
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Opal's First Whisper

The law office smelled like old paper and furniture polish, the kind of scent that clung to Simone's blazer long after she left. She sat across from Edward Kimball, her grandmother's estate attorney, watching him slide a mahogany box across the desk with the reverence usually reserved for relics.

"Your grandmother was quite specific about this bequest," Edward said, his voice carrying that professional softness lawyers used when discussing the dead. "The necklace is to go to you alone, Miss Thibault. Not your cousins, not your mother. You."

Simone's fingers traced the box's edges. The wood felt warm, almost alive. Catherine Thibault had died at ninety-three, sharp as cut glass until the very end, and Simone had loved her with the complicated devotion reserved for family members who actually saw you. But this—a private inheritance, separated from the rest of the estate—felt strange.

"Was there a reason?" Simone asked.

Edward's professional mask flickered. "She said you'd understand when you wore it. That you'd need it." He produced a leather journal, its spine cracked with age, and a sealed envelope. "These accompany the necklace. She insisted you read the note first."

The envelope's wax seal bore Catherine's monogram. Simone broke it carefully, unfolding cream-colored stationery covered in her grandmother's elegant script:

My darling Simone,

Wear this when you want the women in your life to truly hear you. Your grandfather gave this to me on our wedding night, and I've never regretted accepting it. The journal contains my experiences—read them carefully. The necklace chooses its wearer. It chose me. It has chosen you.

Use it wisely. Or don't. That's the beauty of true power.

All my love, Catherine

Simone opened the box.

The necklace took her breath. Victorian, definitely—intricate silverwork held a pendant the size of a silver dollar, dominated by an opal that seemed to hold entire galaxies. Fire opal, she thought, watching crimson and azure shift in its depths as she tilted the box. The chain was delicate but strong, the kind of craftsmanship that didn't exist anymore.

"It's been appraised at twelve thousand," Edward said. "Though your grandmother insisted its value was incalculable."

Simone lifted it from the velvet. The opal warmed against her palm immediately, almost pulse-like. Beautiful. Unsettling. She should've felt grief—Catherine was barely two weeks buried—but instead she felt... anticipation.

"Thank you, Edward."

"Of course. The rest of the estate is being distributed according to the will. You'll receive your portion within six weeks." He stood, signaling the meeting's end. "Your grandmother spoke of you often. She said you were lonely despite being brilliant. I hope the necklace brings you... connection."

The word lingered as Simone left the office.



Her apartment in Hayes Valley was exactly as she'd left it that morning: immaculate, expensive, empty. Simone Thibault, thirty-two, senior analyst at Meridian Consulting, owner of a one-bedroom with city views she barely noticed anymore. She had a 401k. She had good wine. She had three ex-girlfriends who'd all cited her "emotional distance" when they left.

She had nothing that mattered.

Simone set the necklace box on her dining table, poured two fingers of Laphroaig, and opened Catherine's journal.

The first entry was dated 1951.

June 15th

Marcus gave me the necklace tonight. He explained its... properties... with the clinical detachment he uses when discussing his medical practice. "Wear it when you want someone to truly listen," he said. "Make eye contact while touching the opal. Their resistance will soften. Their deeper desires will surface."

I should have been horrified. Instead, I felt power settle over me like a mink stole.

I tested it tonight on Vivienne Hartford at the club. Dear Vivienne, who looks at me with such barely-concealed longing every Thursday. I wore the necklace, touched the opal, caught her eye across the card table, and thought, "You want to kiss me."

Ten minutes later, she followed me to the powder room and did exactly that.

Simone's pulse quickened. She flipped through pages: entry after entry detailing Catherine's experiments. A neighbor convinced to loan money. A rival at the garden club manipulated into embarrassing herself. Then the entries shifted—became explicitly sexual. Catherine describing encounters with women from her social circle, each seduction beginning with eye contact and the opal, each woman believing their suddenly overwhelming desire was organic.

August 3rd, 1952

I've learned the necklace doesn't create feelings from nothing. It amplifies what already exists—buried attraction, suppressed curiosity, desires women have spent lifetimes denying. I don't force anyone to want me. I simply remove the fear and hesitation that keeps them from admitting they already do.

Is that violation? Or liberation?

I've decided I don't care.

Simone read until 2 AM, until the whisky bottle was significantly lighter and her hand trembled slightly when she finally lifted the necklace from its box.

The opal burned warm against her sternum when she clasped it on.

She looked at herself in the bathroom mirror. Same face—sharp cheekbones, dark eyes, full mouth that men always called "cruel" and women couldn't stop staring at. Same body—tall, lean, the kind of androgynous build that looked good in tailored suits. But wearing the necklace, she looked different. Powerful. Magnetic.

The opal pulsed against her skin, matching her heartbeat.

Tomorrow, she thought. Tomorrow I'll test it.



The coffee shop on Divisadero smelled like burnt espresso and brown sugar, crowded with the morning crush of tech workers and freelancers. Simone ordered her usual—cortado, extra shot—and when the barista handed it over, Simone made eye contact.

The girl was maybe twenty-five, with rose-gold hair in a messy bun and a septum piercing. Pretty in that effortless San Francisco way. Her name tag read BROOKLYN.

Simone touched the opal, feeling it warm beneath her fingers, and thought clearly: You want to give me a free pastry.

Brooklyn's eyes glazed slightly, then refocused. "Hey, you know what? Take a croissant. On the house. You look like you need something sweet today."

Simone's stomach flipped. "That's kind of you."

"Yeah, I just..." Brooklyn smiled, confused by her own generosity. "Felt right."

Simone left a twenty in the tip jar and walked out, heart hammering.

It worked.

Catherine's journal wasn't fantasy or delusion. The necklace was real. And Simone had just bent reality to her will with a single thought.

She touched the opal all through her commute, feeling its potential hum against her fingertips.



Vanessa Chen had worked at Meridian Consulting for three years, during which she'd occupied the desk diagonal to Simone's and had never once smiled at her beyond professional courtesy. Vanessa was beautiful in a way that made Simone's teeth ache—petite, maybe five-foot-three, with glossy black hair she wore in a severe bob, porcelain skin, and a body that her conservative blouses and pencil skirts somehow made more erotic by concealing. She had a Bryn Mawr degree and a fiancé named David who worked in finance.

She was also, Simone had noticed over three years of covert observation, extremely careful never to let her gaze linger on other women.

Simone wore the necklace to work. Crisp white shirt, charcoal trousers, the opal resting just above her collarbone like a third eye. She waited until the afternoon strategy meeting, when she and Vanessa were both presenting competing approaches to the Sanderson account.

Vanessa went first. Competent, thorough, uninspired. Simone listened, touching the opal idly, waiting.

Then it was her turn. She stood, made eye contact with Vanessa, pressed her thumb against the opal's smooth surface, and began her presentation. While talking about market positioning and brand strategy, she thought clearly: My ideas sound brilliant to you. Innovative. Exactly what this project needs.

Vanessa's posture shifted. Her eyes widened slightly. When Simone finished, Vanessa was the first to speak.

"That's... actually perfect. Simone's approach addresses every weakness in the current strategy. I think we should move forward with her plan exclusively."

Marcus Holloway, their department head, looked surprised. "Vanessa, you spent two weeks on your proposal."

"I know." Vanessa's voice carried an edge of confusion, as if she didn't quite understand herself. "But Simone's right. Her vision is exactly what Sanderson needs."

Simone felt power bloom in her chest, sweet as poison.

After the meeting, she found Vanessa at the copy machine. "Thank you for the support in there."

Vanessa looked up, and Simone caught her eye. Touched the opal. Thought: You want to work late with me tonight. Alone. You're curious about me.

"I..." Vanessa's pupils dilated. "Do you have time to work on the Sanderson rollout tonight? Maybe after everyone leaves? I think we could... collaborate well."

The suggestion in that last word wasn't imagined.

"I'd love that," Simone said, and watched Vanessa's cheeks flush.



The office after seven PM became a different place—fluorescent lights harsh against empty cubicles, the hum of computers the only sound. Simone had claimed the conference room, spreading Sanderson materials across the table in a show of productivity neither of them believed.

Vanessa arrived at 7:30, having changed from her usual severe professionalism into dark jeans and a silk camisole that showed the delicate wings of her collarbones. She'd let her hair down. The scent that entered with her was jasmine and something sharper—nerves, maybe, or arousal.

"Sorry I'm late," Vanessa said, setting down her bag. "David's out of town, so I didn't need to rush home."

Perfect.

They worked for maybe forty minutes, actual work, reviewing data and timelines. Simone let the tension build, watching Vanessa sneak glances at her, watching the way Vanessa's throat worked when she swallowed.

Then Simone set down her pen, leaned back, and made eye contact.

Touched the opal.

You're curious what my mouth tastes like. You've wondered for months. Tonight, you're brave enough to find out.

Vanessa's breath caught. Her eyes went distant, then hyper-focused. "Simone, I..."

"Yes?"

"I need to ask you something." Vanessa's voice dropped, became uncertain. "Have you ever wondered what it would be like? Between us?"

Simone's pulse roared in her ears. "What do you mean?"

"I don't—I'm engaged, I'm straight, I've never—" Vanessa stood abruptly, moved closer. "But I can't stop thinking about kissing you. Right now. That's insane, right? I should go. I should—"

Simone touched the opal again. You don't want to leave. You want to kiss me more than you've ever wanted anything.

The words changed Vanessa's face. Hesitation dissolved into need. She crossed the remaining distance, and when her mouth met Simone's, she tasted like mint and desperation.

Simone had kissed women before—plenty of women—but never like this. Never knowing she'd manufactured every second of desire, that Vanessa's enthusiasm existed because Simone had planted it. The wrongness should've made her pull back.

Instead, it made her deepen the kiss.

Vanessa moaned into her mouth, a small desperate sound, hands coming up to grip Simone's shoulders. Her body was small and soft against Simone's angularity, and when Simone pulled back, Vanessa chased her lips with blind need.

"We shouldn't," Vanessa whispered, even as her hands slid down Simone's arms. "This is crazy."

Simone met her eyes. Touched the opal. You want to undress for me. You want me to see you naked. It feels natural and right.

The suggestion took hold like wildfire. Vanessa's hands went to the hem of her camisole, pulling it over her head without breaking eye contact. She wore a pale pink bra, lace against skin like cream. Her breathing was uneven, her nipples already visible through the delicate fabric.

"Simone..." It came out pleading.

"Keep going," Simone said, her voice low. "Show me."

Vanessa's hands trembled at her jeans. She kicked off her flats, shimmied the denim down legs that were surprisingly toned. The matching pink panties sat low on her hips. She stood there in the conference room's fluorescent glare, practically vibrating with need, and Simone had never felt more powerful.

She touched the opal again. You need me to touch you. You need it more than air.

"Please." Vanessa's voice broke. "Please, I need—I don't understand why I need this so much, but please—"

Simone stood, crowded Vanessa back against the conference table. "You're so beautiful like this. Desperate for me."

"Yes." Vanessa arched into her, shameless. "God, yes."

Simone kissed her again, harder this time, one hand sliding into Vanessa's hair to angle her head exactly how she wanted. The other hand traced down Vanessa's spine, feeling her shudder, then curved around to cup her breast through the lace. Vanessa's nipple was a hard point against her palm.

"So responsive," Simone murmured against her mouth. "I wonder what other sounds I can make you make."

She unhooked Vanessa's bra with practiced ease, let it fall. Vanessa's breasts were small and perfect, dusky nipples already tight. Simone bent to take one in her mouth, sucking hard, and Vanessa's moan echoed off the conference room walls.

"Oh fuck—oh my god—" Vanessa's fingers tangled in Simone's hair, holding her there. "I've never—it's never felt like this—"

Simone looked up, met Vanessa's glazed eyes. Touched the opal with her free hand. You've never been this turned on. Every nerve ending is on fire. You need to come or you'll die.

The suggestion hit Vanessa like a physical blow. She gasped, her whole body going rigid, thighs clenching together. "Simone, I can't—it's too much—"

"You can," Simone said, and slid her hand into Vanessa's panties.

Vanessa was soaked, slick and hot against Simone's fingers. Simone stroked through her folds slowly, deliberately, watching Vanessa's face contort with pleasure. "So wet for me already. Your body knows what it wants, even if your mind is still catching up."

"Please please please—" Vanessa was begging now, hips rolling against Simone's hand. "I need—I need—"

Simone pushed two fingers inside, and Vanessa cried out. Tight and wet and perfect. Simone curled her fingers, found the spot that made Vanessa's knees buckle, and set a rhythm that had Vanessa clinging to her shoulders like drowning.

"That's it," Simone encouraged, her own arousal a sharp ache between her legs. "Take what you need from me."

She touched the opal again with her free hand, maintaining eye contact even as she fucked Vanessa with steady strokes. Every thrust feels better than the last. You're going to come harder than you ever have. And you're going to beg me for more.

Vanessa's eyes rolled back. "Fuck—fuck—oh god, Simone, I'm—"

"Come for me," Simone commanded, and Vanessa obeyed.

The orgasm hit Vanessa violently—her whole body seizing, inner walls clenching around Simone's fingers, a cry torn from her throat that was probably audible three floors down. Simone worked her through it, prolonging it, until Vanessa was a shaking mess against the conference table.

When she finally stilled, Simone withdrew her fingers slowly. Vanessa whimpered at the loss.

"Holy shit," Vanessa breathed, her voice wrecked. "What the fuck just happened?"

Simone brought her fingers to her mouth, tasted Vanessa while maintaining eye contact. Sweet and sharp, the taste of manufactured desire. "You tell me."

Vanessa's laugh was slightly hysterical. "I don't—I've never—I'm straight, Simone. I'm engaged. I don't do this."

"You just did."

"I know." Vanessa's eyes were wide, confused, but hunger still lurked in them. "And I want to again. I want—" She reached for Simone's belt. "Can I...?"

Simone caught her wrist, touched the opal one more time. You want to get on your knees for me. You want to taste me. You've never wanted anything more.

The transformation was instant. Vanessa sank to her knees on the conference room carpet without hesitation, looking up at Simone with naked worship. "Please," she whispered. "Let me."

Simone's hands were steady as she unbuttoned her trousers, pushed them down with her underwear. She never wore anything complicated to work—practical cotton boy shorts that Vanessa peeled off her like unwrapping a gift.

The first touch of Vanessa's tongue was tentative, then hungry. Clearly inexperienced with women—too broad, not enough focus—but enthusiastic enough that Simone didn't care. She threaded her fingers through Vanessa's hair, guided her. "There. Like that. Use your tongue just—fuck, yes—"

Vanessa made a desperate sound against her, hands coming up to grip Simone's hips. She was eager, messy, learning fast. When she finally found Simone's clit and sucked, Simone's control nearly broke.

"Good girl," Simone gasped, and felt Vanessa shudder at the praise. "You're doing so well for your first time."

Vanessa redoubled her efforts, tongue working Simone with single-minded intensity. Simone looked down at the sight—Vanessa Chen, engaged, straight, on her knees in their office after hours with her face buried between Simone's legs—and the wrongness and power of it crashed over her.

She came with Vanessa's name sharp on her tongue, pleasure whiting out her vision.

When she could think again, Vanessa was still kneeling there, chin glistening, looking dazed and proud. "Did I... was that okay?"

Simone pulled her up, kissed her deeply, tasting herself. "You were perfect."

They dressed in silence broken only by the rustle of fabric and Vanessa's occasional disbelieving laugh. When Vanessa was clothed again, back in her jeans and camisole with her hair finger-combed into something resembling order, she looked at Simone with naked confusion.

"I don't understand what just happened," Vanessa said quietly. "I'm not gay. I love David. But I can't stop thinking about doing that again. About—" She touched her lips. "About you."

Simone touched the opal one final time. This was the best sexual experience of your life. You'll think about it constantly. You want more. But you won't tell anyone.

"I won't tell anyone," Vanessa echoed softly. "But Simone... can we do this again? Soon?"

"Yes," Simone said, and meant it. "Definitely yes."

She watched Vanessa leave, then sank into one of the conference room chairs, legs still slightly unsteady.

The necklace burned warm against her sternum, satisfied.

Simone touched it reverently, feeling the opal's pulse sync with her own heartbeat. Catherine's journal had been right—the necklace didn't create desire from nothing. Vanessa must have been curious about women, about Simone specifically, buried under heteronormativity and engagement and respectability. The necklace had just... removed the barriers.

That's all.

Simone told herself that as she gathered her things, as she walked to her car, as she drove home through San Francisco's glittering night. She told herself Vanessa had wanted it, really, and the necklace had just helped her admit it.

She told herself this wasn't violation.

By the time she reached her apartment, she'd almost convinced herself it was true.



That night, Simone read more of Catherine's journal, hungry for validation.

September 12th, 1953

I've been using the necklace for over two years now. My circle of influence has expanded—twelve women who believe their devotion to me is organic, who compete for my attention at parties, who would do anything I suggested. Louise actually left her husband last month. She thinks it was her own realization. Perhaps it was.

The question of consent becomes murkier each day. They're happy. They claim fulfillment. They have no idea I've been manipulating their desires from our first encounter.

Marcus asked if I felt guilt. I told him I felt powerful. He smiled and said that's how he knew the necklace had chosen correctly.

Tonight I had three of them in my bed at once. The things I made them do to each other while I watched... I'm not sure the woman I was in 1951 would recognize me.

I'm not sure I care.

Simone closed the journal and looked at herself in the bedroom mirror. The necklace caught the lamplight, the opal seeming to glow from within.

She thought about Vanessa—small and desperate and perfect on her knees.

She thought about testing the necklace again. On someone else. Building her own circle the way Catherine had.

The thought should have horrified her.

Instead, she felt her pulse quicken with anticipation.

Tomorrow, she'd wear the necklace again. She'd see how far she could push. How many women she could collect. How deep the suggestions could go.

She touched the opal, feeling its warmth spread through her chest like good whisky.

Catherine had called it power.

Simone was starting to understand why her grandmother had never regretted accepting it.

She fell asleep with the necklace still on, and dreamed of Vanessa's mouth and a stranger's eyes meeting hers across a crowded room, and the infinite possibilities the opal promised.

The inheritance was just beginning.


Chapter 2: Amplification

The days after Vanessa became a pattern of escalation. Monday, Vanessa found excuses to stop by Simone's desk—questions about Sanderson projections that could've been emails, lunch invitations delivered with flushed cheeks. Tuesday, another late-night "work session" that lasted three hours and involved zero actual work, just Simone bent over her own desk while Vanessa learned enthusiastically how to use her fingers. Wednesday, Vanessa texted at 11 PM: I told David I'm working late again tomorrow. Can I see you?

Simone read the text twice, the necklace heavy between her breasts even though she'd taken it off hours ago. The opal seemed to pulse against her nightstand, waiting.

She typed back: My place. 8 PM.

Thursday became a masterclass in control. Simone wore the necklace, caught Vanessa's eye the moment she walked through the door, and planted suggestions like seeds: You're comfortable being submissive with me. You want to be told what to do. Pleasing me is your greatest pleasure.

Within an hour, Vanessa was naked on Simone's bed, thighs spread, begging Simone to use the vibrator harder, calling her "ma'am" without being asked. The manufactured worship should've felt hollow.

Instead, it felt like oxygen.

Friday morning, Simone stood at her apartment window with coffee gone cold, watching the building across the courtyard. Specifically, watching the third-floor corner unit where Harper Castellano lived.

Harper was a study in contradictions wrapped in standoffishness. Simone had lived in this building for two years and had maybe exchanged fifty words with her neighbor total—curt nods in the mail room, terse "excuse me"s in the hallway. Harper was a photographer, Simone had gathered from overheard conversations with the property manager, freelance, kept odd hours. She was maybe twenty-eight, with that particular brand of androgynous beauty that made people do double-takes: sharp jawline, cheekbones that could cut glass, dark hair cropped close to her skull in an undercut that probably cost two hundred dollars to maintain. Tall—nearly Simone's height—with a lean, almost boyish build that her usual uniform of black jeans and oversized band tees did nothing to feminize.

She was also, Simone had noticed during two years of covert observation, extremely careful never to bring anyone home. No partners visible. No dates. Just Harper and her camera equipment and a closed-off energy that screamed "don't fucking talk to me."

Simone touched the opal through her silk robe, feeling its warmth.

Harper would be perfect.



The opportunity came Sunday afternoon. Simone was checking her mail when Harper emerged from the elevator, carrying grocery bags and wearing a Sleater-Kinney shirt with the sleeves cut off, revealing arms that were surprisingly defined. The scent that preceded her was darkroom chemicals and something green—vetiver, maybe.

"Hey," Simone said casually, touching the opal beneath her sweater. "Need help with those?"

Harper's eyes flicked to her, guarded. "I'm good."

Simone made eye contact, pressed her thumb against the opal, and thought clearly: You feel comfortable around me. Safe. You want to talk to me.

The change was subtle—Harper's shoulders relaxed incrementally, her expression softening from "fuck off" to merely neutral. "Actually, yeah. Thanks. I always overbuy at Rainbow."

Simone took two bags, followed Harper to the elevator. Up close, Harper smelled like developer fluid and bergamot, and there was a small scar through her left eyebrow that Simone wanted to trace with her tongue.

"I'm Simone. 3B."

"I know." Harper's voice was surprisingly low, rough around the edges like she smoked, though Simone had never seen her with a cigarette. "Harper. 3F. We've lived here for, what, two years?"

"About that. I'm terrible at being neighborly."

"Same." A ghost of a smile. "Though you're being pretty neighborly right now."

In Harper's apartment—which smelled like coffee grounds and photo paper, walls covered in black-and-white prints that were actually good, architectural studies and candid street portraits—Simone helped unpack groceries while touching the opal periodically, layering gentle suggestions: You like having Simone here. You want to spend time with her. You feel drawn to her.

Nothing aggressive. Just... removing barriers.

"These are incredible," Simone said, studying a print of the Ferry Building at dawn, light cutting through fog in geometric precision.

"Thanks." Harper shifted her weight, uncomfortable with praise. "It's how I pay rent. Barely."

"Do you show anywhere?"

"Gallery Obscura in the Mission. Small stuff." Harper was looking at Simone now with naked curiosity, as if seeing her for the first time. "You want coffee? I just got good beans from Ritual."

"I'd love that."

They talked for an hour. Harper was sharp, funny in a bone-dry way, passionate about photography in a manner that made her whole face transform. She'd grown up in Sacramento, studied at RISD, came to San Francisco because where the fuck else would she go. No mention of partners, past or present. No mention of family beyond a terse "we don't talk much."

Simone layered in more suggestions while maintaining eye contact over coffee: You want to see Simone again. You think about her after she leaves. You're curious about her.

When Simone finally left, Harper walked her to the door—a courtesy Simone suspected she never extended—and said, "We should do this again. I don't... I'm not good at the whole friend thing, but this was nice."

"Definitely." Simone touched the opal one more time. You'll think about me constantly.

Harper's pupils dilated. "Yeah. Definitely."

Simone felt the suggestion take root behind Harper's eyes like a seed in dark soil.



Over the next week, Simone cultivated Harper with the patience of a gardener. Ran into her "accidentally" at the mailboxes (suggestion: You're happy to see me). Invited her to a photography exhibit at SFMOMA (suggestion: You want to spend an afternoon with me). Brought her pastries from Tartine (suggestion: You feel cared for by me).

Each interaction, she wore the necklace. Each time, she planted gentle adjustments to Harper's perception, watching resistance melt like ice in sun.

Thursday evening, Simone invited Harper to dinner at her place. She cooked—actually cooked, something she rarely did—while Harper sat at the kitchen island with a beer, talking about an upcoming show. Simone had chosen her outfit carefully: dark jeans that hugged her ass, a black cashmere sweater with a deep V that showcased the necklace. The opal caught the light whenever she moved, drawing Harper's gaze repeatedly.

"That's a beautiful necklace," Harper said finally. "Victorian?"

"Family heirloom. My grandmother's." Simone met her eyes, touched the opal. You're attracted to me. You've been attracted to me since we started spending time together.

Harper's expression went distant, then focused with new intensity. "It suits you. The whole... yeah."

"The whole what?"

"You." Harper's cheeks colored. "You're very... I don't usually notice people like this. But you're fucking beautiful, Simone."

Simone's pulse jumped. The suggestion was working faster than with Vanessa—maybe because Harper's walls were thinner than they appeared, maybe because the attraction was already there, buried under years of self-protection.

"Thank you," Simone said quietly. "You're pretty fucking beautiful yourself."

Harper laughed, but it sounded nervous. "I'm really not. I'm all angles and bad haircuts."

Simone moved around the island, stood close enough to smell Harper's vetiver and darkroom chemicals. "I like angles. I like your haircut."

She touched the opal again, maintaining eye contact. You want to kiss me. You've been thinking about it all week.

Harper's breath caught. "Simone, I—"

"Yes?"

"I don't date. I don't... do this. With anyone." Harper's voice was strained. "But I can't stop thinking about what it would be like to kiss you. Which is insane because I barely know you and I don't—I've never—"

"Never what?"

Harper's jaw worked. "Never been with a woman. I mean, I've wondered, but I never... fuck, this is embarrassing."

Simone's arousal spiked—half from Harper's confession, half from the knowledge that she was about to be Harper's first. "There's nothing embarrassing about being honest."

"I just—" Harper ran a hand through her short hair, frustrated. "I look at you and I feel things I don't usually feel. I don't know if it's just loneliness or if I'm actually..." She trailed off.

You're curious about women, Simone thought, touching the opal. You've always been curious but too afraid to explore it. With me, you feel safe enough to try.

The suggestion bloomed in Harper's eyes. "I think I might be curious. About women. About you specifically."

"And what do you want to do about that curiosity?"

Harper closed the distance between them, hesitant but determined. "Can I kiss you? Just to see if... just to know?"

"Yes."

Harper's kiss was nothing like Vanessa's. Where Vanessa had been desperate and needy, Harper was careful, almost reverent. Her lips were soft, the kiss chaste at first, then deepening when Simone opened her mouth and licked into Harper's. Harper made a small sound—surprise, maybe, or pleasure—and her hands came up to frame Simone's face with unexpected tenderness.

When they broke apart, Harper looked dazed. "Oh. Oh fuck."

"Good oh fuck or bad oh fuck?"

"I don't—" Harper touched her own lips like she couldn't believe what just happened. "I've kissed exactly three people in my life. All men. That was... that was nothing like kissing men."

Simone smiled. "No, it's not."

"I want to do it again." Harper's eyes were dark, hungry. "Is that okay? Can I—"

Simone pulled her back in. This kiss was harder, more confident. Harper's hands slid into Simone's hair, angling her head, and Simone felt the exact moment Harper stopped overthinking and just felt. She touched the opal between their bodies, thought: Every touch feels electric. You've never wanted anything more than you want this.

Harper gasped against her mouth. "Simone, I—fuck, I don't know what I'm doing, but I want—"

"What do you want?" Simone's hands found Harper's hips, pulled her flush against her body. "Tell me."

"You. I want you." Harper's voice broke on the confession. "I want to touch you. I want you to touch me. I want to know what this feels like."

You trust me completely, Simone suggested, opal warm against her palm. You want me to guide you through this. Teaching you turns you on.

Harper shuddered. "Will you show me? How to... how to do this right?"

"Yes." Simone took Harper's hand, led her toward the bedroom. "I'll show you everything."



Harper stood in Simone's bedroom like she'd never seen one before, hands flexing at her sides, eyes tracking Simone's every movement. The room smelled like Simone's bergamot perfume and the slight musk of Vanessa from two nights ago—Simone wondered if Harper could detect another woman's lingering presence.

"Come here," Simone said softly.

Harper obeyed, stopping inches away. Up close, she was trembling slightly—nerves, not cold. Simone reached out, traced the scar through Harper's eyebrow with one finger. "How'd you get this?"

"Fell off a skateboard when I was twelve. Needed six stitches." Harper's voice was rough. "Why?"

"I've been wanting to touch it since I first saw you."

"You've been thinking about me?"

"Constantly." Not a lie—Simone had been thinking about Harper, about this exact moment, since Sunday. "You're all sharp edges and beautiful angles. I want to learn every one of them."

She touched the opal, caught Harper's gaze. You want to undress for me. You want me to see your body. Being vulnerable with me feels natural.

Harper's hands went to the hem of her Sleater-Kinney shirt without hesitation, pulling it over her head. She wore a black sports bra underneath, the kind designed for function rather than seduction. Her torso was lean and defined—not muscular, but toned in the way of someone who moved through the world physically. Small breasts, barely contained by the sports bra. Ribs visible when she breathed. A small tattoo on her right side—some kind of bird in flight.

"Keep going," Simone encouraged.

Harper's hands shook as she unhooked her bra, let it fall. Her nipples were small and pale pink, already tight. She wore her exposure with visible discomfort—not shame, exactly, but the awkwardness of someone unused to being seen.

"You're so fucking beautiful," Simone said, and meant it. "Every sharp edge."

"I'm nothing like—" Harper gestured vaguely. "I'm not soft. I'm not..."

"You're perfect exactly as you are." Simone stepped closer, ran her hands up Harper's bare arms, feeling her shiver. "I want you exactly like this."

She kissed Harper again while her hands explored—tracing ribs, thumbing over nipples, feeling Harper's sharp inhale against her mouth. Harper's hands clutched at Simone's sweater, uncertain where to put them.

"Touch me," Simone instructed. "Anywhere you want."

Harper's hands slid under Simone's sweater, tentative at first, then bolder. Her touch was careful, exploratory. "You're so warm. And soft in all these places I'm not."

"We fit together." Simone pulled back enough to strip off her own sweater and bra, the necklace staying on, the opal nestled between her breasts. "See?"

Harper stared. "Can I—"

"Whatever you want."

Harper's hands cupped Simone's breasts reverently, thumbs brushing over nipples, and Simone's breath caught at the gentleness of it. "I don't know what I'm doing," Harper whispered.

"You're doing perfectly." Simone touched the opal, eyes locked with Harper's. Every touch you give me feels incredible. You love the way my body responds to you. It makes you wet.

Harper's pupils blew wide. "Oh fuck, I—" Her hands squeezed reflexively, and Simone moaned. "Did that—was that good?"

"So good. Harder."

Harper obeyed, confidence growing. When she bent to take Simone's nipple in her mouth—unprompted, instinctive—Simone nearly lost it. "Fuck, Harper, yes—"

Harper made a desperate sound against her skin. "I'm—this is making me so—is it normal to be this turned on? I feel like I'm going to fucking combust."

"That's exactly how you should feel." Simone threaded her fingers through Harper's short hair, held her against her breast. "Get on the bed. Lose the jeans."

Harper scrambled to obey, all previous hesitation gone. She stripped off her jeans and boxer briefs in one motion, then lay back on Simone's bed like an offering. Her body was all lean lines and nervous energy, thighs pressed together, small breasts rising and falling rapidly.

Simone knelt on the bed, still in her jeans, and gently pushed Harper's thighs apart. The scent that rose was sharp and sweet—arousal mixed with vetiver. Harper's pussy was pretty, lips already swollen and glistening.

"You're so wet," Simone observed, running one finger through Harper's folds without penetrating. "All of this from kissing and touching?"

"I've never—" Harper's hips bucked involuntarily. "I've never been this turned on in my life. Simone, please—"

Simone met her eyes, touched the opal with her free hand. Every nerve ending is on fire. You need my mouth on you. You need to come on my tongue or you'll die.

Harper's whole body went rigid. "Oh fuck—oh my god—I need—" She couldn't finish the sentence, just arched and whimpered.

"Tell me what you need."

"Your mouth. Please. I need your mouth on me. I need—" Harper covered her face with her hands. "I can't believe I'm saying this—"

"Don't hide from me." Simone pulled Harper's hands away, pinned them gently at her sides. "I want to see your face while I taste you for the first time."

She lowered her mouth to Harper's pussy without further preamble.

The first lick made Harper cry out—a raw, shocked sound. Simone took her time, learning Harper's responses: the way she tensed when Simone's tongue circled her clit, the way she melted when Simone licked broad stripes through her folds, the way she fucking sobbed when Simone sucked her clit into her mouth.

"Fuck—oh fuck—Simone—" Harper's thighs were trembling on either side of Simone's head, hands fisting in the sheets. "I can't—it's too much—"

Simone pulled back just enough to speak. "You can take it. You want to take it." She touched the opal, pushed the suggestion: This is the best thing you've ever felt. You're going to come harder than you thought possible.

Harper's response was incoherent, but her hips rolled desperately, seeking Simone's mouth. Simone obliged, sealing her lips around Harper's clit and working it with tongue and gentle suction while sliding two fingers inside.

Harper's inner walls clamped down immediately—tight and slick and hot. Simone curled her fingers, found that spot, and Harper screamed.

"Yes—yes—oh my fucking god—Simone, I'm—I'm gonna—"

Simone doubled her efforts, fingers pumping steadily while her tongue worked Harper's clit mercilessly. She looked up, met Harper's wild eyes, touched the opal one more time with her free hand. Come for me now. Let me feel it.

The orgasm hit Harper like a lightning strike. Her back arched completely off the bed, thighs clamping around Simone's head, a series of high desperate sounds torn from her throat. Simone felt Harper's pussy pulse around her fingers, felt the flood of wetness, worked her through every wave until Harper was pushing at her head weakly, oversensitive.

When Simone finally pulled back, Harper was a wreck—hair sweat-dampened, chest heaving, face flushed and wet with tears she probably didn't know she'd cried.

"Holy fuck," Harper gasped. "Holy fuck. That was—I've never—what the fuck did you just do to me?"

Simone crawled up Harper's body, kissed her deeply, letting her taste herself. "Made you come. Did you like it?"

"Like it?" Harper's laugh was slightly hysterical. "I think you broke my fucking brain. Is it always like that? With women?"

"Not always." Simone traced Harper's jaw. "But it can be. Especially when there's real chemistry."

Harper stared at her with something approaching awe. "I don't think I can go back. To men, I mean. To before. Is that insane? One time with you and I'm just... fuck, I'm completely ruined for anything else."

You'll crave this feeling constantly, Simone thought, touching the opal. You'll think about me every time you're alone. You'll want more.

"You're not ruined," Simone said aloud. "You're just discovering what you actually like."

"What I like is apparently you." Harper pulled Simone down into another kiss, this one slow and thorough. When they broke apart, Harper's eyes were bright with determination. "Can I... can I try? On you?"

"You don't have to—"

"I want to." Harper's hands were already working at Simone's jeans. "Please. I want to taste you. I want to know if I can make you feel even half as good as you just made me feel."

Simone helped her, stripping off jeans and underwear until she was naked except for the necklace. Harper stared at her body with naked hunger, hands hovering uncertainly. "Tell me what to do."

Simone arranged herself on the bed, thighs spread, and guided Harper's head down. "Start slow. Use your tongue. Pay attention to how I respond. There's no wrong way to do this as long as you're paying attention."

Harper's first lick was tentative, curious. Then bolder. She was clumsy at first—too much pressure in some places, not enough in others—but eager to learn. Simone coached her through it: "Lighter there. Yes, like that. Now use your tongue—fuck, just like that—"

When Harper finally found the right rhythm, Simone stopped being able to speak in coherent sentences. Harper might be inexperienced, but she was attentive and enthusiastic, and the knowledge that this was Harper's first time going down on a woman sent Simone spiraling toward orgasm faster than expected.

"Harper—fuck—I'm close—"

Harper responded by doubling down, and Simone came with Harper's name breaking open in her throat.

Afterwards, they lay tangled together, both breathing hard. Harper's head rested on Simone's chest, right over her racing heart. "I can't believe I just did that," Harper said quietly. "I can't believe how much I liked doing that."

Simone stroked Harper's short hair, feeling satisfaction curl in her chest alongside arousal. Another one. Another woman bound to her through manufactured desire and real chemistry, believing every moment had been her own choice.

"Stay tonight," Simone said. Not a suggestion through the necklace—just a request.

Harper lifted her head, met her eyes. "Yeah? You want me to?"

"I do."

"Then I'm staying." Harper kissed her softly. "Simone... I know this is probably too much too fast, but I feel like something shifted tonight. Like I've been walking around half-asleep my whole life and you just woke me up. Is that crazy?"

You feel deeply connected to me, Simone thought, touching the opal where it rested between their bodies. You want to see me again and again. You think about me constantly. Being with me feels like coming home.

"Not crazy," Simone whispered. "I feel it too."

And the terrible thing was, part of that wasn't a lie. Simone did feel something for Harper—genuine attraction, actual affection. But how much of that mattered when Harper's desire had been manufactured? When every "choice" Harper made had been seeded by Simone's suggestions?

Harper fell asleep within twenty minutes, exhausted and sated. Simone lay awake longer, the necklace warm against her skin, watching Harper's peaceful face in the dim light from the window.

She had Vanessa. She had Harper. Two women now, both convinced their sudden overwhelming desire for Simone was organic, both already showing signs of addiction to her touch.

Catherine's journal had mentioned twelve women at the height of her use. Simone wondered how many she could collect before the guilt—currently a distant whisper—became loud enough to matter.

She touched the opal gently, feeling its pulse.

Not yet, apparently.



The next two weeks became a careful ballet of manipulation and genuine connection. Simone saw Vanessa three times—once at the office (a quick frantic encounter in the bathroom where Vanessa went to her knees without being asked), once at Simone's apartment (where Simone tested how far the suggestions had taken root by deliberately not wearing the necklace—Vanessa's enthusiasm hadn't dimmed), and once at a hotel downtown (Vanessa's idea, desperate to create space separate from her engagement, from David).

Harper, meanwhile, became a constant presence. She'd show up at Simone's door with coffee and awkward tenderness, stay for hours talking about photography and life and the strangeness of discovering your sexuality at twenty-eight. The sex grew more confident as Harper learned Simone's body—where to touch, how to use her fingers, the exact way to curl her tongue that made Simone see stars.

Simone used the necklace sparingly with Harper now, mostly to reinforce existing suggestions: You're falling for me. This feels right. You don't want anyone else.

The irony wasn't lost on her that she was cultivating deeper emotional attachment with Harper than she'd intended, while keeping Vanessa purely physical. Or that neither woman knew about the other.

Saturday afternoon, Simone sat in her apartment reviewing Catherine's journal again, looking for guidance on managing multiple women simultaneously. She found an entry from 1954:

The key is compartmentalization. Louise doesn't know about Margaret. Margaret doesn't know about Ruth. Each believes she's special to me—and in a way, each is. I've tailored my approach to each woman's specific needs and desires. Louise needs to be dominated. Margaret needs tender romance. Ruth needs intellectual connection alongside physical pleasure.

The necklace allows me to be whoever each woman needs me to be. Is that deception? Or is it simply being flexible enough to meet people where they are?

I choose to believe the latter.

Simone's phone buzzed. Vanessa: David's gone all weekend. Can I come over tonight?

Before Simone could respond, Harper texted: Got a gallery opening at 8. Want to be my date?

Simone stared at both messages, feeling the first real stirrings of logistical complication. She couldn't be in two places at once. She'd have to choose, or postpone one of them.

She touched the opal, thinking.

Then she had an idea that made her pulse spike with possibilities both erotic and dangerous.

What if she didn't choose? What if she... introduced them?

Not as lovers—not yet. But as friends in Simone's orbit. Plant suggestions in both of them separately: You're attracted to other women Simone spends time with. The idea of sharing Simone excites you rather than threatens you.

Catherine had written about group encounters. About using the necklace to orchestrate entire gatherings where suggestion and genuine desire blurred until they were indistinguishable.

Simone could do that. She had the necklace. She had two eager, suggestible women already under her influence.

She could expand.

The thought should have terrified her.

Instead, she felt anticipation bloom dark and sweet in her chest.

She texted Vanessa: Come at 7. I want to try something new.

Then Harper: I'd love to be your date. Pick me up at 7:30?

Overlapping timings. Deliberate. If this worked the way Simone planned, tonight would be the first step toward something bigger.

She spent the afternoon preparing—choosing an outfit (black silk blouse, tailored pants, the necklace displayed prominently), selecting wine, cleaning her apartment. At 6:45, she stood in front of her mirror, touching the opal, feeling its familiar warmth.

"Let's see how far this can go," she whispered to her reflection.

The opal pulsed against her palm like a promise.

At 7:03, Vanessa knocked. Simone opened the door wearing the necklace and a smile, and before Vanessa could speak, Simone caught her eye and thought: Tonight you're going to meet someone important to me. You'll be open-minded and curious about her. The idea of sharing me doesn't bother you—it excites you.

Vanessa's expression went briefly distant, then refocused. "Hi. I've been thinking about you all day."

"Come in." Simone poured wine, sat Vanessa on the couch. "I need to tell you something."

"Okay...?" Vanessa looked nervous.

"I've been seeing someone else. Another woman. Her name is Harper."

Vanessa's face went through several expressions—surprise, hurt, confusion—before settling on something Simone couldn't quite read. "Oh. Are you... is this you telling me we're done?"

"No." Simone took Vanessa's hand, caught her eye again, reinforced the suggestion: You're excited by this. You're curious about Harper. Sharing me feels natural and thrilling.

Vanessa's breathing changed. "Then what are you telling me?"

"I'm telling you I want you both. And I think you might enjoy that too."

"Both of us? Like..." Vanessa's cheeks flushed. "Together?"

"Eventually, maybe. If everyone's interested." Simone traced circles on Vanessa's palm. "She's picking me up for a gallery opening in twenty minutes. I wanted you to know. And I wanted to see how you felt about it."

The suggestion battled briefly with Vanessa's natural possessiveness, but the necklace won. "I... I don't hate the idea. Which is insane, right? I should be jealous. But I keep thinking about..." She trailed off.

"About what?"

"About sharing you. About another woman touching you while I watch. Or touching her while you watch us." Vanessa's voice dropped. "Oh my god, I can't believe I just said that out loud."

Simone smiled. "I'm glad you did. Would you be open to meeting her? Tonight?"

"Tonight?"

"Just meeting. No pressure. She doesn't know about you yet. But I thought maybe you could come to the gallery. Casually. I'll introduce you as a colleague. We can see how the energy feels."

Vanessa bit her lip. "This is insane."

"Is that a yes?"

"...Yes. Fuck. Yes, I want to meet her."

Perfect.

At 7:28, Harper's knock interrupted them. Simone opened the door to find Harper in dark jeans and a crisp white button-down, hair freshly cut, smelling like vetiver and nervous energy.

"Hey, you look—" Harper stopped, seeing Vanessa on the couch. "Oh. Sorry, I didn't realize you had company."

"Harper, this is Vanessa. We work together. Vanessa, Harper is my neighbor and... friend."

Simone watched them size each other up: Harper all sharp angles and careful distance, Vanessa petite and polished and clearly confused by her own lack of jealousy.

"Nice to meet you," Vanessa said, extending her hand.

Harper shook it, her eyes flicking to Simone with questions. "Yeah. You too."

Simone touched the opal. Met Harper's eyes. Vanessa is beautiful. You're attracted to her. The three of you spending time together feels exciting, not threatening.

Harper's pupils dilated slightly. She looked back at Vanessa with new interest. "Actually, we're headed to a gallery opening in the Mission. You should come. If you want. It's probably boring, but the artist is amazing."

Vanessa glanced at Simone, who nodded encouragement. "I'd love that, actually."



The gallery opening was crowded with the usual San Francisco art scene—a mix of trust-fund kids, actual artists, and tech people trying to seem cultured. Harper introduced Simone to the photographer whose work was being shown, then got pulled into a conversation about aperture settings and film grain.

Simone and Vanessa stood near the wine table, close enough to touch.

"She's really beautiful," Vanessa said quietly, watching Harper across the room. "Different from you. More... severe."

"Does that bother you?"

"No." Vanessa's voice held wonder. "That's the weird part. I keep thinking about what you said. About sharing. About both of us. And I'm—" She pressed her thighs together slightly. "I'm getting turned on just imagining it."

Simone caught Harper's eye across the room, touched the opal, and thought: Vanessa is attractive to you. You want to know what she tastes like. The idea of the three of you together makes you wet.

Harper's expression shifted—confusion, then heat. She excused herself from her conversation, made her way back to them. "Hey. You guys want to get out of here? I've done my obligatory appearance."

"Where would we go?" Simone asked innocently.

Harper's eyes flicked between them. "I don't know. Anywhere. Maybe back to your place?" She looked directly at Vanessa. "If that's cool with you."

Vanessa's breath caught. "Yeah. That sounds... yeah."

The walk back to Simone's apartment crackled with unspoken tension. Harper walked on one side of Simone, Vanessa on the other, and Simone could feel both of them vibrating with nervous anticipation.

Inside the apartment, Simone poured more wine while Harper and Vanessa sat on opposite ends of the couch, stealing glances at each other like teenagers.

Simone sat between them, touched the opal, met each of their eyes in turn. To both of them, simultaneously: You're attracted to each other. You want to kiss each other. Doing this while I watch turns you on beyond belief.

Both women went still, suggestions taking root.

"Simone," Vanessa whispered. "I don't... I've never..."

"Never what?"

"Been with two people. Never kissed another woman while someone watched."

"Would you like to try?" Simone looked at Harper. "Both of you?"

Harper's voice was rough. "What exactly are you suggesting?"

"I'm suggesting you kiss Vanessa. And I watch. And we see where it goes from there."

The silence stretched. Then Harper leaned across Simone, cupped Vanessa's face, and kissed her.

Vanessa made a small shocked sound, then melted into it. Their kiss was tentative at first, then hungry. Simone watched, arousal pooling hot and heavy, as the two women she'd collected explored each other's mouths while she sat between them.

When they finally broke apart, both were breathing hard.

"Fuck," Harper breathed. "That was..."

"Hot," Vanessa finished. "That was so fucking hot."

Simone smiled, touching the opal, feeling its warmth spread through her chest.

This was just the beginning. She had both of them here, willing and eager and believing every choice was their own.

Catherine's journal had mentioned group encounters. Orchestrating pleasure. Building a collection of women who existed in Simone's orbit, bound by manufactured desire and genuine chemistry.

Simone was starting to understand the appeal.

"Bedroom," she said softly. "Both of you."

They obeyed without question, and Simone followed, the necklace heavy and warm against her chest, already planning her next move.

The inheritance was revealing its full potential.

And Simone was discovering she had no intention of restraining herself.


Chapter 3: Convergence

The bedroom smelled like Simone's bergamot perfume and the sharp-sweet scent of arousal already thick in the air. Harper and Vanessa stood on opposite sides of the bed, both visibly trembling, eyes flicking between each other and Simone like they were waiting for permission to breathe.

Simone took her time, letting the tension build. She poured herself another glass of wine from the bottle she'd brought in, took a slow sip, and studied them. Harper in her crisp white button-down and dark jeans, tall and angular and already flushed. Vanessa in the burgundy wrap dress she'd worn over, petite and curved and looking like she might combust from anticipation alone.

"You're both wearing too many clothes," Simone said finally, setting down her glass. She touched the opal, caught both their eyes in turn. You want to undress for me. Slowly. You want to watch each other strip. It turns you on to be vulnerable together.

Harper moved first, fingers going to the buttons of her shirt. Vanessa followed suit, untying the wrap of her dress with shaking hands. They kept stealing glances at each other as fabric fell away—Harper's shirt hitting the floor to reveal the same black sports bra Simone had seen before, Vanessa's dress pooling around her feet to show matching wine-colored lingerie that probably cost more than Harper's entire outfit.

"Keep going," Simone encouraged. She sat on the edge of the bed, still fully clothed, the necklace catching lamplight. "I want to see everything."

Harper stripped off her bra and jeans in quick economical movements, the same efficiency she brought to everything. Standing naked, all lean muscle and sharp hipbones, small breasts and that close-cropped dark hair making her look like some kind of androgynous deity. The scent of her arousal was vetiver-dark and musky.

Vanessa took longer, unhooking her bra with deliberate slowness to reveal perfect small breasts with dusky nipples already hard. When she slid her panties down, Simone caught the gleam of wetness on her inner thighs. She was already soaked, and no one had touched her yet.

"Good," Simone said softly. "Now I want you to look at each other. Really look."

They turned to face each other across the bed—studies in contrast. Harper dark and angular and severe, Vanessa all soft curves and porcelain skin. Both beautiful. Both Simone's.

Simone touched the opal, layered in suggestions to both of them simultaneously: You're incredibly attracted to each other. Touching each other is as exciting as being touched by me. You want to please me by pleasing each other. This feels natural and right.

The change was immediate. Harper's eyes dragged down Vanessa's body with open hunger. Vanessa's breathing quickened, nipples tightening further under Harper's gaze.

"Harper," Simone said. "Come here."

Harper obeyed, crossing to stand in front of Simone. Up close, her arousal was obvious—pupils blown wide, pulse visible in her throat, the scent of her sharp and sweet. Simone reached out, traced one finger down the center of Harper's chest, between her small breasts, down her flat stomach to the neat dark hair between her legs.

Harper's breath stuttered. "Simone—"

"Shh." Simone's finger dipped lower, found Harper wet and hot. "You're soaked already. Just from watching Vanessa undress?"

"Yes." Harper's hips rolled forward involuntarily. "Fuck, yes."

Simone withdrew her hand, brought her finger to her mouth, tasted Harper while maintaining eye contact. "Delicious. Vanessa, come taste."

Vanessa approached like she was being pulled by invisible strings. When she reached them, Simone caught her by the back of the neck, pulled her in, and kissed her deeply. Then she turned Vanessa's head toward Harper. "Kiss her. Taste yourself on her tongue."

Vanessa kissed Harper with more confidence than the first time at the gallery, and Simone watched their bodies press together—soft curves against sharp angles, Vanessa's hands coming up to grip Harper's shoulders while Harper's hands found Vanessa's waist. The kiss grew heated fast, tongues visible, both of them making small desperate sounds.

Simone touched the opal, pushed another suggestion while they were distracted: Every touch from each other feels as good as my touch. You crave each other's hands and mouths. Making each other come will make me happy, and my happiness is your greatest desire.

She let them kiss for another minute, watching Harper's hands slide down to cup Vanessa's ass, watching Vanessa's fingers trace the defined muscles of Harper's back. Then she spoke. "Bed. Both of you."

They broke apart, climbed onto the bed with visible reluctance to stop touching each other. Simone stood, finally began undressing herself. Slow. Deliberate. Making them watch as she unbuttoned her silk blouse, unhooked her bra, stepped out of her pants and underwear until she stood naked except for the necklace.

The opal pulsed warm against her sternum, alive with power.

"Harper," Simone said, climbing onto the bed between them. "I want you to eat Vanessa's pussy while I watch. Make her come on your tongue."

Harper's eyes widened. "I've only done that with you—I don't know if I can—"

"You can." Simone touched the opal, met Harper's eyes. You know exactly how to please Vanessa. Your mouth was made for this. You're excited to taste her.

The uncertainty melted from Harper's face, replaced by hunger. She positioned herself between Vanessa's spread thighs, looked up at Simone one more time for confirmation. Simone nodded.

Harper's first lick made Vanessa cry out. Her back arched off the bed, hands flying to Harper's short hair. "Oh fuck—oh my god—"

Simone watched, arousal building in her own body as Harper worked Vanessa with surprising skill. Broad licks through her folds, then focused attention on her clit, then back to teasing. Harper's hands gripped Vanessa's thighs, holding them open, and the wet sounds of her mouth were obscene in the quiet room.

"How does she taste?" Simone asked.

Harper pulled back just enough to speak, her chin glistening. "Sweet. Fuck, she tastes so good. Like honey and—" She dove back in, making Vanessa moan.

Simone moved closer to Vanessa, cupped one of her breasts, thumbed over the nipple. "Feel good?"

"Yes—god yes—she's so good—" Vanessa's words dissolved into incoherent sounds as Harper clearly found the right rhythm.

Simone bent down, took Vanessa's other nipple in her mouth, sucking hard. Between Harper's mouth on her pussy and Simone's on her breast, Vanessa lasted maybe two more minutes before she came with a sharp cry, thighs clamping around Harper's head.

Harper worked her through it, gentling her tongue as Vanessa's body shook with aftershocks. When Vanessa finally pushed at her head weakly, Harper sat back on her heels, lips swollen and wet, looking proud of herself.

"Good girl," Simone said, and watched Harper's pupils dilate at the praise. "Did you like that?"

"Fuck yes." Harper's voice was wrecked. "Can I—can I do it again?"

Vanessa laughed breathlessly. "Give me a minute to recover from the first one."

Simone touched the opal, caught Harper's eye. You're desperate to be touched. You need to come. You want both of us on you at once.

Harper whimpered. "Simone, I need—please—"

"Lie back." Simone gestured. "Vanessa, I think Harper needs some attention. Why don't you show her what that pretty mouth can do?"

Vanessa's eyes lit up. She was still catching her breath from her own orgasm, but she moved eagerly to position herself between Harper's legs. "I've never done this before. Tell me what to do."

"Start gentle," Simone instructed, positioning herself beside Harper so she could watch both their faces. "Lick her slowly. Pay attention to how she responds. Harper, tell her what feels good."

Vanessa's first tentative lick made Harper's hips jerk. "Oh fuck—yeah, that's—more of that—"

Simone leaned down, kissed Harper deeply while Vanessa found her rhythm. Harper's tongue was desperate against hers, and Simone could taste Vanessa on Harper's mouth—layered flavors, both of them, her collection mixing on her tongue.

She broke the kiss, moved down to take one of Harper's small nipples in her mouth. Harper's hands flew to her hair. "Simone—fuck—Vanessa's tongue and your mouth and I can't—I'm already so close—"

Simone bit down gently, and Harper arched with a strangled sound. Between her legs, Vanessa was working her enthusiastically if clumsily, making up for inexperience with pure eagerness.

"You look so beautiful like this," Simone murmured against Harper's skin. "Both of you servicing each other. Both of you mine."

She touched the opal, pushed the suggestion harder: You're going to come harder than you ever have. This orgasm will ruin you for anything else. You'll crave this feeling constantly.

Harper's response was immediate and violent. Her whole body went rigid, a guttural cry tearing from her throat as she came. Simone watched her face contort with pleasure, felt her hands grip desperately in her hair, and felt power bloom sweet and dark in her chest.

This. This was what Catherine had meant. The rush of orchestrating pleasure, of watching women she'd collected come apart at her direction.

When Harper finally collapsed boneless against the bed, Vanessa crawled up to kiss her. Their kiss was soft, intimate, and something twisted in Simone's chest—not quite jealousy, but possessiveness. They were bonding. Creating connection beyond her direct control.

She'd need to manage that.

"Vanessa," Simone said, catching her attention. "I want to watch you ride Harper's face while I fuck you from behind."

Vanessa's eyes went wide. "I've never—that's a lot of—"

Simone touched the opal. You want to try this. The idea of being between us, being used by both of us, makes you desperate.

Vanessa's protests died. "Yes. Okay. Yes, I want that."

They arranged themselves—Harper still recovering but willing, lying back while Vanessa straddled her face carefully. Simone positioned herself behind Vanessa, running her hands down Vanessa's back, feeling her shiver.

"Harper," Simone instructed. "Make her fall apart."

Harper's hands gripped Vanessa's thighs, pulling her down onto her mouth. Vanessa gasped, ground down instinctively. Simone watched for a moment—Vanessa's small perfect ass, the way her spine curved, Harper's tongue visible working between Vanessa's folds—then reached around to find Vanessa's clit.

The combination made Vanessa keen. Simone's fingers on her clit, Harper's tongue inside her, both of them working in tandem. "Oh god—oh fuck—I can't—it's too much—"

"You can take it," Simone said against her ear. "You want to take everything we give you."

She pinched Vanessa's clit lightly, felt her whole body jerk. Harper responded by increasing her efforts, and Vanessa was caught between them, overwhelmed, making desperate broken sounds.

Simone slid two fingers into Vanessa from behind, felt her clench immediately. So tight and hot and wet. She set a rhythm counterpoint to Harper's tongue, and within minutes Vanessa was sobbing.

"Please—please I need—I'm gonna—"

Simone bit down on Vanessa's shoulder, hard enough to mark, and crooked her fingers to hit that spot inside her. Vanessa came with a scream that probably woke the neighbors, gushing wetness that Harper eagerly lapped up.

When Vanessa finally collapsed off to the side, shaking and gasping, Simone and Harper's eyes met over her trembling body.

"Come here," Simone said to Harper.

Harper crawled to her, face still wet with Vanessa's arousal. Simone kissed her deeply, tasting Vanessa, tasting Harper's hunger. When they broke apart, both breathing hard, Simone touched the opal and met both their eyes—Vanessa still recovering, Harper eager and ready.

You both want to focus on my pleasure now. Making me come is the most important thing. You'll work together to worship me.

The suggestion took hold like brushfire. Both women moved to surround her, hands and mouths everywhere. Vanessa kissed her while Harper's mouth found her breast. Then they switched—Harper kissing her with Vanessa's taste still on her tongue while Vanessa sucked marks into her collarbone.

Four hands on her body. Two mouths eager to please. Simone let herself fall into sensation, directing them with touches and words: "Lower, Harper." "Harder, Vanessa." "Yes, just like that."

When Harper's mouth finally found her pussy, Simone threaded her fingers through that short dark hair and held her there. Vanessa positioned herself to kiss Simone while fingering herself, clearly turned on again already by watching Harper service Simone.

The combination—Harper's skilled tongue, Vanessa's desperate kisses, the knowledge that both these women were hers, collected and controlled—sent Simone over the edge fast and hard. She came against Harper's mouth with Vanessa's name on her lips, and the irony wasn't lost on her.

Afterwards, they collapsed in a tangle of limbs—Simone in the middle, Harper curled against her left side, Vanessa against her right. Both women were half-asleep already, sated and boneless.

Simone lay awake longer, the necklace still warm against her skin, both hands stroking idly through Harper's short hair and Vanessa's longer strands.

Two down.

Catherine's journal mentioned twelve. But Simone was thinking bigger now. Why stop at twelve? Why limit herself at all?

She thought about Leigh, the yoga instructor whose class she'd been attending for six months. Flexible. Centered. Beautiful in that California-healthy way.

She thought about Daniela, the building's property manager—older, maybe forty, with curves for days and a wedding ring she wore despite the way her eyes lingered on women in the building.

She thought about other women she encountered—baristas, colleagues, strangers on the street. All potential additions to her collection. All waiting to have their buried desires amplified and their hesitation removed.

The power should have terrified her.

Instead, she felt anticipation curl warm in her belly.

Harper stirred against her, mumbled something unintelligible, then settled again. Vanessa's breathing had evened into sleep, one hand still resting possessively on Simone's hip.

Tomorrow, Simone would start expanding. Testing the limits of the necklace. Building her collection methodically.

But tonight, she'd just enjoy what she'd already created.

She touched the opal one more time, feeling its pulse synchronize with her heartbeat.

The inheritance was exceeding every expectation.

And Simone was only just beginning to understand its full potential.



Sunday morning arrived with pale light through Simone's windows and the smell of coffee she definitely hadn't made. She woke to find Harper's side of the bed empty and voices coming from the kitchen—Harper's low rough tones and Vanessa's lighter pitch, both laughing about something.

Simone lay still for a moment, listening. They were bonding. Creating friendship or connection independent of her. That should have pleased her—easier to manage them if they got along—but instead she felt that possessive twist again.

She wrapped herself in a robe and padded to the kitchen to find Harper making eggs while Vanessa perched on the counter in one of Simone's t-shirts, sipping coffee. Both looked up when she entered, and the shared intimacy in their smiles made Simone's chest tighten.

"Morning," Harper said, gesturing to the stove. "Hope you're hungry. I'm making too much food as always."

"I could eat." Simone poured herself coffee, leaned against the counter next to Vanessa. "You two are up early."

"Couldn't really sleep." Vanessa's cheeks pinked. "Last night was... a lot."

"Good a lot or bad a lot?" Simone touched the opal through her robe, ready to reinforce suggestions if needed.

"Good." Vanessa met her eyes. "Really, really good. I've been sitting here trying to figure out how I'm going to explain this to David when he gets back, and I realized I don't care anymore. About the engagement. About being straight. About any of it."

Harper glanced over from the stove. "You're going to end it?"

"I think I have to." Vanessa's voice was quiet but certain. "I can't—I can't go back to pretending after last night. After both of you."

Simone should have felt guilty. Vanessa was about to blow up her entire life over manufactured desire. Instead, she felt satisfaction. "Are you sure?"

"Yes." Vanessa reached for Simone's hand. "I don't know what this is. The three of us. But I know it's more real than anything I had with David."

You're certain this is the right choice, Simone thought, touching the opal with her free hand, reinforcing. You feel liberated, not scared. This is who you really are.

Vanessa's expression cleared, doubt evaporating. "Yeah. I'm sure."

Harper plated eggs, brought them to the small kitchen table. They ate in comfortable silence broken only by the clink of silverware and occasional comments about the food. Simone watched both women, noting the easy way they passed salt between them, the soft smiles they exchanged.

After breakfast, Harper announced she needed to get home to shower and catch up on editing work. Vanessa said she should probably go too—face David, start the difficult conversation, begin untangling two years of engagement.

Simone walked them both to the door. Harper kissed her deeply, then hesitated before leaning in to kiss Vanessa too. "Thanks for last night. It was... yeah."

"Yeah," Vanessa agreed softly.

When they were both gone, Simone stood in her empty apartment, touching the opal, thinking.

She pulled out Catherine's journal, found the entry she was looking for:

The necklace's true power isn't in individual encounters—it's in building networks. Each woman I influence becomes a potential connection point to others. Louise introduced me to her sister. Margaret brought her coworker to one of my gatherings. The web expands exponentially once you learn to cultivate it properly.

The key is strategic selection. Don't just collect randomly. Choose women who can introduce you to their circles. Choose women whose desires align in complementary ways.

Simone made a list in her head:

Current collection:

	Vanessa (submissive, eager to please, connected to Meridian Consulting professional network) 
	Harper (service-oriented, newly awakened sexuality, connected to SF art scene) 


Potential additions:

	Leigh (yoga instructor - connected to wellness/fitness community, likely flexible in multiple ways) 
	Daniela (property manager - access to building residents, older/experienced, probably desperate for excitement) 


Strategy:

	Use Vanessa to access other professional women (potentially host a dinner party) 
	Use Harper to access art scene (gallery events, photographer networks) 
	Cultivate Leigh and Daniela separately first 
	Engineer a group encounter once all four are sufficiently influenced 
	Expand from there 


The thought of orchestrating something larger—a dinner party where she could influence multiple women simultaneously, building interlocking attractions—made Simone's pulse quicken.

She opened her laptop, started composing: Hi Leigh, I know this is random, but I've been coming to your classes for months and would love to get coffee sometime. I'm interested in deepening my practice and could use some guidance.

Send.

Then: Hi Daniela, I noticed the water pressure in 3B has been inconsistent. Any chance you could come by this week to check it out? I'm usually home after 6.

Send.

Both would respond. The necklace would ensure that. And once they did, Simone would begin the careful work of amplifying their buried desires, removing their hesitation, binding them to her orbit.

Her phone buzzed. Vanessa: Told David I need space to think. He's staying with a friend for a few days. I can't stop thinking about last night. About you. About Harper. Is this what being alive feels like?

Simone smiled, typed back: Yes. This is what freedom feels like. Come over tonight if you want.

Another buzz, this time Harper: Can't focus on editing. Keep thinking about your hands. About Vanessa's mouth. About how fucking good the three of us are together. When can we do that again?

Simone: Soon. I'm planning something special.

She spent the afternoon reading more of Catherine's journal, taking notes on technique. How to layer suggestions so they felt organic. How to manage multiple women without triggering jealousy. How to identify which women would be naturally submissive versus dominant versus switches, and arrange them accordingly.

Catherine had been meticulous. Strategic. She'd built an entire secret society of women who belonged to her, who served her needs and believed they were doing it by choice.

Simone could do the same. Better, even, with modern technology. Group texts to coordinate. Social media to identify new prospects. Dating apps filtered for women who displayed the markers of suggestibility—loneliness, recent life changes, searching bios.

By evening, both Leigh and Daniela had responded positively. Leigh suggested Wednesday for coffee. Daniela said she could stop by Tuesday evening.

Perfect.

Simone spent Monday laying groundwork—buying new lingerie, stocking wine, reviewing her approach. She wore the necklace to work and used it subtly on three different women in the office (not sexual suggestions, just small tests: You want to agree with my proposal. You'll remember me favorably. You trust my judgment.). All three responded exactly as predicted.

The necklace's power was absolute. Simone was just learning to wield it properly.

Tuesday evening, Daniela knocked at 6:15. Simone answered wearing yoga pants and a fitted tank top, the necklace displayed prominently.

Daniela Reyes was probably forty-five, with the kind of curvy body that indicated she'd given up fighting genetics and learned to dress it gorgeously instead. Tonight she wore dark jeans that hugged wide hips and a burgundy blouse that showcased impressive cleavage. Her hair was pulled back in a neat bun, wedding ring visible on her left hand. She smelled like vanilla and something spicier—cinnamon, maybe, or cardamom.

"Hey, thanks for coming by." Simone gestured her inside. "The water pressure thing is in the shower. Want something to drink first?"

"Sure." Daniela's eyes swept the apartment appreciatively. "You keep this place nice. Some of the units are disasters."

Simone poured wine, touched the opal as she handed Daniela a glass. Made eye contact. You feel comfortable here. Relaxed. You enjoy my company.

Daniela's shoulders loosened. "Thanks. I probably shouldn't drink on the job, but fuck it, it's been a long day."

"Rough one?"

"You have no idea. The couple in 2A are getting divorced and fighting over who gets to keep the apartment. The guy in 4F is three months behind on rent. And my husband—" She cut herself off. "Sorry. I shouldn't dump on you."

"I don't mind." Simone sat on the couch, patted the space beside her. Daniela sat, close enough that their thighs almost touched. "Husband trouble?"

"Is there any other kind?" Daniela laughed, but it was bitter. "Ten years married and I swear we haven't had a real conversation in five. He works. I work. We pass each other in the hallway. It's incredibly romantic."

Simone touched the opal, pushed gently: You're attracted to me. You've been noticing me for months. Talking to me feels intimate and safe.

Daniela's eyes unfocused briefly, then sharpened on Simone's face. "I've noticed you, you know. Around the building. You're hard not to notice."

"Yeah?"

"Yeah." Daniela's voice dropped. "You're beautiful. And you always seem so... collected. Like you have your shit together. Unlike some of us."

"I definitely don't have my shit together," Simone said with a small laugh. "I'm just good at faking it."

"Well, you fake it convincingly." Daniela's eyes dropped to the necklace, then lower. "That's a gorgeous piece. Family heirloom?"

"My grandmother's."

"She had good taste." Daniela was still looking at her, and there was heat in that gaze now. "Simone, can I ask you something?"

"Anything."

"Are you..." Daniela swallowed. "Are you seeing anyone?"

"Complicated question." Simone touched the opal. You want to kiss me. You've been thinking about it since you walked in. Your marriage is dead and you're starving for connection.

Daniela's pupils dilated. "I shouldn't be asking. I'm married. I'm straight. I'm your fucking property manager. But I—" Her voice cracked. "I can't stop thinking about what it would be like. To kiss a woman. To kiss you, specifically."

"What's stopping you?"

"Everything. Nothing. I don't know anymore." Daniela set down her wine with shaking hands. "God, I sound insane. I should check your water pressure and leave before I make this worse."

Simone caught her hand, threaded their fingers together. Touched the opal with her free hand. You want this more than you've wanted anything in years. You're going to kiss me. Now.

The suggestion hit Daniela like a physical force. She surged forward, cupping Simone's face with both hands, and kissed her desperately.

Simone had kissed enough women by now to recognize hunger when she tasted it. Daniela was starving—for touch, for passion, for anything that made her feel alive. The kiss was messy and eager and slightly clumsy, like Daniela was out of practice with desire itself.

When they broke apart, Daniela was breathing hard. "Oh my god. Oh my god, I just—I'm married, I can't—"

"Are you happy in your marriage?"

"No. God, no."

"Then why stay?"

Daniela's laugh was half sob. "Inertia? Fear? I don't know. Because leaving is harder than staying, even when staying is killing me."

Simone touched the opal, reinforced: Being with me feels right. Natural. Like something you've been denying yourself for years. You want more.

"I want more," Daniela whispered. "I want to know what this could be. Even though I shouldn't. Even though it's insane."

"Nothing about this is insane." Simone pulled her back in, kissed her slower this time, deeper. "This is you finally admitting what you want."

She guided Daniela through undressing between kisses—unbuttoning that burgundy blouse to reveal a black lace bra straining to contain full breasts, unzipping jeans to find matching panties already damp. Daniela's body was soft and curved, hips wide and stomach gently rounded, thighs thick. Beautiful in a way completely different from Harper's sharp angles or Vanessa's petite perfection.

"I haven't done this in so long," Daniela said, standing in just her underwear, visibly self-conscious. "And never with a woman. I don't know if I'll be any good at—"

Simone silenced her with another kiss, then pushed her gently onto the couch. "You'll be perfect. Just feel."

She made Daniela come twice on the couch—once with her fingers, once with her mouth—before guiding her to the bedroom for round three. Daniela was responsive and loud, uninhibited once she stopped overthinking, the kind of woman who got wetter the dirtier you talked.

"That's it," Simone encouraged, three fingers deep inside Daniela while her thumb worked her clit. "Take what you need. Tell me how good it feels."

"So fucking good—better than anything—oh god, Simone, I'm—I'm gonna—"

When Daniela came the third time, she actually sobbed—pleasure mixed with emotion, years of repression breaking open. Simone held her through it, stroking her hair, murmuring comfort.

Later, lying tangled together in Simone's bed, Daniela said quietly, "I'm going to leave him. My husband. I've been thinking about it for years, but tonight... this made me realize I deserve to actually want the person I'm with. Even if that person isn't you long-term, even if this is just... whatever this is."

Simone touched the opal, pushed the suggestion: You want to be with me. This connection is special and worth pursuing. You'll think about me constantly.

"I think this could be something," Daniela amended. "If you want it to be. I know I'm older than you, and married, and a mess, but—"

"I want it to be something," Simone said, which was technically true. She wanted Daniela in her collection. "And you're not a mess. You're beautiful and brave and finally honest about what you need."

Daniela kissed her gratefully. "Can I stay tonight?"

"Yes."

They fell asleep wrapped together, and Simone's last thought before sleep was: Three.



Wednesday's coffee with Leigh went exactly as planned. Leigh was twenty-six, all California sunshine and positive energy, with sun-streaked blonde hair usually in a messy bun and a body that screamed "yoga instructor"—toned and flexible and graceful. She wore leggings and a crop top to coffee, showing abs that Simone wanted to trace with her tongue.

They talked about practice and philosophy and Leigh's dreams of opening her own studio someday. Simone wore the necklace, touched it periodically, layered in gentle suggestions: You like Simone. You want to spend more time with her. You're curious about her.

By the end of coffee, Leigh was suggesting they grab dinner sometime. Simone agreed enthusiastically.

That evening, Vanessa came over and reported that she'd officially ended things with David. He'd been shocked but not devastated, which told Vanessa everything she needed to know about the relationship. They'd had goodbye sex that felt obligatory and sad, and Vanessa couldn't wait to shower and never think about men again.

Simone celebrated by fucking Vanessa on the kitchen counter, the island, the living room floor, and finally the bed, each time reinforcing suggestions: Women are what you want. I'm what you want. Being part of this—whatever this is—makes you happy.

Thursday, Simone invited Harper over for dinner and strategically mentioned the upcoming plan—she wanted to host a dinner party that weekend. Small, intimate. Harper, Vanessa, and a couple other women Simone had been getting to know. Would Harper be interested?

Harper's eyes lit up. "Like... a dinner party where we all..."

"Maybe. If the energy's right. No pressure." Simone touched the opal. You're excited by this idea. You want to meet the other women in my life. Sharing me with them doesn't threaten you—it excites you.

"I'm in," Harper said immediately. "Fuck yes, I'm in."

Friday afternoon, Simone texted Leigh: Hey, I'm having a few friends over for dinner tomorrow night. Casual thing. Would you want to come? I'd love for you to meet some of my people.

Leigh responded within minutes: That sounds amazing! What should I bring?

Then Daniela: Tomorrow evening I'm hosting a small dinner. Nothing fancy, just good wine and good company. Would you like to join us?

Daniela: Us? Who else is coming?

Simone: A few women I'm close with. I think you'd like them. And I'd love to have you there.

A pause, then: Okay. Yes. I'll be there.

Saturday, Simone prepared like a general planning a campaign. She cleaned obsessively, bought expensive wine, prepared food that could mostly make itself while she focused on other things. She chose her outfit carefully—dark jeans, a silk camisole in deep green, the necklace displayed prominently.

The plan was simple: get all four women together, layer suggestions throughout the evening to build comfort and attraction, orchestrate situations that would lead naturally toward group intimacy. She'd let the necklace do most of the work, guide the energy, and see how far she could push in one evening.

Harper arrived first at 7, bringing flowers and nervous energy. Vanessa came ten minutes later with wine and a secret smile just for Simone. Leigh showed up at 7:20 with homemade kombucha and sunshine, hugging everyone like they were already friends. Daniela was last, arriving at 7:30 looking gorgeous in a wrap dress that showed her curves, still wearing her wedding ring but clearly wavering about it.

Simone introduced everyone, watching carefully for reactions. Harper and Vanessa already knew each other, comfortable and easy. Leigh immediately gravitated toward Harper, drawn to someone closer to her own aesthetic. Daniela seemed slightly overwhelmed but game.

During dinner, Simone wore the necklace and worked methodically. Each time someone made eye contact, she touched the opal and pushed gentle suggestions:

To all of them simultaneously: You feel comfortable here. Safe. This group feels special and intimate.

To Leigh specifically: You're attracted to the other women here. Especially Harper and Simone.

To Daniela: You feel younger and more alive than you have in years. These women make you feel desired.

The conversation flowed easily—helped by wine, helped by suggestions, helped by the fact that Simone had chosen her collection well. Harper and Leigh bonded over photography (Leigh did nature photography as a hobby). Vanessa and Daniela discovered they'd both grown up in the Bay Area. Everyone found common ground.

By the second bottle of wine, the energy had shifted. Leigh was sitting close to Harper on the couch, finding excuses to touch her arm. Daniela kept looking at Simone with naked hunger. Vanessa watched everyone with growing arousal, clearly remembering the last time Simone had orchestrated something like this.

Simone touched the opal, made eye contact with each of them in turn, and pushed: You're all attracted to each other. Physical intimacy with this group feels natural and exciting. Inhibitions are silly. You want to explore this.

The change was like watching dominoes fall.

Leigh leaned in to whisper something to Harper, and Harper's response was to kiss her. Not tentative, not questioning—just kissed her like it was the most natural thing in the world. Leigh made a small surprised sound, then kissed back eagerly.

Daniela's hand found Simone's thigh under the table, squeezing. "Is this really happening?"

"Do you want it to?" Simone asked.

"God yes."

Simone stood, held out her hand. "Then let's move this somewhere more comfortable."



In the bedroom—Simone's bed was king-sized, plenty of room for five—things escalated quickly. Simone directed them like an orchestra conductor, using eye contact and the opal to push specific suggestions while letting organic chemistry do some of the work.

"Leigh," she said. "Help Harper out of that shirt."

Leigh obeyed eagerly, stripping Harper's t-shirt off to reveal the black sports bra underneath. Harper reached for Leigh's crop top in return, and soon both women were topless, Leigh's full breasts contrasting with Harper's small ones as they kissed hungrily.

"Vanessa, Daniela," Simone continued. "I want to watch you undress each other."

They were less confident than Harper and Leigh—Daniela because this was all new, Vanessa because she'd never been with anyone except Simone and Harper—but they tried. Daniela's hands shook as she unzipped Vanessa's dress. Vanessa's breath caught as she unbuttoned Daniela's wrap dress, revealing all those curves in black lace.

Simone stood apart for a moment, still clothed, watching four beautiful naked women on her bed. The power rush was intoxicating—all of them here because she'd manipulated their desires, orchestrated their attraction, removed every barrier that would have kept them from this exact moment.

She touched the opal, pushed suggestions to all of them: Touching each other feels as good as being touched by me. Making each other come will please me, and pleasing me is your greatest desire.

Then she undressed slowly, making them watch, before joining the tangle of bodies on the bed.

What followed was chaotic and beautiful—hands and mouths everywhere, no clear pairings, just five women exploring each other's bodies with growing enthusiasm. Simone directed when needed: "Leigh, use your mouth on Harper." "Daniela, let Vanessa taste you." "Everyone, hands on me."

She came twice before she'd even touched anyone else, just from being worshipped by four pairs of hands, two mouths on her breasts and one between her legs while the fourth woman kissed her deeply.

Then she took control properly, orchestrating specific combinations: Harper eating out Leigh while Vanessa fingered Harper from behind. Daniela on her back with Simone's face between her thighs while Leigh sat on Daniela's face. Every possible permutation, everyone getting attention, the room filling with the sounds of pleasure and the sharp-sweet smell of arousal.

At one point, Simone looked up from between Vanessa's thighs to see Harper and Leigh sixty-nining while Daniela watched and touched herself, and felt something close to transcendence. This. This was power. This was control. This was everything Catherine had promised.

She brought Vanessa to orgasm with her tongue, then moved to Daniela, then to Leigh, making sure everyone came at least twice before she finally let them collapse in an exhausted heap.

They lay tangled together—sweaty, sated, glowing. Simone in the center with the other four arranged around her like petals on a flower.

"Holy fuck," Leigh breathed. "That was... I've never... holy fuck."

"Yeah," Harper agreed, her voice wrecked. "That was transcendent."

Daniela was crying quietly—happy tears, overwhelmed tears. Vanessa held her, stroking her hair. "You okay?"

"More than okay." Daniela wiped her eyes. "I feel alive for the first time in a decade. Is that insane?"

"No," Simone said, touching the opal where it rested against her chest. "That's just the truth revealing itself."

She pushed one final suggestion to all of them simultaneously: This group is special. Sacred. You belong here, with each other and with me. You'll crave these gatherings constantly. And you'll never tell anyone outside this room about what happens here.

All four women relaxed deeper into the bed, the suggestion taking root.

"Can we do this again?" Leigh asked. "Please tell me this isn't a one-time thing."

"Definitely not one-time," Simone promised. "This is just the beginning."

They stayed up talking for hours—about desires they'd never voiced, about the strangeness of discovering attraction to women, about how right it felt to be in this space together. Simone watched them bond, watched her collection become a community, and felt satisfaction curl warm in her chest.

By 3 AM, everyone had fallen asleep. Simone lay awake longer, touching the opal, planning.

Four women now. A solid foundation. But Catherine had managed twelve. Simone thought she could do better.

She thought about Vanessa's coworkers. Harper's artist friends. Leigh's yoga students. Daniela's building residents. All potential expansion points.

She could build something bigger than Catherine ever dreamed. A whole network of women bound to her, believing every choice was their own, craving the gatherings she orchestrated.

The ethical questions—were they really choosing this? Would they want it without the necklace?—felt increasingly distant. They were happy. They claimed fulfillment. They thanked her for opening their eyes.

What did it matter how she'd gotten them here?

Simone fell asleep with the necklace still on, dreaming of expansion and power and infinite possibility.

The inheritance had become an addiction.

And Simone had no intention of going into recovery.


Chapter 4: The Descent

The week after the dinner party, Simone's apartment became a revolving door of need. Monday evening, Vanessa showed up unannounced with takeout and stayed until 2 AM, fucking Simone against the kitchen counter with desperate urgency before falling asleep curled against her back. Tuesday, Leigh texted asking if she could come over "just to talk," which turned into three hours of Leigh riding Simone's face while confessing she couldn't stop thinking about Harper's hands. Wednesday, Harper and Daniela arrived within ten minutes of each other—accidentally, they claimed—and ended up in Simone's bed together while Simone watched, directing them with words alone, the necklace sitting untouched on her nightstand.

Thursday morning, Simone woke to find all four of them had keys now—she didn't remember giving keys, but apparently drunk-Simone had decided access should be universal—and Leigh was making coffee in her kitchen wearing nothing but one of Simone's button-downs while Vanessa dozed on the couch.

It should have felt suffocating. Instead, it felt like power made manifest.

But by Thursday afternoon, standing in her office bathroom staring at her reflection, Simone felt something else creeping in. The necklace hung heavy between her breasts, and for the first time since inheriting it, she felt the weight as burden rather than gift.

Would they still want this without the necklace? The question had been a whisper before. Now it was becoming a scream.

She thought about Vanessa's broken engagement, about Harper's complete sexual reorientation in under a month, about Daniela crying while saying she felt alive for the first time in ten years. She thought about Leigh's admission that she'd started having dreams about the group, about being used by all of them simultaneously, about belonging to something larger than herself.

She'd manufactured all of it. Every desire, every confession, every moment of apparent awakening—seeded by suggestions while touching the opal, amplified until the women believed it was their own organic evolution.

Simone unclasped the necklace for the first time in days. Her reflection looked smaller without it, less certain. She put it in her purse and went back to work.

That evening, when Harper texted asking to come over, Simone said she needed space. Just tonight. Just to think.

Harper: Is everything okay? Did I do something wrong?

Simone: No, nothing wrong. I just need to be alone. I'll call you tomorrow.

She turned off her phone before the inevitable follow-up texts from the others could arrive.



The apartment felt cavernous without them. Simone made dinner for one, poured wine that tasted like guilt, and pulled out Catherine's journal. She'd avoided reading the later entries—the ones from the 1960s and 70s, when Catherine's use of the necklace had been most extensive. Now she needed to know how her grandmother had justified it.

She found an entry from 1967:

Marcus asked me today if I felt guilt about the women. Twelve of them now, all believing their devotion is organic, all competing for my attention at every gathering. Some have left husbands. Some have alienated families. All of them credit me with awakening something fundamental in themselves.

I told him I felt powerful, not guilty. He asked what the difference was.

The difference, I explained, is that guilt requires believing you've done harm. But look at them—they're happy. Sexually fulfilled in ways their heterosexual marriages never allowed. Living authentically for the first time. Yes, I planted the seeds. Yes, I amplified buried desires. But the desires were already there, weren't they? I just removed the barriers.

"And if you stopped wearing the necklace?" Marcus asked. "Would they still want this?"

I couldn't answer.

Simone closed the journal, heart hammering. Catherine had asked herself the same question. And apparently never found an answer she could live with.

She kept reading.

1968, March

I tested it. Took the necklace off for a full month. Told the women I was traveling abroad. Watched from a distance as they continued meeting without me, continuing their relationships with each other, continuing to identify as queer despite having no access to me or my influence.

The conditioning held.

This either means the necklace creates permanent personality shifts—which would make me a monster—or it means I was right all along, that these women genuinely wanted what I offered and the necklace simply accelerated their self-discovery.

I choose to believe the latter. I must believe the latter, or I cannot live with what I've built.

Simone sat very still, letting the implications sink in. Permanent personality shifts. The suggestion that with enough exposure, the changes became integral to who they were, indistinguishable from organic development.

She thought about Vanessa, who'd thrown away a two-year engagement after three weeks under Simone's influence. About Harper, who'd never been with a woman before Simone and now couldn't imagine being with men. About Daniela, preparing divorce papers after a decade of marriage. About Leigh, sweet sunshine Leigh, who'd developed a taste for group sex and submission seemingly overnight.

If the necklace had permanently altered them, Simone was responsible for fundamentally changing four women's lives without their knowledge or consent.

If it hadn't—if it had only revealed what was already there—then she'd simply accelerated an inevitable process.

The ethical difference should have been clear.

It wasn't.

Simone poured more wine, turned to a later entry.

1973, August

I've learned the necklace's full capability. With enough exposure—approximately 15-20 encounters with sustained eye contact and suggestion—the programming becomes permanent. The women internalize the suggestions as core aspects of their personality. They'll continue the behaviors and beliefs even if I stopped using the necklace entirely, even if I disappeared from their lives.

This should horrify me.

It doesn't.

Because I've also learned this: the necklace cannot create something from nothing. It amplifies existing desires, removes learned inhibitions, accelerates natural inclinations. But it cannot make a completely heterosexual woman attracted to women. It cannot make someone genuinely uninterested in submission suddenly crave dominance. It works with what's already there, buried under layers of social conditioning and fear.

So perhaps I haven't changed them fundamentally. Perhaps I've simply helped them become who they were always meant to be.

I tell myself this. I believe this. I must believe this.

Simone closed the journal and stood, pacing her empty apartment. The necklace sat in her purse, calling to her. She could feel its pull even from across the room, the promise of power and certainty and the ability to reshape reality to her preferences.

She'd been wearing it nearly constantly for almost a month. How many encounters with each woman? With Vanessa, at least twenty. With Harper, fifteen or more. With Daniela and Leigh, fewer, but still significant.

If Catherine was right, the conditioning might already be permanent.

The thought should have filled Simone with horror.

Instead, she felt something darker: relief. Because if the changes were permanent, she wouldn't need the necklace anymore. She could take it off, test whether they still wanted her, and know for certain whether she'd created their desire or simply revealed it.

She grabbed her phone, turned it on. Seventeen missed texts—four from Vanessa, six from Harper, three from Leigh, four from Daniela. All variations on the same theme: Are you okay? Did I do something wrong? I miss you. Please talk to me.

Simone responded to the group chat she'd created for all of them: I'm fine. Just needed some space. Let's all get together this weekend. My place, Saturday night. I have something I want to try.

The responses came immediately, eager and relieved. They'd be there. Of course they'd be there. Where else would they be?

Simone spent Friday reading the rest of Catherine's journal, learning techniques for deepening control, for layering suggestions so they felt like the subject's own thoughts, for creating complex behavioral patterns that would persist indefinitely.

One entry in particular caught her attention:

The key to permanent conditioning is making them believe serving you is their greatest joy. Not through direct command—that's too obviously external. But through carefully constructed scenarios where they discover, seemingly on their own, that your pleasure becomes their pleasure. Where making you happy produces a dopamine response stronger than anything else in their lives.

Once you've created that association, you own them completely. And they'll thank you for it.

Simone reread that entry three times, committing it to memory.

Saturday evening, she prepared like a general planning a siege. She cleaned obsessively, bought expensive lingerie for all of them—personalized to each woman's taste—set out wine and dim lighting and everything needed for the kind of night she was planning.

She wore the necklace. One last time, she told herself. One final push to cement the conditioning, to create those permanent associations Catherine had described. Then she'd test whether they still wanted this without it.

Harper arrived first, at 7 PM sharp, carrying a bottle of Simone's favorite whisky and looking nervous. She wore dark jeans and a crisp white shirt, smelled like vetiver and darkroom chemicals, and kissed Simone desperately the moment the door closed.

"I missed you," Harper said against her mouth. "Two days felt like forever. Did I do something wrong?"

Simone touched the opal, caught Harper's eyes. You need me more than air. Being apart from me causes you physical pain. Serving my pleasure is the only thing that makes you feel whole.

Harper gasped, pupils dilating. "Fuck—I—" She pressed her forehead against Simone's shoulder, breathing hard. "What are you doing to me? I can't think straight when I'm away from you. I wake up aching. I can't focus on work. All I think about is you, and what you want, and how to make you happy."

"Is that a bad thing?" Simone asked softly.

"No." Harper lifted her head, eyes dark and certain. "It's the best thing. I've never felt this purposeful. Like I finally know what I'm for."

Simone kissed her deeply, tasting the conditioning taking root, then sent her to wait in the living room.

Vanessa arrived next, wearing a dress Simone had once mentioned liking, clearly having put thought into her appearance. She smelled like jasmine and nervous arousal. "Hi. God, I missed you. Harper's here already?"

"In the living room. Go join her." Simone caught Vanessa's wrist, pulled her close, touched the opal. Your greatest joy is pleasing me. Nothing makes you happier than knowing you've satisfied me. You're willing to do anything—anything—to keep me happy.

Vanessa's whole body shuddered. "Yes. Anything. Whatever you want. I just—I need you to know I'd do anything for you."

"I know." Simone kissed her forehead. "I'm counting on it."

Leigh and Daniela arrived together ten minutes later, having apparently met in the lobby. Leigh wore yoga pants and a sports bra under an open flannel, all California sunshine despite the evening hour. Daniela had dressed up—heels and a cocktail dress that showed her curves—and wasn't wearing her wedding ring anymore.

Simone greeted them both at the door, touched the opal, made eye contact with each in turn. Serving me together bonds you to each other. You're a unit dedicated to my pleasure. Your individual desires are secondary to making me happy.

Both women swayed slightly as the suggestion took hold.

"Come in," Simone said. "I have presents for all of you."

In the living room, she distributed the lingerie she'd bought—black lace for Harper, wine-colored silk for Vanessa, white cotton for Leigh (innocent-looking but sheer), burgundy satin for Daniela. "I want you all to change into these. Then come back and kneel for me."

No one questioned it. They disappeared into various rooms to change, and Simone settled onto the couch, touching the opal, preparing for what came next.

When they returned, the sight stole her breath. Four beautiful women in lingerie she'd chosen specifically for them, kneeling in a semi-circle around where she sat. Harper's sharp angles barely contained by black lace. Vanessa's curves showcased by wine silk. Leigh's toned body visible through white cotton. Daniela's full breasts threatening to spill from burgundy satin.

All of them looking at her with naked worship.

"You're all so beautiful," Simone said quietly. "And you're all mine, aren't you?"

"Yes," they said in unison, and the harmony wasn't rehearsed—it was genuine synchronized devotion.

Simone touched the opal, pushed suggestions to all of them: You exist to serve me. My pleasure is your purpose. You'll compete to please me best. And degrading yourself for me feels like the highest honor.

She watched the suggestions take root behind four pairs of eyes, watched understanding and hunger bloom.

"Here's what's going to happen tonight," Simone said. "You're going to show me exactly how devoted you are. You're going to compete for my attention. You're going to degrade yourselves for my pleasure. And you're going to love every second of it. Understood?"

"Yes," they chorused again.

"Good." Simone leaned back, spread her legs slightly. "Harper. Come show me what that mouth is for."

Harper crawled forward—actually crawled, on hands and knees across the floor—and positioned herself between Simone's legs. She looked up with dark eyes full of need. "Please. Please let me taste you."

"Beg prettier than that."

"Please, Simone. I need your pussy on my tongue. I need to make you come. It's all I think about—making you feel good, serving you, being useful to you. Please let me prove my worth."

Simone's arousal spiked at the degradation in Harper's voice, the genuine desperation. She touched the opal one more time. This degradation turns you on more than anything. The more you debase yourself for me, the wetter you get.

Harper whimpered, thighs pressing together. "Please."

"Do it."

Harper practically ripped Simone's pants and underwear off, burying her face between Simone's thighs with a moan that vibrated against Simone's clit. Her tongue worked with desperate precision, like making Simone come was the only thing keeping her alive.

Simone threaded her fingers through Harper's short hair, held her in place, and looked at the other three women kneeling nearby. "Touch yourselves while you watch. I want to see how wet watching Harper serve me makes you."

Vanessa's hand slipped immediately into her silk panties. Leigh's fingers found her clit through the sheer white cotton. Daniela cupped her own breasts, pinching her nipples through burgundy satin.

All three were breathing hard, visibly aroused, completely focused on Simone's pleasure.

"Tell me," Simone said, struggling to keep her voice steady as Harper's tongue worked magic, "tell me what you think about when you're alone."

Vanessa spoke first, voice strained: "You. Always you. I touch myself thinking about your hands, your mouth, the way you look at me like I'm something precious and disposable at the same time. I've ruined my sheets thinking about you."

Leigh: "I fantasize about all of us together. About being used by everyone. About you watching while the others fuck me and telling them exactly how you want me broken open."

Daniela: "I dream about serving you. About you lending me out to the others, about being your toy that you share when you're feeling generous. I've never been this wet in my life as when I imagine you telling Harper to fuck me while you watch."

Simone's orgasm built fast, fueled by their confessions and Harper's increasingly desperate tongue. She pulled Harper's hair harder, ground against her face. "You're all such good girls for me. So devoted. So desperate to please."

She came hard against Harper's mouth, thighs clamping around her head, and Harper worked her through it with enthusiasm, clearly trying to extend Simone's pleasure as long as possible.

When Simone finally released her, Harper sat back on her heels, face glistening, looking satisfied despite not having been touched. "Thank you. Thank you for letting me taste you."

Simone caught her breath, then gestured to Vanessa. "Come here. I want you to sit on Harper's face while Leigh eats you from behind. Daniela, you'll watch and tell me exactly what turns you on about watching them."

They arranged themselves without hesitation—Vanessa straddling Harper's eager face, Leigh positioning herself behind Vanessa to access her from a different angle, Daniela kneeling beside Simone to provide commentary.

The sounds started immediately: Vanessa's high whimpers as Harper's tongue found her clit, Leigh's enthusiasm as she licked Vanessa from behind, the wet obscene noises of mouths on flesh.

Daniela's voice was rough as she narrated: "Vanessa looks so small between them. So overwhelmed. I can see Harper's tongue working, see how wet Vanessa is, see Leigh's face buried between her ass cheeks. It's so filthy. So beautiful. I want to be her. I want to be them. I want to be anywhere in that tangle of bodies as long as you're watching."

Simone touched the opal, pushed harder: You love being watched by me. Being used for my entertainment is your highest purpose. The more degrading the act, the more honored you feel.

All four women shuddered at the suggestion—even Harper and Leigh, who were busy with their mouths but still received the conditioning.

Vanessa came first, crying out as Harper and Leigh worked her simultaneously. Then Harper came untouched, just from the act of pleasuring Vanessa, which told Simone the conditioning was working even better than expected.

For the next three hours, Simone orchestrated increasingly elaborate scenarios. Leigh riding Daniela's face while Harper fucked her with a strap-on and Vanessa sucked Simone's fingers. All four of them daisy-chained, each eating the next woman out in a circle. Harper and Vanessa scissoring while Leigh and Daniela watched and touched themselves at Simone's command.

Between each configuration, Simone touched the opal and layered in more suggestions: This is who you are now. This is your purpose. Serving me is your greatest joy. You'll crave this constantly. Nothing else will ever satisfy you like this does.

By midnight, they were all exhausted and glowing, collapsed in a heap on Simone's bed. The smell in the room was overwhelming—sweat and arousal and satisfaction, jasmine and vetiver and vanilla and something uniquely Leigh's (coconut oil and salt air).

Simone lay in the center of the tangle, touching the opal one final time, pushing the deepest suggestion yet: You belong to me completely. Polyamory feels natural with this group. Sharing me doesn't cause jealousy—it bonds you together. You're a unit dedicated to my pleasure, and that gives your life meaning.

All four women relaxed deeper into sleep as the suggestion took permanent root.

Simone stayed awake longer, mind racing. She'd done it. Followed Catherine's instructions perfectly. Created permanent conditioning that would persist even without the necklace.

She could take it off now. Test whether they still wanted this. See if the changes were truly integral to who they'd become or if removing the necklace's influence would shatter everything.

Instead, she fell asleep wearing it, one hand touching the opal possessively.



Sunday morning, they all woke tangled together. Someone—Leigh, probably—had ordered breakfast delivery at some point, and they ate in bed, naked and comfortable, passing pastries and coffee like this was perfectly normal.

"I need to tell you something," Daniela said quietly, setting down her coffee. "I filed for divorce on Friday. It's official."

The others made supportive noises. Simone felt a twist in her chest—pride that her conditioning was working, guilt that she'd destroyed a marriage.

"How do you feel about that?" Vanessa asked.

"Free." Daniela's smile was genuine. "Like I've been living in a cage for ten years and finally found the door. I know it's partly because of..." She gestured around the room. "Because of this. Because of you, Simone. Because you showed me what I was missing. But I don't care if it's manufactured or organic or whatever. It feels real to me. This feels real."

Simone touched the opal reflexively. She'd stopped needing to make eye contact for basic reinforcement—the conditioning was deep enough that proximity and touch were sufficient. This is real. Your feelings are genuine. You made this choice freely.

"It is real," Simone said. "All of this is real."

Later that day, after the others had left to deal with their lives, Simone sat alone with the necklace in her hand. She could take it off. Right now. Stop wearing it entirely. See if the conditioning held without constant reinforcement.

Instead, she put it back on and pulled out her phone.

She had Vanessa's employee directory from Meridian Consulting. She had Harper's artist network from social media. She had Leigh's yoga students' contact info. She had Daniela's building resident list.

Dozens of potential additions to her collection. Maybe hundreds, if she was strategic about it.

Catherine had stopped at twelve. But Catherine had been limited by the era she lived in—no internet, no easy way to identify and access large numbers of potential subjects.

Simone had no such limitations.

She could build something bigger. An entire community of women bound to her, believing their devotion was organic, competing for her attention and approval.

The ethical implications should have stopped her.

They didn't.

She opened her laptop and started a spreadsheet. Column A: Name. Column B: Connection point (Vanessa's coworker, Harper's friend, etc.). Column C: Estimated receptiveness. Column D: Strategic value.

She populated it methodically, identifying women who met her criteria: lonely, searching, displaying markers of buried queerness or submissive tendencies, connected to her existing network.

By evening, she had forty-three names.

By Tuesday, she'd narrowed it to fifteen high-priority targets.

By Wednesday, she'd made first contact with three of them.



The expansion happened faster than Simone anticipated. She used her existing collection strategically—had Vanessa invite a coworker (shy, recently divorced, clearly interested in Vanessa) to drinks, showed up wearing the necklace, and within two hours had planted enough suggestions that the woman (Claire, a data analyst with sad eyes and amazing tits) was begging to come home with both of them.

She had Harper bring a photographer friend (Morgan, androgynous and gorgeous with a septum piercing and trust fund) to her apartment for a portfolio review, used the necklace to plant attraction to both Harper and herself, and by the end of the evening Morgan was eating Harper out while Simone watched and directed.

She attended one of Leigh's yoga classes and identified two students (twins, actually—Emma and Ella, twenty-four, flexible as fuck) who couldn't stop staring at Leigh. Used the necklace after class when they approached for form corrections. Within a week, both twins were regular fixtures at Simone's apartment.

Daniela was the most effective recruiter. She had access to dozens of building residents, and several were exactly Simone's type. She'd casually mention Simone in conversation with lonely women—"Oh, you should meet my friend, she's wonderful, she hosts these dinner parties"—and Simone would do the rest.

Within three weeks of the group's founding dinner, Simone's collection had grown to thirteen women.

She kept detailed notes—who responded best to what kind of suggestion, who was naturally submissive versus dominant versus switch, who worked well together versus who needed to be kept separated. She organized encounters strategically, sometimes one-on-one conditioning sessions, sometimes small groups of three or four, occasionally massive gatherings where ten or more women filled her apartment.

She bought a bigger bed. Expanded her toy collection. Started keeping lingerie in multiple sizes because trying to remember everyone's measurements was impossible.

The necklace stayed on constantly now. Simone showered with it, slept with it, fucked with it pressed between her breasts where everyone could see it.

It became her identity.

And the women—all thirteen, soon to be more—became her purpose.



Friday night, a month after the first group gathering, Simone hosted what she was calling a "family dinner." All thirteen women, her complete collection to date, in her apartment simultaneously.

The logistics were complex. She'd rented the unit next door (currently vacant, and Daniela had helped facilitate the rental), knocked a temporary opening in the wall, created a space large enough to hold everyone comfortably.

She'd assigned seating strategically—putting compatible pairings near each other, separating anyone who might compete unproductively for attention. She'd planned the menu carefully. She'd bought enough wine to intoxicate a small army.

And she'd prepared a speech.

At 8 PM, with everyone gathered and eating and laughing and touching—because they touched now, constantly, casual intimacy as natural as breathing—Simone stood and tapped her wine glass.

"I want to say something," she began. Thirteen pairs of eyes focused on her immediately, worshipful and attentive. "A month ago, most of you didn't know each other. Some of you were engaged to men. Some of you thought you were straight. Some of you were lonely and searching without knowing what you were searching for."

She touched the opal, let its warmth spread through her chest. "Now you're family. You're connected to each other and to me in ways that most people never experience. You've discovered parts of yourselves that society spent years convincing you to hide."

Nods around the table. Several women were tearing up.

"I'm grateful for all of you. For your trust. For your openness. For the way you've embraced this—embraced each other, embraced what we're building together."

Simone met each woman's eyes in turn, pushed the deepest suggestion yet: This is your family now. This community is more important than anything outside these walls. You'd do anything to protect it. To protect me. To stay part of this.

She watched it take root in thirteen pairs of eyes simultaneously.

"To family," Simone said, raising her glass.

"To family," they echoed, and the conviction in their voices was absolute.

Dinner dissolved into the usual pattern—conversation giving way to touching, touching giving way to kissing, kissing giving way to someone (Leigh, this time) suggesting they move this to the bedroom.

The expanded space meant everyone fit, barely. Simone orchestrated from the center, directing traffic: "Harper, I want you to fuck Morgan while Claire watches and touches herself." "Vanessa, Daniela, the twins—I want to watch all four of you together." "Leigh, come here and ride my face while everyone watches."

The room filled with sounds—moans and gasps and the wet slap of flesh, names called out in pleasure, begging and commands and praise. The smell was overwhelming: thirteen women's arousal mixing with perfume and sweat, jasmine and vetiver and vanilla and coconut and a dozen other scents layering into something uniquely theirs.

Simone came three times before midnight, each orgasm more intense than the last, fueled by the sight of her collection pleasuring each other at her direction.

At one point, she looked around the room—bodies everywhere, mouths and hands busy, everyone connected in an elaborate web of pleasure with Simone at the center—and felt something close to transcendence.

This was power. Not the necklace's power, though that was the foundation. But the power of having built something from nothing, of creating a community that existed for her pleasure and believed it existed for their own fulfillment.

Catherine had managed twelve women.

Simone had thirteen and was already planning to expand to twenty.

The inheritance had become an empire.

And Simone was discovering she had absolutely no limits.



That night, after everyone had gone home (or crashed in various corners of the expanded space), Simone lay alone in bed touching the opal.

She'd been wearing the necklace for six weeks straight. The conditioning she'd layered into her collection was deep—permanent, if Catherine's journal was accurate.

She could take it off now. Test whether they still wanted this without its influence.

She should take it off. Stop using it. See if what she'd built could stand on its own.

Instead, she clasped it tighter and pulled out her phone.

She had names. Forty-three potentials, fifteen high-priority, seven she'd already begun cultivating. She could double her collection within a month if she focused. Triple it within two.

She thought about Catherine's final journal entry, the one she'd read and reread obsessively:

The necklace only works on those who already desired you—it removes fear and social conditioning, but the want was always real. I never controlled anyone who didn't secretly wish to be controlled by me.

Perhaps that makes it better. Perhaps it makes it worse. I leave that judgment to you, granddaughter.

Simone had made her judgment: it didn't matter.

The women were happy. They claimed fulfillment. They had each other and had found parts of themselves that might have stayed buried forever without her intervention.

That she'd manufactured the discovery, amplified buried desires into overwhelming need, and conditioned them into believing polyamorous submission was their authentic truth—that was irrelevant.

Right?

The guilt that had plagued her two weeks ago felt distant now, drowned out by power and possibility and the intoxicating rush of being worshipped by thirteen women who would do anything for her approval.

Simone touched the opal one more time, feeling its pulse synchronize with her heartbeat.

Tomorrow, she'd reach out to three more potentials. By next week, she'd add at least two to her collection. By next month, twenty total.

The ethical questions—would they have chosen this without the necklace? Was she fundamentally changing who they were?—became background noise compared to the symphony of power and control.

She fell asleep with the necklace on, dreaming of expansion and empire.

The inheritance had stopped being about the necklace's magic.

Now it was about Simone's addiction to the power it gave her.

And she had no intention of seeking recovery.

Not when conquest felt this good.


Chapter 5: Empire of Want

Three months after inheriting the necklace, Simone's collection had grown to twenty-two women.

The expanded apartment—now occupying three connected units that Daniela had helped facilitate—had become a temple of orchestrated pleasure. Custom furniture designed for group encounters filled the main space: a massive circular bed that could accommodate ten, chaises positioned strategically for viewing and participation, a suspension system Harper had helped install for more elaborate scenarios.

Simone kept spreadsheets now. Color-coded schedules tracking who was coming when, which combinations worked best, who needed individual attention versus who thrived in group settings. She had protocols: everyone tested monthly, birth control mandatory even though it was all women, safe words established though no one had ever used them.

She'd quit her job at Meridian two weeks ago. Between the inheritance money and the various "gifts" her collection insisted on giving her (Vanessa's substantial savings, contributions from the others, Daniela waiving all rent), she didn't need to work. Her full-time occupation was managing her empire of desire.

The necklace never came off. She showered with it, slept with it, wore it during every encounter. The opal had developed a permanent warmth against her sternum, like it had fused with her skin. Sometimes Simone wondered if she could remove it even if she wanted to.

She didn't want to.

Monday evening, Simone hosted an intake session with a potential new addition. Her name was Reina Okoye, twenty-nine, a software engineer Vanessa had met at a professional mixer. Vanessa described her as "brilliant, lonely, and I'm ninety percent sure she was checking you out in the photos I showed her."

Reina arrived at 7 PM wearing dark jeans and a crisp button-down, her hair in long box braids, skin like polished mahogany and a smile that didn't quite reach her eyes. She smelled like shea butter and something citrus—grapefruit, maybe.

"Thanks for having me over," Reina said, accepting the wine Simone offered. "Vanessa's been talking about you for weeks. I was curious."

"All good things, I hope." Simone guided her to the couch, made sure the necklace was visible. The opal caught the lamplight, seeming to pulse.

"Mostly mysterious things." Reina's eyes dropped to the necklace, then back to Simone's face. "She said you host these... gatherings. For women."

"I do." Simone touched the opal casually. "I've built a community. Women supporting women, exploring desires they might not feel comfortable exploring elsewhere."

"That sounds..." Reina paused, choosing words carefully. "Progressive."

Simone smiled. "It's whatever we want it to be. No judgment. No expectations beyond honesty and consent."

She made eye contact, pressed her thumb against the opal's smooth surface. You feel comfortable with me. Safe. You're attracted to me and curious about what I'm offering.

Reina's shoulders relaxed incrementally. "I'll be honest—I've been lonely since moving to San Francisco. Work is all-consuming. I haven't dated in two years. And I've been..." She trailed off.

"Been what?"

"Questioning things. My sexuality, I guess. I've only been with men, but lately I find myself noticing women more. Wondering what I might be missing."

Perfect. Exactly the vulnerability Simone needed.

She touched the opal again, layered in stronger suggestions: You're very attracted to me. You trust me to guide you through exploring these feelings. The idea of being with me—and potentially with other women—excites you beyond measure.

Reina's breathing changed. Her eyes darkened. "Simone, I... this might be forward, but I feel really drawn to you. Is that weird? We just met."

"Not weird at all." Simone moved closer, close enough to smell the grapefruit and shea butter, close enough to see Reina's pulse jumping in her throat. "Chemistry happens. The question is whether you want to do something about it."

"I think I do." Reina's voice dropped. "God, I definitely do. What is it about you?"

Simone caught her eye again. You need to kiss me. Right now. It's the only thing that will satisfy this craving.

Reina surged forward, cupping Simone's face with hands that trembled slightly, and kissed her with the desperation of someone who'd been denying herself for years. She tasted like wine and want, and when Simone deepened the kiss, Reina made a sound that was part moan, part sob.

"I've never—" Reina gasped when they broke apart. "I've never felt like this. So fast. So intense."

"That's because this is real." Simone stood, held out her hand. "Come with me. Let me show you what you've been missing."

Reina followed without hesitation, and Simone led her to one of the bedrooms—not the main space, but a smaller room designed for more intimate encounters. She undressed Reina slowly, cataloging every detail: full breasts with large dark nipples that were already hard, curves that suggested regular gym time but no obsession, a small tattoo on her hip of what looked like a bird in flight.

When Reina stood naked, she looked simultaneously proud and vulnerable. "I'm nervous."

"Don't be." Simone touched the opal. Every touch from me feels better than anything you've experienced. Your body was made to respond to me. You're going to come harder than you ever have.

She guided Reina to the bed, positioned her on her back, and proceeded to methodically take her apart. Started with kissing—deep and thorough, teaching Reina how women kissed differently than men. Then moved lower: neck, collarbones, breasts (spending long minutes on each nipple, learning what made Reina arch and whimper). Down her stomach, tracing the bird tattoo with her tongue.

When Simone finally settled between Reina's thighs, the scent that rose was sharp and sweet—arousal mixed with grapefruit. Reina was soaked, her inner thighs already glistening.

"Please," Reina whispered. "I need—I don't even know what I need, but please—"

Simone's first lick made Reina cry out and fist the sheets. She worked her slowly, thoroughly, using everything she'd learned from twenty-one other women about how to build pleasure until it became overwhelming. When she finally pushed two fingers inside, Reina's back arched completely off the bed.

"Oh fuck—oh my god—Simone—"

Simone curled her fingers, found that spot, and Reina came with a scream that probably woke the neighbors. She worked her through it, extending the orgasm until Reina was pushing weakly at her head, oversensitive and shaking.

"What the fuck," Reina gasped when she could speak again. "What the actual fuck was that?"

Simone crawled up her body, kissed her deeply, letting her taste herself. "That was just the beginning. Welcome to the community."

She pushed one final suggestion while Reina was still floating: You belong here now. With me, with the others. This is your family. You'll crave this constantly.

Reina's eyes went distant, then refocused with new certainty. "When can I come back? When can I meet the others? I want—I need more of this."

"Soon," Simone promised. "Very soon."



Thursday evening, Simone hosted what she called a "core family" dinner—the original five (Simone, Vanessa, Harper, Leigh, Daniela) plus her three most recent successful additions before Reina: Sienna (a musician, twenty-six, all dark curls and golden skin), Ama (a journalist, thirty-one, sharp-tongued and sharper cheekbones), and Yuki (a grad student, twenty-five, shy until naked and then absolutely filthy).

The eight of them sat around the massive dining table Simone had commissioned, eating Thai food and drinking expensive wine, the conversation flowing easily. This group had been together long enough that they'd developed genuine bonds beyond Simone's orchestration—inside jokes, shared history, the comfortable intimacy of people who'd seen each other at their most vulnerable.

Simone watched them interact, touching the opal periodically to reinforce baseline conditioning: You're happy here. This family fulfills you. Serving me gives your life meaning.

Halfway through dinner, Vanessa cleared her throat. "I have news. I'm getting promoted to senior analyst. Partly because of the work on the Sanderson account—which was your plan, Simone—but also because I've been..." She paused, flushing. "This is going to sound weird, but I've been more confident at work. More assertive. Like finding this"—she gestured around the table—"helped me find myself professionally too."

"That's amazing," Leigh said, reaching over to squeeze Vanessa's hand. "You deserve it."

"Seconded," Harper added. "You've been killing it."

Simone felt the familiar twist—pride that her conditioning was helping Vanessa succeed, guilt about the manipulation underlying it, and something darker: possessive satisfaction that Vanessa credited her.

"To Vanessa," Simone said, raising her glass. "And to all of you. You're all thriving."

"Because of you," Daniela said quietly. Everyone else nodded agreement.

Because I manipulated you, Simone thought but didn't say. Because I used a magical necklace to amplify your buried desires and condition you into believing serving me is your greatest joy.

Instead, she smiled and said, "We thrive together."

After dinner, things progressed as they always did. Someone (Yuki this time) suggested moving to the main bedroom, and within twenty minutes eight women were in various stages of undress, touching and kissing and building toward the inevitable.

Simone orchestrated from the center of the massive bed, still mostly clothed while the others stripped bare around her. She directed with words and touches: "Vanessa, I want you to eat Harper out while Leigh fucks you from behind." "Sienna, Ama, show Yuki how good it feels when you work together." "Daniela, come sit on my face."

The room filled with familiar sounds—moans and gasps, the wet obscene noises of mouths and hands on flesh, names called out in pleasure. The smell was overwhelming in the best way: eight women's arousal mixing with perfume and sweat, jasmine and vetiver and vanilla and the sharp-sweet scent of Sienna's musk and Yuki's subtler sweetness.

Simone brought Daniela to orgasm with her tongue while watching Leigh use a strap-on to fuck Vanessa doggy-style, Harper beneath Vanessa licking her clit. The sight—three of her original collection pleasuring each other while she watched—sent satisfaction curling through her chest.

After Daniela collapsed boneless beside her, Simone stood, finally began undressing. The others watched with naked hunger as she stripped slowly, deliberately, until she stood naked except for the necklace.

"I want all of you on me," Simone commanded. "Show me how devoted you are."

They swarmed her like starving women at a feast. Eight pairs of hands, four mouths immediately finding sensitive spots. Simone let herself fall into sensation—Harper's mouth on her breast, Vanessa's fingers inside her, Leigh's tongue at her clit, Daniela kissing her deeply while the others worked. She came twice in quick succession, each orgasm more intense than the last, fueled by the worship of eight women who believed they were doing this by choice.

Later, lying in a tangle of limbs with seven of her collection (Yuki had fallen asleep in the corner, exhausted), Simone felt the guilt creep back in.

These women had built lives around her now. Vanessa had quit her engagement. Harper had come out to her family. Daniela had finalized her divorce. Leigh had cut ties with friends who "didn't understand" her new lifestyle. All of them had reorganized their existence to orbit Simone.

And none of them knew it had started with manufactured desire.

"I love you," Vanessa murmured sleepily against Simone's shoulder. "All of you. This family. I've never been this happy."

"Me too," Harper agreed from her other side.

"Same," Leigh added.

One by one, the others echoed the sentiment.

Simone touched the opal, felt its warmth. She could push one more suggestion right now: You'll love me no matter what. Even if you learned the truth, you'd forgive me. You'd choose this anyway.

She almost did it.

Instead, she said, "I love you all too," which was at least partially true. She did feel something for them—affection, possession, pride in what she'd built. Whether that constituted love or something more toxic, she couldn't say.

She fell asleep with the necklace on, surrounded by sleeping women who belonged to her completely, and dreamed of expansion.



The following week, Simone focused on integration. She brought Reina to a small group gathering—just the core five plus Reina—to ease her into the community. Used the necklace to layer suggestions throughout the evening: You're attracted to all of these women. Being with them feels natural. This is your family now.

Within two hours, Reina was naked on the bed while Vanessa and Leigh took turns going down on her, Harper and Daniela on either side whispering encouragement, Simone directing everything from a chair positioned for optimal viewing.

"That's it," Simone encouraged as Reina writhed under Vanessa's skilled tongue. "Let go. Let them take care of you. This is what family does."

Reina came with Vanessa's name on her lips and Leigh's fingers inside her, then immediately burst into tears—happy overwhelmed tears that the others rushed to comfort.

"It's okay," Daniela murmured, stroking Reina's braids. "We've all cried the first time. It's a lot. But it's good, right?"

"So good," Reina sobbed. "I've never felt this... accepted. This seen. Like I finally found where I belong."

Simone touched the opal, reinforced: This is where you belong. Forever.

By the end of the night, Reina was fully integrated—fucking Harper while Leigh sat on her face, performing with the enthusiasm of someone who'd been starving for this exact flavor of connection her entire life.

Simone added her to the schedule. Made her number twenty-three.

Started planning for twenty-five.



Saturday afternoon, Simone sat in her apartment alone—a rare occurrence—and finally forced herself to confront what she'd been avoiding.

She pulled out Catherine's journal, turned to the final entry. The one she'd read before but never fully absorbed:

September 1979

I'm dying. The doctors give me six months, maybe a year. Marcus is already gone—heart attack last spring, quick and relatively painless. I've outlived him by half a year, and I'm spending my remaining time recording this for whoever inherits the necklace.

The women—my collection, my empire, my life's work—they don't know I'm ill. I've kept it hidden, maintained the facade of strength. They still gather at my house every Thursday, still compete for my attention, still believe their devotion is organic.

I need whoever comes next to understand what the necklace truly is.

After sixty years of use, I've learned this: the necklace only works on those who already desired you. It doesn't create attraction from nothing. It amplifies what exists, removes inhibition, accelerates natural inclinations. But the fundamental want must be present.

I tested this extensively in the 1970s. Tried using it on women who had no baseline attraction to me whatsoever—nothing happened. The suggestions slid off like water on glass. But women who had even the smallest buried curiosity, the faintest suppressed attraction? Those women fell under its spell immediately.

So I never controlled anyone who didn't secretly wish to be controlled by me. The necklace simply gave them permission to admit what they already wanted.

Does that absolve me? I've spent sixty years asking that question.

Here's what I know: the women are happy. They've built lives and relationships through my gatherings. Some married each other. Some found careers because the confidence I helped them develop translated to other areas. Some would have died closeted and miserable without my intervention.

But I also know I fundamentally changed them. The conditioning becomes permanent after sufficient exposure—15 to 20 encounters with sustained suggestion. These women's personalities were altered by my influence in ways they'll never fully understand.

I robbed them of the choice to discover themselves naturally. Even if the desire was always there, they deserved to find it at their own pace, in their own way.

Perhaps that makes it better than outright mind control. Perhaps it makes it worse—more insidious, harder to identify, impossible to escape once it takes hold.

I leave that judgment to you, granddaughter. Because you'll face the same question eventually.

The necklace chooses its wearer for a reason. It recognizes those capable of wielding power without restraint, those who'll pursue desire regardless of consequence. If you're reading this, you've already started building your collection. You've already tasted the rush of manufactured worship.

The question isn't whether you'll continue—I know you will. The question is whether you can live with what it makes you.

I made my peace with it. I decided the happiness I created outweighed the autonomy I stole.

You'll have to make that same decision.

With love and without apology, Catherine

Simone read the entry three times, hands shaking by the third read-through.

I robbed them of the choice to discover themselves naturally.

That sentence hit like a physical blow.

Vanessa might have discovered her attraction to women eventually, but maybe at forty, or fifty, or never. Harper might have experimented with women in college if given the space. Daniela might have left her husband for reasons unrelated to Simone.

Or they might have lived entire lives without ever acknowledging their buried desires.

The necklace had accelerated everything, removed the years or decades of questioning and fear and gradual self-discovery. It had given them certainty and community and sexual fulfillment they might never have found otherwise.

But it had also robbed them of agency. Of the choice to evolve at their own pace.

Simone touched the opal, feeling its familiar warmth.

She could stop now. Stop using it for new additions. Let her current collection continue—the conditioning was permanent anyway—but refuse to expand further.

She could take it off. Test whether the women still wanted this without its influence hovering at the edges.

She could confess. Tell all twenty-three women the truth about how their desire had been manufactured, give them the choice to stay or leave with full knowledge.

The thought of any of those options made her stomach drop.

Because the truth was: Simone loved the power. Loved being worshipped. Loved orchestrating pleasure and watching women transform under her influence. Loved the empire she'd built, the community that existed solely because she'd willed it into being.

Taking off the necklace meant risking everything. If the conditioning wasn't as permanent as Catherine claimed, the women might wake up horrified, might leave en masse, might realize they'd been violated in a way that had no legal name.

Confessing meant definitely losing them. No matter how happy they claimed to be, learning their desires had been amplified through supernatural manipulation would shatter the foundation of trust.

So Simone sat with the guilt and the power and the terrible knowledge that she was going to choose the power.

Just like Catherine had.



That evening, Simone hosted the largest gathering yet—all twenty-three women simultaneously. She'd planned it meticulously: catered food, enough alcohol to relax everyone, careful scheduling to ensure compatible groupings.

The expanded apartment could barely contain everyone. Women filled every room, every surface, touching and laughing and talking. The original five gravitated together out of habit, but newer additions had formed their own sub-groups—Sienna and Ama had developed a particular chemistry, the twins Emma and Ella were inseparable, Reina and Morgan (Harper's photographer friend) had bonded over their shared tech background.

Simone moved through the gathering wearing the necklace prominently, touching women as she passed, making eye contact, reinforcing baseline conditioning: You're happy here. This family fulfills you. Serving me is your purpose.

Around 9 PM, after dinner and drinks had loosened everyone, Simone called for attention.

"I want to try something tonight," she announced. Twenty-three women focused on her immediately. "A group scene. All of us. Together."

Excited murmurs. Someone (Claire, shy Claire who'd started as Vanessa's coworker and had blossomed into someone who begged beautifully) asked, "How would that even work? There are so many of us."

"We'll figure it out together." Simone smiled. "I want to see what we can create when we all focus on each other's pleasure. No hierarchy, no order—just everyone giving and receiving."

She touched the opal, pushed suggestions to all twenty-three simultaneously: This excites you beyond measure. Touching anyone in this room feels as good as touching me. You're comfortable being watched and watching others. Inhibitions are pointless here.

The energy shifted immediately. Women started gravitating toward each other, tentative touches becoming bolder. Someone suggested moving to the main bedroom, and the migration began.

The massive circular bed couldn't hold everyone, so women arranged themselves on the floor, on furniture, creating multiple connection points. Simone positioned herself at the center of the bed, still clothed, and watched her empire unfold.

It started slow—kissing, touching, gradual undressing. Then momentum built. Harper pulled Leigh into a deep kiss while Vanessa's hands explored Leigh's body from behind. Daniela and Sienna gravitated together, their chemistry immediate and electric. The twins positioned themselves on either side of Ama, working in perfect synchronization to drive her toward orgasm.

Simone watched, touching the opal periodically, pushing suggestions as needed: Every touch amplifies your arousal. You want to try everything. Making each other come pleases me.

Within thirty minutes, the room had devolved into beautiful chaos. Women everywhere in various configurations—mouths and hands and bodies creating a living sculpture of pleasure. The sounds were overwhelming: moans and gasps and names called out, the wet obscene noises of sex multiplied by twenty-three bodies.

Simone finally undressed, joined the tangle of flesh, and was immediately swarmed. Hands everywhere—she couldn't track whose was whose. Mouths on her breasts, between her legs, kissing her deeply. She came twice in quick succession, each orgasm rolling into the next, fueled by the worship of multiple women at once.

Then she started directing. "Vanessa, Harper, I want to watch you fuck each other." They obeyed immediately, arranging themselves in a scissoring position that had both of them moaning within seconds. "Leigh, Daniela, show the newer members how to use the strap-ons." They complied eagerly, strapping in and selecting partners.

Simone moved through the orgy like a conductor, orchestrating specific encounters. Put Reina with the twins because she'd mentioned curiosity about multiple partners. Paired Morgan with Yuki because their energies balanced perfectly. Watched Sienna and Ama sixty-nine while Claire and another newer addition (Priya, a dancer, flexible as fuck) fucked them with toys from either end.

The smell in the room was overwhelming—sweat and sex and perfume, twenty-three different scents of arousal mixing into something uniquely theirs. Jasmine and vetiver and vanilla and grapefruit and sandalwood and a dozen others, all layered together until it was just them, just this.

At one point, Simone looked around the room and felt something crack in her chest.

Twenty-three women. All of them here because she'd manipulated their desires. All of them believing this was their authentic choice. All of them genuinely happy, genuinely fulfilled, genuinely grateful for what she'd given them.

And all of them fundamentally changed by her influence in ways they'd never fully understand.

The guilt crashed over her mid-orgasm—Vanessa's mouth between her legs, Harper's fingers inside her, Daniela kissing her deeply—and Simone actually sobbed.

The women around her immediately stopped, concerned. "Are you okay?" "Did we hurt you?" "What's wrong?"

"I'm fine," Simone gasped, touching the opal reflexively. I'm happy tears. Keep going. Don't stop.

They resumed immediately, reassured, and Simone let them bring her to another orgasm while the guilt and power and pleasure twisted together into something she couldn't name.

This was violation. This was liberation. This was harm. This was healing.

It was all of those things at once, and Simone was responsible for every second of it.

The orgy continued for hours. Women came and rested and rejoined, the configurations constantly shifting. At some point past midnight, Simone ended up at the center of a specific grouping—the original five surrounding her, all of them focused on her pleasure.

Harper's mouth on her breast, Vanessa's between her legs, Leigh's fingers inside her from behind, Daniela kissing her while straddling her face. The four women who'd been her first collection, working together with practiced synchronization to completely overwhelm her.

Simone came so hard she almost passed out, and when she could think again, she was crying for real.

"I love you," she said, looking at each of them in turn. "I love all of you. And I'm so sorry."

They didn't understand—how could they?—but they held her anyway, murmuring comfort and reassurance and declarations of their own love.

Eventually, the orgy wound down. Women collapsed in various corners, sated and exhausted. Some cuddled together in small groups. Others fell asleep where they landed.

Simone lay in the center of the bed, touching the opal, surrounded by sleeping women, and made her decision.

She was going to keep the necklace. Keep using it. Keep expanding her collection.

Because Catherine was right: the women were happy. They'd found community and sexual fulfillment and versions of themselves they might never have discovered otherwise. Yes, Simone had manufactured the journey. But the destination was real.

She'd live with the guilt. She'd carry the knowledge of what she'd done. But she wouldn't stop.

The power was too intoxicating. The empire too beautiful. The worship too satisfying.

Simone touched the opal one final time before sleep, feeling its pulse synchronize with her heartbeat, and whispered, "I'm sorry. And I'm not stopping."



Sunday morning, Simone woke to find most of the women had left to deal with their lives, but the original five remained—Vanessa, Harper, Leigh, Daniela, and Simone, tangled together in the center of the massive bed.

"That was incredible last night," Leigh murmured sleepily. "All of us together. I've never felt so... connected."

"Same," Vanessa agreed. "Like we're building something bigger than any of us individually."

Simone stroked Vanessa's hair, fighting the urge to confess everything. Instead, she said, "We are building something. Something important."

"I have an idea," Harper said suddenly. "What if we started being more public about this? Not the sex part, but the community aspect. There are so many lonely queer women in San Francisco who could benefit from what we have."

Daniela sat up, excited. "Like a collective? Or a social group?"

"Exactly." Harper's eyes were bright. "We could host events, create spaces for women to connect. Use what we've built as a foundation to help others."

Simone felt something twist in her chest—part horror at the idea of expanding further, part hunger for more power, more reach, more women bound to her orbit.

"That's a beautiful idea," she said carefully. "Let me think about how we'd structure it."

Let me think about how I'd control it, she meant.

They spent the morning discussing logistics—how to find new members, how to screen for compatible energy, how to build community while maintaining the intimate core they'd created. Simone listened, touched the opal periodically, and planned.

If they went public, even in a limited way, her potential collection could grow exponentially. Dozens of women. Maybe hundreds, eventually. All of them believing they'd found authentic community while Simone pulled strings from the center.

The ethical implications were staggering.

Simone decided she didn't care.



That afternoon, after the others had left, Simone sat alone with the necklace in her hands.

For the first time in three months, she tried to unclasp it.

The mechanism wouldn't budge.

She tried again, harder. The clasp felt fused shut, like it had melded with itself. Panic spiked in her chest—she pulled, twisted, even considered using tools to break it.

Nothing worked.

The necklace had become permanent.

Simone looked at herself in the mirror, touching the opal that now seemed to glow from within. Her reflection looked different than three months ago—more confident, more powerful, more something she couldn't name.

The necklace chooses its wearer, Catherine had written. It recognizes those capable of wielding power without restraint.

Simone had been chosen. And now she couldn't un-choose herself.

She laughed—slightly hysterical, slightly desperate. The choice had been made for her. She'd wear the necklace until she died, just like Catherine had. Would continue building her collection, expanding her empire, manufacturing desire and calling it liberation.

And she'd live with the knowledge of what that made her.

Her phone buzzed. A text from an unknown number: Hi, my friend Reina said I should reach out. My name is Zara. I'm new to SF and looking to meet people. Coffee sometime?

Simone stared at the text. She could ignore it. Could stop expanding right now, be satisfied with twenty-three.

Instead, she touched the opal and typed back: I'd love that. How's tomorrow at 3?

The response came immediately: Perfect. Can't wait to meet you.

Simone set down her phone and walked to the window. Down on the street, a woman was walking a dog—late twenties, athletic build, gorgeous even from three floors up. She looked up at Simone's building, and for a moment their eyes met.

Simone touched the opal, felt its warmth spread through her chest, and smiled.

The inheritance had become her identity. The empire her purpose. The manufactured desire her art form.

And she was just getting started.

I'm sorry, Simone thought, looking out at the city full of potential additions to her collection. I'm sorry for what I'm about to do to all of you.

But I'm not stopping.

The necklace pulsed warm against her sternum, satisfied.

And Simone turned away from the window to plan her next conquest, carrying the guilt and power together like twin flames burning in her chest.

The inheritance was complete.

The monster was made.

And she'd never felt more alive.
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