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                The chastity felt itself being lifted and pulled from its packaging. Deep down inside it felt happy. It was finally going to fulfill its purpose after being trapped in the plastic for what felt like forever- in fact it had to have been forever as being in the packaging was all the chastity knew. Well that, what it was, and exactly how it was meant to be used. It knew that it was meant to lock up some guy’s dick to keep it from getting hard. The chastity wasn’t quite sure what a dick was, but was excited to find out.
      
    

    
              The dick cage felt itself being examined, able to feel it was being held. It could see in its own way the strange creature holding it. It didn’t know what the creature was but it knew that it was something that determined if it was to be used. A finger rubbed through its inside, feeling its smooth plastic cavity walls. It felt itself being carried and taken somewhere, a whooshing noise vibrating its plastic body before it was shoved under water. It felt the water flow against the plastic and eventually push out the tip on the top of itself. Its tip. The object felt relief, as if part of its existence was to feel something flowing through there; not quite the water currently flowing through it, but it was similar enough that it triggered it wondering about its real purpose.
    

    
              Still in the hand, the chastity was shook mostly dry before it was taken back through the room. It noticed a voice, a feminine sultry voice from whoever was holding it, tease another creature in the room. “Alright little cuck, pants off. Little pinky here is ready for you.” 
    

    
      Little Pinky? Was that its name? The chastity felt pride. It was a named object! 
    

    
      
        Feeling itself move back towards its old packaging, Pinky felt other parts of itself lift up as the feminine creature grabbed the pieces originally left behind: its ring, its lock and its key. The holder of the chastity didn’t stay there long though, taking the multi-piece object towards who she called “little cuck.” The chastity felt a weird feeling of desire coming from this cuck, a desire for the dick cage. It was alluring and the chastity wanted to help, wanted to give them this desire as if that was part of its purpose. It felt itself lowered down as the holder got on her knees in front of the cuck.
        

                A soft “Oh mistress!” escaped the male as the chastity’s holder grabbed hold of his balls. Quickly getting to work she slathered them and the chastity’s ring with some slimy liquid before pressing the ring to them. The chastity felt one ball slide in easily, the other taking a few tugs around the piece to push in. Soon enough the cuck’s balls were fully pulled inside the cage’s ring. Pinky felt happy- it was getting put on, it was getting used! Its happiness was cut short as it felt a ton of pressure threaten to break the object apart from multiple sides as the mistress forced the man’s dick through the ring as well. The mistress struggled, forcing it in, pulling and pushing the ring around. It felt like its ring was going to bend and break as it was handled roughly, but the object prevailed and survived. With a great sigh from the wearer, his dick slid in through the ring.
        

                “That’s right, little cuck, almost there! You’re almost in your cage!” The mistress teased the male, causing his dick to thicken up a little. “Tsktsk, someone’s getting all hard cause they know they’re going to be locked in their cage! Don’t worry, that’s what it’s for. To keep that little cuck dick soft and little like it belongs!” The chastity ignored the teasing for the most part, the words meaning nothing to it except for the mentions of it being the male’s cage, the cuck’s cage. If she was the male's mistress that must mean that the male was the chastity’s master- its cuck-master.
        

                The chastity knew where it belonged and who it belonged to, its purpose becoming clearer and clearer as the play went on between the two. It felt its body move through the air, closer to its ring. The male’s tip pushed into the chastity’s inner cavitiy, the thickness filling all the emptiness inside as the plastic body slid into place, attaching directly to the ring. The chastity felt almost whole: ring and body attached, its wearer’s balls and dick in their proper place inside it. Continuing her attachment the mistress placed the lock into the chastity’s side, sliding it in place and locking it. The chastity was home. It felt like it was right where it needed to be. For a few moments, the chastity ignored everything else going on, choosing instead to enjoy the happy feeling of being in its proper place.
      
    

    
      
        Within moments, the dick trapped inside the cage’s body began to thicken up. The chastity noticed the mistress pull out another object from a bag, a thick white object. As the cuck-master laid down, Pinky watched as the mistress kneeled over the two of them- the cuck and the chastity. She quickly went to work sliding whatever it was below the male. His dick pushed harder and harder into the plastic body, the chastity holding the thickening body part back as it was made to do. As quick as it grew, it slid back down. The chastity felt good, that was part of its purpose: to keep the dick soft! Celebrating, the chastity didn't even notice as the white garment lifted above it and covered it, the soft fabric surrounding its plastic body.
        

                “That’s it, good cucks wear their diapers for their mistress.” Diaper, huh? For some reason the chastity knew that the two work well together and looked forward to seeing why. It didn’t have to wait too long though, the mistress continuing her tease. “And you know what else good cucks do? They wet their diapers for them too!”
        

                A playful whine escaped the male’s lips before the chastity felt little droplets of liquid splash its insides with a tensing of his groin muscles. The cuck-master’s balls lifted in the ring as he forced himself to piss. The drops soon covered the chastity’s insides, staining them with the scent of the male and overflowing out its holes. It felt the piss roll down its outside, dribbling down its body, the trickle pleasuring the chastity’s mind knowing this was a part of its purpose. The stream picked up, growing more and more until it felt the stream explode through its tip into the fabric of the object sitting snugly against it. The chastity felt heightened pleasure as the piss pushed through with force. The liquid quickly soaked into the diaper and began to pool around as it took time to continue soaking into the rest of the padding, covering the outside of the chastity in the cuck’s hot pee.
      
    

    
      A pressure pushed down against the two objects and the dick inside. The diaper squished into the chastity’s plastic outside, the cuck-piss seeping all around its body flowing back into its insides as the dick stopped peeing. The mistress held the diaper to the two of them and began to rub.
    

    
      For the second time that night Little Pinky felt the dick inside of it start to expand, pressing harder and harder against its plastic but this time it didn’t soften back up. It kept growing and pushing. Its sides were the first to feel the pressure, the dick inside trying to thicken fatter than the chastity would allow. This had to be it, its full purpose, the chastity’s meaning: to keep the dick down no matter how hard it tried. The cage felt the tightness grow, the dick now expanding outward to its front, to its own tip. As the dick grew inside, it strained, almost as if it was begging to be let out. Pinky was a good chastity, though! It would keep it in, locked securely in place! The dick tip reached the piss soaked plastic sitting at the tip of the chastity, and began to push, continuing to try and grow. The chastity felt the ring around the cuck-master’s balls pulling the chastity back as his dick tried to push it forward, the body cavity completely filled. The chastity felt the dick push hard, the threatening pressure causing a slight bit of his tip to press out through the cage’s tip hole. Slick liquid escaped from the dick and rubbed against the chastity’s insides as it kept trying to push outward, the pre-cum lubing the cavity slightly.
    

    
      The pressure lifted as the mistress’ hand left the diaper front, giving Pinky some relief, the straining chastity getting some room to wiggle as the cock inside it throbbed and tried to escape. A second pressure soon replaced it, sitting square against the chastity’s body. A moan escaped the cuck-master as in a split second the chastity’s body began to vibrate. The chastity felt the dick slip and slide inside of it, sliding around as the pre-cum, pee, and vibration began to take control of where the dick went. It felt worry for the first time as the chastity began to wonder if that the dick would slip from it. It couldn’t help it, the dick was slick with need. It wanted to be a good cage! Good cages fulfill their purpose! If it was a bad cage the dick would slip from its grasp and escape, cumming all over its plastic front. No, it couldn’t. It needed to cum through its own tip! It knew then what its full true purpose was, not only to keep the dick safe and secure and small, but if it were to cum it had to cum through its body!
    

    
      The male humped into the vibration, each hump sending waves through the chastity’s plastic, each one causing the dick inside to slide around just a bit. The chastity begged for its cuck-master to cum inside it. Pinky wanted it, it needed it, it had to be a good cage. A whimper and a loud moan escaped the lips of the male. One last hump up, the dick sliding along the plastic as little as it could. The male stopped humping and the dick tip pulsed inside the chastity. It felt a new pressure on the underside of the dick push up through its cavity.
    

    
      A spurt of thick, sticky liquid blew from the tip, instantly pushing out past the hole of the plastic tip, into the diaper and down the outside of the chastity’s body. A huge relief and pleasure erupted inside the chastity’s mind. It kept the dick inside itself no matter what and it got its reward. More of the sticky liquid poured out from their tips as the male continued cumming through it. 
    

    
      Teasing him for cumming, the mistress pulled her cuck to his feet and began to untape the diaper. Pinky felt the sticky goop stick to its plastic shell as the diaper around it fell to the ground. It felt relief, it lived its purpose! It was a good cage, a very good cage! The chastity was happy and it felt the dick inside its cavity was happy and safe too! Pinky wanted to remain here, right on its cuck-master’s cock- that was where it belonged! The cuck-master’s mistress seemed to agree, her voice sultry as she teased her bitch. “Well then, if a little cuck like you can cum through your chastity, you don’t need to ever take it off.” The chastity felt the dick inside pulse again, clearly the idea was as tantalizing to its cuck-master as it was to it. A grunt was heard and the chastity felt a slight pinch as its own key broke in two. That was it, the final part of its purpose. The chastity felt itself elated as it became what it was fully meant to be: the cuck-master’s permanent chastity.
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