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Corrie’s lover floated in the warm darkness of the womb that had become his new home.  He felt the touch of her mind on his own, dragging him down into memory of how he had met the woman who was to become his world.
***

Mark watched the lovely redhead as she walked up to the bar, stopping next to his stool as she ordered some snacks and a virgin drink.  She was way out of his league, but that didn’t keep him from appreciating a lovely body.  His eyes widened in surprise as he saw the swell of her belly and realized that she had to be quite pregnant.

“Yep, I’ve only got a couple of weeks left to go.”  The woman said, amusement in her voice.

Mark blushed red, embarrassed to be caught staring.  “I…  I didn’t mean to stare.  I mean…”

She smiled even more and pulled out the stool next to him.  “Sure you did.”  She sat facing him and leaned close enough that he could feel her warm breath against his skin.  “So, do you like what you see?”  She purred.

Mark swallowed nervously, unable to believe this was happening.  She had to be half his age, and he knew he wasn’t that attractive.  He had never been approached this brazenly before by anyone.  Still…  “Yes.  Yes I do.”  He said, trying to project a confidence he did not feel.

“Hmm…”  She looked him over appraisingly.  “I don’t see any rings.  Would you happen to be single?”

This couldn’t possibly be happening, he knew it.  She had to be playing some kind of joke on him.  But what was there to lose by playing along?  “I am.”  He said, heart racing, as he took the chance she might be serious.

Her smile grew positively radiant, and she took his hand.  “Well then, care to join me in a bit of fun tonight?  Possibly even all weekend, if I like you enough.”

“Oh yes.”  His voice was almost a whisper, but he could tell she’d heard him by the way her eyes twinkled.  “But, aren’t you already spoken for?”  He asked, then immediately wished he could take his words back.  Why risk ruining his chance?

The woman laughed.  “What, this?”  She indicated her belly.  “Don’t worry, I’m just carrying for a friend.”  She looked at him mischievously.  “Did you know that pregnancy makes some women's sex drive go through the roof?"

"I've heard that before, but I can't say I've ever been in a position to find out."  Mark answered.  "Are you one of those women?”  He gave her what he hoped was a sly look.

She slid off the stool and held out a hand.  "Follow me and I'll let you be the judge.”  She said, her smile promising a night he’d remember for the rest of his life.

Mark took her hand and let her lead him upstairs.

***

Knowing what he did now, Mark thought he might not have taken her offer that evening.  And yet…  He shook himself, surprised to realize that he didn’t regret any of the time with her, not even if her womb was truly his final destination.  He strongly suspected the baby inside her that day hadn't been a baby at all, but another lover like himself.

Right you are, love.  Corrie's voice sounded in his mind even as he thought the question to himself.  She gave herself to me the same way you did, right there in the room where I took you for the first time.  Her voice sounded wistful.  I’d only had her inside me for a week when I met you.

What happened to her?  Mark asked, worry flooding his mind.  The next time he'd seen Corrie, she hadn't looked at all pregnant.  You did let her out again, didn’t you?

You know me well enough now to know how possessive I am.  What do you think?  Corrie answered.

Mark’s eyes flew wide open, as though that would let him see through the rosy darkness of his lover’s womb.  You must have!  I’d feel her if she were still in here, there’s no space for two!  He thought, aware of how tightly the walls of her womb pressed against his entire body.  If she’s still inside you, where is she?

That's not important right now, beloved.  You'll find out soon enough.  Corrie thought back, and Mark felt her turn his thoughts to memory once more.
***

When Mark met Corrie again a month later, her belly was flat, and her body showed no trace at all of her pregnancy.  Not knowing any better, he believed her story about having given the baby to her new mother.  Honestly, he hadn’t really been listening very carefully.  All he had really cared about was that she had come looking for him, and he wanted her, badly.  They made love in his bed that night, and she laid out her terms for dating him.

“I like you, Mark.  And I can see that you like me too.  But before we go farther, I need to be up front with you.”  She smiled down at him from her position straddling him.  She had stayed atop Mark well after he had softened and slid out of her.  Mark was enjoying the view, and would have been happy to let her stay there forever.

“What about?”  Mark asked, concerned.  “You’re not married or something, are you?”

Corrie smiled secretively.  “No, Mark, nothing like that.  But I am very demanding of my lovers.  If you date me, I insist on being in charge  I will be your world, your life, your everything.”  She dropped down to her hands and knees atop him, dominance clear in her posture.  “You will belong to me, and to no one else.”

Mark raised an eyebrow and suppressed the small thrill of excitement that ran through him.  “That doesn’t sound very healthy to me.”

Corrie winked at him.  “I promise that I’ll make it worth your while, lover.”  She gave him a soft kiss, the tenderness at odds with the steel that had been in her voice just a moment ago.  “I can be very good to someone who gives themselves to my keeping.”

Mark licked his lips nervously.  “I…  I don’t know…”

Corrie kissed him again.  “Let’s give it a try.  I know you’ll enjoy it.”  She grinned.  “If I try to make you do something you’re really not comfortable with, tell me “Marshmallow creme.”

Mark raised an eyebrow.  “Marshmallow creme?  What?”  He asked, confusion clear in his voice.

Corrie nodded.  “It’ll be your safe word.  I promise, if you use that phrase, I’ll stop whatever I’m doing, just as soon as I can.”

Mark looked away to think, but deep down he already knew what his response would be.  “OK, I agree.”  He said.

Corrie’s smile was radiant.  “Excellent, my love.”  She kissed him again, then sat up again and reached down to stroke his cock as he started to harden for a second time.  “Time to seal the agreement.”  She said, as she slid herself onto him once more.
***

Corrie led her lover through his memories of their early dates, the places she had taken him.  Despite her talk of pregnancy enhancing her libido, it seemed to him that she was just as insatiable now as the first time they had met.  And exhibitionist to boot!  They made love in elevators, public parks, and all sorts of places he would never have dared suggest, and it was a minor miracle that no one ever caught them.  


Just as she had promised, Corrie took over Mark’s life, moving into his apartment and rearranging everything.  She smoothly inserted herself into all his hobbies, and had he any friends in this city, Mark was sure she’d suddenly have been their friends as well.  She even began turning up at his work on occasion, just to visit.  To his surprise, he found her presence comforting, and began to miss her terribly when she was gone, even knowing he’d see her again mere hours later.
***

He only had to use the phrase she'd given him once, when she decided that he’d enjoy anal penetration as much as she did.

“Ow!  Stop!  Marshmallow creme, Corrie!  Marshmallow creme!”  Mark’s heart pounded as he waited to see how Corrie would react.  He immediately felt her stop and withdraw the toy, and heard the rustle of her body moving on the bed behind him.  The ropes holding him down went slack, and Mark felt himself gathered against Corrie’s ample chest, her familiar smell dominating his senses as she held him close.

“Shh, it’s OK, Mark.  I’m sorry.  I really thought you’d like that one.”  Corrie rocked him back and forth, and Mark let himself relax in her arms for a long time before looking up at her.

Mark looked up at his beloved, tears in his eyes.  “You’re not upset?”  He said, surprised.  Despite her assurances, he’d been certain she’d get angry if he had to use the phrase she’d given him.

Corrie shook her head and gave him a soft kiss on the forehead.  “No, Mark.  I’m not upset at all.  I want to know when I’m pushing you too far, love.”  She smiled wryly.  “Honestly, I expected you to stop me long before this.”

Mark blinked.  “Did…  Did you want me to stop you before?”  He asked, afraid that he had missed some cue of hers.

Corrie laughed, a silvery sound that helped soothe Mark still more.  “No, Mark, not at all.  It’s just that you’ve proven more trusting than I had dared hope.  In fact, I think…”  She trailed off, her eyes suddenly distant.

Mark furrowed his brow in confusion.  “You think what?  What is it, love?”

Corrie shook herself and returned her attention to Mark.  “I think that I have something important to ask you very soon now, my love.  But not tonight.”  She leaned down to kiss him again, keeping her body pressed tightly against his.  That night, she held him closer than usual as they fell asleep together.
***

That Friday, Corrie asked her question as she held Mark close in their bed.  “Mark, I want to ask you something important.”  She turned, her blue eyes meeting and holding his gaze.  “I love you, and I want you to be mine forever.  Do you want that too?”

Mark’s heart pounded in his chest, and he stopped breathing for a moment, before forcing himself to speak.  “Are…  Are you asking me to marry you, Corrie?  Because I can’t think of anything I’d like more in this world.”  He said, tears of joy forming at the corner of his eyes.

Corrie nodded.  “Yes, Mark.  But that’s just the easy part of what I’m asking you.  Before I can marry you, I need you to let me become your world entire, my love.”

Mark frowned, confused.  “I don’t understand, love.  You’ve taken over my whole life as it is.  How can you become my world any more than you are now?”

Corrie shifted, pulling away from Mark slightly and touching her left breast.  Mark watched a small bead of liquid form at the tip of her nipple, and looked back at Corrie’s face, deeply confused.

“Drink what I’ve made for you, my love, and I will become your world in truth.  Then, once I give you back to this world, we can be married.”

Mark still didn’t understand, but he trusted Corrie, and lowered his lips to her breast to drink.
***

He awoke to a strange, larger world, Corrie’s body looming above him.  Sweat ran down her skin in rivulets as she rocked above him.  He stirred, trying to free himself from the entangling blankets, and his movement attracted her attention.

“You woke up just in time, beloved.  My gates are open for you, and it’s time to come home.”  Corrie said, reaching down and lifting him effortlessly from the bed, her hands encircling his entire body.

Mark tried to speak, to ask what was going on, but his voice refused to come.  He began to panic when he noticed the fleshy cord attached to his belly, and as Corrie lowered him between her legs, he saw the other end disappear between her labia.


Corrie parted those fleshy curtains with one hand, giving her lover one last view of her inner parts, before pressing his head against the opening to her birth canal.  To his surprise, he slid easily inside.  It was then that he panicked, thrashing wildly as her muscles tightened their grip on his head.  Corrie’s hands pushed him deeper, and despite his struggles, he was dragged from the outside world.  Mark got one last glimpse of the outside as Corrie’s body forced him to curl up inside her womb, then she removed her fingers and her body sealed itself up once more.

Mark tried to struggle, to escape, but his shrunken form soon tired.  The sounds of Corrie’s body surrounding him soon bore him off to sleep in his new home.
***


Corrie’s lover opened his eyes again in her womb, unsure how long it had been since the night she had taken him inside herself.  What are you going to do to me, Corrie?  Why are you doing this?  He thought frantically, the remembered panic of his entry surging to the fore of his emotions.

Shh, love.  Just relax and remember all the good times we’ve shared.  Don’t worry, I promised to take care of you, and I meant it.  Corrie’s voice sounded in his mind once again, and he felt his panic drain away at her touch.  

Her lover’s eyes closed once more and he drifted off into memory again.

It was during one of these memory sessions that he realized she was changing him.  He opened his eyes to see Corrine astride him, and felt a familiar flood of remembered arousal.  Then a shock ran through him as she slid her hands down his belly and slipped two fingers into his - or rather her - very wet pussy.  The memory continued, as vivid as all the others, as she made love to the woman whose body he occupied until she fell asleep, exhausted from the multiple orgasms.  

Her lover awoke again in the womb, the sounds of Corrie’s heartbeat and steady breathing soothing the panic brought by that last memory.  He felt his confusion and panic recede, wiped away once more by his beloved, and he fell back into dreaming.

This time, he was snuggled next to Corrie, in the hotel bed from that first night, so long ago.  She smiled and rolled atop him, holding his gaze with hers.


“I see you’ve finally caught on, lover mine.”  She said with a smile.  “I thought it would help you work through this if you could see and talk to me the way we used to.”

“That memory…  It’s not mine.”  He said, glaring at her.  “Whose memory was that?  One of the others?”

Corrie smirked back.  “Are you sure it’s not yours, my love?”

He paused to think, and confusion flooded his expression.  The memory was so vivid…  He remembered the entire evening, the dress he - no, she, had worn, the way Corrie had flirted with her all evening, then invited herself home…  No, that couldn’t be right!

“I…  No…”

“Think hard…  Stacey.”  Corrie said with a wicked grin, and a jolt went through her lover as his body shimmered, breasts swelling and crotch rearranging.  The name felt right, and she looked herself over, seeing the familiar imperfections on her legs, the belly she’d always felt was a bit too pudgy, but which Corrie claimed to love…

“What?  Who am I?  What’s happening?”  She asked, giving her lover a pleading look.

Corrie smiled down at her.  “Right now?  You’re Mark.  And Jason.  And Stacey.”  

With each name, the person under her changed form, settling back into Stacey as she finished.

Corrie continued.  “And before I’m done with you, you’ll also be Mary, Cynthia, Portia, and last of all, Rhonda.  Or partially her, anyway.”

“What?”  Corrie’s lover stared, eyes wide.  Somehow she knew that the woman atop her was keeping away the panic she should be feeling right now.  “What do you mean?”

Corrie smiled tenderly at her lover. “I told Mark that he would find out what happened to the other lovers I’ve taken this far.  You’re all still here with me, and now I’m bringing you together.”  She kissed her lover on the lips before continuing.  “But I didn’t lie to any of you, love.  I will let you back out into the world after some time in here.  Together, you will be the second person to come back from inside me.  I’m just making some alterations first.”

“Huh?”  She was still confused, even more so as Corrie’s words sparked multiple memories, too many to all be from the same individual.

“Jason was easy to slip in.  It’s so much fun to relive the early days of a relationship, when we’re so focused on getting into the other’s pants that everything else is unimportant.  Mark was used to his anatomy, so everything seemed normal didn’t it?”  Corrie chuckled.  “Tell me, where did we have sex for the first time?”

“In this bed, you dragged me to the honeymoon suite.”  She replied, then frowned.  “No, you couldn’t wait, and stopped the elevator between floors in Macy’s.  I was sure we’d get caught.”  Her brow furrowed in concentration.  “Or was it the dressing room at Target?  You insisted I try on that blue corset, and we got distracted…”  His eyes went wide.  “I can’t tell.”  She whispered silently.  “They all feel like me, but I’m only a woman in one of them.”

Corrie kissed him again.  “That’s because it was you every time, honey.  At least now, anyway.  I haven’t taken anything away from Mark, but I’ve added all of Jason’s memories to him, and Stacey’s too.”  She smiled.  “All of you promised to give me everything you are, and I’ve collected on that promise.  Now I’ve got everything I need to make my perfect lover.”

Stacey just stared at the woman she’d sacrificed everything for.  “But…  Who will I be?  What will I be?”

“We’ll find out together, love.”  Corrie said, stroking her lover.  “However you turn out, you’ll be my partner, my mate.  Isn’t that what matters?”

Mark/Stacey/Jason nodded, and gave herself to the kiss Corrie pressed upon her before passing into memories once more.  She relived meeting, loving, and being consumed by Corrie four more times, and as she did, that woman’s memories became hers.  Even though she now knew what was happening, she still couldn’t separate one set from another, not once Corrie finished leading her through them.

The final set seemed different, as though they were somehow incomplete.  They started stronger than the others, and for the first time, Corrie didn’t start with memories of sex.  Corrie’s lover felt her sense of self change, and her love for Corrie deepen as she became Corrie’s childhood best friend and other self.  She remembered sharing secrets together, and curiosity about the world.  And yes, sex too, but that came much later, once puberty struck.  It seemed only natural that she and Corrie would turn to each other to try and understand these new feelings.  They first became lovers as clumsy adolescents, taking advantage of parents who guarded their teenage daughters from boys, but not from each other.  Later as college roommates, and occasional lovers, and then…  Rhonda’s eyes flew open, and she saw Corrie sitting next to her, concern written on her face.

“You made me choose between yourself and someone else, didn’t you?”  Rhonda asked her lover.  “And I chose…  Him?”  She frowned.  “I…  I don’t remember anything about…”

Corrie shook her head.  “You wouldn’t, love.  She took those memories with her when she left.”  She said sadly.  

Rhonda looked confused, and Corrie took her into a close embrace.  “Here, love.  Let me show you.”  She said, dragging her down through Rhonda’s memories, and into some of Corrie’s own.
***

She saw the world with a strange double vision as she told Corrie that he’d asked her to marry him, and she’d said yes.  

Suddenly, she was Corrie, hearing herself being rejected, feeling angry, hurt, and wanting to keep Rhonda.  Of bargaining for one final night together, the milk that unexpectedly filled her breasts, and of coaxing Rhonda to drink.  Then the umbilical growing between them, and both of their fear and terror as Rhonda grew smaller and smaller.  She remembered watching in horror as her lover’s pussy swallowed her up, while at the same time feeling the contractions as she forced her beloved inside herself, to be with her always.  Then the horror and confusion from both sets of memories the next morning; the frantic wishing and praying from both of them to make it stop.

Then Rhonda’s memories cut off, and she felt herself, Corrie, labor to bring her friend back into the world, weeping when she held Rhonda’s tiny body to her breast and nursed her.  She felt her relief when Rhonda grew back into an adult over the next week, and when they returned, they claimed to have gone away to plan Rhonda’s wedding.
***

The memories fell away, and she was looking at her lover across the bed once more.


“I…  You…  We…”  She stopped, and took a breath.  “You know that she’s forgiven you, right?  I’m Rhonda enough to know that much.”

There were tears in Corrie’s eyes, but she nodded, then reached out and took her lover’s hand, sharing one more memory.  

She stood, watching Rhonda and William say their wedding vows.  Corrie was still amazed that Rhonda had asked her to be the Maid of Honor, after what she’d almost done to prevent this wedding.

The memory cleared.  “Rhonda was always so much more generous than I, and we did, do still love each other.”  Corrie said, wiping the tears from her eyes.  "And...  Well, I'll let her tell you herself."

Memory shifted, and she was in Corrie's body, looking at Rhonda.


"You're giving her my memories too?"  Rhonda asked, and Corrie felt herself nod.  "Good."  Rhonda knelt, bringing her head even with Corrie's pregnant belly and speaking to it, to the being within.  "You take good care of her, you hear?  Take the choice I couldn’t, and she wouldn’t."  She stood up again.  "And, if you can convince her that it's OK to share...  Well, you'd still both be welcome in our bed.  At least as long as you'll pitch in caring for our twins."  Rhonda grinned, and Corrie felt a stab of longing and loss, even as her mind rejected the offer out of hand.

Corrie’s lover was back in her body.  She looked up and met Corrie's eyes, feeling tears well up in her own to match her lover's.  Blinking to clear her vision, she spoke.  “That was intense.  So, are we going to take her up on the offer?”  She asked, grinning at Corrie.  “I think it’s an excellent idea for all of us.”

Corrie's eyes widened in shock.  "I...  I don't share well.  No, that’s not even close.  I can't share…  I can’t!”  She broke off as  her partner laughed.  "What?"

Her lover stopped laughing, and tried to regain some composure.  "Beloved, you just merged seven people together to make me.  Right now, you’re sharing Mark, Mary, Jason, Stacey, Portia, Stacey, and Rhonda.  Once you let us out of here, we’ll all be closer to each other than we ever will to you.”  She reached out to stroke Corrie’s cheek.  “So, why not share a little more?  Especially Rhonda.”  Corrie’s lover grinned.  “I know you won’t have to worry about her leaving you.  If you look into her, into me, you’ll know that too.”

“I…  I can’t…  I’m…  I’m scared, love.”  Corrie’s voice was a whisper, and for once, she wasn’t the confident woman her lover had known so well.

Stacey reached out to Corrie and drew her close.  “Come here, let me show you.”  She tightened her embrace, and pulled her lover even closer.  She reached out, trying to duplicate what Corrie had been doing to her selves, until their bodies began to flow together in this strange dream-space, then the world disappeared completely.

She felt Corrie’s self within her own, and in some way she’d never be able to truly describe, she reached into the core of her lover’s being, to the pool of fear, pain, and loneliness that lived there.  Into it, she poured the love and commitment of seven individuals, pushing on Corrie the knowledge that all of the seven loved her, even despite everything she had done to them.  That if she had thought to ask, had been willing to trust enough, any of them would have ben glad to be her partner through life.  She felt Corrie’s self brighten as the pool of darkness disappeared, filled up by her love.  The two of them merged briefly, before Corrie’s personality reasserted itself and pushed them apart once more.

Inside her head, she heard Corrie’s voice.  “I don’t deserve you, love.  Any of you.”  Her beloved said, her mental voice joyful.

“We know.  I know, and love you anyway.”  She replied, pushing more of her love through their reduced link.

The world shifted, and she was in bed with Corrie once more, her lover’s head resting pillowed against her right breast.

“Thank you, beloved.  Now, I’ve got one more thing I want to share with you, before we’re out of time.”  Corrie said, stroking her lover’s cheek.

The scene changed, and Corrie’s partner was lost in memories once more.  This time, the self behind the memories stayed hidden, sharing just the experiences.  She experienced Corrie’s seduction of Mark, then Mary, Jason, Cynthia, Portia, and Stacey the way Corrie had experienced it.  Next, she was treated to the memories Corrie treasured most from all her relationships.  From walking hand-in-hand with Stacey through the woods to frenzied sex with each one of them.  Then finally, Corrie shared the experience of welcoming each of her lovers into her womb and carrying them as close as any two humans ever get to one another.

The memories stopped, and Corrie leaned in to give her a quick kiss before pulling away.  “And now it’s time for you to go, my love.  I’ll see you soon.”
***

Her awareness returned to the womb, no longer a peaceful resting place, but a cramped, tight space that shook and constricted her, pushing and squeezing.  She ached all over, and then there was light stabbing into her eyes as her head emerged into the outside world once more.  Another squeeze and it was done, and she felt hands cradle her and lift her from between Corrie’s legs.

She inhaled, filling her new lungs for the first time, then let out a startled yelp as she saw the face of the woman who’d assisted Corrie with her rebirth.

“Hey there.”  Rhonda said as she cut the baby’s umbilical cord and pressed the newborn into Corrie’s arms.  “Welcome back to the world.  I’m looking forward to a long chat with you, once you’re up for talking again.”  She knelt back between Corrie’s legs to help deliver the placenta while Corrie pressed a breast into the baby’s mouth.

“Drink up, love.  You’re going to need lots of my milk for the next few days.”

The baby found herself suddenly ravenous, and Corrie didn’t have to make the suggestion a second time.  Belly full of milk, she fell into an exhausted sleep as her body began growing once more.
***

Two weeks later, she stood in front of Corrie’s full-length mirror, giving her new body a thorough examination, now that she'd finished growing up again.  It was both familiar and different at the same time.  She’d ended up with Jason’s dark skin, but with Stacey’s long, fine hair, dark brown, and shot with red highlights from Mark.  Her eyes were the almond-shaped brown eyes that Mary and Stacey had shared, and her hips and legs were from Portia and Rhonda.  Her breasts...  She lifted each of her new breasts in turn.  They felt familiar, but not quite...  Her eyes widened, and she turned to look at Corrie.

"You gave me your breasts, didn't you?"


"Well, you've always appreciated them on me, and I thought it would be convenient to share our bras."  Corrie said with a grin.  "Damn, you turned out even hotter than I expected, love."

She felt herself flush at the compliment, and stepped forward to give Corrie a kiss.  "Care to help me take this body for a test drive, lover?"


"Oh yes.  I think we'd better be very thorough in exploring your new body, beloved."  Corrie replied, leading her lover to the bed.  "One question, before we get started."  Corrie said, pausing at the bedside and wrapping her arms around her lover's neck.

"Ask away.”

"What name should I be screaming once we get going?"  Corrie asked, trying to sound casual.


Her lover thought for a moment, taking stock of her new self.  "I think I'll use Stacey's name.  I see more of her in my new face than any of the rest of me, and..."  She held Corrie's gaze as she groped for the right words.  "In a way, she's the one who makes this all work.”

Corrie raised an eyebrow and waited for her to continue.


"See, you kept Mark distracted enough that he didn't notice until you added Stacey to the mix, and her responses had become part of him."  Stacey paused again, taking a deep breath.  "You picked her to add next because she was the most submissive of us, didn't you?"

Corrie nodded.  "Well yes, I thought her personality would ease the shock, since I thought you’d notice the gender change.”  She raised an eyebrow to her lover.  “It sounds like there was more to it than that, though.”  

The new Stacey laughed, shaking her head.  ”You really don’t know what you did for her, do you?”

Corrie shook her head.“No, I don’t.  She didn’t fight her unbirthing at all, and I could feel that she was the happiest of any of you with what I’d done, but I didn’t want to pry too closely.  After Rhonda, I…  I made a point of keeping myself separate from all of you, even while you were in here.”  Corrie said, gesturing to her belly.

Stacey grinned.  “The old Stacey's greatest desire, and darkest fantasy, was to have her will, her self, and her very soul taken by her mistress.  She wanted to be taken and consumed for her mistress' pleasure, but didn’t dare tell even you.”  Stacey laughed.  “She was afraid it would shock you, maybe even drive you away in disgust.  But what you did to her, and to the rest of us, well..."  She shivered in remembered pleasure.  "It was the fulfillment of everything she'd wanted.  And when you combined us, our selves, she..."  Stacey paused, trying to get her racing heart under control.  "It's a bit hard to put into words, but where all the rest of us resisted, for her, it was...  Well, orgasmic is the best word I can come up with, but it’s far more than that.  It didn't stop when you took her, and it still hasn’t stopped.  And she...  She shared that with...  With us... It...  Oh!  Oh, Corrie!"

Stacey moaned, distracted as Corrie slipped fingers into her lover's now quite damp pussy.  She bucked and moaned, then shuddered in orgasm.

"Better?"  Corrie asked with a smile.


"You!  In bed with me, now!"  Stacey said, and for the first time, she was the one taking control.  She pushed her lover back onto the bed and straddled Corrie's face.  "My turn."  She said, as she lowered her own lips to Corrie's thighs and began to lick, tying them together in a sixty-nine until they both came.

They lay tangled together in silence for some time afterward, until Corrie finally stirred.

"So, Stacey, my love.  I didn't let you finish your story.  Do you think you can finish now, or are you going to get distracted?"  Corrie asked.

"Mmm, I think you just want to get me hot and bothered again.”  Stacey said with a smirk.

“Always."  Corrie replied.  “And you wouldn’t have me any other way.”

"Well, it's working.  Or maybe that's just the naked hottie in bed with me."  Stacey grinned, then continued.  "Anyway, what I was trying to explain is that because of Stacey’s influence, any time I think about what you did to us, it triggers memories of her transcendental ecstasy as we merged.”  She rose to her hands and knees and crawled atop Corrie, pinning her in place.  “In a very real sense, Stacey’s the glue that binds me together, and keeps us all from wanting to split back out.”

Corrie arched an eyebrow as she looked up at her lover.  “So you’re saying she’s constantly fucking your other personalities into submission?”

Stacey laughed.  “That’s…  That’s not a bad way to put it I suppose.”  She let out a moan of arousal.  “Not bad at all…  And speaking of fucking into submission…”  She leaned forward, covering Corrie’s face with her breasts as she reached into the headboard of the bed.  “Let’s see if you’ve moved…  Ahah!”

“Hey!”  Corrie yelped as she felt a set of handcuffs fasten around each of her wrists, and saw Stacey clip the other ends into the D-rings built into the bed frame.  “That’s my job!”

“Not this time.”  Stacey said, grinning wickedly at her lover.  She reached back into the headboard for Corrie’s box of sex toys.  “Your safe word is “Strawberry Jam”.  Unless you use it, I’m going to fuck you into unconsciousness.”  She pulled out a double-ended dildo that had been Cynthia’s favorite toy to share with Corrie.  “I think we’ll start with this one.  Unless there’s something you’d like to say before I have my way with you?”

“You’ll never get away with this!  When I get out of here, I’ll make you pay!”

Stacey’s smile widened.  “I don’t think so.”  She said, slipping one end of the dildo into herself and spreading Corrie’s legs wide.

Corrie finally passed out, an uncounted number of orgasms later.  She’d held out through the box of toys, until Stacey went to work on her lover with just her natural equipment.  After sweeping the soiled toys back into their box to clean later, Stacey unclipped the handcuffs and snuggled up against her lover once more.   She pulled a blanket over them both and went to sleep.
***

“Goddess, I’m sore.”  Corrie said as she dressed the next morning.

“Well, I did give you quite a workout.”  Stacey asked as she slid out of bed.  “I hope you’re not regretting any of it.”

“Hell no!”  Corrie said, turning to face her lover.  “That was amazing.  It’s been a long time since anyone’s turned the tables on me like that.”

“Not since you and Rhonda first started fooling around, I do believe.”  Stacey said, grinning widely.

“I…  You’re right, but even Rhonda never did anything like that to me.”  Corrie said with a shiver.  “Neither of us were confident enough for that.  And just how did six of the most submissive personalities I’ve had the pleasure of knowing become so willing to take charge?”

Stacey finished pulling up her pants while she thought.  “Well, part of it is Rhonda’s influence.  She’s never been afraid to stand up to you about anything.”  She met her lover’s gaze.  “And while you were putting me together, you let me far enough into your own head to see some of the fantasies you keep hidden.”  Stacey winked.  “I made a point of remembering all of them once we separated again.”

Corrie blinked.  “I…  I’ve created a monster, haven’t I?”

“Only when it makes you happy, love.”  Stacey smiled again.  “Besides, I know you’re already planning to get your revenge on me for this.”

“Damn straight I am!”  Corrie shot back.

“I’m looking forward to it.”  Stacey smirked.
***

A month later, Stacey settled back into the couch cushions and watched Will and Corrie chase Will’s 4-year old daughters around the backyard.

“She’s really good with kids, isn’t she?”  Stacey said, turning to look at Rhonda.

“She is, and the girls love their Auntie Corrie.”  Rhonda sat back with a smile.  “They’re already quite fond of you too, you know.”

“I hope they stay that way.  I’d like to keep getting to know them.”  Stacey replied wistfully.

“Me too.  Are you going to want kids of your own?  I mean, I know I really did, but…”  Rhonda trailed off, uncertain how to finish.

Stacey smiled.  She and Rhonda had spent most of their past three visits going over their shared memories like old friends reunited after a long separation.  In a way, that was exactly what they were.  


“I do.  All of me does, actually.  It was one of the only things Corrie insisted on in a partner.”  She shook her head.  “Race, gender, and age all didn’t matter to Corrie, but she wouldn’t date anyone who doesn’t want children.  Or if she did, they certainly didn’t make the final cut.”  Stacey answered.

“Good.”  Rhonda sipped her drink.  “She tries to hide it, but I know just how badly she wants children of her own.”  She snorted.  “I’m surprised she didn’t keep you male to make starting babies easier.”

Stacey smiled.  “Well, five of seven parts of me are female, so that suggests she’s got a strong preference for women.  Besides, I’m pretty sure she wants to see me pregnant almost as much as she wants to carry a baby herself.”

Rhonda raised an eyebrow.  “And you don’t mind?  Since two of your parts were male, after all, I mean.”

Stacey chuckled.  “At this point, my gender identity and sexuality can best be described as “Yes, please!”  Or maybe “All of the above.””  She shrugged.  “After experiencing seven different lifetimes from different perspectives, the plumbing just doesn’t seem that important.”  She picked up her own glass.  “Besides, Corrie gave me some of her memories of what it’s like to be pregnant, and I want that.”  Stacey said with longing as she took a drink.

Rhonda snorted.  “She must have just given you the good bits.”

Stacey shook her head.  “No, not really.  Oh, she didn’t have horrible morning sickness or anything, but I definitely got the aches, constant peeing, sleeplessness and the rest of it.  It’s still an amazing experience that I want to have for myself.”

Rhonda grinned.  “Just as long as you know what you’re getting into.”  She looked back outside, a dreamy expression on her face.  “And actually, I want it again too.  Will’s certainly more than happy to help start the process, of course.”  She said, smirking.

“Of course he is.”  Stacey chuckled.

Rhonda took a deep breath.  “In a way, that brings me to a question I have for you, one I can’t ask with Corrie in the room.”

Stacey gave the other woman her full attention.  “I think I know what you want to talk about, but please, go on.”

“You remember the night I told her that Will and I were getting married, don’t you?  I know she gave you that one.  Do you remember what I was going to ask Corrie, before she exploded?”  Rhonda looked nervous and hopeful at the same time.

Stacey nodded.  “You wanted her to marry him too, didn’t you?  Have some kind of trio?  I’d call it bigamy, but I associate that with a more chaste relationship between the women than anything could be with you two involved.”

Rhonda’s expression turned sad.  “I still want that, Stacey.  But she’s fought against any hint I’ve given.  And when we were together, she tried to keep so much of me to herself that I just had to pull back.  I can’t give that to her and still be a good partner to Will.”  She sighed.  “What I’d like to know is whether you think I should give up the idea.  It’s not as though I’m unhappy with Will, and Corrie’s still a good friend.”  She looked back out the window, watching Corrie spinning with one of the twins gleefully holding on.  “What do you think, is there any chance she’ll change her mind, now that she’s got you to anchor her?  At least, I’m assuming you’d join us too.”  She turned back to meet Stacey’s gaze.  “You would, wouldn’t you?”

Stacey clasped the other woman’s hand in support.  “Actually yes.”  She watched Rhonda’s jaw drop, hope filling her eyes.  “I’m not saying that it’s a sure thing, but I think it might work.  What she did to me, it changed her too.  I changed her, before she let me go.  She had this void in her soul that cried out to be filled, so I filled it, just before my rebirth separated us again.”  She took a deep breath.  “I think that she’ll at least be able to consider the idea now.  We’ll have to court her, seduce her with the possibilities, but I think we can bring her around.”

“I can do that.”  Rhonda said, voice quavering.

Stacey smiled.  “Of course you can.  After all, Corrie never really managed to let you go the first time.  That’s why we’ve got so much in common, after all.  I’ll help as much as I can.”  She squeezed Rhonda’s hand.  “I want this as much as you do.”
***

Months later, Stacey finished applying her makeup and turned to look at Corrie.  “How do I look?”

“Stunning as always.”  Her lover said with a smile.  

“Then let’s go, love.”  She turned and walked through the door to their bedroom, then realized Corrie hadn't followed.  She poked her head back into the room to see Corrie staring off into space.  “Hey, I’m not doing this without you.”

“I’m coming, I’m coming.”  Corrie said, shaking herself.  She sighed.  “I…  I’m just nervous about this, that’s all.”

“It’s just dinner with Will and Rhonda.  You know, the friends we’ve visited twice a week for as long as I’ve been alive.”  Stacey replied.  “It’ll be fine.”

Corrie shot her a stern look.  “It’s not ‘just dinner’ and you know it.”  She took a deep breath.  “This is a date.  A serious one, not just ‘Hey, wanna hook up for the night and have a fling’.”  She took Stacey’s hand.  “You know perfectly well that they’re looking for a long-term relationship with us, and that means…”  She ran a hand through her hair nervously.  “Goddess, I really don’t want to screw this up.”

Stacey squeezed her lover’s hand.  “You’re not going to screw it up.”  She took her lover’s other hand and turned to stare Corrie in the eyes.  “It’s a little more serious than dinner with friends, but not much.  These aren’t two people we just met, and they’re not actually looking to judge whether we’re suitable partners.”

Corrie raised an eyebrow.  “They’re not?  Bullshit.”

“No, they’re not.”  Stacey said seriously.  “For Goddess’ sake, they’ve already made us promise to take the twins if anything should happen to them!”  She sighed and held Corrie closer.  “This is about trying to convince you that you can be a good partner to all of us.”  Stacey stepped back and smiled.  “That and because dating can be a lot of fun.  And I know we’re all looking forward to the sex.”  Stacey finished with a saucy wink.

Despite herself, Corrie grinned.  “You’ve got me there.  I can hardly wait for that part.”

“I know Will and Rhonda are looking forward to it too.  Rhonda was very smug about having convinced Will’s parents to take the girls for the whole week.”

“Is that why you’ve been evasive about our plans?”  Corrie asked.

Stacey nodded.  “Yep!  Now come on, we don’t want to keep them waiting.”

This time, Corrie followed as Stacey led her lover out the door and into their future.
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