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In the Beginning | 1. 

 
 

A crush can be such a devastating thing.  

From the outside, it all seems so clear, but when your the one 
trapped in the madness of a crush, everything is distorted, and your 
own perceptions of reality just can't be trusted. That was what had 
happened to Peter Lane.  

He was a Freshman taking a Psychology class, and one of the 
girls in that class had stolen his heart. She couldn't be blamed for 
not knowing it though, as Peter had never had the nerve to even 
speak to her. He just sat in class and fantasized about being with 
her. The problem was that since he was focusing on her, he wasn't 
focusing on the material, and his grades were showing the effect. 
The professor grew concerned and had him stay after class one day. 

“Peter,” he said. “I don't understand it. By all accounts, you're 
a very good student. Why are you struggling so badly in my class? 
The material shouldn't be beyond your grasp, so what can I do to 
help you here?” 

Peter was embarrassed. How do you tell a professor that the 
problem is you spend all your class time daydreaming about 
another student rather than taking notes.  

Peter just shrugged and said, “I don't know.” 

“Well, that's not much help, is it?” the professor declared. 
“Look, maybe it'll help if another student can work with you until 
you get up to speed.” He then motioned for the object of Peter's 
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affections to join them. “This is Debbie Gordon. She's one of the top 
students in the class, and she's agreed to tutor you to get your 
grades up, okay?” 

Peter's mouth hung open just a bit as she spoke. “Hi, Peter. I 
just know we can get this worked out for you. It's really not that 
hard once you get a hold of it. I suggest we meet twice a week to 
start with, and then we'll see how things go from there. How does 
that sound?” 

He was a bit addlepated by her mere presence and could 
only manage a vaguely coherent “Okay,” before watching her walk 
out the door. 

“Do you want to write that down, Peter?” asked the 
professor. 

“Sir?” was Peter's startled response. 

The professor got an exasperated look on his face and stated, 
“She said Tuesdays and Thursdays, 4:30 at the main library. Write it 
down so you don't forget.” 

“Yes, sir... Sorry, sir. Tuesdays and Thursdays, 4:30 at the 
main library. I'm writing it down right now, sir. I won't forget, I 
promise.”  

Peter was practically hyperventilating as he left the lecture 
hall. There was no need to write anything down of course. The 
notion that he had two dates a week with this goddess wasn't 
something he likely to forget, short of serious head trauma. 

He practically floated back to his dorm room as he began to 
map out his strategy to win the heart of the fair Debbie Gordon. It 
was the perfect opportunity to be close to her, and once he had 
established a rapport with her, he would make his move. From 
there, and being that they were clearly destined to be together, he 
would express his undying love for her, and they would never be 
separated again. They were obviously two perfectly matched souls 
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who had now found each other. All that remained was for him to tell 
her about it. 

When Tuesday afternoon arrived, Peter took great care to 
groom himself to the peak of perfection. He wanted to make sure 
that he made a good first impression on their first date. Okay, 
maybe not a date, not yet, but this would be a story he would tell the 
kids and grandkids for years to come. All about how he swept the 
stunning Debbie Gordon off her feet during a psychology tutoring 
session. 

He was a bit anxious and so he arrived a half-hour early. He 
was running through possible opening lines when she walked up. 
She looked at him and smiled.  

“My, Peter, don't you look dashing today. I hope I can keep my 
mind on our work.” 

He blushed deeply and had every thought fly out of his head. 
Despite his intense preparation, he just couldn't recall a single line 
of banter that he had prepared to dazzle her with. He settled for, 
“Uh, I guess so.” It was not the opening he would have wanted to 
start his courtship story with, but there you have it. 

Debbie sat down next to him, opened the course textbook, 
and began to review the material from the very start of the term. 
She had him take notes and pointed out what the important 
concepts were for him to remember. By the time the hour was up, 
she was smiling.  

“Oh Peter, you're doing so well. I have a feeling that you'll be 
up to speed in no time. I'll see you back here on Thursday, right?”  

When she got up to leave, she was joined by a young blonde 
co-ed and they walked off together chatting. 

When Thursday rolled around, it was much the same for 
Peter as it was on Tuesday. He was early and awaited her arrival. He 
took the liberty of checking himself out in the mirror of the Men's 
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Room, and he felt his look might have been even better than it was 
on Tuesday. As Debbie approached, she was walking and talking 
with the same blonde she had left with on Tuesday.  

When they both reached Peter, Debbie said, “Cassandra, this 
is Peter, the boy I was telling you about. Peter, I'd like you to meet 
my friend, Cassandra.” 

The two looked at each other and exchanged pleasantries, 
and then Cassandra looked at Debbie and said, “I'll catch up with 
you later.” With that, she walked on, leaving Peter and Debbie alone. 

Debbie sat down next to Peter, and he was certain that it was 
closer than she had done on Tuesday. It seemed clear to him that 
she must have been feeling the same undeniable attraction that he 
was feeling. When she put her arm around him while she was 
pointing out the values on a graph and their relevance to what they 
were discussing, he almost swooned. This was all going to his plan. 
All he needed to do was express his true feeling to her, and it would 
all be complete. 

There was a problem, though. Despite several different 
opportunities to broach the subject, he always hesitated. This was 
something he had to do just right because to fail would be 
devastating, so he searched for just the right words at just the right 
moment. Each time she sat next to him, he would be convinced that 
this time would be the time, but each time she did, he would waver 
until his moment had passed. He would console himself with the 
knowledge that there was always the next tutoring session for him 
to correct his errors. That was, until that next Thursday. 

When Peter and Debbie had completed their review on this 
particular session, Peter was determined to finally ask her out, but 
before he could begin, Debbie hugged him. 

“There, we did it!” she exclaimed. “I knew you could do it, 
Peter. You're so much cleverer than your early grades suggested. 
You just needed a little focus is all. I spoke with the professor, and 
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he's thrilled with your improvement. You should be really proud of 
what you've accomplished here. I must say, I'm going to miss our 
little get-togethers.” 

Peter looked at her in disbelief. “I don't understand. What do 
you mean you're going to miss them?” 

She smiled a most becoming smile at him and told him, 
“You've arrived, Peter. We're all caught up with the class. You don't 
need me anymore. You're more than capable of doing it all on your 
own now. I'll still see you in class, of course, but you don't need 
these sessions anymore.” 

“No!” cried Peter in a panic. She couldn't leave now, not when 
he was just on the verge of setting their future in motion. He needed 
her to change her mind. “I can't!  I can't do it without you, I just 
know it. Please, don't abandon me. I need you!” 

Debbie got a concerned look on her face and explained, “Oh 
Peter, sweetie, you really don't, I promise you. You're going to do 
just great. You just need to have a little confidence in yourself, that's 
all.” 

“No, no I know I'm going to fail without you. Please, I'm 
begging you, don't leave me.” Everything about him screamed panic 
and desperation. 

“Oh Peter, of course, I won't abandon you. If you feel that 
strongly about it, we can keep it going for a while longer, but I'm 
going to insist on a little something from you in exchange, okay? I'm 
telling you that your fear is all just a matter of anxiety. If you agree 
to let me hypnotize you before each tutoring session, to get to the 
core of your fears, I'll stay with it, because I know that once I get to 
the core of your anxiety, you'll be a tower of strength, and you'll 
wonder why you ever thought you needed me, to begin with.”  

She patted his hand, and he nodded in agreement.  

“Very well. From now on, the sessions will be one hour of 
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hypnosis followed by one hour of Psychology.” She stood up and 
kissed the top of his head. “I'll see you Tuesday at the regular time. 
Book one of the study rooms for us, okay? Two hours, so don't 
forget.” 

Peter let out a sigh of relief, grateful that he hadn't 
squandered his chance with her. He was committed now to making 
sure she understood that he felt the same way about her that she 
felt about him. There wouldn't be any more hesitation on his part. It 
was with a fierce determination that he booked the room. 
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The Best Laid Plans | 2. 

 
When the following Tuesday arrived, Peter entered the room. 

He had spent days building up his courage to let her know how they 
were made for each other. He had worked endlessly trying to 
fashion just the right words that would win her over, but when she 
joined him, his mind went blank again. He started to panic as he saw 
his chance to impress her begin to fade. 

She looked into his eyes and asked, “Peter, do you trust me?”  

He simply nodded to indicate that he did.  

“I mean do you really, really trust me. Do you know that I 
would never hurt you, or let any harm come to you?” He nodded 
again. “Good, then I'm just going to dim the lights slightly, and then 
we're going to peacefully, calmly get to the core of your problem, 
okay? Understand, this isn't magic, and it'll probably take some time 
to unearth the problem, but I promise I'll be here with you the 
whole way.” 

She walked over to the light switch and dimmed the room. 
She then sat across from him. 

“Okay, Peter. I need you to take a nice slow, deep breath in 
through your nose, that's it and now hold it. Excellent. Now let it out 
slowly through your mouth. Very good. Now, another deep breath 
in... hold it... and now let it out. Very good. Now, one more time. A 
deep breath in... hold it... and now let it out. Good. Now I want you to 
feel just how relaxed that has you feeling. It's a pleasant feeling, isn't 
it? You like it. Now, I want you to concentrate on your feet. Feel all 
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the stress and tension in your feet. Feel how it's built up, and needs 
to be released. Release that tension, Peter. Feel how your feet feel so 
light as you do. It's almost as if they're floating.” Her tone was 
calming and her volume was low. 

“Now Peter, I want you to let that wonderful sensation 
spread into your ankles, and now up into your calves. Feel the 
tension fade. Feel them grow light and comfortable. It's so much 
better now, isn't it? Now, that warm wonderful feeling is moving up 
into your thighs and your buttocks. Feel how relaxing it is. You feel 
safe and warm. There is nothing that can hurt you. Good, very good.”  

Peter wasn't sure when it had happened, but he realized his 
eyes were closed now, and he was feeling very relaxed. 

“Now Peter, feel that warm, relaxing wave spreading into 
your abdomen, releasing all of that tension. Feel how it makes you 
feel so light and calm. Moving up further now, into your chest and 
back. With each breath, you can feel the lightness enter, and all the 
tension leave. With each breath, the lightness enters and the tension 
leaves.” He was barely aware of his body now. 

“Good Peter. You're doing so well. Now I want you to feel that 
warm, pleasant wave move slowly down through your shoulders 
and into your arms, making you feel so relaxed and happy. Now 
down through your elbows and into your forearms. So pleasant, so 
relaxed. Now, into your wrists and hands, and out through your 
fingers. You are at peace, and so, so happy.”  

Her voice was like an aural opiate. He felt himself getting lost 
in it. 

“Now Peter, I want you to feel that warm, relaxing wave move 
up into your neck, just releasing all the tension that you carry there. 
Feel it move into the back of your head and into your jaw. So 
relaxed, so comfortable. Now feel it come over the top of your head 
and up through your face, relaxing you even more as it does until it 
meets at a spot in the middle of your forehead. That's your third 
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eye, Peter, and it's going to help you see things more clearly.”  

He was floating on her words now, everything else in his 
world had dissolved away. 

“Peter, I want you to concentrate on what I'm telling you now. 
I want you to see a spiral staircase right before you. You see it going 
down, and you want to go down with it. Follow the staircase, Peter. 
With each step, feel yourself going down and down, deeper and 
deeper. Feel how good that makes you feel to go deeper for me. Go 
deeper for me Peter. Step by step, deeper and deeper. Ten, nine, 
eight, each step deeper and deeper. Seven, six, five, deeper and 
deeper. Four, three, deeper and deeper still. Two, one, completely 
relaxed, so deep and happy.” She looked at him and felt he was 
ready. 

“Now Peter, I want you to remember just how wonderful and 
relaxed you feel right now. You deserve to feel this wonderful and 
relaxed.” She picked up his left hand and turned it over so his palm 
was facing up. She began to lightly tap on his exposed wrist and told 
him, “Peter, anytime you feel me tap your wrist like this, you will 
allow yourself to relax and enter a warm, peaceful trance. You will 
do this because it is what you want, more than anything else, a 
warm and peaceful trance. And when I say, 'go ten times deeper,' you 
will go ten times deeper, because it's what you want to do. Peter, go 
ten-times deeper... go ten times deeper... go ten times deeper. 
Good...very good.” 

She readjusted herself in her seat as she prepared to begin 
her examination. He was truly an excellent subject.  

“Peter, you can hear me, and if you try, you can respond to 
me. Peter, I want you to respond to me, and because I want it, you 
want it. Do you understand me?” 

The boy seemed to hesitate for just a moment, and then in a 
soft voice he responded, “Yes.” 
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“Good, Peter,” Debbie continued. “Now, I want you to think 
about our time together helping you with your Psychology class. 
You did very well, but when I suggested we stop, you became 
agitated. Why Peter? Why were you afraid to have me stop tutoring 
you?” 

His voice quivered just a bit as he said, “Because I... I... I love 
you.” 

Debbie took a moment for herself to process what he had 
just said. She hadn't anticipated that this was what laid behind his 
reticence. She smiled for a moment, as she felt that this was going to 
be easier to fix than she first feared.  

“Peter, can you hear me? Are you listening to what I'm 
saying?” 

Again, the boy let out a soft, “Yes.” 

“Peter, you're very sweet, dear, but I'm not the girl for you. 
Peter, I'm a lesbian. My friend Cassandra is my girlfriend. You don't 
need to fixate on me anymore, sweetie. You can go out and find a 
nice girl who likes boys now.” 

Unexpectedly, Peter stated, “I wish I was a lesbian. I could be 
such a good girlfriend for you.” 

Debbie just looked at him perplexed. Did he just say what she 
thought he just said? She was about to explain to him that it just 
didn't work that way when she stopped and giggled slightly.  

“Okay Peter, why not?” 

She brought him out of the trance and told him that it was 
clear that his problem was more complicated than she hoped, and 
that this could take weeks or months to correct, but if he was 
willing to try, she was happy to keep working with him. 

For his part, he was thrilled with any plan that allowed him 
to maintain a close relationship with her. He was actually feeling 
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quite refreshed after the hypnosis, so he eagerly agreed. Debbie 
then told him that she had forgotten her laundry, back at her 
apartment, but that she was still determined to give him his full 
session, but would it be okay if they continued back at her place? 

Peter anxiously agreed and they left the library together. He 
had thought about taking her hand but was afraid of ruining things. 
Imagine his surprise when she took his instead. 

When they got back to her place she had Peter sit on the 
couch in the living room. “This is so very understanding of you, 
Peter. Just wait here and I can get what I need.” 

He was excited at this turn of events. If this was what it took 
to be with her in her apartment, Peter was going to change his 
major to Psychology. When Debbie returned, she was carrying a 
stack of folded white cloth and was holding a pink pacifier and baby 
powder in her other hand.  

“I can only guess what you're thinking, but this is from a 
costume party I went to, and I need to wash it before I return it. Can 
you just picture that? Me wearing a diaper, sucking on this pacifier? 
Here, let me show you.” She came over and sat down on the couch 
next to him. “Here, feel these diapers. Fell how soft and thick they 
are.” 

He felt a little weird doing it, but he started to finger the 
material. As he did, she took his left wrist and began to slowly, 
rhythmically tap on it.  

“Be a good girl and go ten times deeper... be a good girl and 
go ten times deeper... be a good girl and go ten times deeper.”  

His eyes closed and his jaw hung slightly open.  

“You want to be a lesbian, and this is where it starts, baby. 
Peter, you are now a baby girl. You are a twelve-month-old baby girl. 
You have always been a baby girl. You've only ever wanted to be a 
baby girl. As a baby girl, you want to wear diapers and suck on a 
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paci. As a baby girl, you need to wear diapers and suck on a paci. As 
a baby girl, you will wear diapers and suck on a paci. Do you 
understand me, baby?” 

The young boy weakly responded, “Yes.” 

Debbie grinned. “And I will be your Mommy. I will take care 
of you and raise you to be a good little lesbian. You love your 
Mommy, don't you, baby?” 

“Yes, Mommy,” was his response. 

She began to strip off his clothes, and when she had him 
totally naked, she had him crawl to the bedroom. She looked at him 
positioned there on his hands and knees. 

“Babies wear diapers, don't they, little girl? Does my baby 
want Mommy to put her in diapers? Is that what you want, baby 
girl?” 

“Yes Mommy,” was his pleading response. 

“Then Mommy needs you lay down, baby girl, so she can put 
your diaper on you.”  

She was amazed at just how eager and compliant he was 
being. She soon had him on his back, diaper under him, and was 
powdering his bottom and groin. Once he was satisfactorily 
powdered, she pulled the diaper up between his legs and pinned it 
tight. She placed the pacifier in his mouth and handed him a doll 
she kept on her bed.  

She stepped back to admire her creation and then instructed 
him, “Mommy needs to go to the kitchen right now, baby, but you sit 
right here on the floor and don't move, okay?”  

She used her phone to take a few commemorative photos, 
and with that, she turned and left the room. 

As Peter sat mindlessly in his diaper, sucking his paci and 
holding his dolly, the bathroom door opened and a young blonde 



The Crush 

18 

came walking out wearing nothing but a towel and drying her hair. 
She stopped and looked at the boy, but it was clear to her that he 
was making no attempt to acknowledge her.  

She cautiously waved at him and said, “Um, Hello? Strange 
boy sitting in my bedroom wearing diapers... Hello?” There was no 
response. He seemed lost in his own thoughts, or something, so she 
did the only thing she could. “Debbie? Sweetie?” 

“I'm in here, Cassandra,” came the reply from the kitchen. 
Debbie turned around just as Cassandra was entering. Seeing her 
girlfriend dressed in just a towel, she exclaimed, “Ooh, is this an 
invitation to join you in the shower?” 

“Perhaps,” was Cassandra's reply. “But first, tell me about 
your day, dear. Anything interesting happen to you?” 

Debbie thought for a minute and then said, “No, not really. 
Pretty average actually. How about you? How was your day?” 

“Oh, about the same I guess,” Cassandra said. “Well, there 
was this one thing that happened. You see, I was walking out of our 
bathroom after taking a shower and I found a boy sitting on the 
floor of our bedroom wearing a diaper, sucking a pacifier, and 
holding a doll. Yeah, I would have to say that that was a little 
unusual for me.” 

“Oh, that's just Peter,” Debbie said dismissively. “Don't pay 
him any mind.” 

“Don't pay him any mind?” Cassandra was clearly 
exasperated. “How can I not pay him any mind? He's sitting on our 
bedroom floor wearing a diaper, sucking a pacifier, and holding a 
doll. How in the hell does anyone not pay mind to that? Who is this 
Peter anyways, and what's going on?” 

“Well,” Debbie started. “You've met him before. He's the boy 
from my psychology class that I've been tutoring, you remember. 
Well, he started to do better, and I suggested that he would be fine 
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to continue on his own when he insisted that he couldn't do it 
without me. It seemed to me that he was just a bit anxious, so I told 
him that I would continue to tutor him a while longer, but he would 
have to submit to hypnosis as well, so I could build his confidence 
up.” 

“You're not making any sense,” insisted Cassandra. “How 
does him wearing diapers, in any way, build his confidence up?” 

“I'm getting to that... I'm getting to that. Now, you know just 
how effective I can be when I'm doing my whole hypnosis routine.” 
Cassandra smiled, recalling some rather intense lovemaking they 
had both engaged in while she was entranced by Debbie. “Well, once 
I had Peter deeply hypnotized, I began to probe to find out where 
his anxiety was coming from, so I could help him deal with it. The 
thing is, he wasn't anxious at all, it turns out. It seems he has had a 
crush on me since the first time he saw me.” 

“Ouch!” was Cassandra's reply. “I guess he didn't realize that 
you were gay, huh? I hope you tried to let him down easy. Still... boy, 
diapers, bedroom?” 

“Just hold your horses, I was getting to that,” exclaimed 
Debbie. “Anyways, while he was still under, I did explain that I was a 
lesbian and that it just wouldn't work between us. That's when he 
said the most extraordinary thing. He said to me, 'I wish I was a 
lesbian. I could be such a good girlfriend for you.'” 

“You're kidding?” Cassandra was floored by the statement. 
She looked at Debbie and insisted, “That doesn't make any sense. I 
hope you told him that that didn't make any sense.” 

“I was going to, but then I thought about it.” Debbie got this 
odd, mischievous smile on her face. “And I wondered, 'Why not?'” 

Cassandra's disbelief continued to grow. “Why not? What do 
you mean, 'Why not?' How about his lack of breasts, and though I 
can't personally attest to it, I guessing there's a penis somewhere 



The Crush 

20 

inside that diaper. Tell me you're kidding... please!” 

“No, no, hear me out. We both know that being a lesbian is 
something that is deeply ingrained into our personalities. It's at the 
core of who we are and how we identify ourselves, right?” 
Cassandra nodded. “So, why can't those same feelings and traits be 
bestowed upon Peter? With a regular regimen of deep hypnosis, he 
could be made to feel just like we do. He could become a lesbian.” 

“Are you listening to yourself?” Cassandra demanded in 
disbelief. “Seriously, need I remind you... he has a penis!” 

Debbie looked very disappointed. “That is so narrow-minded 
of you, Cassandra. Try just thinking of it as his little sissy clitty. Yes, 
that's it, it's his little sissy clitty. If you could just please look beyond 
your own prejudice, I think you might be able to start to appreciate 
the beauty of this plan. A man who's actually a lesbian, what's not to 
like? Seriously, what's not to like?” 

“At the risk of being redundant, let's start with the penis!  
Look, Debbie,” insisted Cassandra. “Skipping over the whole part 
about how unethical it must be to do this to him, you still haven't 
explained why he is sitting in a diaper, sucking a pacifier, and 
holding a doll in our bedroom.” 

“Oh, yeah, sorry. That's my costume from last Halloween. You 
remember that, right? Anyways,  It occurred to me that I've known I 
was a lesbian since before I even understood what I was feeling, so I 
thought if Peter was going to become a lesbian, I was going to need 
to start with him as a baby. So, I've regressed him back to infancy, 
he's right around twelve months at this point, and I'm going to help 
him identify as being female, with a desperate need to be a lesbian. 
He's really taking to it, Cassandra. I think he's got real potential as a 
lesbian.” 

“You're insane. That's the only answer for it, you're insane.” 
Cassandra turned and walked back to the bedroom, and Debbie 
followed. “Look at him, babe. Even if your plan had the most remote 



The Crush 

21 

chance of success, how long do you think it would take to turn him 
into the world's first male lesbian? Come on Debbie, please be 
reasonable.” 

Debbie walked over to the boy and knelt down next to him. 
She grabbed his left hand and turned it palm up and began to tap on 
his wrist.  

“Be a good girl and go ten times deeper. Be a good girl and go 
ten-times deeper. Be a good girl and go ten times deeper. Now, baby, 
I want you to open your eyes and look at the gorgeous woman 
before you. You recognize her, don't you? Yes, of course, you do. It's 
Mommy Cassandra. You love Mommy Cassandra, don't you? Yes, you 
do, yes you do. And Mommy Cassandra loves you too. She keeps you 
safe and warm. She has always kept you safe and warm. Go ahead 
baby, go ahead and show Mommy Cassandra how much you love 
her.” 

The boy got up onto his hands and knees and crawled over to 
Cassandra and sat down at her feet and took his one arm and began 
to hug her leg while he continued to hold his dolly and suck his 
pacifier. 

Debbie got up and looked at the expression on her 
girlfriend's face, and decided to press her advantage. “First, 
Cassandra, look at him, or should I say her. Doesn't she look sweet, 
so innocent and helpless? How can you say 'no' to a face like that?” 

Cassandra looked at the boy hugging her leg, and she had to 
admit it, he did look kind of cute sitting there.  

“Damn it, this isn't fair. Why does he have to make such a 
convincing baby girl? Okay, I know I'm going to regret this, but am I 
to understand we've just become parents to this big baby?” 

Debbie smiled broadly and said, “Why yes, yes we have... 
Mommy.”  

She then looked at her girlfriend and then back at their baby 
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girl and pondered for a moment. “You know, my love, we're going to 
need to come up with a name for our little girl. We can't just keep 
calling her 'baby.'” 

Cassandra looked at Debbie and said, “I suppose you're right. 
Do you have a name in mind?” 

“No,” replied Debbie. “I was kind of hoping you might.” 

“Well,” said Cassandra, “I've always liked the name Jasmine 
for a girl. When I was growing up and dreaming of having babies, I 
always envisioned naming a daughter named Jasmine. How about 
that? Shall we name our baby girl Jasmine?” 

“Oh yeah, I like that name,” replied Debbie. “It's very exotic 
sounding. Very sexy.” She then looked at the diapered boy sucking 
his pacifier and holding his dolly. “But tell me, do you really think it 
fits? Does she strike you as a Jasmine?” 

Cassandra considered her girlfriend's objection for a 
moment, and looking at the baby before her, had to admit that 
“Jasmine” was probably a reach. Their baby was just a little bit too 
middle-class white bread looking to pull off a name like Jasmine. 
“Okay, what do you have in mind for a baby girl's name?” 

“Well,” started Debbie. “How do you feel about Diana? It's a 
strong feminine name, and you know I just loved the Patty Jenkins 
Wonder Woman movie with Gal Gadot. She could be Diana, our own 
little Amazon Princess.” 

“Oh come on!  If she's not going to be able to pull off Jasmine, 
she certainly won't be able to pull of Diana. Look at her sitting there. 
She's not going to come flying in to save the day, she's going to be 
the one that needs rescuing. She's more Steve Trevor than Wonder 
Woman. Wait, that's it. She's going to be our little Steve Trevor. We 
can call her Stephanie. There, how do you like that name?” 

“Oh my God!” exclaimed Debbie. “That's so precious, and 
you're right, it fits her so much better. Our helpless little baby girl 
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Stephanie, awaiting her rescue, or at least a diaper change.” They 
both started to laugh. 

Debbie was so pleased that Cassandra was getting on board 
with her plan finally, but an idea sprang to her mind.  

“You know, my love, that baby Stephanie will require a great 
deal of care. Certainly, as I stated, she'll need to have her diapers 
changed, but she'll also need feeding.” 

“Yeah, I guess so. What's your point?” Cassandra couldn't see 
where this was leading. 

Debbie smiled. “I believe the only proper way to feed a little 
lesbian like we have, is from the breast. That being the case, and 
since we are both her Mommies, and since your breasts are more 
accessible right now than mine, I was thinking you might like to 
feed the baby.” 

“Seriously?” exclaimed Cassandra. “You're asking me to let 
this boy just slobber all over my breasts, now?” 

“First,” stated Debbie trying to calm her girlfriend down. 
“You can't think of her as a boy, or even as a teenager. You have to 
commit to seeing her as a baby girl. She'll need you to treat her just 
like you might treat any other twelve-month-old baby girl.” 

“Yeah,” complained Cassandra. “But even if she was any other 
twelve-month-old baby girl, I wouldn't try to breastfeed her 
because I don't have any milk. Seriously Debbie, how do you see this 
actually working?” 

“There's more to breastfeeding a baby than milk production, 
my love,” insisted Debbie. “It's an act of nurturing and bonding 
between the mother and the baby. Milk or no milk, she can still 
benefit greatly from that aspect of it, I assure you. So, what will it 
be? Will you feed our baby, Mommy?” 

There was a certain amount of emotional blackmail in 
Debbie's argument, and Cassandra was very well aware of it as the 
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guilt began to build up inside of her. She looked at the baby on the 
floor, and then at her girlfriend. She knew that she was being 
manipulated, but in the end, it didn't matter, and so she relented.  

“Fine!  Fine, I'll do it. This is so stupid. I can't believe you're 
making me do this. Five minutes, do you hear me? Five minutes and 
I'm done, got it?” 

“Absolutely!” replied Debbie. “I'll even set a timer if you'd 
like. Just promise me that you'll be open and loving while you're 
doing it. Babies can sense your emotions, and we want our baby girl 
to be happy and content, don't we?” 

Cassandra smirked at her girlfriend and said, “Don't push it. 
And tell me, dear, will you be watching as someone else sucks on the 
nipples I used to offer to only you?” 

“Of course,” was Debbie's response. “I want to share in the 
whole baby nurturing experience, and that includes watching our 
baby breastfeed unless that bothers you.” 

“Oh, okay!” was Cassandra's cry as she laid down on the bed 
and unwrapped the towel from around her breasts. “Just get the 
baby up here so I can get this over with.” 

Debbie helped baby Stephanie onto the edge of the bed and 
repeated her trance induction. Once the baby was receptive to 
influence, Debbie told her, “Your name is Stephanie. Your name has 
always been Stephanie. Your name will always be Stephanie. 
Stephanie is a twelve-month-old baby girl, and you have an 
unquenchable craving to nurse at your beautiful Mommy's breast. 
Whether there is milk or not, you must suckle for comfort and love. 
It is extremely important to you to nurse at Mommy's breast as 
often as you can. Do you understand me?” 

“And no biting my nipples!” insisted Cassandra. “Put that in 
there too. Under no circumstances will there be any biting of my 
nipples!” 
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Debbie giggled. “Did you hear Mommy Cassandra, baby 
Stephanie? You will not bite her nipples ever when she is 
breastfeeding you. You are a good baby girl, and you want to remain 
a good baby girl, so you will do as Mommy tells you, always. Now, 
baby, I want you to crawl to Mommy Cassandra's side and nurse like 
the baby you are.” 

Peter got on his hands and knees and crawled to Cassandra's 
side, laid there, and awaited a breast to be presented to him. 
Cassandra turned on her side, grabbed her breast, and stuck it into 
the boy's mouth. She tucked her lower arm under his neck and 
placed it around his shoulder. He began to gently suckle and she ran 
her hand through his hair as he did. She was surprised by his 
tenderness and care, as her early experiences in life with boys led 
her to believe that they were all clumsy and crude when it came to 
them dealing with a breast. Peter was definitely a pleasant surprise. 

Cassandra was also surprised by the fact that this boy's 
suckling was actually starting to make her feel excited. She had 
experienced this kind of stimulation before, but it had always been 
with other women. She never would have believed that a boy would 
be capable of making her feel this way. She looked down at him and 
said, “That's my girl, Stephanie. You just keep sucking on Mommy 
like that. Such a good baby girl for Mommy Cassandra.” 

As the suckling continued to cause Cassandra greater and 
greater excitement, she reached down and began to touch herself. 
She closed her eyes, and as she did, she found the sensation to be 
intensely pleasurable. She was on the verge of orgasm quickly, and 
as she prepared to climax, she heard Debbie say in a sarcastic tone, 
“That's five minutes. Do you want me to take the baby away now?” 

Cassandra, with bated breath, moaned out, “If you try to take 
my baby away from me now, Debbie, I swear I'll kill you.” She then 
shuddered as a wave of excitement rippled through her body. 
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And Baby Makes Three | 3. 

 
Debbie walked over and placed her hand tenderly over her 

girlfriend's genitals and giggled. “Hmm,” she said. “Very wet. 
Perhaps Stephanie isn't the only baby girl around here in need of a 
diaper.” 

Cassandra grabbed a pillow and threw it at Debbie. “Don't 
you even think about it.”  

They both started to laugh. 

Cassandra then looked down at Peter. He had such a 
wonderful, innocent look in his eyes that she felt her heart melt.  

“I suppose it wouldn't be such a bad thing if we were to keep 
her around for a bit. I mean it would be positively cruel to abandon 
the poor thing at this point. I guess you could say that we are 
somewhat responsible after all. I think we could make room for her 
in our lives, out of kindness and decency at least, don't you agree?” 

Debbie leaned in and kissed her girlfriend passionately on 
the lips. “You don't have to convince me, my love. I'm not saying this 
has to be forever, either, just until our baby girl is strong enough on 
her own to become the lesbian she so desperately wants to be.” 

Cassandra whispered in her girlfriend's ear. “Well, if you're 
going to change her back, might I suggest that you do it before she 
goes potty in her diaper. Speaking of that, if we're going to be 
keeping a baby, we're going to need a lot more in the way of 
supplies, I should think.” 

“You're right of course,” responded Debbie. “I guess we 
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better get him back in his clothes and let him regain his adulthood 
for the time being. There will be plenty of opportunities to explore 
her new life as a budding lesbian later.”  

Cassandra got up and threw on some clothes and then joined 
Debbie. The two women then set about removing his diaper and 
dressing him back up in his clothes. 

 Debbie then approached the boy, grabbed his left wrist, and 
said, “Be a good girl and go ten times deeper. Be a good girl and go 
ten times deeper. Be a good girl and go ten...times... deeper. Now, 
Stephanie, you are still a twelve-month-old baby girl. You will 
always be a twelve-month-old baby girl for your beautiful lesbian 
mommies, but when I count down from ten to one, you will start to 
act like a college-age boy named Peter. It's okay baby, your 
mommies will still see you for the baby girl you are, but you will 
only portray your true identity of baby Stephanie when I tell you it's 
safe to do so. Now, ten, you're floating comfortably, safely warmly in 
a perfect trance. Nine... eight... seven, you feel yourself becoming 
more aware. Six... five... four, more and more aware, you're feeling 
refreshed and happy. Three... two, almost awake, feeling alert, 
forgetting about your time as baby Stephanie for now. One... fully 
alert and fully refreshed.” 

Peter woke up to find the two women looking at him. He felt 
a little hazy, but generally in a good mood and refreshed. Still, the 
two women were staring at him.  

“I'm sorry, is there something going on?” 

“I was about to ask you the same question,” replied Debbie. “I 
was just trying to introducing you to my roommate, and you seemed 
to zone out. Are you okay?” 

“What, me? Oh sure, yeah. No, I'm okay. I must just be 
overdoing it a bit with all the studying and I must have gotten 
myself worn down a bit more than I realized. I'm sorry.”  
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Peter tried hard to recall what had just happened to him, but 
to no avail. No answers were forthcoming. 

“Okay,” responded Debbie. “If you're sure you're alright. 
Anyways, as I was saying, Peter, this is my roommate Cassandra. You 
met once before, I think. Cassandra, this is Peter, a boy I'm helping.” 

“It's very nice to meet you, Peter. Any friend of Debbie's is a 
friend of mine. I hope we get to see a lot more of each other.” 
Cassandra's greeting and smile were warm and friendly. 

Peter did remember her from before, but it was clear to him 
that he obviously just hadn't paid enough attention initially. He 
found himself drawn to this blonde beauty. It wasn't a case of lust, 
but he felt an almost instantaneous connection between them. He 
wanted so desperately to be near her, to be held by her. She had 
evoked some primitive submissive desire in him that he couldn't 
explain, but he kind of enjoyed.  

“Thanks. Debbie has told me that we may need to be working 
together for several months, so I'm guessing that we will be seeing 
more of each other, for a while at least.” 

 He looked at the two women, and they had a look in their 
eyes that seemed almost like they could read his mind. He felt he 
had best make his excuses before he said something embarrassing.  

“Debbie, I think I'm going to head back now. Same time as 
usual for our next session?” 

“Absolutely, Peter. You're doing very well. But from now on, 
since you know where we live, why don't you just start coming here 
instead. Will that be okay?”  

Her words seemed innocent enough, but he felt a strange 
compulsion to agree with anything she said, not that he really 
needed any encouragement to meet the woman he loved at her 
place, and so he agreed. 

When the appointed time for his next session arrived, he was 
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even more excited than usual. He could understand why being near 
Debbie got him excited, but now, the idea of Cassandra being 
around made things even more exciting for him, and he found that 
to be strange since he had viewed her as an unwanted distraction in 
the beginning, but now he found her warm personality and genuine 
friendliness to be a wonderful addition to his time spent with 
Debbie. He hoped that she would be home when he got there. 

Peter was to be disappointed, as Cassandra was in class 
when he got to Debbie's. He and Debbie did some work on their 
Psychology lectures to start with, but when they had completed 
that, Debbie told him that it was now time to work on his anxiety 
problem again.  

He agreed and was soon seated in a comfortable position as 
she took his left wrist and slowly started tapping while repeating, 
“Be a good girl and go ten times deeper. Be a good girl and go ten 
times deeper. Be a good girl and go ten times deeper. Now, baby, I 
want you to think back to when you were a small baby. You can do 
that for me, can't you? Of course, you can. You can remember your 
mommy holding you to her breast and telling you what a beautiful 
baby girl you are and how pretty you looked in your thick cloth 
diapers and baby dresses. You remember that so clearly, don't you, 
Stephanie? It made you feel so special and loved when mommy 
would hold you and tell you that. Mommy was always telling you 
how happy she was that you weren't a boy, never a boy... never a 
boy... always a girl for mommy... always a girl for mommy. Mommy 
loves her baby girl, and baby Stephanie loves being mommy's baby 
girl more than anything else in the world. Baby Stephanie never 
ever wants to be anything but a sissy baby girl for her mommy does 
she? No, she doesn't. So happy in your diapers... so happy in your 
diapers. Always a pretty baby girl in diapers for mommy. Never a 
boy. No, mommy wouldn't love you if you were a boy, so you must 
be a sissy baby girl to be worthy of mommy's love. A sissy baby girl 
with a sissy baby clitty.” 


