working slow circles against her arch.

They lay together, catching their breath. Hands moving idly over each other’s skin, enjoying the feel of each other’s bodies. Several quiet minutes went by.

Evan waited patiently. Still kneeling at their feet. His cock throbbed against the cage. He realized it was a small price to pay to be with Paige and Natalie as they gave each other so much pleasure.


Chapter 7
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The room was quiet now. Just the sound of breathing returning to normal. Paige propped herself on one elbow, blonde hair tousled and falling across her shoulder. She looked down at Evan with a satisfied expression. He was still kneeling at the foot of the bed, right where they’d left him.

“You did such a good job tonight,” Paige said.

Evan felt his cheeks redden. His cock twitched uselessly inside the cage.

“You know, this is the first time I’ve ever been in bed with a guy at all. I’ve never liked penises.” She tilted her head, studying him. “But I really don’t mind a locked one. There’s something kind of hot about a dick trapped in a little cage. It’s like it’s not even a dick anymore. It’s just a toy to play with.”

She sat up a little more. “And having you right there the whole time, locked up and worshipping our feet while Natalie and I were completely free to enjoy each other? God, that made me cum so much harder. The power dynamic. Knowing you were desperate and couldn’t do a single thing about it.” A slow smile spread across her face. “I wasn’t expecting to like that as much as I did.”

“Same,” Natalie said. Her hair had come loose from its ponytail a while ago, strands falling around her flushed face. “It was incredibly hot having Evan being right there, serving us, while we had all the control.” She grinned at Paige. “It made everything feel more intense.”

Both women turned their attention back to Evan.

“What about you?” Natalie asked. “How are you feeling about being locked up? I know you’re insanely horny right now, but like, how’s the rest of it sitting with you?”

Evan’s voice came out rough. “I’m really fucking horny right now, but I loved every second of it. Watching you two together while I served at your feet. Being locked and teased while you both came. It was one of the hottest experiences of my entire life.”

Paige sat up fully now, crossing her legs beneath her. She looked at Natalie.

“So here’s the thing,” she said. “I want to keep doing this. Not just tonight. Going forward. The sex, the running, the races, all of it. It was way too good to let it be a one-time thing.”

Natalie grinned. “I’m absolutely on board. You’re as good as I remembered from college.” She paused, pretending to consider. “Maybe better, actually.”

“Definitely better,” Paige said with a confident smirk. “Practice makes perfect. And I’ve had a lot of practice.”

They shared a look that made Evan’s cock throb with fresh desperation.

Paige turned back to him.

“So I was thinking,” she said. “What if we took this up a notch?”

Evan blinked. “What do you mean?”

“Right now, you’re locked for the rest of the week because of the bet. That was the deal.” Paige tilted her head. “But what if you stayed locked every week? What if being caged by two pretty girls was just your normal life…”

The room went quiet for a moment. Evan’s mouth opened, but nothing came out.

“Aww, you look a little bit conflicted,” Paige said. “No more casual jerking off during the week whenever you feel like it. I know that’s going to be really hard for you. I get that. But think about what you’d be getting in return.”

“Why can’t I just be caged during the weekend? It’s been working for Natalie and me…” Evan groaned.

“No way cutie. I’ve gotten a taste for this power over you now, and it would be ruined if you could just go home and jerk off endlessly. It has to be real chastity,” Paige said.

She lifted one foot and rested it lightly on his cheek. Natalie did the same on the other side. Evan felt their perfect soles against his face. Their perfect toes.

“It’ll be worth it, Evan. Two girls,” Paige said. “Two pairs of feet. I’m going to be joining Natalie at every race from now on. That’s double the sensors, double the vibrations, the entire time. And after every race, two pairs of tired feet that will need worshipping. You’ll have more feet than you know what to do with.”

Evan groaned. The image she was painting was almost too much. Two girls at every race. Two pairs of feet afterward. This could be his actual life. His cock was twitching and throbbing so hard inside the cage that it almost hurt, pulsing visibly against the metal.

“I can see you want this,” Paige said. “So here’s what I’m going to do. I’m going to sweeten the deal a little bit.”

She leaned forward, resting her elbows on her knees.

“Option one. You wait out the rest of the original bet. One more week locked, and then you get your normal release. No new arrangement. Things go back to how they were.”

She paused and let that sink in.

“Option two. You agree to the new deal. Locked all the time. Our little foot worshipper. And in return, every weekend, we let you out. Every weekend, you get to worship our feet and cum for us. I’ll even let you cum right now. I’ll let you cum all over my pretty toes. You can make as big a mess on our feet as long as you lick them clean afterwards. Would you like that?”

She wiggled her toes against his cheeks again. Evan stared at her. His brain was barely functioning. The cage felt impossibly tight.

“Yes,” Evan said. “God, yes.”

“That’s what I thought,” Paige said with a grin.

Natalie reached for her phone and tapped the unlock button.

The cage clicked open with an electronic release. Evan groaned as he removed the cage pieces. His cock immediately hardened to full attention. After so many days locked, even the air felt incredible against his sensitive skin.

Both women moved towards the edge of the bed. They extended their feet toward him. Natalie’s toes were painted a bold red. Paige’s were a soft pink. Both pairs of feet were beautiful and well-cared-for.

“I can’t believe that big thing actually fit inside that cage.” Paige giggled. “I almost feel bad knowing it’s going to be living in there nearly twenty-four seven. But our feet are worth it, aren’t they?”

Paige pressed both her feet against his face again, her pink toes curling against his cheeks and lips. Natalie slid her feet down into his lap, her red toes finding his cock and cradling it gently between her soles.

Evan wrapped one hand around Natalie’s foot, pressing it against his shaft, and began to thrust between her soft soles. His mouth found Paige’s toes, kissing and licking them as she smothered his face with her feet. He groaned against Paige’s arch while Natalie’s feet squeezed around his cock.

After so much denial, the sensation was almost too intense. His orgasm was already building fast.

“That’s it,” Paige said. She pushed her toes inside of his mouth for him to suck and tongue.

“You’ve earned this,” Natalie added. She curled her toes around the head of his cock, giggling when his whole body shuddered.

Evan groaned against Paige’s foot. His hips moved faster, thrusting between Natalie’s soles while he kissed and worshipped the feet pressed against his face. His tongue ran along the curve of Paige’s arch, then found the space between her toes. It had been only a couple of minutes before the sensations were too much for him to handle.

“I’m going to,” he gasped against Paige’s foot. He pulled his hips back from Natalie’s soles just enough to aim properly. “Please, I’m going to cum.”

Natalie lowered her feet and held them out in front of him, toes spread. Paige kept one foot pressed to his cheek and extended the other beside Natalie’s.

“Cum for us. Cum all over these pretty feet that own you now,” Paige said.

The words pushed him over the edge.

Evan came harder than he could ever remember coming. His orgasm ripped through him. Rope after rope of cum spilled onto their waiting feet, coating Natalie’s red toes and Paige’s pink ones, splashing across their soles, heels, and toes.

Both women watched with wide eyes and delighted grins. Their feet stayed perfectly still as he emptied himself completely.

“Oh wow,” Natalie said, laughing. “That was a lot.”

“I think he was backed up,” Paige said. “Just imagine how it’ll be next time, after a whole week of denial.”

When it was finally over, Evan slumped forward. He was breathing hard. His whole body trembled with aftershocks. All the denial, all the teasing, all the desperate wanting had poured out of him, leaving him empty and grateful and completely theirs.

“Clean up time. Hurry before it drips off,” Paige said. She pressed her cum-covered foot back against his lips.

The orgasm high was already fading, and with it came the immediate regret. He stared at Paige’s cum-covered foot pressed against his lips, and his stomach turned. This had seemed like a perfectly reasonable thing to agree to three minutes ago. Now it seemed disgusting.

But he was exhausted. His body felt like it had been wrung out. He didn’t have the energy to protest or even hesitate for long. He opened his mouth and took Paige’s big toe in, tasting himself. It was salty and thick and not good at all. He grimaced but kept going, working his tongue between each toe, licking along her arch where a long streak had landed, then down to her ankle.

“He doesn’t look like he’s enjoying that part,” Natalie said.

“Nope,” Paige said cheerfully. “But a deal’s a deal.”

Evan moved to the next foot, cleaning it methodically. His face must have been making quite an expression because both women kept giggling. Natalie nudged her foot forward, and he turned his attention to her red toes, where his cum had pooled in the spaces between them. He licked carefully, trying not to think too hard about what he was doing. It didn’t taste any better the more he did it.

“Almost done,” Natalie said, and he couldn’t tell if she was being encouraging or teasing.

He finished with her arch, making sure every trace was gone. When he finally sat back, both pairs of feet were clean and glistening with nothing but his saliva.

“Good boy,” Natalie said, wiggling her wet toes at him.

“Such a good boy,” Paige echoed. She patted his cheek lightly with her foot. “Now lock yourself back up.”

Evan picked up the cage pieces from where they had fallen on the bed. His cock was soft now, sated for the first time in what felt like forever. The cage slid on easily. He fitted the pieces together carefully, clicking them into place with a small mechanical sound.

“It’s locked,” he confirmed.

Only the app could release him again. He was theirs now. Completely and utterly.

“You know,” Natalie said casually, “I should probably install the app on your phone too. If we’re sharing him, you should be able to control his cage, too. Knowing you, you’re probably going to be running and training most days of the week. I’m sure Evan would love to show up to your training and be teased and tormented if it helps keep you motivated.”

“That sounds perfect,” Paige said.

Paige stretched her arms above her head and yawned. “I’m starving. Is there anything to eat?”

“We never finished the movie,” Natalie said, grabbing her phone. “Let’s order a pizza and actually watch it this time.”

They climbed off the bed and padded toward the living room, Evan trailing behind them. He watched their bare feet on the hardwood floor, Paige’s long legs, Natalie’s swaying hips, and already felt that familiar arousal stirring inside the cage. It had only been a few minutes.

“Hey,” he said, trying to sound casual. “Do you guys want another foot massage while we watch?”

The girls looked at each other and burst out laughing.

“God, yes,” Paige said, flopping onto the couch and kicking her feet up onto the coffee table. “I could definitely get used to this.”

“Me too,” Natalie said, settling in beside her. She pulled up the pizza app on her phone and nudged Evan with her toe. Evan knelt down in front of the couch, and both girls offered him their feet with matching grins. He took one foot in each hand and got to work in his new life.
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