
        
            
                
            
        

    






 Crinkled and Caged: Trapped by His Trans Mommies




Introduction



This is a story about diapers, transgender individuals, and males finding themselves in dominant relationships with transgender partners.



It all started at the office. Jake was complaining about the hundredth time about how boring his life was to Anne. Anne was a beautiful transgender woman who generally preferred her own company or the company of a few transgender friends she had met online. She wasn’t particularly fond of hanging out with most men or women, but she tolerated Jake’s company well enough.



Anne had a sweet personality but also a naturally dominant side. One day, Jake surprised her by asking her out on a date. At first, she was hesitant—dating wasn’t something she often did—but Jake was a genuinely nice guy, and she felt ready to explore something new.



Anne was 25 years old, while Jake was 28. He was a handsome man, and she was undeniably stunning.



What Jake didn’t know was that Anne enjoyed wearing diapers from time to time, even though she was a dominant type. This personal quirk was something she embraced privately, blending it into her otherwise confident and assertive persona.







 Chapter 1: The Date



Jake and Anne went on a date at a fancy restaurant. During dinner, Jake shared many details about his life, explaining how he worked hard to achieve his goals. He also talked about his hobbies, including fitness, and mentioned how he had always been popular with women, bragging a bit about his experiences. Despite this, he complimented Anne, saying she had something special, though he couldn’t quite define what it was.



Anne opened up about her life as well. She explained that she often found it hard to socialize with many people but enjoyed playing games and taking charge in virtual worlds. She also liked working out to stay healthy and was pleased that Jake found her attractive. Despite her shy nature, she felt comfortable sharing parts of herself she usually kept private.



As the evening progressed, Anne noticed Jake’s stories often circled back to his romantic conquests. While she found his confidence somewhat endearing, she also felt uneasy about the way he spoke about past relationships. It made her wonder if he saw her as something different or if she was just another story he might tell someday.



After sharing a few glasses of wine, both Jake and Anne felt tipsy. When the evening came to an end, Anne hesitated for a moment but then invited Jake over to her apartment for another drink.



At her apartment, the atmosphere quickly became intimate. They started kissing, and Jake gently touched her chest, his hand sliding downward toward her waist. Anne’s heart pounded—she enjoyed the affection but felt nervous about what might come next.



When Jake realized she had a penis, he froze for a moment, his eyes widening in surprise. "I didn’t know you were... a man," he blurted out awkwardly, his voice tinged with confusion.



Anne’s chest tightened at the bluntness of his words. "That’s really unkind," she said firmly, masking her hurt with steady composure. "I think you should go home. You’re drunk, and what you said was disrespectful."



Jake opened his mouth as if to respond but hesitated, uncertainty flashing across his face. "You could have told me earlier," he muttered, avoiding eye contact.



"Told you what?" Anne asked, her voice sharp. "That I’m transgender? That I’m a woman who happens to have a different body?" Her words hung in the air, weighted with emotion.



Jake shifted uncomfortably. "I... I didn’t mean to offend you. I was just... surprised."



"Surprise is understandable," Anne replied, "but reducing me to something you didn’t expect isn’t. I deserve better than that."



For a long moment, neither spoke. Jake’s face softened with what seemed like regret, but he still looked overwhelmed. Without another word, he turned and left, the sound of the door closing echoing in the quiet apartment.



Anne stood there, trembling but resolute. Her eyes burned, but she refused to cry. She’d lived through moments like this before—moments when someone couldn’t see past their assumptions. It still hurt, but she knew her worth. She wasn’t just a curiosity or a secret to be revealed. She was Anne—strong, complex, and deserving of respect.



Alone, she sat by the window, staring out at the city lights as she processed the night. Despite the hurt, she couldn’t help but wonder if this was truly the end—or if Jake might find the courage to face his own discomfort and learn from it.



 









 Chapter 2: Anne Told Her Trans Friends



Anne shared the story of her horrible date with Jake and how he had been an absolute jerk, calling her a man.



Her transgender girlfriends were furious. “You can’t let this slide,” one of them said. “Guys like him never change. Maybe it’s time for some payback.”



Anne considered their words, her dominant side waking up. “Yes,” she thought, “maybe I should do something about this.” A wicked idea formed in her mind. “Let’s make him
 her
 girl—and see who the real man is then.”



She got to work, crafting a plan designed to humiliate Jake in a way he’d never forget. Her first purchase? Pink, oversized diapers—just the kind she liked, perfect for putting Mr. Jake in his place.



To make sure he couldn’t resist, she bought a strong diuretic to spike his drink on their next date, ensuring he would be desperate and helpless when the time came. The only challenge left was figuring out how to lure him into another date—an easy task with the help of her clever friends.



Determined, Anne wrote out a detailed plan, covering every humiliating scenario she could think of—embarrassment, control, maybe even some fun with certain
 toys.



When she shared the idea with her trans friends, they loved it. All five eagerly agreed to join the scheme, ready to help execute the perfect revenge.



One of the friends stepped up as the bait, messaging Jake and inviting him over for a cozy “Netflix and chill” date at her apartment. He happily accepted, clueless about what was really in store…



 









 Chapter 3: Netflix and Chill



Jake couldn’t believe his luck. After that terrible date with Anne, he still managed to score another date with a stunning woman named Lisa. They had met at his favorite bar—although he didn’t know that was no coincidence. This was all part of Anne’s carefully crafted plan.



The night of the date, Jake arrived at Lisa’s apartment, feeling confident and ready for a fun, intimate evening. Lisa greeted him warmly, looking absolutely gorgeous, making his heart race. Her place was cozy, with dim lighting and a perfect setup for a “Netflix and chill” kind of night.



They picked a movie, and Lisa poured drinks. Jake sipped eagerly, unaware of the diuretic mixed in. As they laughed and flirted, Lisa leaned in, gently touching his thigh and eventually stroking him through his jeans. Jake was in heaven—until he felt a sudden, overwhelming urge to pee.



He tried to excuse himself, mumbling about needing the bathroom, but Lisa held him firmly in place, her hand still teasing him. “Where do you think you’re going?” she whispered playfully.



Jake squirmed, trying desperately to hold it, but it was no use. His bladder gave out, and he felt the humiliating warmth spreading through his pants. His face burned with shame.



Lisa gasped theatrically, covering her mouth in mock surprise. “Oh my God! Did you just…
 pee yourself
 while I was kissing you?” she laughed, shaking her head. “What are you—a baby or something?”



Jake stammered, too embarrassed to respond. His mind raced for an excuse, but before he could speak, Lisa smirked. “Stay here, Mr. Baby. I’ll get something to help with your little…
 problem.
 ”



He watched helplessly as she disappeared into another room. When she returned, she was holding an enormous, bright pink diaper. Jake’s eyes widened in horror.



“No way—I’m not wearing that!” he protested, backing up.



Lisa quickly raised her phone, snapping a picture of his soaked pants. “Fine,” she said coolly. “I’ll just share this little accident
 everywhere.
 Or… you can be a good boy and put this on. Your choice.”



Jake froze, panic washing over him. He realized he had no way out. With trembling hands, he reluctantly stepped into the humiliating pink diaper as Lisa fastened it securely around his waist.



Humiliated, he whispered, “Do you… have some pants I can borrow?”



Lisa smiled sweetly. “Hmm… let me see what I can find.”



As Jake sat on the couch, his cheeks burning with shame, Lisa sent a quick text to Anne and the other transgender friends:
 He’s ready. Come on in.



The real fun was about to begin…


 









 Chapter 4: Pink Diapers and Humiliation



There Jake was, sitting in a big pink diaper. And dang, he sees Anne walking in with her friends. His first instinct was to run, but they pushed him back hard and shoved a pacifier into his mouth before he could react.



Anne didn’t waste a moment. She started taking more pictures, using them as blackmail material. “Now you’re going to see who the real male is here,” she sneered. “You made me so insecure, but tonight, you’re going to be our baby bitch. If you don’t do exactly what we say, these photos will be leaked to everyone you know.”



She leaned closer, her voice dripping with mockery. “Your first task? Wet yourself again—for all of us to see and enjoy.”



But Anne wasn’t done. She smirked as she revealed a selection of dresses and outfits. “Oh, and I’ve brought some lovely costumes for you. Tonight, we’re going to have the perfect little fashion show with you, our diaper princess.”



Jake tried to resist, but the girls overpowered him. They forced him into a silly, frilly onesie, adding to his humiliation. When he continued to fight back, Anne stepped in with a stern warning.



“Alright, Little Jakie,” she said, her tone sharp. “If you keep resisting, the punishments will only get worse.”



With that, they delivered his first punishment: fifty firm spankings. Jake screamed in pain as his defiance melted away. His butt was red and raw, tears streaming down his face.



“See what happens when you don’t listen?” Anne teased, slipping the pacifier back into his mouth. “Now, don’t spit it out. We have a full evening planned with you.”



The group stood over him, their laughter echoing in his ears. “So, Little Jakie,” Anne said with a wicked grin. “Are you ready to wet your diaper for our entertainment?”









 Chapter 5 wet diapers and butt plugs



Jake didn't want to wet himself in front of the girls; that would be utter humiliation. He tried to hold it in and refused again, exclaiming, "Nooo... uh, I don't want to, and I am not going to."



The girls flashed mischievous smiles and said, "I think Jake likes the idea of some extra punishment tonight." One of them walked away and returned with a new diaper that already looked wet.



Jake's current diaper was untapped, and he thought, "Nice, I’m off the hook." But then she approached with the wet diaper and slid it under him, attaching a small device inside the diaper that Jake did not recognize. The diaper was soaking wet, but Jake didn’t know with what.



Jake’s breathing hitched as the wet diaper pressed against his skin, and the soft hum of the hidden device intensified and starting vibrating into his butt. His eyes darted toward the girls, their faces lit with mischievous amusement as they watched his every reaction.



“Aw, what’s the matter, Jakie?” one of them cooed, tilting her head with mock concern. “Is our little toy too much for you? We thought you liked surprises.”



Before he could respond, another girl stepped forward, holding something behind her back. Jake’s pulse quickened as she revealed a small lock with a click. In one smooth motion, she secured the diaper’s straps tightly, ensuring escape was no longer an option.



“You’re not going anywhere,” she smirked. “We figured you’d try to squirm out of your new... outfit.”



Jake stammered, “T-This is insane! You can’t—”



“Oh, but we can,” she interrupted, cutting him off with a playful yet commanding tone. “You’ve already come this far... why not see how far you can go?”



The remote in her hand buzzed to life again, making Jake’s knees buckle slightly. He bit his lip, willing himself to stay composed, but his flushed cheeks betrayed his growing struggle. The girls exchanged knowing looks, clearly enjoying his predicament.



“Here’s the deal,” one of them said with a wicked grin. “You’ve got one chance to impress us—if you can handle everything we have planned tonight without begging for mercy... maybe, just maybe, we’ll let you off the hook.”



Jake’s heart pounded, torn between resistance and an undeniable, bewildering sense of curiosity. His mind raced with possibilities, but there was no denying the inevitable.



The door clicked shut behind him.



The game was far from over.









 Chapter 6: Public Humilation sweatpants and diapers



Jake’s pulse raced as he stood by the apartment door, the thick diaper hidden beneath an oversized pair of sweatpants that the girls had generously "allowed" him to wear. His face burned with humiliation, but he held onto a fragile hope that maybe—just maybe—they were done.



“Ready for your big debut, Jakie?” Anne teased, dangling car keys from her finger. Her smile was sweet, but her eyes sparkled with devious intent.



“W-What do you mean ‘debut’?” he stammered, shifting uncomfortably. The soft crinkle from beneath his pants betrayed his helpless state.



“Oh, we thought it’d be fun to take this little game... public,” Anne declared, tossing him a hoodie with the words
 Mommy’s Favorite
 stitched across the front. “Can’t have you looking
 too
 normal, now can we?”



Before Jake could argue, the girls circled him like hunters closing in on prey. "Unless you want all those cute little photos we took to find their way online..." Anne trailed off, letting the unspoken threat hang in the air.



Jake swallowed hard, knowing he was trapped. "Where... where are we going?"



"You’ll see," she cooed. “But first...”



One of the girls held up a thin silver chain with a small lock. Before he could react, she clipped it to the back of his pants—binding his waistband snugly in place. “Wouldn’t want you
 accidentally
 removing anything, would we?”



Jake’s protests fell on deaf ears as they herded him outside, laughter ringing in his ears. He prayed the parking lot would be empty, but luck was not on his side. A group of strangers stood by their cars, chatting, glancing over as the girls paraded him past.



Trying to seem casual, Jake kept his head down—until a sudden
 buzz
 from the hidden device made him flinch. He bit back a whimper as the girls snickered. Anne pressed the remote in her pocket again, making sure he knew she was in control.



Their destination became clear when they pulled into the parking lot of a large, brightly lit shopping center. Jake’s knees almost buckled. "You
 can’t
 be serious..."



"Oh, we’re very serious," Anne purred. "Time to pick up a few... supplies."



Before he could bolt, one of the girls grabbed his wrist and whispered with mock sweetness, “Be a
 good boy
 ... or we’ll make this a night you’ll
 never
 forget.”



Trapped, humiliated, and vibrating with nerves, Jake could only nod. The automatic doors slid open, welcoming them inside.



The game was far from over—if anything, it had only just begun.









 Chapter 7: Locked and Loaded



Jake shuffled nervously through the brightly lit aisles of the large shopping center, the crinkle of his concealed diaper making his every step feel like a public announcement. Anne and the girls flanked him like a confident entourage, their eyes gleaming with wicked amusement.



"You’re doing so well, Jakie," Anne purred, slipping an arm around his waist. "But I think it’s time we added something
 extra special
 to make sure you stay... obedient."



Before Jake could respond, she gestured toward an innocuous-looking boutique tucked in the corner of the plaza. Its discreet, minimalistic sign read
 Intimate Locks - Specialty Lifestyle Gear.



Jake’s eyes widened. "N-No way. You can’t seriously be thinking—"



Anne placed a single finger against his lips, silencing him. "You
 will
 walk inside, or we’ll make sure you leave with
 nothing
 covering that cute little diaper."



Frozen by humiliation and the thought of being fully exposed, Jake could do nothing but follow as they guided him inside. The shopkeeper, a sharp-eyed, stylish woman with a knowing smirk, greeted them warmly. "Looking for something... secure?" she asked, clearly reading the power dynamic in the group.



Anne nodded, running her fingers through Jake’s hair. "We need something custom. Permanent.
 Escape-proof.
 "



Jake’s knees nearly gave out as the shopkeeper unlocked a display case filled with shining chastity cages in various shapes and sizes. "Oh, we have
 just
 the thing," she said smoothly. "Something that will remind him who’s really in charge."



Jake stammered, "W-Wait, please—let’s talk about this!" But the girls only laughed, clearly savoring his rising panic.



Moments later, Jake was led behind a curtained fitting area, where the shopkeeper carefully measured him, selecting a snug, elegantly designed metal cage with a built-in locking mechanism. The click of the lock felt deafening as the cool steel settled into place.



“There,” Anne whispered, fastening the key onto a chain around her neck. “Now we
 really
 own you.”



Jake’s cheeks burned with shame as the device pressed firmly against him, ensuring he wouldn’t be indulging in
 any
 unsupervised pleasure.



The shopkeeper smiled approvingly. "You made an excellent choice—he’s completely under lock and key now."



As they left the store, Jake felt utterly trapped—every step a reminder of the unyielding device secured in place.



“Don’t worry, Jakie,” Anne teased, jingling the key playfully. "If you’re a
 very
 good boy, maybe... just
 maybe
 ... you’ll earn some freedom someday."



But the glint in her eyes told him she had no intention of making it easy.



 




 



Disclaimer



This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.



Age Declaration



All characters depicted in this work are fictional and are intended to be and are represented as being over the age of 24. No reference to any real person is intended or should be inferred.



Image Disclaimer



All images contained in this book are artificial intelligence (AI) generated or are artistically created and are entirely fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, or actual places is purely coincidental and unintentional.
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