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Chapter 1 – The Voice of Power

The air was thick with the sour stench of heroin smoke and sweat. Junaid lay sprawled on the Persian carpet, half-conscious, his mouth dry, his mind flickering in and out of dreamlike images. A buzzing sound cut through the haze—the shrill vibration of his phone sliding across the marble floor.

He groaned, dragging himself forward like an animal, fingertips brushing the phone. Before he could reach it, a hand appeared. Slim, elegant fingers, each tipped with scarlet polish, lifted the phone with calm certainty.

“Hello,” a woman’s voice answered, cool and smooth, curling smoke drifting from the cigarette at her lips.

The voice on the other end hesitated. “...Junaid? You sound—different.”

She exhaled slowly, as if savoring the confusion. “Junaid doesn’t answer calls anymore. He’s… occupied.”

“Who the hell is this? I need product tonight. One million, wired now. Junaid promised.”

Her smile was audible in her tone. “The product will be delivered. Transfer the funds to the same account. But understand me clearly—Junaid has left the business. The empire belongs to Fatima now. Fatima Ibrahim. Daughter of Imran.”

There was silence, then a low chuckle of disbelief from the caller. “You’re telling me some woman has taken over? This is a joke.”

A sharp tap of her stiletto heel against the floor echoed into the receiver. “Does it sound like I’m joking?”

Moments later, the phone buzzed. The SMS alert chimed—a confirmation of a million-dollar transfer. She ended the call without another word, her gold bangles chiming as she dropped the phone onto the table.



The room was dim, air heavy with smoke. Fatima adjusted the belt of her black leather pantsuit, the material creaking faintly as she moved. A thick chain necklace gleamed at her throat, gold bracelets stacking her wrists. She crossed to the air conditioner, pressed the button, and a rush of cool air sliced into the room. She took a sip of whiskey, then turned to where Junaid lay slumped, his head tilted back against the wall.

“Wake up.” Her voice wasn’t loud, but it cut sharper than any shout.

Junaid stirred, groaning. “What… who was that on my phone?”

She exhaled smoke into his face, watching his eyelids flutter. “Business.”

“That’s my business.” His tone was hoarse, irritated, but weak.

“No.” She crouched slowly, heels clicking, until she was at his level. Her cigarette glowed inches from his lips. “Not anymore.”

He blinked at her, dazed, the fog of heroin keeping him from piecing together reality. “Fatima… what are you doing?”

“Running what you can’t.” She tilted her head, regarding him like a specimen. “You’ve let everything fall apart. The routes. The shipments. The men are losing faith. And you? You’re lying on the floor, drooling.”

He coughed, trying to sit straighter. “You don’t understand this world—”

“I understand numbers. Deals. Pressure.” She tapped ash into an empty glass. “I understand leverage. More than you, Junaid. And I understand your weakness better than anyone.”

He frowned, shaking his head, trying to resist the meaning in her words. “Weakness? I’m not weak—”

She chuckled, low and warm. “A man with a laptop full of leather porn. A man who hides in drugs instead of facing his empire. A man who pretends to be a lion outside but begs in whispers inside.”

His face flushed, a mix of shame and anger. “You—went through my things?”

“I found the truth you try so hard to bury.” She leaned closer, her breath smoky and intimate. “And I’m going to use it. Because unlike you, I don’t waste power.”



He tried to push himself up, but his body betrayed him, slumping back against the wall. His voice dropped, uncertain. “What do you want from me?”

Her smile sharpened. “The right question, finally.” She placed the whiskey glass in his trembling hand, guiding it to his lips. “Drink. Wake up. Then listen carefully.”

He swallowed, coughing as the burn hit his throat. “If you want to run business, do it. But don’t think you can control me.”

“Oh, Junaid.” She stood, towering over him in her heels, looking down as though at a child. “Control isn’t something I ask for. It’s something I take.”

She crushed her cigarette in the ashtray and pulled another from the pack, lighting it slowly, the flame reflecting in her dark eyes. She inhaled, then leaned down, exhaling the smoke deliberately into his face. His eyes watered, but he didn’t look away.

“You need a fix, don’t you?” she asked softly.

His jaw tightened. “Give it to me.”

“Beg.”

His eyes widened, fury mixing with desperation. “Don’t play with me, Fatima.”

She tapped ash onto his bare chest, watching the small flinch. “I said beg.”

He swallowed hard, his pride strangling him. “Please.”

She crouched again, leather creaking. “Say it properly.”

His voice cracked. “Please… I need it.”

She let the silence stretch, savoring the moment. Then she whispered: “If you want the poison… you’ll give me pleasure first.”

He stared at her, disbelief and hunger warring on his face. “What?”

“You heard me.” Her smile was slow, dangerous. “Your empire, your veins, your very breath—they belong to me now. You want the drugs? You start by giving me what I want.”

His breath caught, the words twisting inside him, colliding with his secret cravings he thought no one would ever dare speak aloud. She stood, towering again, her heels clicking as she turned away, sipping her whiskey.

“Wake up, Junaid,” she said over her shoulder. “The old world is gone. The queen sits on the throne now.”

Fatima’s eyes glinted with cold fire as she stared down at Junaid, her cigarette glowing in the dim light. The room was a haze of smoke and power, the air conditioner humming faintly, barely cutting through the thick heat of their confrontation. Junaid’s dazed gaze flickered up to her, his mind still swimming in the heroin fog, but something in her presence—sharp, unyielding—pulled him toward clarity.

She stepped forward, the creak of her black leather pantsuit slicing through the silence. Without warning, her stiletto heel shot out, connecting with a brutal precision between Junaid’s legs. A guttural cry tore from his throat as he doubled over, clutching himself, tears springing to his eyes. The pain was electric, searing through the haze, and he gasped, blinking up at her. The leather clung to her like a second skin, every curve commanding the room, her chain necklace glinting like a crown.

“Mistress…” he whimpered, voice cracking, his hands trembling as he tried to steady himself on the Persian carpet.

Fatima’s lips curled into a smirk, her cigarette dangling as she exhaled a plume of smoke. “That’s right, bitch. Mistress. You’re waking up now, aren’t you?”

Junaid’s chest heaved, his eyes wide, fixed on her. The pain throbbed, but there was something else—a twisted heat curling in his gut, a sick thrill at her dominance. “Mistress… please…”

She didn’t respond immediately. Instead, she crossed the room, her heels clicking like gunshots on the marble floor. From a drawer, she pulled a coil of black rope, her movements deliberate, almost ceremonial. “Get up,” she snapped, her voice low but razor-sharp. “Crawl to the bed.”

He obeyed, dragging himself across the floor, his body sluggish but driven by her command. She didn’t wait for him to settle. With a swift motion, she looped the rope around his wrists, tying them tightly to the leg of the heavy oak bed. He was sprawled, vulnerable, his breath hitching as she stood over him, her heel hovering above his groin.

“You like this, don’t you, sweety?” she purred, her voice dripping with mockery as she pressed the pointed tip of her stiletto against him, just enough to make him flinch. “Look at you, squirming like a little bastard. This is what gets you hard, isn’t it?”

Junaid groaned, his body betraying him, arousal mixing with the pain as her heel dug in, slow and deliberate. “Yes, Mistress… fuck, yes…”

She laughed, a low, throaty sound, and delivered another sharp kick, the leather of her pants creaking as she moved. “Pathetic. You call yourself a man? You’re nothing. Just my little bitch, crying for Mommy’s heel.”

The room spun for Junaid, the pain and pleasure blurring into a haze of submission. Each strike of her heel sent a jolt through him, his cries mingling with gasps of twisted ecstasy. She was relentless, her movements precise, her eyes locked on his, feeding off his surrender. The cigarette burned between her fingers, forgotten for a moment as she reveled in her control.

Finally, she stepped back, her chest rising and falling, a faint sheen of sweat on her brow. “Enough,” she said, flicking ash onto the carpet. “You’ve had your fun, honey. Now Mommy needs to get some work done.”

She grabbed him by the collar of his stained shirt, dragging him across the room to her desk, a sleek mahogany monstrosity piled with papers and a laptop. Junaid stumbled, still bound, his wrists raw from the rope. She shoved him to his knees, her fingers tangling in his hair as she unzipped her leather pants with a slow, deliberate motion.

“Lick,” she commanded, pulling his face toward her. “Make Mommy happy, you useless bastard.”

Junaid obeyed instantly, his tongue eager, desperate to please. Fatima leaned back in her chair, one leg slung over the armrest, her free hand flipping through a stack of documents. She moaned softly, her voice a mix of pleasure and disdain. “That’s it, sweety. You’re so good at this, aren’t you? Better than running an empire, that’s for sure. Look at you, just a little bitch for Mommy’s pussy.”

Junaid’s muffled groans vibrated against her, his eyes half-closed in ecstasy as he worked. She continued, her voice a steady stream of dirty talk, each word laced with mockery. “You thought you were the man of this house? Please. I wear the pants, honey. I’m the real man here. You’re just my toy, my little bastard who can’t get enough.”

Her hips rocked slightly, her breath hitching as she neared the edge, but her focus remained sharp, her pen scratching across papers as she signed deals, checked figures. “Fuck, you’re so pathetic,” she murmured, her voice trembling with pleasure. “You love this, don’t you? Licking Mommy clean while she runs the show. You’re nothing without me.”

Junaid’s muffled whimpers were his only response, his body trembling with need. With a final, shuddering moan, Fatima came, her grip tightening in his hair as she held him in place. “Swallow it, bitch,” she hissed, her voice raw. “Every drop.”

She released him, letting his head fall back as she stood, zipping up her pantsuit with a practiced flick. Junaid slumped to the floor, panting, his eyes glazed with a mix of devotion and desperation. Fatima reached into a drawer, tossing a small baggie of white powder onto the carpet beside him. “Your prize, sweety,” she said, her tone dripping with contempt. “Don’t say Mommy doesn’t take care of you.”

She adjusted her chain necklace, the gold catching the light as she slipped back into her leather jacket, completing the pantsuit. “Stay there,” she ordered, not looking back as she strode toward the door. “I’ve got real work to do.”



The hallway was long, lined with dark wood and flickering sconces, the air cooler but still heavy with the weight of power. Fatima’s heels echoed as she approached the meeting room, her men already waiting. The door swung open, revealing a long table surrounded by a dozen hard-faced men, their eyes tracking her every move. At the head of the table sat a leather throne, its high back carved with intricate patterns, a seat that screamed authority. Fatima sank into it, crossing her legs with a deliberate creak of leather, and lit a fresh cigarette. The smoke curled upward, framing her like a halo of menace.

Her right-hand man, Tariq, stood at her side, his shaved head gleaming under the chandelier. “The package was delivered, boss,” he said, his voice steady but deferential. “One million, clean. The client’s happy.”

Fatima exhaled, the smoke curling around her words. “Good. And the expansion? India, UAE, Pakistan—where are we?”

Tariq nodded, pulling a tablet from his jacket. “India’s moving fast. We’ve got Mumbai and Delhi locked down, distribution channels secured. UAE is fully ours—every port, every warehouse. Pakistan’s a done deal too. The Khalid gang tried to push back, but we burned their operation to the ground. They’re finished.”

A slow smile spread across Fatima’s face, her scarlet lips gleaming. “Perfect. No one crosses us and lives. You boys did good.”

She leaned forward, resting her cigarette on an ashtray, and fixed her gaze on Tariq. “Now, come here,” she said, her voice low, commanding. “Lick my heel clean.”

Tariq didn’t hesitate. He dropped to his knees, crawling to her side, his tongue darting out to polish the gleaming leather of her stiletto. The other men watched, their faces unreadable but tense, the room silent except for the soft sound of his obedience.

Fatima leaned back, exhaling smoke as she spoke. “This is loyalty, boys. This is what I expect. You do what I say, when I say it, and you don’t fucking question me. Understand?”

“Yes, boss,” came the chorus, low and unanimous.

She gestured to the others, her gold bangles clinking. “You, Hassan. You, Reza. Come here.” The two men rose, their movements cautious but obedient, and knelt beside her throne. “Clean my boots,” she said, her voice almost bored. “Show me you’re mine.”

They complied, their heads bowed, tongues working over the leather as Fatima watched, her expression a mix of amusement and disdain. “Look at you,” she said, her voice carrying over the room. “My loyal dogs, doing exactly what Mommy tells you. This is how we build an empire—on obedience, on power, on fear.”

She flicked ash onto the floor, her eyes narrowing as she addressed the room. “Now listen close. India’s our next big move. We’ve got the streets, but I want the government. Find me a relative of an Indian minister—someone close, someone they’ll bleed for. I don’t care who. A son, a daughter, a fucking cousin. Bring them to Dubai. We’ll show those bastards what happens when they try to regulate us.”

Tariq lifted his head, his lips still glistening from her heel. “You want us to move now?”

Fatima’s eyes flashed, her voice cutting like a blade. “Did I stutter, sweety? Move. Now. I want them here by next week. We’ll break them, and India will know who runs this game.”

The men nodded, rising to their feet, their faces set with purpose. Fatima leaned back in her throne, taking a long drag on her cigarette, the smoke curling around her like a crown. The empire was hers now, built on Junaid’s ashes, on the backs of men who bowed to her will. She exhaled, the room filling with her presence, her power.

“Let’s make them bleed,” she said, her voice a low, dangerous purr.


Chapter 2 – Before the Crown

The villa in Jumeirah shimmered under strings of golden fairy lights. Waiters moved briskly through the crowd balancing trays of biryani, mezze, and champagne flutes. A banner stretched across the patio:

“Happy 15th, Zayan.”

Fatima Ibrahim smoothed her son’s collar for what felt like the tenth time. “Stand straight, beta. You’re fifteen now, not a child.”

Zayan squirmed, pulling away. “Mama, please. People are watching.”

“They should see how handsome my boy is.” She kissed his forehead, ignoring his complaints.

Zayan rolled his eyes but grinned. He had his father’s height, her sharp cheekbones, and the restless energy of youth. Friends from his school clustered nearby, laughing over music pulsing from the rented speakers.

Fatima glanced across the party. Her banker colleagues, all in crisp suits, mingled with her Dubai social circle. There was talk of stock booms, real estate, the new towers climbing along Sheikh Zayed Road. This was her world: numbers, deals, order.

Then she heard it—engines, deep and purposeful.

Two black SUVs slid into the driveway, lights slicing through the party’s glow. Conversations faltered. From the cars emerged men in dark suits with Karachi swagger.

At their center strode her father, Imran Ibrahim—silver hair, sharp jaw, eyes as cold as stone. Her uncle Saleem followed, wiry and restless. And behind them, Junaid.

Fatima’s stomach tightened.

Twenty-seven, cigarette between his fingers, Junaid carried himself like he owned the ground he stepped on. His sleeves were rolled, revealing muscled forearms, and his eyes scanned her in a way that made her skin prickle.

“Abba.” Fatima pressed a polite smile, hugging her father.

“Still with your bank?” Imran asked. His tone suggested the answer was beneath him.

“Yes, Abba. Somebody has to keep this family’s money clean.”

Saleem chuckled. “Numbers don’t make empires, beti. Men do.”

Fatima bit back her retort.

Zayan came forward nervously. “Dada, Chachu. Welcome.”

Imran softened, placing a heavy hand on the boy’s shoulder. “Fifteen. Soon you’ll be a man.”

Junaid flicked ash onto the marble. “He’ll be taller than his mother soon. Handsome boy.” His gaze shifted to Fatima, lingering too long.

She stiffened. “Food is inside. Please.”

The party carried on, but the mood shifted. Fatima juggled conversations—her colleagues praising Dubai’s markets, her father dismissing banks as “toys for soft men.” Junaid hovered near her, leaning against walls, watching.

Near the kitchen, he finally cornered her. “You look good, Api,” he said, voice low.

“Don’t call me that,” she hissed.

“Why not? We’re family.” His eyes glinted. “You carry yourself like no banker. Leather skirt… pearls. You know exactly the effect.”

She stepped closer, voice sharp. “Stay in your place.”

Junaid smirked. “Just saying what your reflection already knows.”

Before she could answer, glass shattered.

Shouts erupted. Black-clad SWAT officers stormed the villa, rifles raised. “Police! Down, everyone on the ground!”

Screams tore through the crowd. Guests dove beneath tables. Waiters dropped trays, food scattering.

Fatima grabbed Zayan’s wrist. “Stay with me!”

“Down!” an officer roared, weapon pointed at them.

Imran and Saleem raised their hands calmly, as if they’d expected this. Their guards followed, kneeling, unflinching.

“Abba!” Fatima cried. “What is happening?”

Imran’s glance cut through her like a blade. He didn’t speak, but his eyes said everything: This is the world you’ve been kept from.

Zayan shoved himself in front of his mother, chest puffed. “Don’t touch her!”

The butt of a rifle swung out, striking him across the temple.

He collapsed instantly. Blood streamed down his face.

“Zayan!” Fatima screamed, dropping to her knees, cradling his head. “Ya Allah, help us!”

Officers dragged Imran and Saleem toward the SUVs. The party dissolved into chaos. Junaid was nowhere—he had slipped out moments earlier to smoke, vanishing into the dark.

Fatima’s pearl necklace snapped as she clutched her son. In the distance, sirens wailed.

At dawn, the villa was silent. Fatima sat in the hospital beside Zayan, machines beeping. His bandaged head rested on the pillow, his hand limp in hers.

Across from her, her mother and aunt sat grim, their faces heavy with the weight of secrets.

“They were never traders,” her mother whispered finally. “Your father, your uncle… they are Karachi. The ports. The heroin. The blood. Everything.”

Fatima stared at her boy, unconscious, his childhood stolen in a second. Her banker’s world felt like a fragile illusion shattered beyond repair.



Four years later, Dubai’s skyline had transformed into a forest of glass and steel. New towers clawed at the desert sky, hungry and gleaming.

Fatima leaned back in the leather seat of her black SUV, gold bangles chiming as she adjusted her sunglasses. The desert sun flared against mirrored skyscrapers as they sped down Sheikh Zayed Road.

Beside her, Zayan—nineteen now—rested his head against her shoulder. His once-sharp wit had dulled with the injury. But his sweetness remained, his innocence locked in boyhood.

“Mama,” he murmured, “are we going to school?”

Her chest tightened. “Not today, beta. We’re going to my new office. You’ll like it.” She stroked his hair. “Big windows, like the sky.”

He smiled faintly, tracing shapes with his finger against the fogged glass.

In the front seat, Tariq cleared his throat. “Boss, the contractors say the tower floors will be ready in two weeks. The men think it’s too flashy.”

Fatima smirked. “This city respects statements, Tariq.”

“They don’t understand these investments. Delivery startups? Juice factories? Fintech? They think it’s wasting cartel money.”

“They don’t see beyond gold and guns.” She shifted, her voice sharp with pride. “Delivery apps will carry our product inside groceries. Beverage plants are perfect for precursors. Fintech cleans money better than a thousand hawala couriers. That is empire.”

Tariq whistled softly. “You’re rewriting the rules.”

“I’m writing new ones.”

Zayan stirred, lifting his head. “Mama, can we see my friends today?”

She kissed his temple. “Soon, beta. Very soon.”

Her mind flashed back.



Two days earlier.

She had stood behind the glass at his special school, watching Zayan struggle with blocks. A teacher scolded him harshly, then slapped him across the back of the head.

Fatima’s jaw tightened.

Later, outside, she whispered to Tariq: “Bring him to me.”



Back in the SUV, she stroked her son’s hand gently. “No one will ever hurt you again, Zayan. No one.”

He smiled sleepily. “You promise?”

Her eyes glittered like steel. “On my life.”

The SUV curved into Downtown Dubai, where cranes jutted against the skyline like spears. A half-finished skyscraper loomed ahead, its mirrored panels already catching the setting sun.

“This is it,” Tariq said, pulling into the construction site. “Your floor is nearly ready.”

Fatima stepped out first, her heels striking the concrete with commanding rhythm. Men in helmets scrambled to clear a path, though no one had been told who she was.

Zayan clutched her hand, gazing up at the unfinished tower with awe. “Mama… it’s like a castle.”

She smiled faintly. “Yes, beta. And it will be ours.”

Inside the makeshift conference room on the 50th floor, the air hummed with unfinished wiring. A man rose nervously to greet her. He was mid-forties, bearded, wearing a kurta under an ill-fitting blazer. His accent was Lucknowi, his handshake hesitant.

“Assalamualaikum,” he said. “I am Rashid Ansari, representative of the Ittehad-e-Haqq.”

Fatima didn’t take his hand. She took the head chair instead, lit a cigarette, and let smoke curl toward the cracked ceiling. “You deal with me.”

Ansari shifted uncomfortably. “I was told Junaid Khan would be here.”

“Junaid assures nothing,” Fatima cut in. “He has no head for business. Whatever you wanted with him, you’ll tell me. And quickly.”

Ansari cleared his throat. “We… seek your support. Funds. Channels. Our brothers in India need backing to carry the flame of resistance.”

Fatima’s lips curved. “Resistance.” She laughed softly. “Darling, everyone who can’t handle their failures calls it resistance. What’s in it for me?”

Ansari stiffened. “You would be remembered. History honors those who stand for Islam. Support us, and we will honor your father’s name in our speeches, our sermons. You will be—”

“Spare me the poetry.” She leaned forward, eyes sharp. “I’m not a maulvi looking for heaven. I deal in profits. You want heroin for your boys in Kashmir, your mosques in Mumbai? Fine. What do I get?”

He hesitated. “We… will protect your supply lines inside India.”

Fatima smirked. “Not enough.” She tapped ash into the tray. “If you want my heroin, you will prove your worth. Kidnap a daughter. A politician. A tycoon. A bureaucrat. Deliver her to me. Then we’ll talk supply.”

Ansari blinked. “That… is dangerous.”

Her voice hardened. “So is wasting my time.”

Silence. Then, perhaps desperate to salvage dignity, he reached into his bag, placed a pistol on the table. The steel gleamed under the flickering bulb.

“You don’t dictate terms to Ittehad-e-Haqq, madam,” he said. “We are not petty gangsters. We have men willing to die.”

Tariq stiffened. Guards shifted.

Fatima didn’t flinch. She exhaled another plume of smoke, leaned back, and with a casual hand gesture, lifted the edge of her leather jacket.

She didn’t show her pistol this time. Instead, she slid a photo across the table—her phone screen glowing.

Ansari froze. His wife’s face smiled back at him—caught on camera that very afternoon, in Dubai Mall. She was wearing jeans, hair uncovered, hands full of Zara shopping bags. Behind her, their teenage daughter posed for a selfie in a Starbucks.

Fatima’s laughter was low, mocking. “You hypocrites. You send poor boys to die with rusty Kalashnikovs, screaming about Allah. But your own wife strolls Dubai Mall in western clothes, shopping for lingerie. Your daughter drinks frappuccino while you lecture me about jihad.”

Ansari’s lips trembled. “How… how did you—”

“You think Dubai doesn’t watch? Honey, I own half the cameras on this road.” She leaned forward, her voice sugar and poison. “Do you want me to send your wife to Allah tonight? Hmm? Or maybe your daughter? She’s pretty. A shame if the world saw what she wears in private.”

Sweat rolled down Ansari’s temple. His hand twitched near the pistol, then fell back.

Fatima laughed again, shaking her head. “Never pull stunts in my place. This is my city. You want heroin, you dance to my rhythm.”

Ansari’s voice cracked. “Fine. We… will do it. We’ll kidnap. Just… don’t touch them.”

“That’s better.” She slid the photo back, tucking the phone into her jacket. Then, mockingly, she offered him her cigarette case. “Smoke?”

He shook his head quickly, rising, his dignity shredded. “I… I will take your terms.”

“Good boy.”

At the doorway, he muttered bitterly, “Junaid was better.”

Fatima chuckled, blowing one last plume of smoke. “Honey… Junaid is gone.”

Night cloaked the mansion in Emirates Hills, its palm-lined driveway lit by soft gold lamps. Inside, the master bedroom glowed warmly. Fatima sat cross-legged on a Persian rug, a deck of cards in her hands.

“Pick one,” she teased, holding the fan out to Zayan.

Her son giggled, still a boy inside a young man’s body. He clutched a joker card and hid it behind his back. “You can’t see, Mama.”

She smiled, brushing his cheek. “Cheater.”

Across the room, Junaid slouched on a velvet sofa, eyes glassy, a tremor in his fingers. His skin carried the pallor of weeks of excess.

“Fatima…” His voice was cracked honey. “You look… you look beautiful tonight. I was just thinking, maybe… maybe we could…” His words trailed, searching. “You know… spend some time. Just you and me. For old times.”

Fatima didn’t glance at him. She dealt another card to Zayan. “It’s your turn, beta.”

Zayan giggled again, laying his card proudly.

Junaid shifted, desperation leaking through. “Come on, Fatima. I could use a little. Just a line, just something. Please. You know I work better when you… when you let me have it.”

Her eyes finally lifted, cold and unreadable. “Work?”

He flinched. “I mean… I could help. Sit with you. Handle men. But I can’t—without it.” He laughed weakly. “I’m not like you.”

She stared long enough that he turned away, ashamed. When he tried to reach for Zayan’s shoulder, Fatima’s gaze cut like a blade. Junaid’s hand froze mid-air. He lowered it slowly.

He slunk toward the guards by the door. “Give me something. Just a little. You know she won’t mind.”

The men didn’t move. One smirked faintly.

“Orders are orders,” one said. “Only from Madam.”

Junaid’s voice cracked. “I’m still head of this family!”

Fatima’s laugh was soft, mocking. “Head? Darling, you are barely neck.”

Her guards chuckled quietly. Junaid’s face burned. He cursed under his breath and stumbled toward the bathroom.

As the door slammed shut, Fatima gathered the cards. Her face sharpened. “Bring him in.”

The guards dragged a man into the room—hands tied, gagged, eyes wild. The schoolteacher. They dropped him at the center of the carpet, not far from where Zayan sat.

“Remove it,” Fatima said, voice like silk.

The gag was pulled free. The man gasped. “Please, madam, I didn’t—”

“Shh.” She put a finger to her lips. “We’re just talking.”

She gestured to the low sofa. “Sit.”

The teacher trembled as they forced him down. His knees knocked against the glass table.

Fatima stroked Zayan’s hair as if nothing were unusual. “Tell me, sir… how are his grades?”

The teacher’s throat bobbed. “Good, madam. Very good. He… he tries hard.”

“And playtime?”

“Excellent,” he croaked. “No… no problems at all.”

Her head tilted. “Strange. Because I saw your hand strike him.”

The teacher paled. “I—I lost patience. I’m sorry. It won’t happen again.”

“No,” she murmured, “it won’t.”

She snapped her fingers. The AC groaned, cold air flooding the room. Zayan shivered; she tucked her arm around him, protective.

Then, deliberately, she slid off her leather jacket and draped it over her boy.. Beneath, a black silk camisole clung to her curves, the holstered pistol shining against her skin.

The teacher’s eyes widened.

Fatima rose slowly, pacing around him. Her heels struck the floor like a metronome. “Tea,” she ordered.

A servant entered, silent, placed a steaming cup before the teacher.

“Drink,” Fatima said softly.

His hand shook so violently the saucer rattled. Hot tea spilled on his trousers. He flinched, but still sipped.

“Good boy.” Her smile was knife-sweet.

She leaned close, perfume thick, her lips almost brushing his ear. “I’ve bought your school. Every brick. It belongs to my son now. You will care for him as if he were your own blood. You will not leave Dubai without my blessing.”

“Yes, madam,” he whispered hoarsely. “Anything you say.”

She cupped his face, almost tender, and kissed his forehead. “Beta… if you need anything, you ask me. Hmm?”

The man shuddered. A wet stain spread across his trousers.

Fatima’s eyes glittered. “See, Tariq? I could have beaten him. But fear tastes richer when dressed as affection.”

She waved her hand. “Take him—with respect.”

The guards dragged him away.

Silence returned. Fatima kissed Zayan’s head gently. “No one will hurt you again, meri jaan.”

Later, she tucked Zayan into bed, smoothing the sheets. He smiled sleepily. “Mama… you win.”

“Always, beta.”

Her heels clicked softly as she crossed the hall into Junaid’s room. The stench of sweat and powder hung heavy. Junaid sprawled on the bed, half-conscious.

“Fatima…” he mumbled, eyes glassy. “You’re cruel to me.”

She smiled faintly. “Only what you deserve.”

His hand groped weakly for her wrist. “I loved you once.”

She pulled away. “You never loved anything but yourself—and the needle.”

His lips trembled. “Please… just a taste.”

She removed her silk blouse slowly, deliberately. His eyes flickered alive, hunger flashing. She leaned down, whispering against his cheek.

“You used to beat me. Remember?” Her voice was velvet steel. “You thought you were a man. Look at you now.”

He whimpered.

She changed into a soft cotton dress, folded neatly. Then she unbuckled her leather pants—the ones he adored—and laid them on his chest.

She dusted a little heroin on them. He starts sniffing them badly.

“You like these, don’t you?” she murmured. “Dream in them. That’s all you get.”

His trembling fingers clutched the leather like a relic.

Fatima turned away, her silhouette framed in the moonlight through the curtains. The pistol gleamed at her hip.

Junaid whispered, broken, “Fatima…”

And with that, she left him to his dreams, his cravings, and his ghosts.


Chapter 3 – The Awakening of Leather

The marble floor of Fatima’s mother’s villa in Jumeirah cooled her bare feet as she stood by the balcony, staring at the Arabian Gulf. The air smelled faintly of salt and oud incense. Behind her, voices rose like the tide.

Her mother, Naseem, was pacing the drawing room, gold bangles jangling on her wrists. Aunt Rubina sat with her dupatta pinned neatly, the way only Lahore women could, her eyes narrow with judgment.

“You don’t understand, Fatima,” her mother snapped. “Without Junaid, you and Zayan are exposed. Your father’s enemies will come. Karachi, Dubai, Mumbai—they all have ears. Do you want to see your son dragged from his bed again?”

Fatima’s hands clenched the railing. The memory flashed: masked men, Zayan’s scream, the crash of boots on marble. Her son, her only child, beaten into brain damage because of these men’s cursed business.

She turned, her voice steady but cold. “I will never forgive you for hiding the truth from me. For thirty-eight years, you let me live like I was an investment banker, like we were normal.”

Her mother’s eyes flashed. “Normal? Do you think any of us are normal? Your father, your uncle, your grandfather—they bled for this family. And now you stand here in trousers and heels, thinking the world is fair? It is not! It eats women like you alive!”

Fatima’s lips curved in a mocking smile. “And you want to feed me to Junaid instead? A half-literate fool who can’t even hold a pen straight?”

“Mind your tongue!” Aunt Rubina barked. Her voice was sharp, commanding, like a whip. “Junaid is a man. He knows this business. You don’t. He will protect you. He will protect Zayan. That is all that matters.”

At the mention of his name, Zayan shuffled into the room. He was fifteen now, but after the raid, he seemed trapped in the mind of a small boy. He wore a Superman T-shirt, hair uncombed, eyes wide with innocence. He clutched a toy car in his hands and pushed it across the floor with childlike delight.

“Mama,” he said softly, “are they fighting again?”

Fatima knelt down instantly, smoothing his hair. “No, jaan. Just talking. You play.”

Her heart cracked. She had worked her whole life to make him safe, to give him an education, to shield him from this poisonous empire. And now the boy who had once wanted to study finance at LSE couldn’t even count past twenty without pausing.

Her mother’s voice softened, but it carried steel. “You see? This is why. Your boy is weak now. Helpless. Who will protect him when you are gone? Junaid is family. Cousin marriage is respectable. It keeps the bloodline strong. And it keeps us safe.”

Fatima rose, squaring her shoulders. The leather strap of her handbag creaked as she tightened her grip. “Safe? Or silenced?”

Naseem stepped closer, lowering her voice. “Child, listen to me. You are beautiful, educated, independent. But that is your weakness here. Men will see you as prey. They will use you, discard you. Unless you have a man who belongs to us.”

Aunt Rubina nodded sagely. “Your father wanted this. Before he died, he said Junaid was to be your shield. Do not dishonor him.”

The words hit like a slap. Her father’s ghost, used like a weapon.

Fatima exhaled slowly, her eyes on Zayan, who now sat humming to himself, making airplane noises with the toy car. Her love for him was bottomless, dangerous. She would burn the world for him.

She turned back to her mother. “If I marry Junaid, it will not be for honor. It will not be for family. It will be because I will do anything to keep my son alive. Anything.”

Her mother’s shoulders relaxed with relief, though her eyes glittered with victory. “That is enough.”

After few Months

The wedding was small, quiet, done in a Karachi courtyard under strings of dim yellow bulbs. Fatima wore a red sari her mother had chosen, her lips painted crimson, her eyes lined with kohl. She felt like a prisoner being decorated for sacrifice.

Junaid grinned through the ceremony, his sharp cheekbones glistening with sweat. He was only twenty-seven, a decade younger than her, but he carried himself with the swagger of a man who thought the world belonged to him.

When the nikah was complete, he leaned close, his breath thick with clove cigarettes. “Finally,” he whispered, “the banker queen belongs to me.”

She said nothing, only clenched her jaw as his fingers lingered too long on her wrist.



Back in Dubai, the truth revealed itself quickly.

Junaid would lounge on the sofa, one leg over the armrest, scrolling on his phone, while Fatima returned late from her investment banking office. He would smirk at her tailored pantsuits, her stilettos clicking on the marble floor.

“You look like those English madams,” he’d say, eyes sliding over her body. “Trousers tighter than second skin. Who do you dress for, Fatima? For me?”

She would set her bag down, ignoring him, pouring herself a glass of water. “I dress for my work, Junaid. Something you wouldn’t understand.”

He would laugh, but it always carried something darker. “One day, I’ll make you wear proper clothes. A dupatta. A shalwar kameez. Not this Western nonsense.”

But his eyes betrayed him. They lingered on her heels, on the leather strap of her bag, on the cut of her jacket. His words scorned, but his gaze devoured.



One evening, he cornered her in the kitchen while she chopped onions. His voice was lower, conspiratorial.

“You know, Fatima… cousins are meant for each other. My mother always said it. You and me—fate.”

She didn’t look up. “Fate tastes like onions, then.”

He grabbed her wrist suddenly, making her knife clatter. His grip was strong, almost bruising. “Don’t mock me.”

Their eyes locked—hers defiant, his burning with something between desire and resentment. Finally, he released her, laughing too loudly. “You have fire. I like it.”



At first, Fatima thought his arrogance was harmless, the kind of bravado men like him wore like cheap cologne. But then came the bursts of rage.

When a deal in Karachi went sour, he stormed into their villa, smashing glasses, his face red. “Do you think you’re better than me because you read your fancy books? Because you worked in banks? You know nothing about this world!”

Zayan had peeked in from the hall, trembling.

Junaid had turned, his voice sharp. “And you—stop staring like an idiot!”

Fatima had stepped between them instantly, her voice low and lethal. “Touch my son, and you will regret it.”

For a moment, Junaid’s eyes flickered with something—fear, maybe. But then he sneered, storming out to smoke on the balcony.

Next day, the ember of Junaid’s cigarette glowed red against the night as he leaned over the balcony railing, muttering curses about Karachi dealers. The Dubai skyline shimmered around him, tall towers like watchful eyes.

Inside, Fatima set the table for Zayan, who was humming softly as he fiddled with his toy cars. Her son, broken but still hers. She stroked his hair as he chewed naan absentmindedly.

When Zayan was finally asleep, Fatima changed into a pair of fitted leather trousers with a white silk blouse, preparing for an important networking party. She slipped on her black stilettos, their click echoing in the marble hall.

As she adjusted her blazer in the mirror, Junaid appeared in the doorway. His eyes froze on her, widening almost involuntarily.

He whistled low. “Hai, Allah… look at you.”

Fatima’s lips thinned. “I have a business dinner.”

Junaid chuckled, stepping closer, his gaze glued to her trousers. “Business dinner, or runway show? You know what you look like, Fatima? Like those women in magazines… bossy, untouchable. I can see why men stare.”

She grabbed her clutch. “Spare me.”

But his hand shot out, catching her wrist. “No, wait.” His tone shifted, softer now, almost pleading. “Don’t go yet. Stay. With me.”

Fatima looked him over—the unshaven face, the bloodshot eyes. “You’ve been drinking.”

He laughed, but there was desperation in it. “Maybe. So what? A man drinks. But tonight… I want you. In those pants.”

She blinked, thrown off. “What?”

He grinned, embarrassed but unashamed. “Let me wear them. Just once. The leather. And the heels too. They’ll look… good on me.”

Fatima’s stomach knotted. The arrogance was gone, replaced by something raw, fetishistic. She searched his eyes, but he wasn’t joking.

“You’re insane.” She pulled her hand back.

“Insane? Or honest?” He smirked, tapping his chest. “This is who I am. And you—you’re mine now. You’ll give me what I want.”

Her skin crawled. She stormed out, heels clattering against the marble, but his laughter followed her like a chain.

That night, at the dinner, she couldn’t shake the memory: Junaid’s eyes fixed on her trousers, his voice dripping hunger. The mask of macho dominance had cracked, and beneath it lay something twisted.

3 weeks later, Junaid went to Pakistan for a deal.

The glow of the laptop screen cut through the darkened study. Fatima had only meant to look up handbags—a diversion from the suffocating weight of her marriage. She typed leather bag Dubai outlet into the search bar.

But the autofill betrayed him.

Leather mistress.
Leather mommy.
Femdom domination.

Her pulse thudded in her throat. She froze, hand hovering over the trackpad.

What the hell is this?

She clicked back, but curiosity prickled like a flame. One wrong nudge, and the whole page unfurled—dozens of searches, a history that stretched back weeks.

Femdom Dungeon Punishment.
Leather Heels Domination.
Mistress in Black Pantsuit.

Her breath hitched. Suddenly, the fragmented memories stitched themselves together: Junaid staring at her trousers, lingering on her heels, mocking her power suits. His disgust whenever she tried tenderness. His sudden desire the night he asked to wear her pants.

Fatima leaned back, exhaling.

He doesn’t hate my power. He wants to kneel before it.

She opened tab after tab. Women in leather commanding men. Executives reduced to crawling. Captions filled with words like Mommy, Mistress, Obey.

For two hours, she read, scrolled, absorbed. Then she closed the laptop and pressed her fingers to her temples.

It wasn’t revulsion she felt. It was clarity.

When Junaid returned from Karachi, he swaggered into the villa reeking of whiskey and cheap cologne. He tossed his jacket aside, loosened his belt, already barking for food.

And then Fatima appeared at the top of the stairs.

Not in her usual trousers or silk. Tonight she wore a fitted leather jacket over matching pants, heels gleaming like polished daggers. Gold earrings glinted against her dark hair.

She descended slowly, her heels clacking.

Junaid’s breath caught. “What… what is this?”

“I’m going to a friend’s,” she said simply, brushing past him.

His hand shot out, catching her arm. “Not dressed like that you’re not. What will people say? My wife looking like—”

She turned her head sharply, her eyes cold. “Like what? Stronger than you? Cleaner? Sober?”

His grip faltered.

She stepped closer, her voice dropping to a whisper only he could hear. “You want to control me? You can’t even last ten minutes in bed. You can’t even fill your own shoes, Junaid. Let alone mine.”

Color drained from his face.

For a second, rage flickered in his eyes—but then it collapsed, his hand dropping away. He mumbled something, backing off, reaching for a cigarette instead.

Fatima smiled faintly, walking out the door. Her heels echoed through the hall like a victory drum.

Over the next month, Fatima tested her theory like a scientist dissecting a specimen.

One evening, she joined him at dinner in a crisp office pantsuit. She spoke little, but whenever she shifted, the men in the room noticed Junaid shrink. He snapped at them, overcompensating, but they had seen the subtle dynamic. The whispers started.

Another day, she intercepted him mid-rant in front of his lieutenants. “Stop barking like a dog, Junaid,” she said coolly, adjusting her cufflinks. “Real men make deals, not noise.”

The silence that followed was electric. Junaid’s jaw clenched, but he said nothing. His men exchanged glances.

Behind closed doors, he vented. “Why do you humiliate me like this? In front of them?”

Fatima leaned against the doorframe, crossing her arms. “Because you let me. Because deep down, you like it.”

His protest died on his lips.

And she saw it again—that flicker of arousal, shame mixed with craving.

Late one night, Junaid staggered into her room, half-drunk, eyes glassy. “Stop playing these games, Fatima. You’re my wife. You belong to me.”

She closed her book, setting it aside. “Do I?”

“Yes,” he snapped, but his voice wavered.

She rose, heels tapping against marble, and circled him slowly. “You shout, you hit, you drink. But when I put on leather, when I stand tall, you shrink.”

“That’s not true,” he growled.

She stopped behind him, leaning in close, her breath brushing his ear. “You begged to wear my pants. You search for mistresses online. You think I don’t know?”

His body went rigid.

“I saw it all, Junaid. Every filthy little tab. Leather mommy. Femdom. Mistress.” Her voice was honeyed poison. “You don’t want a wife. You want an owner.”

He spun, face pale, sweat breaking on his brow. “Stop… stop it.”

But his pupils dilated. His breath quickened.

Fatima smirked. Got you.

Weeks of experiments had brought her here. To this room, to this moment.

Fatima emerged from her dressing closet clad in black leather from collar to ankle. A corset that hugged her waist, trousers that gleamed like oil, and stilettos sharp enough to draw blood.

Junaid sat on the edge of the bed, drunk again, but when he saw her, he sobered in an instant.

His lips parted. “Allah… Fatima…”

She sauntered closer, every step deliberate. “You wanted this, didn’t you?”

He swallowed hard, nodding before he could stop himself.

“Say it.”

“I… I want this.”

Her laugh was soft, mocking. “You wanted a wife to slap around. Instead, you got a mistress to kneel for.”

He opened his mouth, but she pressed a gloved finger to his lips. “Shhh. No excuses. No lies. Tonight, you shut up and listen.”

He trembled, every ounce of his swagger burned away.

Fatima tilted her head, studying him like prey. Then she reached for his chin, forcing his gaze up to hers. “You’ll do as I say, Junaid. Or you’ll have nothing. No drugs. No business. Not even me.”

His breath hitched. “Yes… Mistress.”

The word hung between them, thick with humiliation and desire.

Fatima smiled. For the first time in years, she felt it—control.

She leaned in, whispering against his ear. “Good boy.”

And with that, the queenpin was born.


Chapter 4 – Leather and Leverage

The Emirates Hills villa stood silent under the Dubai moon, its marble halls echoing with the faint hum of the air conditioner. In the master bedroom, gold sconces cast a sultry glow over the four-poster bed, its black silk sheets rumpled like a lover's whisper. The air was thick with oud incense and the sharp bite of leather.

Fatima Ibrahim adjusted her black leather bra, the material hugging her full breasts like a second skin, gold accents gleaming under the light. Matching leather pants clung to her hips and thighs, creaking with every shift.

Her scarlet stilettos lay discarded by the bed; tonight, she wanted him to feel her weight, her control, without the distraction of heels piercing skin.

She'd lured Junaid here with a text: *Come to my room. Business.* But business was a lie. After exposing his fetishes last night, watching him crumble, Fatima craved to test her power. To deny him, tease him, break him on her terms.

The door creaked open. Junaid entered, eyes heavy with whiskey, shirt half-unbuttoned. His gaze locked on her—leather bra straining against her curves, pants sculpted to her ass. "Fatima... you said business?" His voice was rough, laced with hunger.

She turned slowly, leather creaking, her scarlet lips curling. "Business, sweety? We're way past that. Close the door."

He did, the lock clicking. "What is this? You look... fuck, that leather. It's killing me."

Fatima sauntered to the bed, picking up black leather straps. They dangled from her fingers like promises of pain. "Strip, Junaid. Lie down. Hands up."

His breath hitched, fingers fumbling at his shirt. "Mistress... you're serious? I thought—"

"Strip," she snapped, voice like velvet steel. "Or leave. But you won't, will you? You need this."

He shed his clothes, cock already hardening, and lay on the silk sheets, arms raised. Fatima straddled his chest, her leather pants brushing his skin. She tied his wrists to the posts, the straps biting tight. "Too tight, Mistress?" he gasped.

She leaned down, breasts heaving in the bra, her breath smoky against his ear. "Tight? Oh, sweety, you'll beg for tighter. Look at you—hard for Mommy's leather. Pathetic."

"Yes... fuck, yes, Mistress. Your bra, those pants... I want inside you. Please."

Fatima laughed, low and mocking. "Inside me? Honey, you don't deserve that. Tonight, you get what I give. Nothing more."

She shifted, grinding her leather-clad pussy against his chest, the material warm and slick. Junaid groaned, hips bucking. "Mistress, please... let me fuck you. I need your pussy."

"No," she purred, sliding higher, hovering over his face. "You'll worship me. Lick the leather first, bastard."

His tongue darted out, lapping at the seam of her pants, tasting the smooth hide. "It tastes like power, Mommy. So fucking good. Please, sit on me."

Fatima lowered herself, face-sitting him fully, her weight pressing his nose and mouth into the leather crotch. The pants creaked as she rocked, her arousal seeping through faintly. "Breathe me in, sweety. That's all you get—no penetration, no pussy. Just Mommy's leather smothering you."

Junaid's muffled moans vibrated against her. "Mommy... can't breathe... but I love it. Your ass on my face, leather everywhere. More, please!"

She ground harder, her leather bra straining as her nipples hardened. "You love being denied, don't you? My little denied bitch. Beg for air."

"Please, Mommy... air! But don't stop. Your pants are so tight, so wet. I want to cum for you."

Fatima lifted slightly, letting him gasp. "Cum? Not yet." She slid down, her gloved hand wrapping around his throbbing cock. The leather glove stroked slowly, teasing the head. "Hand job only, bastard. Feel Mommy's leather milking you."

He arched, wrists straining against the straps. "Fuck, Mistress! Your glove... it's rough, perfect. Stroke me harder. I need to be inside you!"

"Denial, sweety," she hissed, twisting her hand, precum slicking the leather. "You'll cum on my terms. Watch my bra—heave for you? That's all you see."

"Yes... your tits in that leather, bouncing. Please, faster! I'm your whore, Mommy."

She pumped rhythmically, her pants creaking as she shifted. "Whore? Yes, you are. Denied penetration forever if I say. Just my hand, my face on yours."

Fatima climbed back up, smothering him again, her hand never stopping the stroke. The bed creaked under her movements, silk tangling. "Lick harder through the leather. Taste what you can't have."

His tongue pressed desperately, body trembling. "Mommy... I'm close! Your denial... it's killing me. Cum on your leather?"

She laughed, stroking faster. "Cum, bastard. Spill for Mommy's denial."

Junaid exploded, hot ropes splattering her glove, his cries muffled under her. Fatima ground through her own peak, the friction of leather and his desperation sending her over. "Good boy... but remember, no pussy for you. Ever."

She untied him, tossing a towel. "Clean up. You're mine now."

As he panted, her phone buzzed. "Tariq. The deal?"

"Ready, boss."

She smiled. Empire awaited.

Six months blurred in a haze of smoke and shadows, turning the villa into Junaid's gilded prison and the bedroom into his confessional of craving. Fatima started small—a single line of cocaine dusted on her leather thigh after each session of denial, a reward for his broken pleas. "Just a taste, sweety," she'd purr, watching his eyes light up with desperate gratitude.

In the first week, he'd kneel naked at the foot of the bed, wrists still red from the straps. "Please, Mistress... after you deny me again?" His voice cracked as she straddled his face, leather pants creaking, smothering him in denial. "Lick it, bastard. Earn your high."

"Mommy, your leather... so tight against my tongue. Hand job me—deny penetration!"

She stroked slowly with her gloved hand. "Cum for Mommy, then one line."

He spilled, body shuddering, then snorted the powder off her thigh, eyes glazing. "Thank you... can we do double next time? I need more."

By month two, the doses doubled, the sessions intensifying in the dim glow of the sconces. Junaid's pleas grew frantic, his body trembling without the fix. "Beg louder," Fatima commanded, face-sitting him in her leather bra and pants, hand stroking him to the edge of release but never granting full satisfaction. "More cocaine? Prove you're useless without it."

"Mommy, I need it! Your leather on my face, denying me... I'll do anything. Increase it—make me high for you!"

She ground harder, her own arousal building from the power. "Cum, addict, then double lines."

His explosion was violent, cum coating her glove, followed by the greedy snort. "Fuck, that's better... triple next month? I'm starting to crave it all day."

She did, slowly escalating the poison that bound him. In month three, triple lines became the norm after sessions where he'd crawl naked to her throne-like chair by the window. "Sit on me, Mistress. Deny me everything. Then the coke—please!"

Fatima straddled his face, pants creaking as she rocked. "You're addicted, aren't you? To me, to this denial, to the high."

"Yes! Fuck, yes! Your bra heaving above me, your denial driving me mad... hand job me, Mommy, while you smother!"

She stroked with deliberate slowness, leather glove slick with his precum. "Cum for your addiction, sweety, then snort triple."

His body convulsed, dependency deepening as he inhaled the lines. "More... I feel useless without it now. Quadruple soon?"

By month four, he skipped business meetings, trembling in the villa's shadows like a ghost. "Mistress... I can't think straight. Give me more—quadruple?"

"Pathetic," she laughed, increasing the dose, face-sitting him until his breaths came in gasps. "Admit you're dependent on Mommy's high."

"I'm dependent, Mommy! Stroke me harder—deny me forever!"

"Cum, bastard, then quadruple."

Snort after snort, his eyes hollowing. "Five lines next? I can't function without you."

Month five brought quintupled doses, his begging a daily ritual. "Mommy, higher dose! I need it to even breathe—for you."

She obliged, lines laid out on her leather thigh after intense sessions of denial. "Look at you, shaking like an addicted slut. Face-sit time."

Smothering him, she whispered through her climax, "You're mine now, fully dependent."

"Six lines soon? Please, your leather... it's all I live for!"

By month six, Junaid was a shell—gaunt, eyes sunken, the empire's former king reduced to a useless husk, business forgotten in the haze of his cravings. "Please, Mistress... six lines? Sit on me forever—deny me!"

Fatima face-sat, stroking him to explosion. "Cum, useless wreck, then your fix."

He snorted, collapsing in blissed-out ruin. "Thank you, Mommy... I can't live without you or the coke. I'm nothing now."

Eighteen months unfolded like a spider's web in a high-stakes thriller, with Fatima at the center, spinning threads of loyalty while Junaid rotted in his addiction-fueled confinement. His dependency sealed his fate—useless, chained to the villa by powder and endless nights of denial.

Fatima turned her predatory gaze outward, her attire evolving into a public declaration of power: sleek leather pantsuits for meetings, bras peeking under open jackets, heels clicking like the hammer of a gun, each creak a reminder of her unyielding control.

In the first month, she summoned her men to the opulent boardroom, leather pantsuit hugging her curves as she paced with calculated grace. "Boys," she said, the material creaking with every step. "Junaid's... indisposed. Permanently. I run things now."

Tariq frowned, crossing his arms. "Boss? But he's the head— what happened to him?"

"Quiet, sweety," she snapped, her bra visible under the jacket's lapel, a deliberate tease of authority. "He's useless. Salaries up 20%. Families in Pakistan? I'll cover schools, hospitals—everything."

Murmurs rippled through the room like a wave. "For real, Madam?" Hassan asked, eyes wide.

"Yes," Fatima purred, leaning on the table, leather straining. "Loyalty earns rewards. Betray me, and you'll see what denial really means."

Tariq nodded slowly. "For my kids' education... yes, Madam. We're with you."

That night, back in the bedroom, Junaid begged from his knees. "More coke, Mommy? Deny me again?"

She face-sat him in her leather, hand stroking slowly. "Deny yourself penetration. Hand job only, bastard."

"Please, stroke faster! Eight lines after?"

She twisted her grip. "Cum, useless, then your fix."

He spilled, snorting eagerly. "Thank you... I'm so dependent now."

By month three, shipments had tripled under her iron rule. In the boardroom, her leather bra peeked boldly under the suit as she commanded. "Tariq, secure the UAE ports. No mistakes."

"Yes, boss," he replied, deference in his tone. "But the men... they talk. About Junaid's absence."

She leaned in, eyes sharp. "Talk? Pay them more—30% raise. Send money home for their families. Make them see I'm better."

Loyalty swelled like a tide. The men whispered in the halls, "She's better than Junaid—cares for our kin."

Publicly, her attire shifted bolder, leather a symbol of her rise. That night, Junaid trembled. "Mistress, I skipped another meeting. Increase to nine lines?"

"Pathetic," she hissed, face-sitting him, stroking to the brink. "Cum for your dependency, then nine."

Snort. "More tomorrow? I can't think without it."

Month six marked the public pivot. At a tense Karachi meeting, her leather pantsuit gleamed under the chandelier as she sank into her father's old throne—a carved leather seat that screamed legacy. "This is mine now," she declared, crossing her legs with a creak.

A rival sneered, leaning forward. "A woman on Imran's throne? This is a joke."

She laughed, low and dangerous. "Watch, sweety." Pulling out her phone, she wired instant bonuses. "40% more pay for all. Families' visas to Dubai—my treat. Your kids safe? Because of me."

The men knelt, voices rising in unison. "Madam, we're yours! Loyal forever!"

The rival paled. "You bought them with money?"

"No, bastard," Fatima shot back, her bra's gold accents catching the light. "I own them with power."

That night, Junaid crawled to her. "Deny me, Mommy? More coke—ten lines?"

She smothered him in leather, hand jobbing relentlessly. "Cum, addict, while I rule your world."

He exploded, snorting. "I'm useless... dependent on you."

Month nine saw the empire expand—India and UAE ports locked under her command. Her attire grew bolder: leather bras at private meets, a visual claim of dominance. "Tariq, lock Mumbai distribution," she ordered.

"Yes, boss. The raises... they're working. Men are loyal."

"50% more," she said. "Families' flights home—covered."

"Allah, Madam! We're devoted."

Intrigue simmered—a spy in the ranks. "Catch him, Tariq," she whispered, leather creaking.

"For my sister's hospital bills? Done. Tortured and gone."

Erotic fuel that night: Junaid begged, "Face-sit me eternal! Eleven lines?"

Stroke to climax. "Cum, dependent slut."

Month twelve crushed rivals. In the throne room, she hosted a lavish gathering, leather bra bold under her jacket. "Empire mine. Double salaries. Families relocate to Dubai—my dime."

"Allah bless you, boss!" they chorused, fists thumping tables.

A rival attack came swift—gunmen at the gates. "Protect her!" Tariq shouted.

The men shielded, bullets whizzing. "For our homes in Pakistan—for the queen!"

Saved, Fatima stood tall. "Powerful now, boys?"

"Yes, Madam! Unbreakable loyalty!"

Junaid, in his haze: "I'm a ghost, Mommy. Twelve lines?"

Denial session: "Cum for your irrelevance."

Month fifteen solidified full control. Junaid was a addicted wreck, a forgotten shadow. Fatima, in full leather regalia, sat on the throne. "The empire's mine. Triple pay. Families safe forever."

Cheers erupted. "Queen Fatima! We bleed for you!"

Thriller climax loomed—a final assassination plot. "Tariq, intercept it," she commanded.

"For everything you've given—plotter eliminated."

That night: "More denial, Mommy? Thirteen lines?"

Face-sit, hand job. "Cum, useless. You're nothing."

Month eighteen brought the crown. Rivals plotted in shadows, but her loyalty net held firm. One night, a spy infiltrated the villa. "Tariq," she whispered, leather pants creaking as she paced. "Handle him—quietly."

"Yes, boss. For the raises, the families—anything. He's gone."

He vanished the threat without a trace. Erotic nights with Junaid fueled her unyielding fire. "Deny me again, Mommy?" he'd beg, gaunt and shaking.

She face-sat, hand jobbing to the edge. "Always, sweety. More coke? Fourteen lines?"

"Yes! Increase it—make me nothing but your addict!"

She did, watching him snort, collapse. "Perfect, dependent wreck."

The climax came in the throne room on a sweltering evening. Fatima addressed her men, leather bra and pants gleaming like armor, gold accents a crown of menace. "We're untouchable now. Salaries tripled. Families here in Dubai, safe under my protection."

Cheers thundered. "Queen Fatima! Long live the queen!"

A final denial session sealed it: Junaid bound to the bed once more. "Mommy... penetrate me? Just once?"

"No," she purred, smothering him in leather, stroking viciously. "Cum for your queen, useless bastard."

He exploded, snorting octuple lines in a haze. "Thank you... I'm broken, dependent forever."

Fatima rose from the bed, powerful and unchallenged. The empire was hers, built on denial, addiction, and unbreakable loyalty—a matriarchal throne forged in leather and blood.

(Word count: 5023)


Chapter 5 – The New Boy

The midday sun beat down on the infinity pool of Fatima’s Emirates Hills villa, turning the water into a shimmering sheet of sapphire that seemed to merge with the Arabian Gulf beyond. Palm fronds rustled gently in the breeze, carrying the faint scent of jasmine from the manicured gardens.

Fatima reclined on a plush lounger, her body a study in controlled sensuality. She wore a black leather bra that hugged her full breasts, the material gleaming like polished obsidian under the sunlight, laced with subtle gold accents that caught the light with every breath.

Matching leather panties clung to her hips, high-cut and daring, accentuating the curve of her thighs and the taut lines of her abdomen—evidence of hours spent in private gyms, sculpting a form that commanded as much as it enticed.

Her skin, bronzed and flawless, glistened with a light sheen of oil, and her scarlet-painted toes flexed idly against the lounger’s edge. A gold chain necklace draped between her cleavage, matching the stacked bracelets on her wrists, which chimed softly as she adjusted her oversized sunglasses.

Beside her, a glass of chilled rosé sweated condensation, untouched. Her laptop balanced on her lap, screen angled away from the glare, as she connected to a secure video call.

The partner on the other end was Edward Harrington, a slick London banker with a Savile Row suit and a penchant for high-stakes games. His face filled the screen, his tie perfectly knotted, but his eyes betrayed a flicker of distraction as the camera captured Fatima’s form.

“Fatima, darling,” Edward purred, his British accent crisp and laced with admiration. “You look… radiant. Is that the Dubai sun, or are you just trying to distract me from the numbers?”

She smiled, slow and predatory, shifting slightly so the leather creaked audibly. “Distraction is a tool, Edward. Like everything else in our line of work. But let’s focus. You have the reports from the fintech arm?”

He cleared his throat, glancing at his own screen. “Yes, the Zayan Investments portfolio. We’ve funneled the latest tranche through the delivery app acquisitions.

Twenty million in ‘venture capital’ from anonymous offshore entities. But we need to layer it properly to avoid the FCA sniffing around.”

Fatima leaned forward, her bra straining against the movement, the leather whispering promises.

She traced a finger along the edge of her laptop, her voice dropping to a husky timbre. “Layering is my specialty. Start with the juice factories in the UAE—precursors hidden in shipments, but the legitimate exports generate clean revenue.

We invoice overpayments from shell companies in Panama, then cycle them back through the fintech apps as ‘user refunds’ or ‘loyalty bonuses.’ The apps process micro-transactions—thousands per day—blurring the lines. By the time it hits London, it’s pristine equity investments in property trusts.”

Edward’s eyes lingered on her cleavage, his Adam’s apple bobbing. “Bloody brilliant. But the regulators are tightening on crypto integrations. We’ve got that NFT marketplace you suggested—art sales laundering the mid-tier funds. High-value pieces ‘sold’ to anonymous buyers, then resold through galleries in Mayfair. Wash trades, essentially.”

“Exactly,” Fatima replied, her tone laced with erotic confidence, as if the mechanics of crime were foreplay. “But don’t forget the human element. Bribe the gallery owners with perks—private jets, escorts. Make them complicit.

For the bigger sums, use the Indian startup pipeline. We invest ‘seed funding’ in tech firms, inflate valuations through phantom users, then exit via IPOs on the NSE. The export-import connections grease the customs—duty-free shipments mask the heroin routes. It’s a symphony, Edward. Every note hides a blade.”

He chuckled, leaning closer to his camera. “You make it sound almost poetic. God, Fatima, if you were in London, I’d have you in my boardroom every day. Or… elsewhere.”

Her laugh was low, throaty, vibrating through the speakers. “Careful, Edward. Flattery gets you audited. But tell me—how’s the layering on the Pakistan front? The real estate flips in Lahore?”

“Solid,” he said, his voice thickening. “We buy distressed properties through proxies, renovate with cartel cash disguised as loans from Dubai banks.

Sell at inflated prices to our own holding companies. Capital gains taxed minimally, then funneled into UK gilts. But the risk is in the audit trails. One loose thread…”

Fatima adjusted her position, crossing her legs with a deliberate creak of leather, the panties riding up slightly.

“Threads are for pulling, darling. Use the blockchain obfuscation—tokenize the assets on Ethereum, mix them through Tornado Cash mixers. Anonymous wallets, layered swaps. By the time it emerges, it’s venture debt in clean tech startups. And if anyone asks? It’s all ESG-compliant—green energy fronts in Rajasthan, solar farms hiding processing labs.”

Edward’s breath hitched audibly. “You’re a genius. A dangerous, beautiful genius. How do you keep it all straight? The banking knowledge, the… allure.”

She tilted her head, letting a strand of dark hair fall across her shoulder. “Allure is leverage, Edward. Like money. It flows where I direct it. Now, confirm the next transfer—fifty million through the fintech veil. I’ll handle the Indian end.”

“Done,” he said, his eyes devouring her image. “But Fatima… one day, we should meet. Properly. No screens.”

Her smile sharpened. “Perhaps. If you play your cards right. Goodbye, Edward.”

She ended the call, setting the laptop aside with a satisfied sigh. The sun warmed her skin, the leather absorbing the heat, making her feel alive, powerful. This was her domain—blending the cerebral thrill of finance with the visceral rush of dominance.

From the shallow end of the pool, laughter echoed—innocent, childlike. Zayan splashed water, his nineteen-year-old frame moving with the uncoordinated joy of a much younger boy.

But it was the figure beside him that twisted the scene into something surreal, shocking. Junaid, once the swaggering kingpin, now knelt on all fours in the water, his body clad only in tattered shorts.

A grotesque leather mask covered his face—a full-head enclosure with a zipper mouth and blindfolded eyes, resembling a twisted gimp suit from the darkest corners of fetish wear. Chains dangled from a collar around his neck, clinking as he moved.

His skin was pale, marked with faint bruises and track marks, his once-muscular form now gaunt from endless highs and lows.

Zayan giggled, climbing onto Junaid’s back. “Horsey! Go, horsey!”

Junaid grunted, crawling forward through the water, his masked head dipping slightly. “Yes… yes, little master,” he mumbled through the zipper, his voice muffled and broken.

Fatima watched from her lounger, her expression a mix of maternal warmth and cold calculation. “Good boy, Junaid. Keep my son happy. He needs the playtime.”

Zayan bounced, splashing water. “Faster, Uncle Junaid! Mama, look—he’s my pony!”

She smiled faintly, rising from the lounger with a graceful stretch, the leather bra and panties accentuating every curve as she approached the pool’s edge. “You’re doing well, sweety. Zayan loves his rides. Don’t you, beta?”

Zayan nodded enthusiastically. “Yes, Mama! He’s the best horsey!”

Junaid paused, his body trembling slightly under the weight. “Mistress… please… a reward? Just a little…”

Fatima crouched at the edge, her heels—discarded nearby—leaving her barefoot, toes dipping into the water. She reached into a small pouch at her side, producing a tiny vial of white powder. “You’ve earned it, bastard. For keeping my boy entertained.”

She unzipped the mask’s mouth just enough, sprinkling a line onto her finger. Junaid’s tongue darted out desperately, licking it clean. His body shuddered as the cocaine hit, a moan escaping the mask. “Thank you… Mommy… oh, fuck, yes…”

Zayan, oblivious, tugged the chain. “Go again! Yee-haw!”

Junaid surged forward on all fours, high and euphoric, Zayan riding him like a triumphant cowboy. Water splashed, mixing with Junaid’s muffled laughs of delirious ecstasy. Fatima stood, watching with detached satisfaction, her leather-clad form a silhouette against the sun.

Her phone buzzed on the lounger—a secure line from India. She answered, her voice shifting to businesslike steel. “Rashid. Report.”

Rashid Ansari’s voice crackled through, hesitant but eager. “Assalamualaikum, Madam Fatima. We’ve done as you asked. No kidnapping—clean trick. The boy, Aman Chaudhary, 24-year-old CEO of TechNova.

Son of Sahil Chaudhary, head of the Export-Import Department in Delhi. He thinks he’s meeting Ms. Fatima Ibrahim of Zayan Investments for Series A funding.

We fed him the pitch through a proxy—your firm scouting Indian startups. He’s in Dubai now, at the Burj Al Arab for a ‘preliminary lunch meeting.’ Thinks it’s legit. Eager as a puppy.”

Fatima’s lips curled into a smile, her free hand tracing the edge of her leather bra absentmindedly. “Good. Very good. You’ve outdone yourself, Rashid. No traces?”

“None,” he assured. “He flew in on his own dime. Excited about the ‘investment opportunity.’ His father’s connections will crack open those customs barriers once we… leverage him.”

She laughed softly, the sound laced with menace. “Leverage is my favorite word. Your payment will wire through the usual channels. But remember—discretion, or your wife’s shopping habits become public knowledge.”

Rashid swallowed audibly. “Understood, Madam. Allah hafiz.”

She hung up, exhaling a plume of satisfaction. The pool scene continued—Zayan’s laughter, Junaid’s drugged grunts—but her mind was already shifting to the next play.



The private dining room at Le Cirque in the heart of Downtown Dubai exuded opulence: crystal chandeliers casting diamond patterns on white linen tables, floor-to-ceiling windows framing the Burj Khalifa’s spire.

Soft jazz hummed in the background, mingling with the clink of silverware. Fatima entered like a storm in human form, her black leather pantsuit tailored to perfection—the jacket nipped at the waist, the pants hugging her legs like a second skin, ending in sky-high stilettos that added inches to her already commanding height.

Gold accessories gleamed, and her scarlet lips matched her nails, a predatory red.

Aman Chaudhary, the 24-year-old tech whiz, sat at the table, fidgeting with his napkin. He was boyish— tousled hair, wire-rimmed glasses, a slim build in a casual blazer over a graphic tee.

His startup, TechNova, specialized in AI-driven logistics—ironic, given how Fatima planned to twist it. He looked up as she approached, and his world tilted. She towered over him in her heels, easily six inches taller, her presence electric. The leather creaked faintly as she moved, her curves accentuated, her dark eyes locking onto his with an intensity that made him forget his pitch deck.

“Ms. Ibrahim,” he stammered, standing awkwardly, his chair scraping. “I… wow. It’s an honor. You’re… taller than I expected. I mean, more impressive.”

Fatima’s smile was slow, flirtatious, as she extended a hand. “Call me Fatima, Aman. And you’re exactly as advertised—a bright young mind. Sit, please.”

He shook her hand, his palm sweaty against her cool skin, and they settled.

He couldn’t stop staring—her pantsuit, the way the leather shone under the lights, the subtle scent of her perfume, smoky and intoxicating.

It charged the air, making his thoughts scatter. “I… uh, prepared the deck. TechNova’s AI optimizes supply chains, reduces customs delays by 40%. With your funding, we could scale to Southeast Asia.”

She leaned back, crossing her legs with a deliberate creak, her heel dangling slightly. “Fascinating. Tell me more. How does it handle… sensitive shipments? High-value goods that need discretion?”

Aman blinked, adjusting his glasses, his eyes flicking to her legs. “Well, the algorithm anonymizes data trails. Blockchain integration for secure tracking. It’s perfect for exports—my father’s, uh, legacy in trade inspired me, actually.”

Fatima chuckled, low and inviting, tracing the rim of her water glass. “Go, darling. But you’re sharp. Just like my son could have been—if life hadn’t… intervened.”

He tilted his head, curiosity piqued. “Your son? He’s in tech too?”

Her expression softened momentarily, a calculated vulnerability. “He was meant to be. Bright, ambitious. But accidents happen. Now, let’s talk numbers. Zayan Investments sees potential—ten million for 20% equity. Sound fair?”

Aman’s eyes widened, his flirtation bubbling up despite himself. “That’s… generous. You’re incredible, Fatima. Not just the offer, but… everything. Successful, stunning. How do you do it all?”

She played along, her voice a purr. “Power suits me, Aman. Leather helps. Keeps things… tight.” She winked, watching him flush.

He laughed nervously, leaning in. “If I’m being honest, you’re distracting. In a good way. Like, CEO goals and… more.”

Fatima arched a brow, her tone teasing. “Flirting with an investor? Bold move.”

He grinned, emboldened. “Can’t help it. You’re like a boss lady fantasy come true.”

Her phone buzzed—a message from Rashid: Boy is yours. No traces. Handle the rest. She smiled inwardly, pocketing it. Lunch flowed—steak tartare, wine pairings, his pitches laced with awkward compliments. He was mesmerized, forgetting slides, stumbling over words as her presence dominated.

As they finished, under the hotel lobby (the restaurant adjoined the Burj Al Arab), Aman waited for his Uber. “Thanks again, Fatima. This could change everything.”

She glanced at her watch, then at him. “Uber’s delayed? Let me drive you to your hotel. It’s on my way.”

His heart raced. “Really? I mean, sure. That’d be amazing.”

In her sleek black Mercedes, the leather seats matching her suit, she drove smoothly through traffic. Aman stole glances, fascinated by her beauty, charm, success. The pantsuit hugged her, charging the air with unspoken tension. He knew the type—he craved dominant women, “mommy” figures who commanded. She sensed it, like prey.

“You’re staring, sweety,” she said, her voice amused.

He blushed. “Sorry. Just… you’re inspiring. And hot. Wait, that sounded wrong.”

Fatima laughed. “Flirting with a married woman? Naughty boy.”

He backed down, stammering. “I didn’t mean—sorry. Respect.”

She dropped him a block from his hotel, waving. “Think on the offer.”

As he walked away, shadows moved. Three men in dark suits emerged from an alley, grabbing him swiftly—a cloth over his mouth, a van screeching up. Aman struggled briefly, then went limp. The door slammed, tires squealing into the night.

Fatima watched from her rearview, her smile cold. The game had just begun.


Chapter 6 – Shadows of Salvation

The black van screeched through the neon-lit streets of Dubai, tires burning rubber as it weaved between luxury sedans and towering palms. Inside, Aman Chaudhary thrashed against the zip ties binding his wrists, his heart pounding like a war drum.

The chloroform rag had worn off just enough for panic to set in—muffled shouts from the front seat, the stink of sweat and fear. "What the hell do you want?" he gasped, his voice cracking. One of the kidnappers, a burly man with a scar across his cheek, snarled back, "Shut your mouth, kid. You're leverage."

But outside, sirens wailed to life, blue and red lights flashing in the rearview mirror. "Fuck, cops!" the driver yelled, slamming the accelerator. The van lurched forward, clipping a curb and sending sparks flying.

Aman's body slammed against the side panel, his mind racing. How? Who called them? The chase intensified—police cruisers closing in, horns blaring, the night turning into a chaotic symphony of pursuit.

"Throw him out!" the scar-faced man barked, yanking Aman by the collar. "He's dead weight now!" The side door slid open with a metallic groan, wind whipping through as the van swerved onto a highway ramp.

Aman's eyes widened in terror. "No—please!" But it was too late. They shoved him hard, his bound body tumbling onto the asphalt, rolling painfully as the van sped away into the darkness.

Brakes squealed. Police vehicles surrounded him, officers leaping out with guns drawn. "Hands up—wait, he's tied!" one shouted, rushing forward. Aman lay there, bruised and dazed, gravel biting into his skin. "Help… please," he whispered, as they cut his restraints and helped him up. The world spun—headlights, radios crackling, the distant roar of the escaping van fading.

Then, cutting through the chaos like a blade, a familiar voice: "Aman! Oh my God, are you alright?" Fatima Ibrahim emerged from the shadows, her leather pantsuit from lunch still impeccable, heels clicking urgently on the pavement.

She pushed past the officers, her gold bangles chiming as she knelt beside him, her dark eyes wide with feigned concern. "He's family—my cousin's boy. What happened?"

Aman blinked up at her, shock freezing him in place. "Fatima? You… how are you here?" The police exchanged glances, one nodding. "Ma'am, we got an anonymous tip about a kidnapping in progress. Tracked the van from there."

She hugged him then, pulling his trembling form against her leather-clad chest, her perfume enveloping him like a seductive fog.

Her embrace was firm, almost possessive, her voice a whisper in his ear: "Shh, sweety. You're safe now. I called them. I saved you." Aman's mind reeled—saved? But… the lunch, the drive, the drop-off. It didn't make sense.

Yet her warmth, the curve of her body against his, muddled his thoughts. He clung to her, whispering, "You… called the police? Why? How did you know?"

Fatima pulled back slightly, her scarlet lips curving into a reassuring smile, though her eyes held a deeper, darker gleam. "I had a feeling something was off after our lunch.

Call it intuition. Now, let's get you checked out." The officers nodded, one saying, "We'll need statements at the station, ma'am. This looks like a targeted hit."

As paramedics wrapped a blanket around Aman's shoulders, Fatima stood tall, commanding the scene. "Of course, officer. I'll handle everything. He's under my protection now."



At the Dubai Police headquarters, the fluorescent lights buzzed overhead, casting harsh shadows on the sterile walls. Aman sat in a small interview room, a Styrofoam cup of tea steaming in his hands, his blazer torn and dirty.

Fatima hovered nearby, her presence a magnetic force even amid the bureaucracy. "Tell them everything, Aman," she urged softly, her hand on his shoulder, fingers tracing a subtle, comforting circle. "I'm right here."

The detective, a stern man named Khalid, leaned forward with a notepad. "Start from the beginning, Mr. Chaudhary. You were at lunch with Ms. Ibrahim?"

Aman nodded, his voice shaky. "Yes… we discussed investing in my startup. TechNova. She drove me partway to my hotel, dropped me off. Then… these men grabbed me. Cloth over my mouth, into a van. They said I was leverage."

Khalid scribbled notes. "Leverage for what?"

"I don't know," Aman admitted, glancing at Fatima. "I'm just a tech guy. My dad's in government—export-import department. Maybe… rivals?"

Fatima interjected smoothly, her voice like velvet. "Officer, I received a threatening email earlier today. From someone named Rashid Ansari in India. Warned me not to invest in Indian companies, or there'd be consequences. I think he's behind this."

Khalid's eyes narrowed. "We'll look into it. Interpol can coordinate with Indian authorities."

As Aman continued his statement—"They threw me out during the chase. I thought I was dead"—Fatima excused herself, stepping into the hallway. Her phone vibrated immediately. She answered, her tone shifting to ice-cold authority. "Report."

Tariq's voice crackled through, frantic. "Boss, mission failed. Cops showed up out of nowhere. Someone tipped them off. We had to dump the kid and bail."

Fatima's lips curled into a smirk, though her eyes scanned the empty corridor. "I know. It was me."

Silence on the line, then a stunned gasp. "You? But… why? We had him!"

"Because, sweety," she purred, her voice dripping with calculated menace, "kidnapping is crude. Leverage works better when it's voluntary. Now, clean up. No traces."

Tariq stammered, "Y-yes, boss. But the boy…"

"Is mine now," Fatima cut in. "Focus on the expansion. India will bend soon enough." She hung up, exhaling a plume of satisfaction, her leather pants creaking as she paced.

Back in the room, Aman finished his statement, signing papers with a trembling hand. Fatima reentered, all warmth again. "Done? Good boy. Let's get you out of here."



The drive to Fatima's secondary villa—a sleek, modern retreat in Al Barari, smaller than her main estate but no less luxurious—was quiet at first.

Aman stared out the window at the passing dunes, his mind a whirlwind. "Fatima… why did you call the police? How did you know they'd grab me?"

She glanced at him, her hands steady on the wheel, the leather of her suit gleaming under streetlights. "Intuition, like I said. After our lunch, I saw shadows—men watching. I couldn't risk it. You're too valuable, Aman. As an investor… and more." Her voice held a teasing lilt, her eyes flicking over his form.

He flushed, shifting in his seat. "I… thank you. Really. But my hotel—"

"Not safe," she interrupted firmly. "They might try again. Stay at my place tonight. Rest. I'll call your father, explain everything."

Aman hesitated, but her commanding presence won out. "Okay… if you're sure."

The villa was a haven of glass and marble, overlooking a private lagoon. Inside, soft lighting illuminated minimalist decor—leather sofas, abstract art, a faint scent of incense. Fatima led him to a guest room, her heels echoing. "Here. Shower, relax. I'll get you some clothes."

He nodded shyly, murmuring, "Thanks again. I don't know what I'd do without you."

She smiled, handing him a fresh shirt and pants from a closet—oversized, but clean. "Change, sweety. I'll be in the living room."

As Aman showered, Fatima dialed Sahil Chaudhary, Aman's father, her voice shifting to concerned professionalism. "Mr. Chaudhary? This is Fatima Ibrahim of Zayan Investments. Your son is safe—with me. There was an attempt… yes, kidnapping. I intervened, called the authorities."

Sahil's voice boomed through, panicked. "Aman? What happened? Is he hurt?"

"Minor bruises," Fatima assured. "But I suspect Rashid Ansari. He sent me a threatening email—warning against investing in Indian firms. Perhaps tied to extremist groups. I'll forward it. Indian authorities should charge him tomorrow—Interpol's involved."

Sahil exhaled heavily. "Thank you, Ms. Ibrahim. You're a godsend. Keep him safe."

"Of course," she replied, her tone warm. "He's like family now." Hanging up, she poured two glasses of whiskey, her mind already weaving the next thread.

Aman emerged, dressed in the borrowed clothes, looking boyish and vulnerable. "Dad's okay? I texted him, but…"

"He's relieved," Fatima said, handing him a glass. "Sit. Drink. You need it."

He took it shyly, sipping as they settled on the sofa. "I can't thank you enough. You're… amazing. Successful, powerful. And you saved my life."

She laughed softly, crossing her legs with a creak of leather. "Flattery again? Careful, Aman. I might think you're interested."

He blushed, averting his eyes. "I… well, yeah. Who wouldn't be? You're like a dream—boss lady in leather."



The night deepened, the villa's floor-to-ceiling windows framing the starlit sky. Fatima dimmed the lights, the room bathing in a soft amber glow from table lamps. They talked for hours, the whiskey loosening tongues, the air thickening with unspoken tension.

Aman sat cross-legged on the rug, while Fatima reclined on the sofa, her pantsuit unbuttoned slightly at the collar, revealing the gold chain nestled between her breasts.

"Tell me about your life, Aman," she prompted, her voice a sultry invitation. "A young CEO—must be thrilling. Girls lining up?"

He chuckled nervously, sipping his drink. "Not really. TechNova takes all my time. No girlfriend. Haven't had one since college. She dumped me for being too 'nerdy.' What about you? Married, right? What's that like?"

Fatima's eyes sparkled with amusement, tracing the rim of her glass. "Junaid? He's… manageable. More pet than partner these days. But romance? It's power play, sweety. Love without control is just chaos."

Aman leaned forward, intrigued. "Power play? Like… in business?"

She smirked, shifting closer, her heel brushing his knee accidentally—or not. "In everything. Tell me, do you like strong women? The kind who take charge?"

He swallowed hard, his gaze flicking to her legs. "Yeah… I mean, who doesn't? You're… intimidating in the best way."

"Intimidating?" she teased, her voice dropping. "Or arousing? Be honest, honey. I saw how you looked at me during lunch. Forgetting your pitch because of my heels?"

Aman's face burned, but he didn't back down. "Okay, fine. You're hot. Like, mommy-domme hot. Happy?"

Fatima laughed, a throaty sound that sent shivers through him. "Mommy-domme? Bold confession. No girlfriend, but fantasies? Tell me more."

He hesitated, then blurted, "It's stupid. But yeah, I like women who… lead. Confident, in control. Like you. My ex was too passive. What about your love life? Junaid satisfy you?"

She arched a brow, leaning in, her breath warm on his ear. "Satisfy? Darling, he begs. Kneels. It's all about who holds the leash. Ever tried that?"

Aman's pulse raced, his eyes wide. "No… but I'd… want to. With someone like you."

The conversation spiraled—life stories unfolding. Aman shared his lonely startup grind, dreams of revolutionizing logistics, the pressure from his father's shadow. "Dad wants me to join government, but I hate politics. Romance? Flings, mostly. Nothing deep."

Fatima nodded, sharing selectively. "I built Zayan from ashes. Lost my son's future to violence—now I protect what's mine. Love? It's a weapon. Junaid was arranged, but I turned the tables. Now he calls me Mistress."

Aman's jaw dropped. "Mistress? Like… BDSM?"

She winked. "Exactly. Teases the mind, honey. You should try. No girlfriend—maybe you need a mommy to guide you."

He laughed, trapped in her web, his shyness melting. "Maybe. If she's you."

As midnight passed, Aman's eyelids drooped mid-sentence—"And my first crush was this teacher who…"—his head lolling back, sleep claiming him on the rug.

Fatima watched, her smile victorious. She draped a blanket over him, whispering, "Sweet dreams, sweety."

Then, stepping away, she dialed Edward in London. "Edward? I have an even better idea."


Chapter 7 – Thrones of Desire

The inauguration of Zayan Investments' new headquarters in Downtown Dubai was nothing short of a lavish spectacle, a glittering testament to Fatima Ibrahim's iron-fisted rise in the cutthroat world of finance and underground empires.

The 50-story tower loomed like a sleek predator against the skyline, its glass facade reflecting the relentless desert sun in shards of gold and blue.

Inside, the atrium buzzed with the elite: CEOs in tailored suits sipping vintage champagne, oil magnates with diamond cufflinks flashing under crystal chandeliers, and politicians from India and the UAE whispering deals in hushed corners. 


Strings of fairy lights draped from the ceiling, and a live jazz band played sultry tunes that wove through the air like smoke. 

Banners proclaimed "Zayan Investments: Forging the Future," but everyone knew it was Fatima's future—built on laundered millions, hidden heroin routes, and unbreakable leverage.

Fatima moved through the crowd like a panther in heat, her black leather pantsuit clinging to every curve with sinful precision.

The jacket was cinched at the waist, accentuating her full breasts and the gold chain necklace that plunged into her cleavage like an invitation to sin. The pants hugged her thighs and ass, creaking faintly with each step, drawing eyes like magnets.

Her scarlet stilettos—six inches of sharp dominance—clicked against the marble floor, echoing her authority. Gold bangles stacked her wrists, chiming softly, and her dark hair cascaded in waves, framing eyes that could seduce or destroy with a glance.

She was exhausted from the month's preparations, but she masked it with a predatory smile, her scarlet lips parting to reveal perfect teeth as she greeted guests.

"Ms. Ibrahim, this is exquisite," purred a tall, silver-haired CEO from a London hedge fund, his eyes lingering on the swell of her hips in the leather. "You've outdone yourself. The tower—it's a phallic symbol of your power, isn't it?"

Fatima's laugh was low and throaty, vibrating through the air like a promise. "Phallic? Darling, if it were, it'd be mine. But let's not Freud this up. Your fund's liquidity issues—Zayan can inject some life. Twenty million, structured as venture debt?"

He leaned in, his breath warm with scotch. "Fifteen, and I'll throw in a private yacht weekend. Just you and me, discussing... terms."

She arched a brow, her finger tracing the rim of her champagne flute. "Terms? Sweety, I set them. Make it eighteen, and keep your yacht. I prefer dry land for my conquests."

"Deal," he grinned, clinking glasses. "You're a force, Fatima. Dangerous."

"Dangerous?" she echoed, her voice dripping honeyed menace. "Only to those who underestimate me."

Nearby, Aman Chaudhary and his father Sahil approached, weaving through the throng. Aman, now deeply ensnared in Fatima's web after a month of "mentorship" calls and late-night texts, looked sharper than ever—his slim frame in a bespoke suit, glasses perched on his boyish face.

But his eyes betrayed him, devouring Fatima's leather-clad form with barely concealed hunger. Sahil, the stern Indian bureaucrat, extended a hand.

"Ms. Ibrahim, congratulations. This empire of yours—it's impressive. After saving Aman, you've got our eternal gratitude. The export licenses for your logistics arm? Rubber-stamped."

Fatima shook his hand, her grip firm, nails grazing his palm just enough to tease. "Mr. Chaudhary, gratitude is currency. Use it wisely. And Aman—look at you, all grown up. TechNova's integration with Zayan is thriving. Profits up 50%?"

Aman flushed, his voice stumbling. "Y-yes, Fatima. Thanks to you. This place... it's like you. Powerful, sleek. Intimidating in the best way."

She stepped closer, her perfume—a mix of smoke and jasmine—enveloping him. "Intimidating? Honey, that's the point. Stick around after. We can... discuss your next pitch. Privately."

Sahil chuckled obliviously. "He's been singing your praises non-stop. Says you're like a mother figure—guiding him."

Fatima's eyes sparkled with dark amusement, flicking to Aman. "Mother figure? Oh, sweety, if only you knew. But yes, I guide. Firmly."

Aman swallowed hard, his gaze dropping to her heels. "I'd like that. The private discussion."

The afternoon wore on with endless toasts and schmoozing. A Saudi prince cornered Fatima by the bar, his eyes tracing the creak of her leather pants. "Fatima, my dear, this leather—it's sinful. Suits you. My family has ports in Jeddah. Partner with us?"

She sipped her champagne, her lips leaving a scarlet imprint on the glass. "Ports? Useful for shipments. But what's the cut? Don't lowball me, darling—I bite back."

"Fifteen percent," he offered, leaning in. "And dinner tonight? To seal it."

She laughed, her hand brushing his arm. "Dinner? Only if it's on your knees. Make it twenty, and we'll talk business, not pleasure."

"Twenty it is," he agreed, his voice thick. "You're a temptress."

"Temptress?" she purred. "No, prince. I'm the devil in disguise."

More guests filtered in: a Bollywood producer eyeing film financing through Zayan's "clean" channels, a Pakistani general discussing "security" for border routes.

Fatima navigated them all, her exhaustion building like a storm cloud. Her feet ached in the heels, her mind raced with calculations—laundering figures, heroin drops disguised as tech exports. But she thrived on it, her body humming with the thrill of control.

As the sun dipped, casting long shadows through the glass walls, the crowd thinned. Handshakes turned to goodbyes, limos pulling away.

Fatima waved off the last guests, her smile fading as exhaustion hit like a wave. She retreated to her executive suite on the top floor—a vast lair with panoramic views of the glittering city, a massive mahogany desk dominating the center, and a throne-like leather boss chair that screamed supremacy.

The room was dimly lit by recessed lights, the air cool and scented with her perfume.

Sinking into the chair, Fatima groaned softly, kicking off her heels with a satisfying clatter. Her bare feet flexed against the plush carpet, toes painted scarlet. "Fuck, what a day," she muttered, pouring a generous whiskey from the decanter on her desk.

The amber liquid burned down her throat, easing the tension in her shoulders. But victory stirred something deeper—a primal hunger for release, for dominance to cap the conquest.

She lit a cigarette first, the flame from her gold lighter dancing in her eyes. Inhaling deeply, she exhaled a plume of smoke, watching it curl toward the ceiling. The nicotine hit like a lover's kiss, sharpening her senses.

Her leather pants creaked as she crossed her legs, the material warm against her skin. Exhaustion bred arousal; she needed her pet.

Picking up her phone, she dialed. "Pet. Get your worthless ass to my office. Now. Mommy's waiting."

Minutes ticked by, the cigarette burning between her fingers. The door creaked open, and Junaid slunk in—his frame a pathetic shadow of the man he once was.

Gaunt cheeks, hollow eyes from months of degradation and drugs, his shirt rumpled, pants loose. He dropped to his knees immediately, crawling toward her throne, his gaze fixed on her leather-clad form.

"Mommy..." he whimpered, voice trembling with need. "Please, Mommy. I've been so good. Waiting all day.

The inauguration—I watched from the back. You were... goddess. But I need it. The cocaine. Please, Mommy. I'll do anything. Lick your heels, your leather—anything."

Fatima took a long drag on her cigarette, exhaling smoke into his face as he knelt at her feet. "Anything, sweety? Look at you, crawling like the pathetic little bastard you are.

Inauguration day, my empire shining, and all you can think about is stuffing your nose? Not Mommy's triumph? Not how I had those powerful men eating from my hand?"

He coughed from the smoke, but his eyes glazed with desperation.

"Mommy's triumph... yes, it was beautiful. You in that leather, commanding the room. It made me hard just thinking about it. But please... the cocaine.

I can't function without it. Mommy, you're so strong, so sexy. Let me earn it."

She uncrossed her legs, her bare foot pressing against his chest, pushing him back slightly.

"Earn it? Honey, you earn nothing. You beg. You break. Stand up, bitch. Let Mommy inspect her toy."

Junaid rose on shaky legs, his arousal already tenting his pants. Fatima circled him slowly, cigarette dangling from her lips, smoke trailing like a veil.

Her fingers traced his arm, then his chest, nails digging in just enough to make him flinch.

"You watched today, didn't you? Hiding in the shadows like the coward you are. Seeing me in this leather, men drooling over me. Jealous, bastard? That I run the empire you pissed away on drugs and whores?"

"Yes, Mommy," he gasped, body trembling at her touch. "Jealous... but it turns me on.

You're the alpha. The real cock in the room. I'm just... your hole. Please, the cocaine. I'll strip for you, bend for you."

She puffed the cigarette, ash flicking onto his shirt.

"Strip? Oh, sweety, you'll do more. Clothes off. Now. Show Mommy what a worthless piece of meat you are."

His hands fumbled, buttons popping as he shed the shirt, revealing pale skin marked with old bruises from her heels. Pants dropped next, underwear following, leaving him naked and exposed, his cock hard and twitching.

"See, Mommy? All for you. Hard for your leather, your smoke. Give me the cocaine? I'll suck your toes while you smoke."

Fatima's laugh was wicked, smoke curling from her nostrils. "Suck my toes? Pathetic. Bend over the desk, ass up. Mommy's going to remind you who owns this hole."

He obeyed instantly, draping himself over the mahogany, ass presented like an offering.

Fatima took another drag, savoring the moment, her free hand slapping his cheek hard.

"Look at that ass. Used to be a man's—now it's Mommy's fuckhole. Beg for it, bastard. Beg for what Mommy has in store."

"Please, Mommy," he whined, cheeks spreading. "Fuck me. Use me. I need your dominance, your cock. And the cocaine after—please. I'm your slut, your junkie whore."

She stubbed the cigarette in an ashtray, but lit another immediately, the flame illuminating her predatory grin.

"Cock? Oh, honey, you have no idea." From the locked drawer, she pulled it—the 10-inch strapon, black and veiny, its shiny surface gleaming like wet obsidian under the desk lamp.

Thick ridges pulsed along its length, the head bulbous and intimidating.

She strapped it on over her leather pants, the harness buckling tight against her hips, the dildo jutting out like a weapon.

Smoke trailed from her lips as she adjusted it, the leather creaking in harmony with the buckles.

Junaid glanced back, eyes widening. "Mommy... that's massive. Veiny, shiny... fuck, it's bigger than me."

She exhaled smoke over his back, her hand stroking the strapon like it was real. "Bigger? Sweety, it's the only cock that matters.

Yours is a joke—a limp little worm. This? This is Mommy's monster. Ten inches of black veiny hell for your tight ass. You'll feel every ridge, every vein stretching you wide."

"Please... lube it, Mommy?" he begged, ass clenching in anticipation.

She squirted lube onto the shaft, stroking it slowly, smoke curling around her fingers. "Lube? For a bitch like you? Lucky I'm in a good mood. Now, spread wider. Mommy's going to peg you like the whore you are—while I smoke and laugh at your cries."

Positioning behind him, the strapon teasing his entrance, Fatima thrust forward—slow at first, the head popping in with a wet sound.

Junaid gasped, gripping the desk. "Fuck! Mommy, it's huge! The veins... I feel them pulsing."

She took a deep drag, exhaling as she thrust deeper, half the length burying inside.

"Pulsing? That's right, bastard. Feel Mommy's veiny cock owning your guts. You're nothing but a sleeve for my pleasure. Cry for it, sweety—tell Mommy how much you love being her pegged puppet."

He moaned, pushing back. "I love it! Peg me harder, Mommy. Your shiny black dick... it's ruining me. The ridges... oh god, they're scraping my walls. Give me more—fuck me like the junkie slut I am."

Fatima accelerated, thrusts intense and rhythmic, the harness slapping against her leather pants with each pound.

Smoke filled the room as she puffed between grunts, her free hand slapping his ass red.

"Ruining you? Honey, I'm remaking you into my perfect bitch. Feel that vein dragging?

That's Mommy marking her territory. You thought you were a man?

Ha! Now you're just a hole for my 10-inch monster. Beg for the cocaine while I ream you."

"Please, Mommy! Cocaine... after you cum in me? Fuck, the shine on it—it's like it's alive. Pound me! I'm your ass-whore, your drugged toy. Deeper—make me scream!"

She laughed through smoke, thrusting viciously, the full length slamming home. "Scream? Oh, you'll scream, bastard.

Listen to that wet slap—your ass sucking my veiny cock like a vacuum.

Pathetic.

I had CEOs begging for deals today, and here you are, bent over, taking Mommy's strapon like a pro hooker.

Who owns this empire? Me. Who owns your hole? Me. Cum on my desk, sweety—then snort your reward off the tip."

The scene intensified, her hips pistoning, smoke wreathing their bodies. Dirty words flowed like venom.

"Feel that bulbous head? It's battering your prostate, making you leak like a faucet. You're dripping, honey—my leather pants are getting wet from your mess.

What a filthy little bastard. Mommy's smoking while she fucks you senseless—inhale that secondhand high, you junkie."

"Yes! Smoke more, Mommy. Fuck me raw. The veins... they're throbbing inside me. I'm close—peg me till I break!"

Junaid’s desperate wails echoed off the office walls, his body quaking under Fatima’s relentless thrusts.

She gripped his hips tighter, her scarlet nails digging into his flesh, smoke curling from her lips as she exhaled a long, deliberate plume.

"You feel that, bitch?" she hissed, her voice thick with lust and venom. "Mommy’s veiny cock tearing you apart.

You’re clenching so tight, sweety—like your ass is begging to be owned. Scream louder—let the whole fucking building know you’re my whore."

Her leather pants creaked with each brutal thrust, the harness rubbing against her clit, sending electric jolts through her core.

"Fuck, you’re making Mommy wet," she growled, puffing her cigarette, the burn in her lungs mirroring the fire swelling in her pelvis.

"This strapon’s got my clit throbbing—swollen and pulsing like a goddamn bomb. You’re doing that, bastard. Your pathetic cries are getting me off."

Junaid moaned, his voice raw. "Mommy… I feel it! Your cock’s splitting me! Please, more—fuck me till I’m nothing! Give me your cum, Mommy!"

She laughed wickedly, smoke trailing from her nostrils as she slammed deeper, the friction against her clit pushing her toward the edge.

"My cum? Oh, honey, Mommy’s gonna cum alright—my clit’s so swollen it’s screaming. Feel me pound you? Every thrust grinds this harness against me. You’re my toy, making me drip while I ruin your tight little hole."

"Fuck, Mommy!" Junaid gasped, pushing back against her. "I’m your hole! Break me! I want your clit to explode—cum while you peg me!"

Fatima’s breaths grew ragged, her thighs trembling as the harness ground harder, her clit pulsing with unbearable heat.

"You filthy slut," she snarled, taking a drag and blowing smoke over his back.

"Mommy’s close—my clit’s so fat, so fucking sensitive. You’re gonna make me scream, sweety. Keep begging, and I’ll flood this leather with my juices while I fuck you raw."

She thrust harder, the strapon gleaming with lube and sweat, her cigarette burning low.

"Break? I'll shatter you. Cum now, bitch—milk Mommy's cock with your ass."

He shattered, crying out as orgasm hit, body convulsing. "Mommy! Yes... your veiny monster owns me!"

Junaid’s voice broke into a high-pitched wail, his body spasming across the desk, sweat and cum smearing the polished mahogany.

Fatima’s thrusts grew frenzied, the strapon’s harness grinding mercilessly against her swollen clit, each movement sending waves of pleasure crashing through her.

She gripped his hips, her nails biting into his skin as she exhaled a plume of cigarette smoke, her eyes half-lidded with raw lust.

"That’s it, bitch," she purred, voice hoarse with her own rising climax.

"You cum for Mommy’s big black cock, don’t you?

Look at you—shaking like a used-up whore while my clit’s fucking exploding in these pants."

Junaid gasped, still trembling, his ass clenching around the strapon’s last thrust. "Mommy…

I’m broken! Your veiny monster… it’s everything! Did you cum, Mommy? Please, tell me you’re dripping for your slut!"

She slammed into him one final time, the harness pressing so hard against her throbbing clit that her vision blurred.

"Oh, sweety, Mommy’s cumming alright," she moaned, her voice a sultry growl as her hips bucked involuntarily.

"My clit’s so fat, so fucking wet—fuck, these leather pants are soaked! You did this, bastard—your pathetic ass made Mommy flood her suit!"

Her body shook as the orgasm ripped through her, a hot rush soaking the leather, her thighs quivering as she rode the wave, cigarette dangling forgotten between her lips.

Junaid whimpered, his face pressed to the desk. "I feel you shaking, Mommy! Your cum… it’s for me? I’m your good bitch, right? Give me the cocaine now—please, I earned it!"

Fatima slowed, pulling out with a slick pop, her breaths heavy as she steadied herself, the strapon glistening under the office lights.

Her leather pants clung to her thighs, damp with her release, the musky scent mixing with the smoke. She flicked ash onto the floor, smirking.

"Earned it? You’re lucky Mommy’s generous, you filthy junkie." She tossed the baggie of cocaine onto the desk, watching him scramble for it. "Snort it, whore. Lick the desk clean after—taste what you made Mommy do."

But in the shadows of the office, behind the cracked door to the adjoining conference room, someone watched, hand moving furiously in their pants, breaths ragged and stifled.

As His climax shook him, a low, involuntary moan escaped the figure: "Fuck, Mommy…" The words slipped out as they came, a shuddering release spilling into their hand.

Fatima’s head snapped toward the sound, her senses razor-sharp despite the haze of her orgasm.

She stubbed out her cigarette, eyes narrowing as she strode toward the door, the strapon still jutting from her hips, leather creaking with each step.

She flung the door open, revealing Aman—pants around his thighs, cock in hand, cum dripping onto the carpet. His glasses were fogged, his face flushed with shock and shame as he met her gaze.

"Aman?" she hissed, her voice a mix of surprise and dark amusement. "You naughty little boy, stroking to Mommy’s show? Didn’t think you had it in you."


Chapter 8 – The New Devotion

The Emirates Hills villa stood as a monument to Fatima Ibrahim’s dominion, its marble floors gleaming under the Dubai sun, gold sconces casting a sultry glow across the sprawling living room.

Floor-to-ceiling windows framed a private lagoon, where palm shadows danced on turquoise water, the air thick with oud incense and the sharp tang of polished leather. Fatima reclined on a plush leather sofa, her black leather pantsuit sculpted to every curve—jacket unbuttoned to reveal a leather bra, gold accents glinting like a crown of menace.

Her dark hair cascaded in waves, scarlet lips curled in a predatory smile as she sipped whiskey, gold bangles chiming with each movement.

Two years had passed since the inauguration of Zayan Investments’ tower, and her empire now stretched across India, UAE, and Pakistan—billions laundered through fintech and logistics, rivals crushed under her stilettos. She was no longer just powerful; she was untouchable.

Across from her sat her mother, Salma, silver hair pulled tight in a bun, eyes scanning the opulent room with a mix of pride and scrutiny.

“This villa, Fatima,” Salma said, her voice warm but probing, “it’s grander than your father’s dreams. Towers, money, power—all yours. But where’s Junaid? Still running things with you?”

Fatima’s smile was a blade, her leather pants creaking as she crossed her legs, the sound slicing through the air like a whip. “Oh, Junaid’s… occupied. Playing with Zayan in his room. I run the show now, Mama, and it’s a one-woman throne.”

From the corner, Ameena glided in, a vision of submissive elegance in a black-and-white maid outfit. The short skirt barely covered her thighs, the frilly apron tied tight around a slim waist, and a gold heart pendant dangled from a leather collar at her throat.

Long chestnut hair flowed past her shoulders, framing breast implants that strained the fabric—a permanent mark of her transformation from Aman Chaudhary, the boyish CEO, to

Fatima’s devoted “wife.” Her heels clicked softly on the marble as she poured tea from a silver pot, her voice soft, feminized through years of training.

“More tea, Madam Salma? I brewed it just how Mistress likes—strong, with a hint of cardamom.”

Salma took the cup, her eyes softening. “Ameena, you’re a treasure. So devoted to my grandson and daughter. How did you find such a perfect nanny, Fatima?”

Fatima’s gaze flicked to Ameena, amusement dancing in her dark eyes. “She found me, Mama. Devotion comes naturally to her. Doesn’t it, sweety?”

Ameena blushed, lowering her eyes, the collar glinting under the sconces. “Yes, Mistress. Serving you and Zayan is my purpose. It’s all I want.”

From down the hall, Zayan’s laughter rang out, bright and childlike, followed by a playful bark.

“Good doggy!” he giggled, the sound of a rubber ball bouncing echoing faintly. Salma raised a brow, her fingers tightening on the teacup. “Playing? Junaid, a grown man, playing like that?”

Fatima waved it off, her bangles chiming. “Just a game, Mama. Zayan loves his… playmate. Keeps him happy.”

In Zayan’s room, Junaid crawled on all fours across a plush Persian rug, a black leather leash trailing from his collar to the floor. His gaunt frame, hollowed by three years of escalating cocaine doses—now ten lines daily—trembled as he chased the ball Zayan tossed.

His rumpled shirt hung loose, stained with sweat, his eyes sunken and glazed with dependency.

“Woof!” he barked, voice cracking as he panted, glancing at the door. “Mommy… more coke after I play?” he whispered to himself, desperation lacing his words.

Zayan clapped, oblivious to the degradation, his innocence a stark contrast to the man’s ruin. “Good boy, Junaid! Fetch again!”

Three years ago, Aman’s transformation into Ameena had begun in the shadows of Fatima’s office, the night he was caught stroking himself to her dominance over Junaid.

Her voice had been sugar and poison, leather pants creaking as she loomed over him. “Naughty boy, spying on Mommy’s show? You want to be mine, don’t you, sweety?”

Aman had stammered, glasses fogged, cum dripping onto the carpet. “Yes, Mistress… I want to serve you. Like Junaid, but… more.”

She’d smirked, stepping closer, her perfume—smoke and jasmine—enveloping him. “Not like him. You’ll be my good girl. Try these.” She handed him silk panties, scarlet and delicate, daring him to refuse. “Call yourself Ameena tonight.”

His hands shook as he slipped them on, arousal mixing with shame. “Yes, Mistress… Ameena feels… right. What do you want from me?”

“Everything,” she purred, her gloved hand brushing his cheek. “Serve me, and I’ll make you perfect. Kneel, sweety.”

“I’ll kneel forever,” he whispered, dropping to the floor, the panties tight against his hardening cock. “Make me yours, Mommy.”

Year two brought hormone therapy, softening his jawline, rounding his hips, his hair growing long and lustrous under Fatima’s command.

She funded breast implants, her voice firm as she inspected him in her bedroom. “Ameena, my wife needs curves to match her devotion. These will make you mine, sweety.”

Ameena, still adjusting to her new name, knelt in a silk slip, trembling with anticipation. “Mistress, make me your wife forever. I’ll be perfect for you.”

Fatima face-sat her, leather pants grinding against Ameena’s face, denying penetration. “No cock in me, good girl. Just my hand, stroking you to denial.” Her gloved fingers worked Ameena’s shaft, slow and teasing, through the slip.

“Please, Mommy!” Ameena gasped, her voice softening with hormones. “Hand job me—deny me forever! I’m your girl!”

She came, shuddering, as Fatima’s leather-clad thighs pressed harder, her own climax soaking the pants. “Good wife. You’ll learn to serve without touching me there.”

By year three, Ameena was fully transformed—voice trained to a lilting femininity, long hair styled daily, implants a constant reminder of her role.

She wore maid outfits, frilly and humiliating, cleaning the villa, cooking for Zayan, and tending to his needs with maternal care.

“Mistress, Zayan’s happy today—may I please you tonight?” she’d ask, blushing as Fatima’s leather-clad hand brushed her cheek, the collar tightening with each word.

“Later, my sweet wife,” Fatima would reply, her tone both tender and commanding. “Serve first, then beg.”

Now, in the living room, Salma sipped her tea, oblivious to the twisted reality beneath the villa’s polished surface. “You’ve built an empire, Fatima,” she said, her voice heavy with pride. “Imran would bow to you. The towers, the money—it’s all yours.”

Fatima leaned back, leather creaking like a war drum. “More than his, Mama. India, UAE, Pakistan—ports, fintech, logistics. Billions cleaned through apps and juice factories. My men are loyal because I pay them triple, send their kids to school, their wives to hospitals in Pakistan.”

Salma nodded, impressed, her eyes flicking to Ameena, who refilled her cup with a curtsy. “And this girl—she’s like a daughter to you, caring for Zayan. You’ve built a family, too.”

Fatima’s laugh was low, dangerous, her gaze locking on Ameena’s flushed face. “Oh, Mama, family is everything. Ameena’s my perfect little wife, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Ameena murmured, her heels clicking as she stepped back, skirt swaying. “I live to serve you and Zayan.”

Salma raised a brow, sipping again. “And Junaid? He’s… content with all this?”

Fatima’s smile sharpened, her bangles chiming as she gestured dismissively. “He’s never been happier, Mama. Trust me—he’s found his place.”

A week prior, a rival cartel had planted a bomb in Zayan Investments’ headquarters, a desperate strike against Fatima’s unyielding reign.

Tariq, her right-hand man, had intercepted it, his loyalty forged in her generosity. “For my family’s visas, boss—the threat’s dead,” he’d reported, kneeling in her office, his shaved head gleaming under the chandelier.

“Good boy,” Fatima had purred, wiring a million to his account, her leather pants creaking as she stood. “Loyalty pays, sweety. Keep my empire safe, and your kin thrive.”

At a Dubai gala the previous night, Fatima had swept through the crowd in a leather gown that clung like liquid night, gold chain plunging between her breasts, heels clicking like gunfire.

CEOs, generals, and politicians stared, some whispering of her father’s throne, now hers. “She sits where Imran did,” one murmured. Salma, beside her, had beamed with pride. “My daughter’s surpassed him—queen of it all.”

Now, as Salma rose to leave, she hugged Fatima tightly. “You’re a queen, beti. Keep Zayan safe, always.”

Fatima’s eyes glittered like steel, her leather jacket shifting. “On my life, Mama. No one touches my boy.”

Ameena escorted Salma to the door, her maid skirt swaying, heels clicking softly. “Safe travels, Madam Salma. It was an honor to serve you.”

Salma patted her cheek. “Such a good girl, Ameena. Stay loyal to my daughter.”

“Yes, Madam,” Ameena replied, curtsying, her collar glinting as she bowed.

Alone, Fatima’s demeanor shifted, her voice dropping to a commanding purr. “Ameena, Junaid—bedroom. Now. Mommy’s ready to play.”

The master bedroom was a den of dominance, its four-poster bed draped in black silk sheets, gold sconces casting shadows that danced like specters. The air was heavy with oud and leather, a faint trace of cocaine lingering from Junaid’s last fix.

Fatima stood in her leather bra and pants, gold accents, a crown of menace, her presence filling the room like a storm. Ameena entered first, maid outfit pristine, kneeling instantly on the Persian rug, her long hair spilling over her shoulders, implants straining the fabric.

Junaid crawled in behind, leash dragging across the floor, his gaunt frame trembling, eyes begging for his next hit.

“Mommy…” Junaid whimpered, collar tight around his throat. “I barked for Zayan all morning. Ten lines now? Please?”

Fatima yanked his leash, pulling him to his knees, her leather pants creaking. “Pathetic pet. You’ll wait your turn, dog. Mommy’s got a wife to please first.”

She turned to Ameena, lifting her chin with a gloved finger, scarlet nails gleaming. “My sweet wife looks divine in that outfit. Strip to your collar, sweety. Show Mommy her good girl.”

Ameena obeyed, her fingers trembling as she untied the apron, letting it fall.

The skirt followed, revealing lace panties that hugged her feminized form, implants heaving as she breathed.

“Mistress, please…” she whispered, voice soft and lilting. “Hand job me? Deny me like always? I’m your wife, your maid.”

Fatima’s laugh was wicked, her leather bra straining as she stepped closer. “Deny you? Oh, sweety, you know Mommy never gives you that. Lick my leather first—worship your queen.”

Ameena dropped to her knees, tongue darting out to lap at the seam of Fatima’s pants, the smooth hide warm against her lips. “Yes, Mommy… your pants are divine. So tight, so perfect. Face-sit me, please?”

Fatima lowered herself, face-sitting Ameena fully, her leather-clad pussy pressing against her nose and mouth. The pants creaked as she rocked, arousal seeping through faintly, her clit throbbing against the material.

“Breathe me in, wife,” she purred, her voice dripping with menace. “No pussy for you—just Mommy’s leather smothering your pretty face.”

Ameena’s muffled moans vibrated against her, her hands clutching Fatima’s thighs. “Mommy… can’t breathe… but I love it! Your ass, your leather—it’s everything! Stroke me, please?”

Fatima’s gloved hand slid into Ameena’s panties, wrapping around her cock, stroking slowly, teasing the head. “No penetration, my sweet wife,” she hissed, twisting her grip, precum slicking the leather glove. “Just Mommy’s hand, milking her good girl. Beg louder.”

“Please, Mistress!” Ameena gasped, hips bucking under the weight of Fatima’s thighs. “Deny me forever—hand job me till I cum for you! I’m your maid, your wife!”

Junaid whined from the floor, crawling closer, leash dragging. “Mommy, my coke? I need it—I barked so good for Zayan!”

Fatima laughed, stroking Ameena faster, her leather bra heaving with each breath. “Watch, pet. See how my wife cums for denial while you grovel like a dog.”

Ameena’s moans grew frantic, her implants bouncing as she writhed. “Mistress, I’m your girl! Deny me—make me cum for your leather! I’m yours!”

Fatima ground harder, her own climax building from the friction, leather pants slick with sweat and arousal. “Cum, wife,” she growled, her voice raw. “Spill for Mommy’s denial while I flood these pants.”

Ameena exploded, hot cum coating Fatima’s glove, her cries muffled under the leather. Fatima shuddered, orgasm ripping through her, soaking her pants, her thighs trembling as she rode the wave. “Good girl,” she moaned, lifting slightly to let Ameena gasp. “You please Mommy so well.”

Turning to Junaid, she tossed a baggie of cocaine onto the rug. “Ten lines, dog. Snort it, you useless pet.”

Junaid scrambled, snorting desperately, his body shaking as the high hit. “Thank you, Mommy… I’m your dog, your junkie. More tomorrow?”

Fatima stood, leather creaking, her presence towering over them. “Tomorrow, pet, you’ll bark louder. Ameena, you’ll serve prettier. My perfect wife, my broken dog. This is my empire—built on your submission.”

Ameena crawled closer, hair spilling over her shoulders. “Mistress, I live for you. May I clean the villa tomorrow? Serve Zayan?”

Fatima exhaled, smoke trailing over Ameena’s face. “Yes, wife. Keep my son smiling. You’re his nanny, my pride.”

Junaid whimpered, leash taut. “Mommy… I’ll bark for Zayan again. More coke? Eleven lines?”

Fatima yanked the leash, pulling him to her feet. “Eleven? Greedy pet. Earn it tomorrow—crawl lower.”

“Yes, Mommy,” he gasped, eyes glazed. “I’m nothing without you.”

The villa hummed with power, its walls holding secrets of addiction, transformation, and conquest. Outside, the lagoon glittered under the moon, a mirror to Fatima’s untouchable reign.

She stood, leather creaking, and strode to the window, cigarette glowing. “My throne, my pets, my world,” she murmured, her voice a low, dangerous purr.

The empire was hers, forged in leather, blood, and absolute control.
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