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Caleb woke up as always in his master’s bed. Lately he’d been waking up well before the maned wolf he found himself pressed up against and struggling to get back to sleep after. The deer reached between his legs and pressed a paw against the front of his diaper: only a little wet, the groggily thought to himself, no need to change any time soon at least. Of course, what really kept waking him up wasn’t the wet padding – that was just something he was used to. More and more mornings since his ninth birthday, the preteen deer found himself waking up to the feeling of his sheath straining inside its little metal cage, crying out to be released.
It was quite a different sensation for the boy. He’d had a cage on his bits for as far back as he could remember, becoming just another part of himself in his mind like his collar. This wasn’t the first time he’d experienced that cage strain, either: when his master had him ride that red canine cock, or shoved it down the boy’s throat, the deer cub was used to feeling his sheath swell inside his cage. This time, though, as he just woke up, it felt different. Needful, in fact. 
With daylight starting to spill into the bedroom, Caleb knew he wasn’t going to be getting back to sleep anytime soon. And as he listened to his master’s light snoring, he didn’t want to wake him. However, as he lightly groped around the front of his wet diaper, he felt the wet padding squish around his cage and his balls… even though he was intimately familiar with how a wet diaper felt on him, this wetness he felt around the slit in the front of his cage felt somehow different this time.

While rubbing the front of his morning diaper, Caleb let himself relax a bit, consciously wetting it this time as he pulled back the covers over his master. The maned wolf’s pink tip was already poking out of his sheath, and the deer knew exactly how his master would want to wake up. Ever the subservient little pet, Caleb tried to put the tight, stinging feeling in his cage out of his mind, though he couldn’t bring himself to take his paw off the now-soaked front of his diaper. Using his free paw, he squeezed at his master’s sheath, coaxing out that long, warm cock he loved so much. Breakfast wouldn’t be for at least another hour, but what was a boy to do when he had something so tasty right before him?

Isaac finally stirred and opened his eyes to quite the familiar sight. His pet’s lips were wrapped around his red rocket as the deer tried to push his head down further and deepthroat his master. The maned wolf let out a moan as he leaned over to check his clock: still too early to wake up, really, but in the moment, with his ten-year-old hungrily trying to swallow his whole length down to his knot, he didn’t particularly mind.

As his cub sucked him off, Isaac couldn’t help but notice the boy’s movements. As Caleb laid between the maned wolf’s legs, head bobbing dutifully up and down along that red length with one paw squeezing his know, Isaac noticed his other paw was attached to the front of his diaper, with the boy just barely starting to hump at the bed in front of him. The deer certainly didn’t seem to be diverting his focus as his tongue pressed against the bottom of Isaac’s cock, but even if his pet didn’t know what he was doing, his master sure did.
It never took Isaac very long to fill his pet’s muzzle in the mornings – somehow having one’s sheath pressed up against a boy’s rear all night left one quite worked up. With a half-conscious moan, Isaac gripped the back of his pet’s head, pulling him down as he rewarded the cub’s efforts with a tasty, protein-rich snack. Caleb, of course, dutifully swallowed every last drop as he was trained to do, and delicately polished his master’s length with his tongue as it softened back up.
Feeling that he’d properly satisfied his master, Caleb crawled up on the maned wolf, sliding onto his stomach and chest and panting softly. He gave a contented sigh as he felt his master’s paw on his rear, groping the soft plastic padding covering his bottom in just the way the deer liked. As his mind started to clear, though, Caleb felt the strain in his cage again. He rocked his hips forward against his master’s stomach, this time feeling surges of pleasure coursing through his body. It wasn’t enough to send him over the edge, not with the cage blocking most of what he was trying to feel, but he found himself just enjoying the feeling.
“Well now, pet, someone’s awfully energetic this morning.”

Isaac didn’t want to call attention to just what his pet was doing. He’d had a feeling the day would come when his boy would start to want to explore his own body, and he should have figured with their regular activities it would have come sooner, not later. The cage that clung to the cub’s sheath wasn’t a punishment, nor was their any malice in it. Isaac cared deeply for Caleb in his own way, and while he wanted to make sure that boy was trained to serve well, he made sure to treat his deer with love and tenderness… well, a special kind of it at least.
“Alright, my pet,” Isaac finally sat up and rolled Caleb over, “Think it's time to get cleaned up.”
Happily rolling onto his back, Caleb spread his legs for his master, displaying the soaked, heavy padding. Isaac undid the tapes that held it securely to the boy’s hips and pulled the front away, immediately taking a look at the inside of it to confirm his suspicions. Right in the indent in the front was the telltale glistening of a preteen's nocturnal emission.
As Isaac frowned to himself, Caleb looked up with an innocent, unknowing expression. The maned wolf paused to look over the sticky mess his pet left in his diaper, but as he looked back at the boy’s face, he could tell he at least wasn’t consciously doing anything consciously. This nighttime accident was just that, but Isaac knew where this was going.
“Is something wrong, sir?” Caleb broke the awkward silence, looking up at his master with a worried look.

“Nothing to worry about, pet.” Isaac reassured the boy as he wiped the cub clean with a wet wipe. He decided that he would take care of this problem sooner, rather than later, but in the meantime,  he wanted to make sure his pet was very well taken care of.
Unfolding a clean diaper for his pet, he took his time powdering the cub’s caged sheath, rubbing it between his legs to ensure chafing wouldn't be a concern. Once he pulled up the front of the diaper and taped it securely, he gave his boy an affectionate grope to the front of his padding before leaning in to plant a kiss on his tummy. Caleb giggled and squirmed under his master, the metal tags on his collar jingling.
“There's my happy cub.” Isaac gave a toothy grin as he helped Caleb up to his feet. Yes, he had plans for this boy.
***
The healing process took a few days, but a week after his first accidental orgasm, Caleb was back in his master's lap, rocking his hips forward and letting his wet diaper smoosh against the canine sheath. Isaac patted his cub’s head approvingly, glad to see that the treatments were working quite nicely. He untaped the boy’s diaper and lowered the front, taking a moment to admire the “vet's” handiwork.
Caleb blushed as he felt the cool nighttime air on the remains of what was once his sheath and balls. Since he was still a cub, the surgery to remove them was almost trivial, and he would only need minimal hormone balancers for at least a few years to maintain his typical exuberance. Though he was left with just a scar and a small hole where his cage once hung, the deer smiled as he reached down and gingerly touched his little slit.
“And you said I still get to be a boy, right?” he chirped innocently, rocking his hips forward against the front of the diaper. While Isaac made sure the vet cut carefully to maintain as many nerve endings as possible, the cub wasn't going to be getting off without considerable practice and training.
“Oh of course,” Isaac affirmed as he stroked the boy’s thighs, letting his fingers delicately brush along the castration scar, “This way you'll always be my boy. My very good, well-behaved boy.”
Caleb beamed as his master pulled the spent diaper out from under him, letting him sit with his nullified mound pressed against the maned wolf's sheath and balls – the only sheath he cared about. As his master placed his paws on the deer’s soft brown rear, the boy lit up and immediately placed his paws on the white furred sheath in front in his, kneading and squeezing to reveal that canine cock beneath.
With such a sight before him, it didn't take long for Isaac to fully harden. Ever the well-trained pet, Caleb spit into his paw and smeared his saliva on his master's erection – he was still dutiful about his stretches but taking that thick meat dry would still sting. Once the maned wolf was properly lubed, Caleb lifted his hips and dropped them back down, easing that length into his tailhole.
Feeling his master's knot against his tailhole, Caleb paused to catch his breath. Going straight from a cage to a nullo, he'd never been able to experience a proper erection, but without the cage in place keeping him straining, he found the new experience to be an entirely new form of pleasure. His young body felt more alive than ever as his master’s tip pressed against his prostate, enticing him to start enthusiastically bouncing up and down. Isaac moaned and growled possessively as he watched the cub in his lap – he had always enjoyed the sight of that silver cage bouncing along, but as he noticed just the faintest glimmer of precum starting to bead in the boys slit, he knew this would work out just right. 
Caleb panted softly and closed his eyes as he rode his master's length with newfound enjoyment. As he tried to force himself down onto that thick canine knot, he found his paws wandering to rub at the ring of muscle surrounding his slit, his fingerpads stroking what was left of his boyhood without thinking. Isaac's first instinct was to chastise his pet for touching himself without permission, but as he rocked his hips upward to finally squeeze his knot past that tight tailhole with a moan, he decided his boy had earned himself a little self-exploration.
The deer gasped as that warm knot stretched his tailhole even more easily than he was used to – he felt himself grow a little proud of the improvement. He kept rocking his hips forward as the maned wolf stroked down his pet’s sides, both of them feeding if each other's energies and tension. While they both felt more charged than ever, just as always only one of them was going to climax.
Isaac leaned his head back with a stifled howl, releasing his seed into the boy's rear. Caleb immediately felt it and tensed his whole body up. It wasn't an orgasm, but he was so used to seeing how his master reacted he just found himself acting the same out of instinct. Once the canine finally relaxed, Caleb leaned forward to lie his head on Isaac's chest. He immediately felt his efforts rewarded as he felt a firm paw on the back of his neck, squeezing gently and rubbing.
“You did very good,” Isaac congratulated his pet, “Did it feel good to not have your cage on?”

“Yeah!” the deer admitted, “it felt good before… but now it's so different. Do I look cute this way?”
The boy was so sweet and, well, “innocent” want really the right word. He was so earnest about wanting to serve his master, he gave up his boyhood with only minimal protest. And once the pain faded, he took his new status with pride, as though he'd discovered a fashionable new look that would be the envy of all the other cubs. It would be a whole new life for this boy.
“Absolutely adorable, my pet. I can't wait to see how you grow into it.”
