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Chapter one
THE DISCOVERY


The physiotherapist's voice still echoed in Amjad Khan's mind as he hobbled through the automatic doors of East London Medical Centre, his aluminum cane tapping an unsteady rhythm on the pavement.

"You're recovering remarkably well, Mr. Khan," Dr. Patel had said, her tone professional but tinged with something else—pity, perhaps. "But I need you to understand: you'll never be the man you were physically. Five years in a coma... the muscle atrophy, the neurological damage... you've made incredible progress, but there are limits."

Limits. The word tasted like ash in his mouth.

Amjad paused at the curb, breathing hard from the twenty-minute appointment that had left him as exhausted as running a marathon once would have. His reflection caught in the clinic's glass doors—a stranger stared back. Gaunt. Hollow-cheeked. The body of a man who'd been dismantled and poorly reassembled. Five-foot-six and barely one hundred twenty pounds, drowning in clothes that had once fit a larger, stronger man.

I used to be someone, he thought bitterly. I used to matter.

"Amjad!"

He turned—too quickly. His weak legs wobbled, and he clutched the cane tighter.

Sana emerged from a sleek black BMW parked in the disabled bay. His first wife. Except she looked nothing like the Sana he remembered—the timid, rail-thin girl who'd cowered under his glare, who'd served his meals with downcast eyes, who'd worn her burqa like armor against the world.

This woman was... different.

"Are you alright?" Sana asked, hurrying to his side. "Dr. Patel said the session went well."

Her voice was steady, confident. She wore a fitted burgundy salwar kameez that actually showed her figure—curves that hadn't existed before. Her dupatta draped loosely around her neck rather than covering her hair, which fell in glossy waves past her shoulders. No hijab. No niqab. Just... Sana. Smiling.

When had she started smiling like that?

"I'm fine," Amjad muttered, letting her guide him toward the car. "Just tired."

"Of course. Let's get you home."

Home. The word felt strange. Because the BMW was strange. The expensive leather interior was strange. The way Sana confidently navigated traffic through Stratford's busy streets was strange. Everything was strange.

Amjad watched the city pass by his window—familiar landmarks made unfamiliar by five lost years. New construction. Different shops. He barely recognized his own life.

"When did we get this car?" he asked.

Sana glanced at him, her expression unreadable. "Two years ago. Maiza bought it after her promotion."

Maiza. His third wife. The one he'd married for land in Pakistan. The one he'd beaten on that December night five years ago.

One day, you will regret this. I promise you.

Her blood-slicked words echoed across time.

"Maiza has a good job now," Sana continued, her voice careful. "She provides well for the family."

Provides. Not helps provide. Not contributes. Provides.

Like a husband would.

Amjad's jaw clenched, but he said nothing. He was too tired to argue. Too confused. Too... useless.

They pulled into a tree-lined street in Leyton—rows of Victorian terraced houses with neat front gardens and expensive cars. Sana parked outside a three-story home with a freshly painted red door and bay windows that gleamed in the afternoon sun.

"This isn't... " Amjad's voice caught. "Where's our flat? The council flat in Newham?"

"We moved three years ago," Sana explained, coming around to help him out. "Better schools for the boys. Safer neighborhood."

"How did we afford this?"

Sana's hand tightened on his elbow. "Maiza, Amjad. Maiza affords this."

There it was again. That name. That woman who'd somehow taken over his life while he'd been unconscious.

The house was even more impressive inside. Hardwood floors. Modern furniture. A flat-screen TV in the living room playing some cartoon—Hamza, his four-year-old son (a child he'd never met, born during the coma), sprawled on a plush rug, laughing at the screen.

The boy glanced up as they entered. His eyes—Ruksana's eyes—passed over Amjad with polite disinterest before returning to the television.

His own son. A stranger.

"Hamza, say hello to Uncle Amjad," Sana prompted gently.

"Hello, Uncle," the boy murmured obediently, barely looking away from the screen.

Uncle. Not Baba. Not Daddy. Uncle.

Amjad's throat tightened. He limped past, following Sana toward what had been converted into his bedroom—the ground-floor dining room, now fitted with a hospital bed, medical equipment, and a small wardrobe containing the few clothes that still fit his shrunken frame.

"Rest before dinner," Sana suggested. "Maiza will be home at six. We're eating together tonight—as a family."

She left him alone with his thoughts.

Amjad sank onto the hospital bed, staring at the ceiling, his mind cataloging every strange observation:

One: This house is massive. Expensive. We were barely scraping by before. Now we live like professionals.

Two: Sana and Ruksana—have both gained weight. Not fat. Healthy. Glowing. Happy-looking. They used to be so thin, so nervous.

Three: No burqas anywhere. No hijabs. The TV plays freely. I can see wine bottles in the kitchen cupboard. Wine. Haram. In MY house.

Four: My sons call me 'Uncle.' They call Maiza... they call her...

His mind shied away from that thought.

Five: Master bedroom upstairs—locked. I sleep down here like an invalid. Like a guest. Sana sleeps with the boys. And Ruksana... where does Ruksana sleep?

The question gnawed at him.

6:00 PM: DINNER

Amjad heard the front door open. A deep voice—feminine but commanding—echoed through the house.

"I'm home!"

"DADDY!" Bilal's excited shriek from upstairs. The thunder of small feet on stairs. "Daddy, Daddy, you're back!"

Amjad's heart clenched. He struggled to his feet, gripping his cane, hobbling toward the living room.

And froze.

Maiza stood in the entryway, lifting eight-year-old Bilal effortlessly into her arms, spinning him once as the boy squealed with delight. But this wasn't the Maiza he remembered—the frightened bride from Pakistan, timid and traditional.

This Maiza was... transformed.

She stood five-foot-nine in heeled boots that brought her to nearly six feet. Her hair, once long and traditionally styled, was cut in a sleek, straight style that brushed her shoulders—modern, professional. She wore tailored charcoal trousers that hugged athletic legs, a fitted black turtleneck that emphasized broad shoulders and a toned, curvy figure, and an expensive-looking leather watch on her wrist.

She looked like someone who owned every room she entered—power in a woman's body, all confidence and command.

"How was school, beta?" Maiza asked, setting Bilal down and crouching to his level.

"Good, Daddy! Miss Roberts said my maths is improving!"

"That's my smart boy." Maiza ruffled his hair, and Bilal beamed like she'd handed him the moon.

Then Maiza stood—and her eyes met Amjad's across the room.

For a moment, something flickered in her expression. Memory, perhaps. The ghost of that December night five years ago when he'd struck her, when she'd promised revenge.

Then she smiled—polite, distant.

"Amjad. How was physiotherapy?"

Not husband. Not even Amjad bhai. Just... Amjad. Like a colleague. An acquaintance.

"Fine," he managed, his voice weak even to his own ears.

"Good. Dinner's almost ready. Sana's been cooking all afternoon—your favorite, chicken karahi."

She moved past him toward the kitchen, and he caught the scent of her cologne—subtle, expensive, and somehow... powerful. The kind of scent a businessman might wear. She looked like the head of the family .

Hamza toddled over to her, arms raised. "Daddy, up!"

Maiza scooped him up without hesitation, kissing his chubby cheek. "Hello, my baby. Were you good for Mummy Sana today?"

Mummy Sana. And Maiza was... Daddy.

Amjad's world tilted.

6:30 PM: THE TABLE

The dining table was beautifully set—proper dishes, cloth napkins, a centerpiece of fresh flowers. Like a family from a magazine. Like people who mattered.

Maiza sat at the head of the table. His seat. The patriarch's seat.

Sana sat to her right, close enough that their shoulders nearly touched. Ruksana (and Amjad could barely reconcile this confident, curvy woman with the skinny, frightened girl he'd married) sat to Maiza's left. Both boys flanked Maiza like satellites orbiting the sun.

And Amjad? They'd placed him at the opposite end. The foot of the table. The guest's seat.

Everyone else was already seated when he finally hobbled in, cane tapping against hardwood.

"Here, Amjad," Ruksana said kindly, pulling out the chair for him. "Sit. Rest."

She wore jeans. Jeans. And a soft cream-colored sweater that hugged breasts and hips that hadn't existed before. Her face was fuller, prettier. Her hair—uncovered, unscarfed—cascaded in dark waves down her back.

She looked... happy.

They all looked happy.

Amjad lowered himself into the chair, breath wheezing from the effort. From his position, he had a perfect view of the tableau: Maiza presiding over the family like a king—no, like a queen, except there was nothing feminine about her bearing. She radiated unshakable authority despite her soft curves.

"Let's eat," Maiza said, and began serving the boys first.

The meal was delicious—Sana had always been a good cook. But Amjad could barely taste it, too busy watching. Observing.

The way Sana and Ruksana kept glancing at Maiza, their expressions warm and... was that adoration?

The way the boys chattered to Maiza about school, about friends, about everything, while barely acknowledging Amjad's presence.

The way Maiza listened attentively, asked thoughtful questions, laughed at the boys' silly jokes with genuine warmth.

This was a family. A unit. And Amjad was the outsider.

"Daddy, can I have more chicken?" Bilal asked suddenly, looking directly at Maiza.

The word hit Amjad like a slap.

"Of course, beta," Maiza replied, reaching for the serving dish.

"Wait," Amjad interrupted, his voice cracking with emotion. "Bilal, I'm your father. I'm your Daddy."

The table went silent. All eyes turned to him.

Bilal blinked in confusion. "But... Maiza is Daddy. You're Amjad Uncle."

"I am your FATHER!" Amjad's hand slammed on the table—or tried to. It came down weakly, barely making a sound. "Your father! Not her! ME!"

"Amjad, please," Sana said softly. "Don't upset yourself—"

"Don't upset myself?" He tried to stand, but his legs buckled. His cane clattered to the floor. He grabbed the table edge to keep from falling, humiliation burning through him. "This is wrong! The school must be teaching him wrong! A man is the father! A MAN is Daddy!"

Maiza remained utterly calm. She pulled Bilal onto her lap, wrapping protective arms around him. The boy immediately snuggled against her chest, seeking comfort.

"Amjad," Maiza said quietly, her voice carrying effortless authority, "children are children. They learn from what they see, not what they're told."

"He should see that I'm—"

"What should he see?" Maiza interrupted, her gray eyes meeting his without flinching. "Bilal has known me as Daddy for five years. I've tucked him into bed every night. I've read him stories, helped with homework, attended every parent-teacher meeting. I've kissed his scraped knees and celebrated his victories. I've been here."

The unspoken words hung heavy: And where were you?

"You were in a hospital bed," Maiza continued, her tone not unkind but devastatingly factual. "Through no fault of your own, yes. But that doesn't change reality. To Bilal, I'm Daddy. To Hamza, I'm the only parent he's ever known."

Bilal peered up at her. "Daddy, why is Uncle Amjad angry?"

"He's not angry, beta. He's confused. It's okay." Maiza kissed the top of his head tenderly—the gesture of a parent comforting their child. "Are you finished eating?"

"Yes, Daddy."

"Then give Daddy a hug and kiss goodnight, and go brush your teeth."

Bilal's arms wrapped around Maiza's neck, and he planted a loud, smacking kiss on her cheek. "Love you, Daddy!"

"Love you too, my strong boy."

Amjad watched, something breaking inside him, as his son—his son—ran off without even glancing in his direction.

Hamza, who'd been quiet throughout the meal, slid off his chair and toddled over to Ruksana, rubbing his eyes sleepily.

"Daddy, carry me?" he mumbled, arms raised—but he was looking at Maiza, not Ruksana.

Maiza rose fluidly, scooped the four-year-old into strong arms, and cradled him against her shoulder. Hamza's thumb went into his mouth, his eyes already drooping.

"Sleepy boy," Maiza murmured, pressing a kiss to his forehead. "Let's get you to bed."

Ruksana stood too, and Amjad watched—stunned—as she stepped close to Maiza, rising on her toes to kiss Maiza's cheek. Not a friendly peck. Something lingering. Intimate.

"I'll get his pajamas ready," Ruksana said softly, and her hand brushed Maiza's arm in a gesture that spoke of familiarity. Ownership, almost.

Sana gathered plates, smiling at the domestic scene. She caught Amjad's eye and her smile faltered slightly, pity flickering across her features.

Then they were gone—Maiza carrying Hamza upstairs, Ruksana and Sana following, leaving Amjad alone at the table.

Rage and confusion warred in his chest. He wanted to scream. To throw something. To demand answers. But he was so goddamn tired. Tired and weak and useless.

He heard laughter from upstairs. The sound of running water—bath time. Maiza's voice, playful and warm: "No splashing, Hamza! You're going to flood the bathroom!"

More laughter. The sounds of a happy family.

A family that didn't include him.

Amjad grabbed his cane from where it had fallen, struggled to his feet, and hobbled toward the staircase. Maybe if he went up there, asserted his presence, reminded them who he was—

He made it three steps before his legs gave out. He collapsed onto the stairs, panting, pain shooting through his atrophied muscles.

From above, he heard Bilal's voice: "Daddy, can you read me two stories tonight? Please?"

"Just one, beta. It's late."

"But Daddy—"

"One story, then sleep. Daddy's rules."

"Okay, Daddy."

Daddy. Daddy. Daddy.

The word echoed in Amjad's mind like a death knell.

He dragged himself back down the stairs, each movement agony, and retreated to his ground-floor bedroom—his cage.

He lay on the hospital bed, staring at the ceiling, listening to the sounds of his family living their lives without him.

What happened to me? What happened to my life?

But he knew. He'd been erased. Replaced. By a woman who'd somehow become more of a man than he'd ever been.

Eventually, exhaustion claimed him, and he drifted into restless sleep.

11:30 PM

Amjad's eyes snapped open in darkness.

His mouth was dry, throat parched. He needed water.

The house was silent—that deep, late-night silence where every sound feels amplified. He could hear the faint hum of the refrigerator from the kitchen. The settling creaks of an old house.

And something else.

A rhythmic sound. Faint but unmistakable.

Creak... creak... creak...

Amjad frowned, lying still, listening.

The sound was coming from directly above him. From the first floor. From the master bedroom.

Creak... creak... creak...

Bed springs? But rhythmic. Mechanical, almost.

And then: a sound that made his breath catch.

A moan. Female. Muffled but... intense.

Amjad's heart began to pound.

Is someone... is Maiza with a man? Did she bring someone into my house? Into my bed?

Rage flared, hot and sharp. He threw off his thin blanket and reached for his cane. His legs screamed in protest as he stood, but fury gave him strength.

He had to see. Had to know.

The house was dark save for a small night-light in the hallway. Amjad hobbled toward the staircase, each tap of his cane sounding impossibly loud.

The sounds grew clearer as he climbed.

Creak... creak... creak...

And moaning. Definitely moaning.

"Yes... yes... oh God , yes..."

Ruksana's voice.

Amjad froze halfway up the stairs, gripping the bannister with white knuckles.

What is happening?

He forced himself to continue climbing. Each step was agony—his legs weak, his breath coming in gasps. But he had to see.

The first-floor landing was dimly lit by moonlight streaming through a window. Three doors: the boys' room (closed, silent), the bathroom (dark), and the master bedroom.

The master bedroom door stood slightly ajar. Maybe an inch. Just enough.

The sounds were louder here. Unmistakable.

Creak... creak... creak...

"Yes! Yes! Oh God, yes!"

And another voice—lower, commanding.

Maiza's voice.

"That's it, baby. Take it. Take all of Daddy's cock."

Amjad's brain stuttered to a halt.

What?

His hand trembling, he approached the door. Peered through the crack.

And his world shattered.

Moonlight spilled through the master bedroom window, painting everything in silver and shadow.

The bed—his bed, from when this had been his bedroom—dominated the space. And on it...

Ruksana.

Naked. Completely, gloriously naked.

She was on all fours, back arched, head pressed into the pillow, her fuller body—curves and softness and woman—glowing with sweat. Her breasts swayed with each movement, heavy and beautiful. Her hips, wider than he remembered, were raised high, presenting herself.

And behind her...

Maiza.

Also naked.

But wearing a black leather harness around her hips and thighs. And jutting from that harness, thick and obscene and impossible, was a dildo. Realistic in every detail—veined, bulbous-headed, at least eight inches long.

And Maiza was fucking Ruksana with it.

Powerful, athletic thrusts. Her hands gripped Ruksana's hips hard enough to leave marks. Her muscular back flexed with each movement. The dildo disappeared into Ruksana's body again and again, and the wet, slapping sound filled the room.

Slap. Slap. Slap.

"Who owns this pussy, baby?" Maiza's voice was breathless but commanding. Dominant. Masculine.

"You do, Daddy!" Ruksana's words were half-sob, half-scream. "You own it! It's yours!"

"Say it louder." Maiza increased her pace, the bed frame slamming against the wall. "Who fucks you better than he ever did?"

"YOU, DADDY!" Ruksana's voice cracked with pleasure. "ONLY YOU! YOU FUCK ME SO GOOD! SO MUCH BETTER!"

Amjad couldn't breathe. Couldn't think. Couldn't look away.

Maiza pulled Ruksana up by her hair—not rough, but firm—until they were both kneeling, Maiza behind, still thrusting, still filling.

One of Maiza's arms wrapped around Ruksana's throat in a gentle chokehold. The other hand slid down Ruksana's stomach to between her legs, fingers working her clit with practiced skill.

"You love Daddy's big cock, don't you?" Maiza whispered into Ruksana's ear, loud enough for Amjad to hear.

"Yes!" Ruksana was crying now—tears of ecstasy streaming down her flushed face. "So big... so deep... I never... I never felt like this with him... never..."

The words stabbed through Amjad's chest.

"I know, baby." Maiza's voice was tender even as she thrust hard, even as she dominated. "Daddy takes care of you. Only Daddy can make you feel this way. Only Daddy loves you right."

"Yes! Yes! Daddy loves me! Daddy fucks me! Daddy—DADDY I'M COMING!"

Ruksana's entire body convulsed. She would have collapsed if Maiza wasn't holding her up. Her scream was primal, animalistic, muffled only slightly by the pillow she buried her face in.

Maiza continued thrusting through the orgasm, prolonging it, wringing every ounce of pleasure from Ruksana's trembling form.

Finally, mercifully, she slowed. Stopped.

Carefully, Maiza withdrew the dildo—glistening obscenely in the moonlight—and began unhooking the harness.

Ruksana collapsed forward onto the bed, boneless, gasping.

"Thank you, Daddy," she whimpered. "Thank you for using me. Thank you for loving me."

Maiza tossed the harness aside and lay down beside Ruksana, pulling her into a tender embrace. She kissed Ruksana's shoulder, her neck, her tear-stained cheek.

"You're such a good wife, Ruksana," Maiza murmured. "Such a good girl for Daddy. I love you so much."

"I love you, Daddy."

They lay there, tangled together, Maiza's arms protective around Ruksana's smaller form.

"Sleep now, baby. Daddy's got you."

AMJAD'S REACTION:

He stood frozen in the hallway, one hand gripping his cane, the other...

The other had unconsciously moved to his crotch.

His thin pajama pants were tented. Hard. Harder than he'd been in years. Harder than he'd been since before the accident.

And he was... wet. Pre-cum soaking through the fabric in a dark patch.

What's wrong with me?

His hand moved of its own accord, gripping his erection through the thin material. Small—God, he'd always been small, barely five inches even at his best, and now, after years of atrophy, probably less. But hard. Desperately, achingly hard.

He began to stroke.

Slowly at first. Then faster.

His eyes never left the bed. Never left Maiza's powerful form, Ruksana's sated expression.

That's my wife, part of his mind screamed. My bed. My position. She's fucking MY wife!

But another part—a part he didn't want to acknowledge—was thinking something very different.

She's so strong. So confident. She made Ruksana scream like that. Made her cum like that. I never... I never could do that. I never even tried. I just took what I wanted and left her empty.

And Maiza... when did she become so... why is she so...

Sexy.

The word crystallized in his mind, and shame flooded through him.

She's a woman! I'm a man! Why am I attracted to her like this? Why do I want to keep watching?

But he did. God help him, he did.

His hand moved faster, jerking himself through his pajamas, biting his lip to keep from making sound.

He imagined... things he shouldn't imagine.

What would it feel like? To be Ruksana. To be on my knees, taken like that. To call someone Daddy and surrender completely.

To have Maiza's strong hands on me. Her cock inside me. Her voice commanding me.

No. NO. I'm a man. Men don't want that. I don't want that.

But his cock disagreed, leaking steadily, his hand moving frantically now—

Ruksana shifted on the bed, mumbling something.

Her face turned toward the door.

Panic seized Amjad. He stumbled backward, and his cane caught on the carpet—scraaaape—impossibly loud in the quiet.

He froze. Heart pounding. Certain he'd been caught.

But from the bedroom: nothing. Just soft breathing. They hadn't heard.

Amjad fled.

He hobbled down the stairs as fast as his weak legs would allow, nearly falling twice, catching himself on the bannister. By the time he reached his ground-floor bedroom, he was gasping, sweating, trembling.

He collapsed onto the hospital bed, hand still gripping his erection, pajamas soaked.

What did I just see?

What has my life become?

Amjad lay in darkness, his cock still hard, his mind spinning.

The scene replayed behind his eyelids every time he closed them. Maiza's powerful thrusts. Ruksana's ecstatic cries. The way she'd called her Daddy. The way she'd said she'd never felt that way with him.

She's right, Amjad thought miserably. I never made her feel like that. I never tried. I just... took. Used her body for my pleasure and rolled over to sleep. Called it my right as a husband.

And now Maiza... Maiza gives them everything I never did. Money. Security. Love. Pleasure.

She’s the Daddy. The provider. The lover. The center of their world.

And I'm...

Nothing.

A ghost in my own home.

A stranger to my own children.

Useless.

He wanted to be angry. He should be angry. His wife was fucking his other wife. His third wife had taken over his family.

But beneath the rage was something else. Something darker and more confusing.

Arousal.

His hand moved again, stroking slowly, and he hated himself for it.

Why am I turned on by this? What's wrong with me?

He thought about Maiza's body—strong, athletic, commanding. The way she'd held Ruksana. The way she'd moved. The confidence radiating from her.

He thought about the dildo. About what it would feel like.

About being on his knees for her.

No. I can't think that. I'm a man. I'm straight. I'm...

Weak.

Useless.

Nothing.

The thoughts circled like vultures.

Five years, he realized. Five years I was gone, and Maiza became... this. Became everything. And they're all happier for it. The boys love her. The wives love her. Even Sana—I saw the way she looks at Maiza too.

They're a family. And I'm the outsider.

Because Maiza is what I never was: strong, loving, giving.

She's the Daddy I should have been.

And part of me...

Part of me wants to surrender to her too.

The thought was too terrifying to fully form. Amjad pushed it away, but it lingered, dark and insistent.

His hand moved faster, chasing release, chasing oblivion.

When he finally came—mess spilling into his already-soaked pajamas—he felt no satisfaction. Just shame. And confusion. And a strange, aching emptiness.

He lay there in the darkness, listening to the house settle, imagining them upstairs, tangled together, happy.

My wife became my Daddy, he thought, the words absurd and true and terrifying all at once.

And I think... I think I liked watching.

Sleep, when it finally came, was restless and filled with dreams—Maiza's commanding voice, Ruksana's submissive moans, leather and moonlight and the feeling of being watched.

Of being wanted.

And in his dreams, it wasn't Ruksana on her knees.

It was him.


Chapter two
THE TYRANT


June 2019 - Six Months Before the Accident

The dawn call to prayer echoed faintly from a nearby mosque as Amjad Khan trudged up the three flights of stairs to his council flat in Newham. His shoes—cheap knockoffs from the market—squeaked on the stained linoleum. The building reeked of curry, cigarettes, and something vaguely rotten that maintenance had been ignoring for months.

It was 5:00 AM. His night shift at the Shell petrol station had just ended—eight hours of ringing up cigarettes, lottery tickets, and energy drinks for drunk clubbers and early-morning construction workers. Twenty-two thousand pounds a year before taxes. Barely enough to keep three people fed and housed, let alone the growing household he was accumulating.

But he was the man. The provider. The head of the family.

And that meant something.

Amjad unlocked the door to flat 34B and stepped inside.

The smell hit him immediately—fresh roti, fried eggs, the spice of chai simmering on the stove. Good. At least they'd learned to have breakfast ready on time.

"Assalamu alaikum," he called out, not particularly warmly.

Two shapes materialized from the kitchen—black from head to toe, faces completely covered by niqab, only their eyes visible through the narrow slits.

His wives.

"Wa alaikum salaam," came the muffled reply in unison. Obedient. Submissive. As they should be.

The taller one—Sana, his first wife—approached with a tray. On it: a plate of parathas, scrambled eggs with green chilies, and a steaming cup of chai. She set it on the small dining table without a word, head bowed, and retreated.

"Is Bilal still sleeping?" Amjad asked, settling into his chair with a grunt.

"Yes, jaan," Sana replied softly from behind her veil. "He woke once in the night, but I settled him."

"Good."

The second wife—Ruksana—stood by the doorway to the kitchen. Even through the shapeless black fabric, he could see the swell of her pregnant belly. Seven months along now. Another son, Insha'God.

She made the mistake of looking directly at him.

Not for long—just a flicker of eye contact through her niqab. But long enough.

Amjad's hand slammed down on the table, making the chai slosh. "What did I tell you about looking at me like that?"

Ruksana's eyes dropped immediately. "Sorry. I'm sorry."

"Sorry isn't good enough." He stood, chair scraping loudly, and crossed the small space in three strides.

SLAP.

His palm connected with the side of her covered head—not hard enough to injure, but hard enough to sting. To remind her.

Ruksana gasped, stumbling slightly, one hand instinctively going to her belly.

"Amjad, please," Sana said quietly, her voice strained. "She's pregnant. Be careful."

"I know she's pregnant!" he snapped. "That doesn't mean she can disrespect me in my own home!"

He grabbed Ruksana's chin through the fabric, forcing her veiled face upward. "When I'm in this house, you keep your eyes DOWN. You understand me?"

"Yes," she whispered. "Yes, I understand."

"Yes, WHAT?"

"Yes, husband. Forgive me."

He released her roughly and returned to his breakfast. The eggs were cold now. He ate anyway, shoveling food into his mouth while the two women stood silent as statues, waiting to be dismissed.

This was his kingdom. Small, cramped, smelling of mildew and old cooking oil—but his. And in it, his word was law.

After breakfast, Amjad lay on the worn sofa—the same sofa that doubled as Ruksana's bed at night since they only had two bedrooms—and reviewed his mental checklist.

He did this every morning. A litany of control.

Rule One: Neither wife leaves the flat without him or another male relative as escort. This wasn't negotiable. The streets were full of men with wandering eyes, and his wives were his property. He wasn't about to let them parade around uncovered, corrupting and being corrupted.

Rule Two: No unnecessary conversation with male outsiders. Not the postman. Not the neighbor from flat 35B who'd tried to be friendly. Certainly not the Tesco delivery driver who'd smiled at Sana last month. Amjad had filed a complaint about that one.

Rule Three: No television except Religious lectures. The flat's single TV was locked on the Religious Channel. Anything else—music videos, Western shows, Bollywood films—was poison.

Rule Four: No unsupervised internet. Sana had a phone (old Nokia, no smartphone) for emergencies only. Ruksana wasn't trusted with even that after Amjad caught her trying to text her sister in Pakistan last year.

Rule Five: Five daily prayers, no exceptions. He checked. He listened. He made sure their prayer mats were worn from use.

Rule Six: Only Urdu and Punjabi at home. English was the language of the kuffar, the language that made Muslim women forget their place. His children would grow up speaking their mother tongue first.

These rules kept order. Kept his household pure. Kept his wives from becoming like those shameless British-Pakistani girls he saw in the streets—tight jeans, hair uncovered, laughing with men who weren't their relatives.

Disgusting.

"Sana," he called out.

She appeared immediately. "Yes, jaan?"

"Did you pray Fajr?"

"Yes, of course."

"And her?" He jerked his chin toward the kitchen, where Ruksana was washing dishes.

"Yes, she prayed too. I made sure."

"Good." He closed his eyes. "Wake me at noon. I need to pray Dhuhr before I go out."

"Go out?" Sana's voice carried a faint note of... what? Disappointment? "You're not staying home today?"

"I have things to do. Men's business." He waved a dismissive hand. "Make sure Bilal doesn't cry. I need sleep."

"Yes, jaan."

She retreated, a shadow in black, and Amjad let himself drift off to the sound of running water and hushed feminine voices from the kitchen.

AFTERNOON: THE PUB

Amjad woke at 1:45 PM, performed his prayers with the mechanical efficiency of long habit, and dressed.

Jeans. A button-down shirt from Primark. A denim jacket. His "going out" clothes.

He checked his reflection in the bathroom mirror—the only mirror in the flat, kept locked so his wives couldn't use it (vanity was un-religious , he told them). He looked good. Young. Modern. Like any other British-Pakistani bloke heading out for the afternoon.

"I'm going out," he announced to the flat at large.

Sana appeared from the bedroom, where she'd been putting Bilal down for his nap. "When will you be back?"

"When I'm back. Don't question me, woman."

"Should I make dinner for seven?"

"Make it for eight. I might eat out."

He saw her shoulders slump—just slightly—but she said nothing. Good.

Ruksana didn't even emerge from the kitchen. Also good. She was learning.

The Prince of Bengal pub was a fifteen-minute walk from the flat. It sat on a corner, its windows frosted, a chalkboard outside advertising "2-for-1 Curry Special Mondays."

Inside, it was dim, smelling of beer and fried food. Football played on a big screen above the bar—some Premier League match. A handful of men clustered at tables, nursing pints, shouting at the TV.

"Oi, Amjad!" A voice called from the back.

Amjad grinned and made his way over to a table where three of his friends sat—all Pakistani, all second-generation like him, all married, all "good Muslims" who nonetheless spent their afternoons at the pub.

"Yaara, you're late," said Imran, a short, stocky man who worked at a phone shop in Stratford. "Chelsea's already up one-nil."

"Fuck Chelsea," Amjad replied, sliding into the booth. "Arsenal all the way."

"Delusional," laughed Khalid, the eldest of the group, who drove a minicab. "Arsenal's been shite for years."

"Still better than supporting Chelsea, you bandwagon bastard."

They laughed, and Amjad signaled the bartender—a white woman in her forties, heavyset, friendly. "Pint of Stella, love."

"Coming right up, darling."

Beer arrived moments later, cold and perfect. Amjad took a long pull, savoring it.

"Doesn't your missus mind you drinking?" asked the fourth man, Tariq, who was newer to the group—young, barely twenty-five, recently married.

Amjad snorted. "What she doesn't know won't hurt her. Besides, I'm not getting drunk. Just socializing. That's not haram."

"That's what I tell mine too," Imran agreed, raising his glass. "It's cultural, innit? We're British. This is what British men do."

"Exactly."

They drank, they smoked (cigarettes passed around freely), they watched football, they complained about bosses and bills and the rising cost of everything.

And they talked about their wives.

"So, Amjad," Khalid said after the match ended and they'd moved on to their second round, "I heard you're getting a third wife? Someone from Pakistan?"

Amjad grinned. "News travels fast. Yeah, my uncle called last week. His brother's got a daughter—35, unmarried, educated. Basically a leftover, you know? No one in Pakistan wants her."

"Thirty-five and unmarried?" Imran whistled. "Must be something wrong with her."

"She's 'too modern,' apparently. Got some business degree, thinks she's clever. But her family's desperate to get her a UK visa." Amjad leaned back, lacing his fingers behind his head. "They're offering me fifty acres of prime farmland in Punjab if I marry her."

Khalid's eyes widened. "Fifty acres? That's worth what, two hundred grand easy?"

"At least."

"And you just have to marry her? Not even consummate?"

Amjad shrugged. "I'll consummate. Why not? She'll live with my other two, do housework, give me kids if God wills. I'm doing her a favor, really. No one else will have her."

Tariq looked uncomfortable. "Doesn't your first wife mind?"

"Mind?" Amjad laughed. "What she minds doesn't matter. Religious Books says a man can have four wives. That's the law—God's law, higher than any British law."

"Your second wife, though," Imran said, grinning. "Ruksana, right? She's got fire in her. I remember when you married her—she had an attitude."

"Had," Amjad emphasized. "Past tense. She learned quick. A firm hand, that's all women need. Firm hand and clear boundaries."

"That's the truth," Khalid agreed, nodding sagely. "You let them run wild, they'll destroy you. My wife wanted to get a job last year—" he spat the word like it was filthy "—I shut that down immediately. 'Your job is home and children,' I told her. She cried for a week, then got over it.**"

They all nodded, a silent brotherhood of control.

The bartender—Maggie, her name was—came over to collect empties. "Another round, boys?"

"Just one more, love," Amjad said, and let his eyes linger on her curves as she walked away. She caught him looking and gave a little smile.

Nothing serious. Just a bit of fun. Harmless flirting. Not like he'd ever actually do anything—he was a married man, after all. But looking wasn't haram. And it reminded him that he was a man, desirable, still vital despite the screaming toddler and pregnant wife waiting at home.

By the time they left the pub at six, Amjad was pleasantly buzzed—not drunk, never drunk—and feeling like himself again. Like someone who mattered.

Not like the exhausted, broke, frustrated man who existed in flat 34B.

Amjad returned home to find dinner ready, the flat clean, and his wives seated on the floor in the living room, waiting.

"Where's Bilal?" he asked.

"Sleeping," Sana replied. "He ate early."

"Good. I'll eat now."

They served him in silence—chicken karahi, rice, fresh roti. He ate while they watched, not eating themselves. They'd eat his leftovers later, after he was finished. That was the order of things.

Halfway through the meal, his phone rang.

Pakistani number. He recognized it—his uncle, Sana's father, calling from Lahore.

"Abu?" Amjad answered, switching to Punjabi. "Assalamu alaikum."

"Wa alaikum salaam, beta." His uncle's voice was warm but strained. "How are you? How is my daughter?"

"We're all fine, Alhamdulillah. Sana is well. Bilal is growing."

"Good, good." A pause. "Listen, I need to discuss something with you. A family matter."

Amjad set down his fork. "I'm listening."

"My elder brother—you remember Mahmood?"

"The one with the textile business in Lahore?"

"Yes, exactly. He has a... situation. His eldest daughter, Maiza."

Amjad vaguely remembered meeting her once, years ago at a wedding. Tall girl. Quiet. Serious.

"What about her?"

"She's 35 now. Unmarried."

Amjad nearly laughed. Thirty-five and unmarried? In Pakistan? That was practically a death sentence socially.

"No one wants her," his uncle continued, sounding embarrassed. "She's too educated—business degree from Lahore University, worked in an office for years. Men find her intimidating. And now she's too old. Mahmood has spent a fortune on rishta proposals. All rejected."

"So?" Amjad asked, though he was beginning to see where this was going.

"So, Mahmood wants to send her to the UK. Get her settled abroad. But she needs a visa, and the only way is... marriage."

There it was.

"You want me to marry her," Amjad said flatly.

"Beta, I know you already have two wives. But think about it. Mahmood is a wealthy man—he's offering incentive. Fifty acres of prime agricultural land near Faisalabad. Fully irrigated, high-yield soil. It's worth at least two crore rupees, maybe more."

Amjad did the math quickly in his head. Two crore rupees was roughly two hundred thousand pounds, give or take.

For a marriage certificate.

"She'll live with you in London," his uncle pressed on. "Help with housework, children. You won't have to support her—she'll get a job, support herself once she's settled. And you get the land. You can sell it, keep it as investment, whatever you want. Free money, beta."

Amjad glanced at his wives. Sana was staring at her hands, unmoving. Ruksana had gone very still.

They'd heard. Of course they'd heard. The flat was tiny, and he'd made no effort to lower his voice.

"When would this happen?" Amjad asked.

"Soon. Mahmood wants to finalize before the end of summer. Nikah can be done by proxy if needed, then she flies to UK on spouse visa. Very simple."

Two hundred thousand pounds.

Fifty acres of prime land.

And a third wife who'd do housework and maybe even bring in income.

The Religious Books allowed four wives. He'd be well within his rights.

"Alright," Amjad said. "Tell Mahmood I agree. Send me the paperwork."

"Excellent! beta. You're saving our family's honor."

They exchanged pleasantries and hung up.

Amjad returned to his food, eating slowly, savoring the sudden shift in his fortunes.

From across the room, a sound.

Soft. Muffled.

Crying.

He looked up. Ruksana had her face buried in her hands, her shoulders shaking.

"What's wrong with you?" Amjad demanded.

"Another wife?" Ruksana's voice was thick with tears. "We're already crammed in this flat—where will she even sleep? How will we manage?"

"That's not your concern."

"It IS my concern!" Ruksana's voice rose—dangerous, defiant. "I'm pregnant, Amjad! I'm about to give birth in a flat with no space, no privacy, and now you're bringing another woman here?"

Amjad stood slowly, anger flaring hot in his chest.

"Watch your tone," he said quietly.

"This is crazy!" she continued, tears streaming from behind her niqab. "Three wives in a two-bedroom flat? How is this fair?"

"FAIR?" Amjad crossed the space between them in two strides and grabbed her wrist. "You dare question me? You dare question what the Religious Books allows?"

"Amjad, please," Sana interjected, standing. "She's upset. Let's all calm down—"

"The Religious Books says a man can have FOUR wives!" Amjad shouted, shaking Ruksana's arm. "FOUR! Are you saying God is wrong? Are you committing shirk in my house?"

"No, I just—"

SLAP.

Harder this time. Hard enough that Ruksana cried out, stumbling backward.

"You will ACCEPT what I decide!" Amjad roared. "This is MY house! MY family! I am the HEAD, and you will SUBMIT!"

Ruksana sobbed, both hands on her belly protectively, and fled to the bathroom.

The door slammed.

Sana stood frozen, trembling.

Amjad pointed at her. "Control her. I won't tolerate disrespect. Not from her, not from anyone."

"Yes, jaan," Sana whispered. "I'll talk to her."

"Good."

He sat back down and finished his dinner in silence, the taste of power as satisfying as the food.

At 9:00 PM, Amjad performed ablution and walked to the local mosque for prayers.

The masjid was small, tucked between a kebab shop and a dry cleaner's, but it was his refuge. Here, surrounded by men in prayer, he felt righteous. Holy. Part of something greater than himself.

He prayed with intensity, forehead pressed to the worn carpet, reciting verses he'd memorized as a child.

Alhamdulillah.

Praise be to God.

After prayers, he lingered, making small talk with the imam—an elderly Bangladeshi man who'd known Amjad since he was a teenager.

"You look pleased, brother," the imam observed.

"Alhamdulillah, things are going well. God is blessing me with another wife."

The imam smiled. "MashaGod. May God grant you happiness and many righteous children."

"Ameen."

Walking home, Amjad felt... complete.

He was doing everything right. Providing for his family. Following the Religious Books's guidance. Maintaining control. His wives were obedient (mostly). His son was healthy. Another son on the way. And now, land in Pakistan and a third wife to add to his household.

He was a good Muslim man.

He prayed five times a day.

He fasted during Ramadan.

He gave charity (when he could afford it).

He controlled his household as God commanded.

This was the righteous path.

This was God's plan.

And if his wives were unhappy? Well, happiness wasn't their purpose. Obedience was. Service was. That's what women were created for—to serve their husbands, bear children, and maintain homes.

He'd been merciful, even. He let them eat. He provided shelter. He didn't beat them that hard—not enough to leave permanent marks.

He was a good husband.

A good father.

A good man.

Amjad let himself into the flat, locked the door behind him, and checked on Bilal—fast asleep in his cot, tiny fists curled under his chin.

His son. His legacy.

One day, he'd teach Bilal everything. How to be strong. How to lead. How to keep women in line.

One day, Bilal would have his own wives, his own household.

The cycle would continue.

God's plan, unfolding perfectly.

Amjad lay down on the sofa (Ruksana was sleeping on a mat in the kitchen tonight, exiled for her outburst), closed his eyes, and fell asleep with a smile on his face.

(as he drifts off):

I am blessed.

God has given me everything a man could want.

Two wives—soon three.

Children—sons, strong sons.

A home, a job, respect in my community.

I provide. I protect. I control.

This is what it means to be a Muslim man.

This is my kingdom, small as it is.

And in my kingdom, my word is law.

God has ordained it.

The Religious Books has commanded it.

And I... I am doing exactly as I should.

Alhamdulillah.

Praise be to God.

Everything is exactly as it should be.


Chapter three
THE BREAKING POINT


HEATHROW AIRPORT - LATE NOVEMBER 2019

The arrivals hall at Terminal 3 was chaos—families reuniting, taxi drivers holding signs, the constant drone of announcements in multiple languages. Amjad Khan stood near the barrier, arms crossed, scanning the stream of passengers emerging from customs.

He'd seen a photo—grainy, taken at some family wedding years ago—but he barely remembered what his new wife looked like. Tall, he recalled. Dark hair. Serious expression.

Then he saw her.

Maiza Mahmood pushed a luggage cart through the doors, and Amjad's first thought was: She's taller than I expected.

Five-foot-nine at least, possibly more. She wore a simple cream-colored shalwar kameez, a brown hijab covering her hair but not her face, and walked with a confidence that immediately set his teeth on edge. Not the shuffling, downcast walk of his other wives. This woman moved like she had somewhere important to be.

Their eyes met across the crowd. Hers were dark, intelligent, assessing. She didn't smile.

Amjad raised a hand in greeting. She nodded—barely—and navigated her cart toward him.

"Assalamu alaikum," he said when she reached him, offering his hand.

She ignored it. "Wa alaikum salaam. You're Amjad."

Not a question. A statement. Her English was flawless—British accent with just a hint of Lahori lilt.

"Yes. Welcome to London." He forced a smile. "How was your flight?"

"Long." She glanced around the terminal. "Where's your car?"

"This way."

He reached for her luggage cart. She held on. "I can manage."

"I'm your husband now. Let me—"

"Let's be very clear about something," Maiza interrupted, her voice low but firm. "I'm here for a visa. For my family's honor. Not for love, not for romance, not for some fairy tale marriage. You get your land, I get my UK residency, and we both get what we want. But don't mistake this for anything more than a transaction."

Amjad blinked, stunned by her bluntness.

Around them, travelers flowed past, oblivious to the small earthquake happening in this corner of Heathrow.

"You're my wife," he said slowly, feeling his control already slipping. "Under Religious law, under British law. That means—"

"I know what it means." Maiza's eyes hardened. "I have a business degree, Amjad. I'm not stupid. I'll fulfill my obligations. But I'm not going to pretend to be something I'm not."

She pushed past him with the cart, heading toward the exit.

Amjad followed, jaw clenched, a sick feeling growing in his stomach.

This one is going to be trouble.

The introductions were awkward and tense.

Sana and Ruksana, both in full burqa despite being indoors, stood in the cramped living room while Maiza surveyed her new home with undisguised disappointment.

"This is it?" she asked, looking at the peeling wallpaper, the sagging sofa, the single grimy window. "All three of us are expected to live here?"

"It's what we can afford," Amjad said defensively. "You'll sleep on the floor in the living room for now. Maybe we can get a cot."

Maiza turned to the two covered figures. "Which one of you is Sana?"

The taller one raised her hand slightly. "I am. Welcome, sister."

"And you must be Ruksana." Maiza's eyes dropped to the visible swell of pregnancy beneath the abaya. "When are you due?"

"February, Insha'Allah," Ruksana said quietly.

"Take off your niqabs," Maiza said suddenly. "We're all women here. Let me see your faces."

Sana and Ruksana glanced nervously at Amjad.

"No," he said flatly. "They stay covered. And you—" he pointed at Maiza "—you'll wear niqab too. Full niqab, like them. I won't have my wives showing their faces."

Maiza laughed—short, bitter. "I wore hijab in Lahore. That's more than enough. I'm not covering my face."

"Yes, you will."

"No, I won't."

They stared at each other, the battle lines drawn from day one.

Finally, Amjad grabbed a black niqab from a hook by the door and threw it at her. "You'll wear it. That's not negotiable. In this house, you follow MY rules."

Maiza caught it, looked at the shapeless black fabric, and her expression went cold.

"Fine," she said quietly. "For now."

But Amjad heard the unspoken words: But not forever.

THE NIKAH NIGHT

A week after Maiza's arrival, Amjad decided it was time to consummate the marriage.

The nikah had been performed by proxy in Pakistan, the paperwork filed, the marriage legal in both countries. She was his wife in the eyes of God and the law.

Which meant she owed him his rights.

It was late—past midnight. Bilal asleep in the bedroom with Sana. Ruksana on her mat in the kitchen, her pregnancy making her uncomfortable and cranky.

And Maiza on the living room floor, on a thin mattress Amjad had bought from a charity shop.

He stood in the doorway, watching her. She'd changed into cotton pajamas—modest, long-sleeved—and was reading something on her phone (he'd allowed her one, temporarily, to contact her family).

"Turn that off," he said.

She looked up, saw him standing there in his undershirt and pajama bottoms, and her eyes narrowed. "What do you want?"

"You know what I want."

Maiza set her phone down slowly. "No."

"Excuse me?"

"I said no. I'm tired. I'm not in the mood. Find one of your other wives if you need... that."

Amjad crossed the small space in three steps and grabbed her wrist. "You're my WIFE. You don't get to say no."

"Let go of me." Her voice was ice.

"I have rights, Maiza. Religious rights. You know this."

He pulled her up roughly, and she stumbled, catching herself against the wall. For a moment, fear flashed in her eyes—just for a moment—and Amjad felt a dark satisfaction.

Good. Let her be afraid. Let her learn.

"Please," she said, her voice shaking now. "Not tonight. I'm exhausted. I just flew halfway around the world. Can't you just—"

"On your knees," he commanded.

"What?"

"You heard me. On. Your. Knees."

Maiza stared at him, then slowly—so slowly—sank down, her eyes never leaving his face.

Amjad pulled down his pajama bottoms, his cock already half-hard from the power, the control, the sight of this proud woman on her knees before him.

"Open your mouth," he said.

She didn't move.

"OPEN. YOUR. MOUTH."

Tears gathered in her eyes—silent, furious tears—but she obeyed.

Amjad grabbed the back of her head and pushed his cock between her lips, groaning at the wet heat. He didn't care that she wasn't moving, wasn't participating—he fucked her mouth with brutal efficiency, using her like a hole, like a thing.

"That's right," he grunted. "This is what wives do. This is your PURPOSE."

Maiza gagged, tried to pull back, but he held her firm.

"Take it. All of it."

When he finished—spilling down her throat, making her swallow—he pulled out and shoved her away. She collapsed onto her mattress, coughing, wiping her mouth with shaking hands.

"Turn over," he commanded.

"Please, no more—"

"TURN. OVER."

She did, slowly, lying face-down on the thin mattress.

Amjad pulled her pajama bottoms down roughly, exposing her. He didn't bother with foreplay. Didn't care if she was ready.

He pushed into her dry, tight heat, and she cried out in pain.

Good.

He fucked her quickly, without rhythm, chasing his own pleasure. She lay beneath him like a corpse, unmoving, silent except for the occasional whimper.

"You like this?" he asked, though he knew the answer. "You like being fucked by your husband?"

She said nothing.

SLAP.

His hand came down on her ass—hard enough to leave a mark.

"I asked you a question!"

"Yes," she whispered, her voice dead. "Yes, I like it."

"Louder!"

"Yes, husband! I like it!"

He came inside her with a grunt, collapsed on top of her for a moment, then pulled out and stood.

Maiza lay there, unmoving, her face pressed into the mattress.

Amjad pulled up his pajamas, feeling satisfied. "Clean yourself up. And remember—this is what marriage is. This is what you signed up for."

He left her there—used, humiliated, broken.

Or so he thought.

Because he didn't see the way her hands clenched into fists.

Didn't see the way her jaw tightened.

Didn't see the cold, calculating rage that replaced the tears in her eyes.

TWO WEEKS LATER

Despite Amjad's rules, Maiza found ways to talk to Sana and Ruksana.

Quiet conversations while he slept after his night shifts. Whispered words in the kitchen while preparing meals. Stolen moments of connection.

One afternoon, while Amjad was at the pub and Bilal was napping, the three women sat together in the cramped living room—niqabs removed, faces visible to each other for the first time.

Sana was pretty in a fragile way—large eyes, delicate features, dark circles from exhaustion.

Ruksana was younger, rounder, her pregnancy giving her a glow despite the sadness in her eyes.

And Maiza... Maiza looked like she'd been through hell. Bruises on her wrists. A split lip that was healing. Shadows under her eyes.

"Why do you accept this?" Maiza asked suddenly.

Sana froze. "Accept what?"

"This. Him. The way he treats us like property."

"Maiza, please," Sana whispered, glancing at the door. "Don't start trouble. It's just how things are."

"It doesn't have to be!" Maiza's voice rose. "We have rights! In the UK, we have LEGAL rights! We can leave, we can—"

"Leave?" Ruksana laughed bitterly. "And go where? I'm seven months pregnant with no money, no job, no family here. My parents are in Pakistan. If I leave him, I'm ruined. Divorced, shamed, returned to my family in disgrace. And Sana—"

"I have Bilal," Sana said softly. "He'd never let me take Bilal. He'd fight for custody, and he'd win because I have nothing. No income, no degree, no... nothing."

"So you just... endure?" Maiza asked, incredulous.

"What choice do we have?" Sana's eyes filled with tears. "Please, Maiza. Don't make this harder. Just... just accept it. It's easier that way."

But Ruksana was looking at Maiza with something else in her eyes. Something like hope.

"Do you really think we could leave?" she asked quietly.

"Ruksana!" Sana gasped.

"I'm just asking!" Ruksana turned to her, desperate. "Don't you ever think about it? About what life could be like without him? Without the hitting, the rules, the... the way he uses us?"

Sana looked away, silent.

"Yes," Maiza said firmly. "I think we could. If we planned it right. If we were smart about it. Women do it every day—leave abusive marriages, start over."

"Not women like us," Sana whispered. "Not Muslim women with nothing."

"Especially women like us," Maiza countered. "There are shelters, organizations, legal aid. I've been researching—"

The sound of a key in the lock froze them all.

They scrambled to cover their faces, pulling niqabs back on just as Amjad walked in.

He looked at them suspiciously. "What are you doing?"

"Nothing, jaan," Sana said quickly. "Just talking. Girl talk."

"In niqab?"

"You told us to wear it always," Maiza said, her voice carefully neutral.

Amjad grunted, apparently satisfied, and disappeared into the bathroom.

The moment was over.

But seeds had been planted.

The Christmas card came through the mail slot on a Tuesday morning.

You're invited to our annual Christmas party! December 21st, 7 PM. Festive attire encouraged. RSVP to Helen.

It was from flat 35A—the white British couple who'd lived next door for years. Helen worked as a social worker. Her husband, Graham, worked for Newham Council.

Amjad saw opportunity.

Graham knew people. Important people. Connections that could lead to a better job, better housing, a way out of the petrol station night shift.

"I'm going to this," he announced at dinner that night.

"A Christmas party?" Sana asked, surprised. "But we don't celebrate—"

"It's networking, not celebrating," Amjad said dismissively. "I'll go, be polite, make connections. You all stay here."

"I want to come," Maiza said suddenly.

Everyone turned to stare at her.

"What?" Amjad asked.

"I said I want to come. I need to practice my English, meet British people. It's a good opportunity."

"No."

"Why not?"

"Because I said no."

"I'm going," Maiza said firmly. "If you're going to force me to wear niqab, fine. But I'm going to that party."

Amjad's jaw clenched. Part of him wanted to refuse, to hit her for her defiance. But another part thought: If she's covered head to toe, what's the harm? And maybe having a wife there makes me look more... legitimate. More integrated.

"Fine," he said finally. "But you wear FULL niqab. You don't talk to men. You stay by my side the entire time. Understood?"

"Understood," Maiza said, her voice carefully obedient.

But her eyes—visible through the narrow slit—glittered with something that looked like victory.

THE PARTY

Helen and Graham's flat was warm, festive, decorated with a Christmas tree and twinkling lights. About twenty people mingled—mostly white British, a few South Asian families, everyone drinking wine and eating canapés.

Amjad felt immediately out of place despite his "going out" clothes—good jeans, a button-down shirt, his best jacket. He looked around nervously.

"Amjad!" Helen appeared, all smiles and warmth. She wore a red dress and reindeer antlers. "So glad you could make it! And you brought your wife!"

Maiza stood beside him, a silent black figure in full burqa and niqab, hands folded, invisible.

"Yes, this is... this is Maiza," Amjad said awkwardly. "She's new to the country."

"Welcome, Maiza!" Helen said brightly. "Please, make yourself comfortable. There's food in the dining room—halal options, I made sure."

Maiza nodded silently.

Helen bustled off to greet other guests, and Amjad immediately sought out Graham, who was talking football with a group of men near the TV.

"Graham! Mate, how's it going?"

"Amjad! Come, come, join us. Arsenal's getting thrashed again..."

And just like that, Amjad was absorbed into the male circle—talking sports, drinking beer (he'd grabbed one immediately, the Christmas party a perfect excuse), laughing loudly at jokes.

Playing the role of the modern, integrated British Muslim.

"So your wife covers?" one of the white men asked, nodding toward where Maiza sat alone in the corner.

"Oh, yes," Amjad said quickly. "Her choice, of course. I support equality, religious freedom, all that. She wants to wear it."

"Right, right. Of course."

They returned to football.

Amjad glanced over occasionally at Maiza, sitting isolated, overheating under layers of black fabric. Good. Let her suffer a bit. Maybe she'd learn not to be so insistent next time.

Helen noticed the solitary figure and felt a pang of sympathy. She approached with a plate of food.

"Dear, would you like something to eat? I've got samosas, pakoras—all halal, I promise."

Maiza looked up. "Thank you. That's very kind."

Her voice was clear, educated, surprising Helen.

"You speak wonderful English!"

"I have a degree from Lahore University. Business management."

"Really?" Helen sat down beside her, intrigued. "That's impressive! Are you working here in London?"

"No. My husband doesn't... he prefers I stay home."

Even through the niqab, Helen could hear the bitterness.

"Would you like to take your veil off? Just while you eat? You must be so hot under there."

Maiza hesitated.

Across the room, Amjad was engrossed in conversation, back turned, not watching.

"It's alright," Helen encouraged. "Just us girls here in this corner. Have a mince pie. They're delicious."

Slowly, carefully, Maiza reached up and lifted her niqab.

Helen gasped softly. The woman beneath was beautiful—sharp cheekbones, intelligent dark eyes, full lips.

And bruises. Fading but visible along her jaw.

"Oh, my dear," Helen breathed. "What happened to your face?"

"I... I fell," Maiza said automatically.

Helen—who'd worked in social services for fifteen years—knew exactly what "I fell" meant.

"Would you like help?" she asked quietly. "There are organizations. Resources. If you're not safe—"

"I'm fine," Maiza said quickly. But then, quieter: "Really. I just... I just need time."

Helen handed her a mince pie, and they began to talk—about London, about Pakistan, about business degrees and dreams deferred.

For the first time since arriving in the UK, Maiza felt like a person again. Not property. Not a thing to be used.

A person.

She even laughed at something Helen said—a genuine, surprised laugh.

And across the room, Amjad turned.

Saw Maiza.

Saw her face uncovered.

Saw her laughing with Helen and Graham, who'd joined them.

Saw her looking happy.

And rage—white-hot and absolute—flooded through him.

Amjad crossed the room in four strides.

"We're leaving," he said, his voice tight. "Now."

Maiza looked up, still smiling. "But we just—"

"NOW."

He grabbed her arm—hard enough to bruise—and yanked her to her feet.

Helen stood too, alarmed. "Is everything alright?"

"Fine," Amjad said through clenched teeth, forcing a smile. "Family emergency. Sorry to rush off. Thank you for having us."

"Wait, Maiza—" Helen tried to hand her a business card. "If you ever need anything—"

But Amjad was already dragging Maiza toward the door, forcing her niqab back down over her face, practically throwing her into the hallway.

"Amjad, mate, is she alright?" Graham called after them.

"She's FINE!" Amjad shouted back, his voice echoing in the stairwell.

The door to Helen and Graham's flat closed slowly behind them, worried faces watching from inside.

THE CAR RIDE

Silence.

The kind of silence that precedes violence.

Amjad's hands gripped the steering wheel so tightly his knuckles had gone white. His jaw worked, teeth grinding audibly.

Maiza sat rigid in the passenger seat, her heart pounding, knowing what was coming.

"I did nothing wrong," she said finally, her voice steady despite her fear. "I ate food. That's all."

"YOU EXPOSED YOURSELF," Amjad exploded, slamming his palm against the steering wheel. "TO STRANGE MEN! TO KUFFAR!"

"I showed my FACE! My face, Amjad! I'm not property!"

"YES, YOU ARE!" He swerved into the parking space outside their building too fast, jerking the car to a stop. "YOU ARE MY PROPERTY! I BOUGHT YOU WITH THAT LAND! YOUR FAMILY SOLD YOU TO ME!"

"Sold—" Maiza's voice broke. "You think of me as a thing you purchased?"

"YES! EXACTLY! A thing! My thing! And you will BEHAVE like it!"

He got out, slammed the door, came around to her side and yanked her door open.

"Get inside. NOW."

Sana and Ruksana heard them coming up the stairs—the heavy footsteps, the raised voices—and quickly ushered Bilal into the bedroom, locking the door.

They pressed their ears against it, listening in horror.

The front door slammed open.

"GET IN!"

CRASH.

Maiza stumbled through, thrown by Amjad's grip on her arm, and hit the wall.

"You want to show your face?" Amjad roared, advancing on her. "You want to laugh with kuffar? With STRANGE MEN?"

"They were just being friendly—"

SLAP.

His open palm connected with her cheek—a sharp, ringing blow that snapped her head to the side.

"You humiliated me! Made me look weak in front of them!"

"I didn't—"

SLAP.

Backhand this time. Her lip split, blood welling.

Maiza cried out, hands coming up instinctively to protect her face.

Amjad grabbed her hijab, twisted the fabric, used it to yank her head back, exposing her throat.

"You think you're better than me? Educated, modern, WESTERN?"

"No—"

PUNCH.

His fist drove into her stomach—not full force, but enough.

Maiza doubled over, gasping, the air driven from her lungs.

From the bedroom, they heard Bilal crying, frightened by the sounds.

The bedroom door flew open. Sana and Ruksana rushed out.

"Please, Amjad, stop!" Sana begged, tears streaming down her face. "You're going to hurt her badly!"

"STAY OUT OF THIS!"

Ruksana—seven months pregnant and usually the most careful—stepped between Amjad and Maiza, her hands raised.

"Amjad, please. Think of the baby. Think of—"

He shoved her.

Not hard. Not intentionally violent.

But she was off-balance, heavy with pregnancy.

Ruksana fell, landing hard on her hip, crying out, immediately clutching her swollen belly with both hands.

"RUKSANA!" Sana screamed, dropping to her knees beside her.

And Maiza—bleeding, gasping, hunched against the wall—looked up at Amjad.

And something in her eyes changed.

The fear vanished.

What replaced it was cold. Calculating. Absolutely furious.

"One day," she said, her voice low and deadly, blood dripping from her split lip, "I will make you pay for this. I PROMISE you, Amjad Khan."

He stared at her, breathing hard.

"You think you're a man?" Maiza continued, pushing herself upright despite the pain. "You're NOTHING. Nothing but a weak, pathetic bully who hits women because he's too weak to do anything else."

"Shut your mouth—"

"You're not a man. You're not a husband. You're not even human. You're a COWARD."

Amjad raised his fist again—

And stopped.

Because the way she was looking at him—without fear, without submission, with only pure, unadulterated contempt—shook something loose inside him.

"Get out of my sight," he said finally. "All of you. Get out."

He grabbed his coat and stormed out, slamming the door so hard the frame shook.

Sana and Maiza helped Ruksana to the sofa. She was shaking, crying, her hands protective over her belly.

"Is the baby okay?" Sana asked frantically. "Do you feel anything wrong?"

"I... I don't know. I don't think so. The baby's moving."

Maiza went to the kitchen, came back with ice wrapped in a towel, and pressed it gently to Ruksana's hip where she'd fallen.

Then she caught sight of herself in the small mirror by the door.

Her lip was split and swollen. Her cheek already darkening with a bruise. Her hijab was askew, hair visible.

She looked like a victim.

She looked broken.

But she didn't feel broken.

She felt something else entirely.

Purpose.

"Why do you stay with him?" she asked again, quieter this time.

Sana looked at her hopelessly. "Where would we go?"

"Anywhere. There are shelters. Organizations that help women like us."

"I have no money," Sana said. "No job skills. No family in this country."

"Neither do I," Maiza said. "But I have something else. I have rage. And I have a promise to keep."

Ruksana looked up at her, something like admiration in her eyes. "What kind of promise?"

Maiza's smile was cold. "That someday, somehow, I will make him pay for this. For all of it."

"How?" Sana whispered.

"I don't know yet. But god has a way of providing opportunities to those who wait."

"You're going to leave him?" Ruksana asked.

"No," Maiza said slowly, a plan beginning to form in her mind. "Something better. I'm going to take everything from him. His control. His power. His family. Everything."

"That's impossible," Sana said.

"Maybe. But I'm going to try."

The three women sat together in the dim flat, Bilal's crying finally quieting in the bedroom, the night settling around them.

And in that moment, something shifted.

An alliance. Fragile, uncertain, born of desperation and pain.

But an alliance nonetheless.

2:00 AM - THE CALL

Amjad had driven to the petrol station, too angry to go home, too wired to sleep.

He'd walked the aisles, stocked shelves mindlessly, tried to calm down.

Stupid woman. Ungrateful. I gave her EVERYTHING—a home, food, security—and she disrespects me like that?

His phone rang.

His assistant manager. "Boss, sorry to call so late. Police are here. There was an attempted robbery earlier. They need you to come in as keyholder, check inventory."

Amjad sighed. "Fine. I'm already here. I'll stay."

He hung up, rubbed his face.

The police came, took statements, checked CCTV footage. By the time they left, it was nearly 2:30 AM.

Amjad was exhausted. Wired on adrenaline and anger, but exhausted.

He should go home. Sleep. Deal with Maiza in the morning.

But first, he needed to drive.

Clear his head.

The roads were empty at this hour—dark, slick with December rain that had turned to ice in patches.

Amjad drove too fast. Sixty-five in a forty zone. Not thinking. Not caring.

Maiza's face kept appearing in his mind. Her words.

You're nothing. Nothing but a weak bully.

"I'll show her weak," he muttered. "Tomorrow I'll—"

Ice.

A patch of black ice on a residential street.

The car skidded.

Amjad overcorrected—jerked the wheel too hard to the right.

The car fishtailed.

He saw the tree—massive, old, immovable oak.

Slow down slow down SLOW DOWN—

IMPACT.

The sound was apocalyptic. Shattering glass. Crumpling metal. The airbag deploying with explosive force.

Pain.

His head hit something—the window? The frame?

More pain.

Then darkness.

And his last thought, floating away like smoke:

Maiza... her promise... what did she mean... I should have... should have...

Nothing.

ROYAL LONDON HOSPITAL - 4:00 AM

The call came to the flat at 3:47 AM.

Sana answered, her voice thick with sleep and fear.

"Mrs. Khan? This is Royal London Hospital. Your husband Amjad Khan was in a serious car accident. You need to come immediately."

All three wives went.

They threw on hijabs, abayas, wrapped Maiza's bruised face carefully. Bundled sleeping Bilal into a blanket.

The hospital was bright, sterile, nightmarish.

A doctor met them in the waiting room—young, South Asian, exhausted.

"Mrs. Khan?"

"Yes," all three said simultaneously.

The doctor blinked. "I... there are three of you?"

"He has three wives," Sana explained. "Is he alive?"

"Yes. Barely. He has severe head trauma, internal bleeding. We've performed emergency surgery—eight hours in theatre. We've induced a medical coma to prevent brain swelling."

"Will he wake up?" Ruksana asked, her hand on her belly.

The doctor looked at them with professional sympathy. "Honestly? There's maybe a forty percent chance of survival. If he does wake up, there will almost certainly be permanent damage—physical, cognitive, possibly both."

Sana began to cry—great, heaving sobs.

Ruksana stared, numb.

And Maiza...

Maiza stood very still, her bruised face carefully composed.

Inside, her mind was racing.

God has given me an opportunity.

I will not waste it.

She looked at the other two women—Sana crying, Ruksana in shock—and felt a strange, powerful clarity.

"We'll manage," she heard herself say. "Whatever happens, we'll manage. Together."

Sana looked up at her, tears streaming. "How? How will we manage without him?"

Maiza's hand went to Sana's shoulder, squeezed gently.

"Better," she said quietly. "We'll manage better."

And somewhere in the ICU, Amjad Khan lay unconscious, tubes and wires keeping him alive, unaware that the world he'd built through fear and control was about to be rebuilt without him.

By the women he'd broken.

Led by the wife he'd beaten just hours before.

This ends, Maiza thought, watching Amjad through the ICU window, his face swollen and bandaged. Somehow, someday, this ends.

And it ends with me on top.


Chapter four
THE AWAKENING


Present Day: Year 5, Month 1

MAIZA'S HOME OFFICE - 10:47 AM

The home office on the second floor of the Victorian terrace was Maiza's sanctuary—her command center. Sleek IKEA desk, ergonomic chair, two monitors displaying spreadsheets and care home rotas, walls painted a calming sage green. Framed certificates hung on one wall: Regional Manager of the Year 2022, Outstanding Leadership Award 2023.

Sunlight streamed through the window overlooking the garden where Bilal and Hamza played on the trampoline, their laughter floating up like music.

This was her kingdom now.

And she ruled it well.

Maiza sat at her desk wearing only a charcoal grey blazer—tailored, expensive, plunging neckline that revealed the swell of her breasts, no bra underneath—and four-inch black stilettos. Nothing else. The blazer barely covered her thighs when she sat, and her toned legs crossed elegantly, one heel tapping a slow rhythm against the chair leg.

She looked every inch the powerful executive. Except for the woman kneeling between her thighs.

Sana.

Naked except for a delicate gold necklace Maiza had given her last birthday. Her hair—longer now, glossy, well-maintained—was gathered in Maiza's fist, guiding her face exactly where Maiza wanted it.

Between her legs.

"That's it, baby," Maiza murmured, her voice low and controlled even as pleasure rolled through her body. "Right there. Use your tongue just like Daddy taught you."

Sana's muffled moan vibrated against Maiza's clit, and Maiza's free hand tightened on the quarterly report she was reviewing. Her eyes scanned the numbers—occupancy rates at 94%, staff retention up 12%—while her wife's tongue worked magic below.

Multitasking had become Maiza's specialty.

"Mmm, good girl," Maiza praised, her hips rocking slightly, grinding against Sana's eager mouth. "You love this, don't you? Love being on your knees for Daddy while I work?"

Sana looked up, her eyes glazed with arousal and submission, and nodded as much as she could with her face buried in Maiza's pussy.

"Say it," Maiza commanded, pulling Sana's hair just hard enough to force her back slightly. "Tell Daddy what you are."

Sana gasped, lips glistening, chin wet. "I'm your good girl, Daddy. I love serving you. I love being on my knees for you."

"And what else?"

"I'm yours. Completely yours. My mouth, my body, everything—it all belongs to Daddy."

Maiza's smile was predatory, satisfied. "Perfect answer, baby. Now get back to work. Daddy needs to cum before this conference call at eleven."

Sana dove back in with renewed enthusiasm, her tongue lapping and circling, finding the rhythm that made Maiza's thighs tremble.

Maiza returned her attention to the report, pen poised to make notes, though her handwriting was getting progressively shakier as Sana's skilled mouth pushed her closer to the edge.

"Fuck," Maiza breathed, her professional composure slipping. "Just like that. Don't stop. Don't you dare fucking stop—"

RING RING RING.

The desk phone.

Maiza's eyes snapped to it. Not her mobile—the landline. Only a handful of people had that number. Family. Emergencies.

The hospital.

Her stomach dropped.

"Keep going," she ordered Sana, reaching for the phone. "Don't stop."

She picked up, forcing her voice steady. "Hello?"

"Mrs. Khan?" A professional, chipper voice. "This is Dr. Singh from Royal London Hospital, Neurology Department."

Maiza's hand stilled on Sana's head. "Yes, this is she."

"I'm calling about your husband, Amjad Khan. We've been monitoring his vitals very closely, and I have good news—his brain activity has increased dramatically over the past week. His Glasgow Coma Scale score has improved significantly. We believe he may wake up soon. Possibly within days."

The world tilted.

Maiza felt ice flood her veins, even as Sana's tongue continued its work, oblivious to the bomb that had just been dropped.

"I... I see," Maiza managed, her voice tight. "And what... what condition do you expect him to be in?"

"Hard to say definitively. Muscle atrophy will be severe. Cognitive function uncertain until he wakes. But the prognosis is more optimistic than we initially thought. Would you be able to come in this afternoon to discuss his care plan?"

"Yes. Yes, of course. I'll be there by two."

"Excellent. We'll see you then, Mrs. Khan."

The line went dead.

Maiza sat frozen, phone still pressed to her ear, Sana's mouth still working between her legs, but all arousal had evaporated.

He's waking up.

Five years. Five beautiful years of freedom. Of building this life. Of becoming who I was meant to be.

And now he's coming back.

"Daddy?" Sana's voice, muffled and concerned. She'd stopped, sensing something wrong. "What's wrong?"

Maiza looked down at her—this woman who'd blossomed under her care, who glowed with health and happiness, who'd learned to laugh again.

"Amjad is waking up," Maiza said flatly.

Sana's face went pale. "What?"

"Hospital just called. He could wake up within days."

"Oh my God." Sana sat back on her heels, hand over her mouth. "Oh my God, Daddy, what do we do?"

Maiza's mind raced. Five years. They'd had five years to build this—this family, this life, this beautiful, impossible thing they'd created from the ashes of abuse.

And now the tyrant was returning.

Weak. Broken. But returning.

"Get dressed," Maiza said, standing abruptly. The blazer fell open, exposing her completely, but she didn't care. "Find Ruksana. Living room. Five minutes. We need to talk. All of us."

Sana sat on the sofa, fully dressed now, twisting her hands nervously. Ruksana stood by the window, arms crossed, her face unreadable. Both women had changed so much in five years—confident, healthy, alive.

Maiza paced, now wearing tailored black trousers and a crisp white shirt, her hair still slightly mussed from Sana's hands.

"Amjad is waking up," she said without preamble. "Hospital called. Could be days."

Ruksana's sharp intake of breath was audible. "No. No, he can't. Not now. Not after—"

"I know." Maiza stopped pacing, faced them both. "But it's happening. And we need to decide how we're going to handle it."

"Handle it?" Sana's voice rose, panic creeping in. "Maiza, he's going to be furious. He'll see this house, our clothes, the way we live now—no burqas, no restrictions—he'll lose his mind!"

"He'll try to take it all back," Ruksana added, her voice shaking. "Try to control us again. Make us cover, make us stay inside, make us—"

"He won't," Maiza cut in, her voice steel. "Because he can't."

Both women stared at her.

"Think about it," Maiza continued. "He's been in a coma for five years. The doctors said severe muscle atrophy, possible cognitive damage. He'll be weak. Physically, he'll be weaker than any of us. He can't force anything anymore."

"But he'll try," Sana whispered. "You know he will. He'll yell, threaten, manipulate—"

"Let him try." Maiza's eyes were hard. "We're not the same women he left. We're stronger now. Financially independent. I own this house. I have the car, the income, the legal rights. He has nothing."

"What about... us?" Ruksana asked quietly. "What about what we've become? What you've become to us?"

Maiza's expression softened. She crossed to them, sat between them on the sofa, took each of their hands.

"Listen to me very carefully," she said, her voice gentle but firm. "You are my wives. That hasn't changed. That won't change. What we have—" she squeezed their hands "—this is real. This is ours. Amjad can't take it away unless we let him."

"But can we... can we still be with you? Like this?" Sana's eyes filled with tears. "When he's here?"

"Can you still be Daddy?" Ruksana added, her voice barely audible.

Maiza pulled them both into her arms, holding them close, breathing in their familiar scents—Sana's jasmine, Ruksana's rose water.

"Yes," she said firmly. "But we have to be smart. We can't flaunt it in front of him—not yet. Not until we know what state he's in, how much he understands, how much control he thinks he can reclaim."

"So we pretend?" Ruksana asked.

"For now, we pretend I'm just the breadwinner. The one who stepped up while he was gone. We don't hide the house, the car, the fact that I work—but we downplay the rest. The intimacy, the dynamic, the... Daddy thing."

"He'll figure it out," Sana said. "Eventually, he'll figure it out."

"I know," Maiza agreed. "But by then, hopefully, he'll be so dependent on us—on me—that he won't have the power to do anything about it."

"And if he does?" Ruksana's voice was small, frightened. "If he tries to hurt us again? To take the boys? To—"

Maiza's arms tightened around them. "Then I will destroy him," she said quietly, and the certainty in her voice sent a shiver through both women. "I made a promise five years ago. I will not let him hurt us again. Any of us. Do you understand?"

They nodded, clinging to her, drawing strength from her certainty.

"We're a family," Maiza said. "The four of us—five, with the boys. We are the family. Amjad is... a complication. An unwanted guest. But he doesn't get to destroy what we've built. I won't allow it."

She kissed Sana's forehead, then Ruksana's.

"I love you both," she murmured. "Nothing changes that. Not him, not anything."

"We love you too, Daddy," Sana whispered.

Ruksana nodded agreement, too emotional to speak.

They sat like that for a long moment—three women holding each other, preparing for battle.

Finally, Maiza pulled back, wiped their tears with her thumbs.

"Now. I'm going to the hospital this afternoon to discuss his care plan. You two—act normal. Don't let the boys see you're upset. And tonight, after they're in bed, we'll talk more. Plan exactly how to handle his homecoming."

"Okay," they said in unison.

Maiza stood, straightened her shirt, slipped back into her professional armor.

"It'll be fine," she said, more to herself than them. "We've survived worse. We'll survive this too."

But as she left for the hospital, a cold knot of fear sat heavy in her stomach.

Five years. We've had five perfect years.

Please, God . Don't let him take this from us. [query]

ROYAL LONDON HOSPITAL - 2:15 PM

Dr. Singh was young, optimistic, clearly excited about his "miracle patient."

"Mrs. Khan, the progress has been remarkable," he said, gesturing to brain scans on a lightboard. "See here? Increased activity in the frontal lobe, the motor cortex. His body is trying to wake up."

Maiza studied the scans, arms crossed. "And when he does? What condition?"

"Physically, quite weak. Five years of immobility—muscle atrophy will be significant. He'll need physiotherapy, likely a wheelchair initially, walker, cane. Full recovery could take months, possibly years."

"And mentally?"

Dr. Singh hesitated. "Harder to predict. Possible memory issues, cognitive difficulties, personality changes. We won't know until he's conscious and we can assess."

"Personality changes," Maiza repeated. "Such as?"

"Could be more docile, less aggressive. Or, conversely, more irritable, emotionally volatile. Brain injuries are unpredictable."

Less aggressive. Maiza latched onto that phrase like a lifeline.

"When will he wake?"

"Could be days. Could be a week. But soon."

"And then?"

"Observation for a few days, then discharge with home care support. You have space for him?"

"Yes," Maiza said. "We've prepared a room."

(They hadn't. But they would.)

Dr. Singh smiled. "You've been incredibly strong, Mrs. Khan. Supporting him all these years. He's lucky to have you."

Maiza's smile was thin. "Thank you, Doctor."

Lucky. He has no idea how lucky.

TWO WEEKS LATER - THE AWAKENING

The call came at 6:47 AM on a Tuesday.

"Mrs. Khan, he's awake. Conscious, responsive. Can you come?"

Maiza, Sana, and Ruksana arrived within the hour.

The private room was sterile, beeping with machines. And in the bed, propped up slightly, was Amjad Khan.

Except he looked nothing like the man they remembered.

Skeletal. Gaunt. Hollow-cheeked. Skin hanging off bones that jutted sharply. His hair—what remained—had gone grey at the temples. He looked sixty, not thirty-three.

His eyes—confused, frightened—tracked to them as they entered.

Three women. Strangers and familiar all at once.

"Where... where am I?" His voice was a rasp, rusty from disuse.

Dr. Singh stepped forward. "Mr. Khan, I'm Dr. Singh. You're in Royal London Hospital. You've been in a coma for nearly five years after a serious car accident. Do you remember?"

"Five... years?" Amjad's eyes widened. "No. No, that's... that can't be..."

"I'm afraid it is. But you're awake now. That's the important thing."

Amjad tried to sit up—his body didn't respond. Panic flared.

"My legs! I can't... why can't I feel my legs?!"

"Severe muscle atrophy," Dr. Singh explained calmly. "Your muscles have wasted from lack of use. You'll need extensive physiotherapy, but with time and effort, you should regain most function."

Amjad's breathing quickened, hyperventilating, and then his eyes found them.

The three women standing at the foot of his bed.

"Sana?" he croaked.

Sana stepped forward, tears streaming down her face—genuine relief mixed with complicated emotions. She took his skeletal hand in hers.

"You're alive," she said, her voice breaking. "Thank God, you're alive."

But she looked so different. Makeup. Hair styled. A fitted burgundy dress. Confident posture.

Not the cowering, burqa-clad ghost he remembered.

"Ruksana?" he asked, looking at the second woman.

"We prayed for you every day," Ruksana said, but she stayed back, didn't approach. Her hair was short—cut into a modern bob. She wore jeans. Jeans.

And the third woman...

Amjad's eyes struggled to focus on her.

Tall. Commanding presence. Hair straight and professional, brushing her shoulders. A plunging navy blazer that showed the curves of her breasts, clearly no bra underneath. Tailored black trousers hugging an ass that was round and firm. Four-inch heels making her tower.

She looked like... like a businesswoman. Like someone important.

Like someone in charge.

"Maiza?" he whispered, disbelieving.

"Hello, Amjad," she said coolly, professionally. "Welcome back."

Her voice. Deeper. More authoritative. The voice of someone used to being obeyed.

"You... you look..." he trailed off, confused.

"Five years changes people," she said simply. "You'll need care. I've arranged everything—equipment, home nursing support, physiotherapy schedule. We'll get you home as soon as the doctors clear you."

Home. He latched onto the word. His flat. His kingdom.

"Yes. Home. I need... I need to see Bilal. My son."

The three women exchanged glances.

"Bilal is eight now," Maiza said carefully. "He's... he doesn't remember you well. You'll need to reintroduce yourself slowly."

"Eight?" The numbers didn't make sense. "And... and the baby? Ruksana was pregnant..."

"Hamza is four," Ruksana said softly. "Healthy, thank God."

A son he'd never met. Four years old.

Amjad felt the world spinning, too much information, too many changes.

"I want to go home," he said weakly. "Please. I just want to go home."

"Soon," Dr. Singh promised. "A few more days of observation, then we'll discharge you."

Amjad closed his eyes, exhausted from ten minutes of consciousness.

And missed the way Maiza's jaw tightened.

The way her hands clenched into fists.

The way she looked at him—not with relief or love.

But with cold, calculating assessment.

How weak is he? How much of a threat? How do I manage this?

DISCHARGE DAY - TWO WEEKS LATER

Amjad was released into a wheelchair, his body too weak to support his own weight for more than a few minutes.

A porter pushed him to the exit while his three wives followed.

And there, gleaming in the pick-up zone, was a black BMW 5-series.

Amjad stared. "Whose... whose car is that?"

"Mine," Maiza said, unlocking it with a key fob. "I bought it two years ago."

"You... bought?" His brain stuttered. "How did you...?"

"I have a job, Amjad. A good one. I'll explain everything once we're home."

She helped transfer him from wheelchair to passenger seat with surprising strength, and he realized—she's muscular. When did she get muscular?

The drive was silent.

Amjad watched London pass by the window—so much had changed. New buildings. Different shops.

And then they turned onto a quiet, tree-lined street. Victorian houses with neat gardens. Nice cars parked outside.

"Where are we going?" he asked.

"Home," Maiza said, pulling up outside a three-story terrace with a red door and bay windows.

"This isn't... where's our flat? The council flat?"

"We moved three years ago," Sana said from the back seat, her voice gentle. "Better schools for the boys. Safer neighborhood."

"How... how did we afford this?"

"I work, Amjad," Maiza repeated patiently. "I provide. Now let's get you inside."

The house was even more shocking.

Hardwood floors. Modern furniture. A large TV. Artwork on the walls. Everything clean, spacious, expensive.

This wasn't the cramped, dingy flat he remembered. This was... a home. A real home.

"What happened?" he asked, voice small. "What happened while I was gone?"

"Life happened," Maiza said, wheeling him through to what had been the dining room—now converted into a bedroom. Hospital bed. Medical equipment. A wardrobe.

"This is your room," she explained. "Ground floor, close to the bathroom. Easier for you while you're recovering."

"My room?" he echoed. "Where do you sleep?"

"Master bedroom upstairs," Maiza said. "Sana sleeps in the kids' room to monitor them at night. Ruksana shares my room."

The words didn't fully compute. Share her room. Why would Ruksana share Maiza's room?

But he was too exhausted to ask.

"I want to see my sons," he said instead.

Bilal was called down from his room—a tall, serious eight-year-old with Sana's eyes and Amjad's nose.

He stood in the doorway, staring at the skeletal man in the wheelchair.

"Bilal," Amjad said, his voice breaking. "My son. Come here."

Bilal didn't move. "Hello, Amjad Uncle."

The words were a knife to the chest.

"Uncle?" Amjad's voice rose, as much as it could in his weakened state. "I'm your FATHER! I'm your Baba! Your Daddy!"

Bilal looked confused, then looked at Maiza. "But... Maiza is Daddy."

Silence.

Amjad stared at his son. Then at Maiza.

"What did he just say?"

"Bilal, go play," Maiza said quietly.

"But Daddy—"

"Now, please."

Bilal left, casting one last confused look at the stranger in the wheelchair.

"Why does he call you that?" Amjad demanded, his voice shaking. "Why does MY SON call YOU Daddy?!"

Maiza crouched down to his eye level, her expression unreadable.

"Because for five years, I was the one who tucked him in. Read him stories. Went to his school plays. Taught him to ride a bike. I've been his parent, Amjad. The only one he's known."

"But I'm his FATHER!"

"Biologically, yes. But he doesn't know you. To him, you're a stranger."

The words hit like blows.

"This... this isn't right," Amjad whispered. "None of this is right."

"What's not right is you being in a coma for five years," Maiza said, standing. "But here we are. And we've all adapted. You'll need to adapt too."

She walked away, leaving him alone in his ground-floor prison.

Amjad lay in the hospital bed, listening.

Upstairs: laughter. The TV playing some cartoon. The sound of running water—bath time.

Then Maiza's voice, warm and paternal: "Come on, boys, time for bed. Daddy will read you a story."

"Yay! Can you read the dinosaur one, Daddy?" Hamza's voice—high, excited.

"Of course, baby. Now brush your teeth first."

More sounds. Doors closing. Muffled storytelling.

And Amjad realized: I'm not part of this family. I'm a guest. An intruder.

They built a life without me. A good life. And I'm the disruption.

The thought was terrifying.

But I'm the husband. The father. This is MY family. I just need to get strong again. Take back control. Put things right.

Make them remember who's in charge.

Except as he lay there, weak and helpless, unable even to walk to the bathroom without assistance, a terrible truth crept in:

What if I can't? What if I'm never strong enough to take it back?

What if... what if she's replaced me?

The thought was too horrible to fully face.

So he pushed it away, closed his eyes, and tried to sleep.

But upstairs, he heard the master bedroom door close.

Heard the faint murmur of voices—Maiza and Ruksana.

Heard something that sounded like... laughter. Intimate laughter.

And deep in his weakened body, something stirred.

Confusion. Suspicion. And worst of all: arousal.

What are they doing up there? he wondered.

And why does part of me want to know?

Sleep came fitfully, full of fragmented dreams—Maiza's commanding voice, his sons calling her Daddy, the strange, upside-down world he'd woken into.

A world where he was no longer king.

Where someone else wore the crown.

And her name was Maiza.


Chapter five
OBSERVATIONS


WEEK ONE - DAY ONE: THE MORNING ROUTINE

6:30 AM

Amjad's eyes opened to darkness and the muted sounds of life happening above him. Water running through pipes. Footsteps—multiple sets, moving with purpose across the ceiling. A child's laugh, bright and sudden, followed by a deeper voice hushing gently.

His family. Living above him. Literally and figuratively.

He stared at the ceiling of what had once been the dining room, now his prison disguised as a recovery space. The hospital bed's metal frame felt cold even through the sheets. Medical equipment hummed quietly in the corner—a reminder of his fragility, his dependence.

His bladder ached. That basic, humiliating need that couldn't be ignored.

With a groan, Amjad pushed himself upright, every muscle protesting. His arms shook as he reached for the walker positioned within arm's reach. Sana had placed it there last night, along with his medications and a glass of water.

She takes care of me now. Like I'm her child.

He gripped the walker's handles and pulled himself to standing. His legs—those useless, atrophied legs—barely held his weight. Five years of disuse had turned muscle to nothing.

The bathroom was fifteen feet away. It might as well have been miles.

"One step," he muttered to himself. "Just one step."

He pushed the walker forward, dragged his left foot, then his right. Again. And again.

Upstairs, the shower turned on. He heard singing—was that Ruksana? Her voice, light and happy, drifted down through the vents. When had she learned to sing like that? She'd always been so quiet, so subdued in the old flat.

What else has changed?

By the time he reached the bathroom, sweat beaded on his forehead and his heart raced. The simple act of urinating—once thoughtless, automatic—required him to steady himself against the wall, gasping.

This is what I've become. A broken thing. Pathetic.

He washed his hands slowly, avoiding his reflection in the mirror. He didn't want to see the gaunt stranger staring back.

The journey back to bed took another five minutes. He collapsed onto the mattress, exhausted, and closed his eyes.

But he couldn't sleep. Not with the sounds of morning routine continuing above.

Doors opening and closing. Voices calling out in Urdu and English mixed together—"Has anyone seen Bilal's PE kit?" "Check the dryer!" "Hamza, stop jumping on the bed!"

A family. His family. Functioning perfectly well without him.

Then he heard it. The unmistakable click of heels on the staircase.

Not hurried. Not tentative. Confident, measured, deliberate.

Amjad cracked his eyes open just slightly, watching through his lashes.

She appeared like an apparition from another world—a world of boardrooms and power lunches and decisions that mattered.

Maiza descended the stairs in full business attire. Charcoal grey trousers, perfectly tailored, hugged the curves of her hips and emphasized the roundness of her backside—a figure that had filled out with health and prosperity. A crisp white shirt, buttons open at the collar just enough to hint at the swell of her breasts beneath, tucked neatly into her waistband. Over it, a black leather waistcoat that cinched her waist and broadened her shoulders.

A black leather belt threaded through the loops. Polished Oxford shoes caught the morning light. Her hair, once long and traditionally styled, was now cut to shoulder length and slicked back with some kind of product that made it gleam.

And the cologne. Even from fifteen feet away, he caught it—subtle but undeniably present. Not floral. Not sweet. Something clean and woody and... commanding.

She looked like she was about to negotiate a million-pound deal. She looked like someone who made things happen.

She looked nothing like a wife should look.

His voice came out before he could stop it, rough with sleep and shock: "You're wearing... these clothes?"

Maiza glanced over, unsurprised to find him awake. She checked the expensive watch on her wrist—leather band, oversized masculine face—before responding.

"They're just clothes, Amjad," she said evenly, her tone matter-of-fact. "I have a meeting with the Regional Director at nine. Professional dress is expected."

"But you... you look like..." He couldn't finish the sentence.

"Like what?" She raised one eyebrow, challenging him to say it.

Like a man. Like someone in charge. Like you've taken my place entirely.

But the words stuck in his throat.

"I look like someone who runs five care homes and manages a budget of over two million pounds," she finished for him, her voice dry. "That's because I do."

She turned toward the kitchen, dismissing him, and called up the stairs: "Sana! Ruksana! I'm leaving in ten minutes!"

Her voice carried easily—strong, used to being obeyed.

THE GOODBYE KISS

Footsteps on the stairs again. Lighter this time, softer.

Sana appeared, and Amjad's breath caught.

She wore casual clothes—dark jeans that actually fit, not hanging shapeless but contouring her legs, and a soft cream-colored sweater that showed she'd gained weight in the best way. Her face was fuller, her skin glowing. Her hair, once always hidden under layers of fabric, hung loose and glossy past her shoulders in gentle waves.

She looked... beautiful. Happy.

And she wasn't looking at him.

"Jan," Sana said warmly, her entire face lighting up as she approached Maiza.

Jan. Beloved. The word wives used for their husbands.

Maiza turned from where she'd been gathering papers into a leather briefcase, and her expression softened immediately. She opened one arm, and Sana walked right into her space without hesitation.

Amjad's heart began to pound.

Maiza's hand slid around Sana's waist, pulling her close—not roughly, but with easy familiarity. Her other hand came up to cup Sana's face, thumb brushing her cheek.

And then Maiza kissed her.

Not a peck on the forehead. Not a friendly kiss on the cheek.

On the mouth. Full, lingering, intimate. Sana's hands clutched at Maiza's waistcoat, fingers curling into the leather as she leaned into it. A small sound escaped her throat—contentment, affection, something deeper.

The kiss lasted five seconds. Ten. Long enough that Amjad's mind screamed at him to look away, to close his eyes, to pretend he wasn't seeing this.

But he couldn't. He was frozen, watching through barely-slitted eyes as his first wife kissed his third wife like a lover.

When they finally separated, Sana rested her forehead against Maiza's, both of them smiling.

"Have a good day, jan," Sana whispered. "I'll miss you."

"I'll miss you too, my love," Maiza replied, her voice tender in a way Amjad had never heard before. "Dinner at seven?"

"I'll make the chicken karahi you like."

"Perfect." Another quick kiss, this one gentle, almost chaste by comparison. "You're wonderful, you know that?"

Sana blushed—actually blushed, like a newlywed. "Stop, you'll make me cry."

"Can't have that. Go on, check on the boys."

Sana squeezed Maiza's hand once more before stepping aside, and that's when Amjad saw Ruksana at the top of the stairs.

She descended slowly, deliberately, wearing black leggings and an oversized burgundy sweater. Her hair—once kept long and hidden—was cut into a modern bob that framed her face. She'd gained weight too, but it suited her. Her face had lost that pinched, frightened look. Her eyes were clear and bright.

She looked at Maiza with such open affection that Amjad felt it like a physical blow.

"Come here," Maiza murmured, and Ruksana went to her without a word.

This kiss was different. Slower, deeper. Maiza's hand tangled in Ruksana's short hair, holding her in place as their mouths moved together. Ruksana made a soft sound of pleasure, her hands sliding up Maiza's shoulders to rest at the nape of her neck.

When they parted, Ruksana stayed pressed against Maiza's chest, eyes closed, breathing deep.

"Text me when you get to the office," Ruksana said quietly. "You know I worry."

"I always do," Maiza promised, pressing a kiss to her forehead. "Every single day for three years, haven't I?"

"You have." Ruksana pulled back just enough to look up at her. "I love you."

"I love you too, baby."

Baby.

I love you.

Said openly. In front of me. Like I'm not even here.

Amjad forced his eyes fully closed, his face toward the wall, his breathing steady. Pretending. Always pretending.

But behind his eyelids, the image replayed on loop. His wives. Kissing each other. No—kissing her. Kissing Maiza like she was their partner, their lover, their everything.

"DADDY!"

The shout came from upstairs, followed immediately by the thunder of small feet on stairs.

Bilal appeared at the bottom, backpack bouncing on his shoulders, his face split in a huge grin. Eight years old now, tall for his age, with Amjad's nose and Sana's eyes.

Amjad's son. His firstborn.

And he ran right past Amjad's bed without a glance.

Straight to Maiza.

"Daddy!" Bilal launched himself at her, and she caught him with practiced ease, lifting him despite his size. He wrapped his legs around her waist, arms around her neck, burying his face in her shoulder.

"Careful, soldier, Daddy's wearing heels today," Maiza laughed, adjusting her grip.

"Can we get McDonald's breakfast? Please please please?" Bilal pulled back to give her his best pleading face.

"Not today, beta," Maiza said, booping his nose with one finger. "But Friday, after school, Daddy promises. Just you and me. Deal?"

"Deal!" Bilal squeezed tighter. "You're the best Daddy ever! Better than anyone in my whole class!"

"And you're the best son ever," Maiza said warmly, kissing his forehead. "Now go brush your teeth one more time—I saw you skip it earlier."

"I did not!"

"Bilal." Her voice carried that note of gentle authority that somehow worked better than any of Amjad's shouting ever had.

"Okay, okay," Bilal grumbled good-naturedly, sliding down. He ran back upstairs, calling, "But I really DID brush!"

Maiza shook her head, smiling, and grabbed her car keys from the hook by the door.

The BMW chirped as she unlocked it. Amjad heard the engine start—smooth, expensive, powerful.

My son calls her Daddy. Loves her. Trusts her. Chooses her over me without even thinking about it.

The front door opened. Bilal's voice: "Bye Mummy Sana! Bye Mummy Ruksana! See you after school!"

"Bye, baby! Be good!" the two women chorused.

The door closed. The sound of the car faded as it pulled away.

And Amjad lay in his bed, staring at nothing, feeling like a ghost haunting his own life.

Twenty minutes later, Sana appeared with a breakfast tray.

"Good morning, Amjad," she said cheerfully, setting it on the bedside table. "How did you sleep?"

"Fine," he lied.

"Your physio appointment is at two. I'll drive you." She helped him sit up, adjusted his pillows with practiced efficiency. "Scrambled eggs, toast, tea with one sugar. Just how you like it."

She didn't hover anxiously. Didn't wait for permission to speak. Just... chatted. Like a normal person to another normal person.

"Hamza's started this thing where he pretends to be a dinosaur at random times," she said, pouring his tea. "Yesterday he roared at the postman. Poor man nearly dropped all the packages."

Despite himself, Amjad felt his mouth twitch. "He did?"

"Full T-Rex impression. Arms tucked in, everything." Sana laughed—a genuine, unguarded sound. "Maiza had to apologize while trying not to laugh herself."

There it was again. Maiza. The center of every story, every moment, every decision.

"You seem... different," Amjad said, watching her carefully.

Sana paused in straightening his blanket, then met his eyes directly. No fear. No flinching.

"I am different," she said simply.

"How?"

She sat on the edge of the bed—something she would never have dared before—and folded her hands in her lap.

"I'm happy now, Amjad. Genuinely happy. Maiza taught me that I deserve happiness. That being a wife doesn't mean being invisible. That I'm allowed to smile, to laugh, to have opinions, to—" she gestured vaguely "**—to just **be.****"

"I provided for you," he said defensively. "Kept you safe—"

"You kept us imprisoned," Sana corrected, her voice still gentle but firm. "There's a difference between safety and a cage. Maiza gave us freedom and safety. That's what love looks like."

Love.

The word hung between them.

"I have to check on Hamza," Sana said, standing. "Eat while it's warm. I'll be back in an hour to help you get dressed."

She left, and Amjad stared at the eggs congealing on his plate, appetite gone.

An hour later, dressed in sweatpants and a t-shirt (with Sana's help, another humiliation), Amjad wheeled himself slowly to the kitchen for water.

Ruksana sat at the table, laptop open, phone propped on a stand, clearly on a video call.

"—haan jee, the shipment goes out Thursday," she was saying in Urdu, her tone professional and confident. "Twenty sets of the emerald bridal collection, ten ruby, five sapphire. I've attached the invoice to the email."

She glanced up, saw him, waved briefly, then returned her attention to the screen.

"Payment terms are the same—fifty percent deposit, remainder on delivery. No, no, we don't do cash on delivery for orders over five hundred pounds, it's too much risk..."

She spoke with easy authority, fielding questions, negotiating terms, completely comfortable in this role.

When she finally ended the call, Amjad couldn't help himself.

"You work too?"

Ruksana looked surprised by the question. "Of course. Part-time, but yes. I run an online jewelry business—handmade Pakistani pieces. Mostly bridal sets, some everyday wear."

"Since when?"

"Three years now." She turned the laptop so he could see the screen—an Etsy shop with hundreds of five-star reviews, beautiful photos of intricate gold and silver work with colorful stones. "Maiza helped me set it up. Taught me how to register as self-employed, how to price things properly, how to market online."

"Maiza encouraged this." It wasn't a question. Of course it was Maiza.

"**Maiza **insisted,****" Ruksana corrected, a soft smile playing at her lips. "She said every woman in this house would have something of their own. Independence. Not financial dependence disguised as provision."

The words stung.

"How much do you make?" he asked, then immediately regretted the rudeness.

But Ruksana didn't seem offended. "About fifteen thousand a year. Not enough to live on alone, but it's mine. I earned it. And it's growing every quarter."

Pride. She spoke with unmistakable pride.

"Does Maiza... does she control it? Take a cut?"

Ruksana's eyes narrowed slightly. "No. It's my business, my account, my money. Maiza doesn't control anything, Amjad. She empowers. There's a huge difference."

She closed her laptop deliberately. "You know what the biggest change was? When I realized I could say 'no' to her about something, and she'd just... accept it. Have a conversation. Compromise. That's not control. That's partnership."

"Partnership," Amjad echoed hollowly.

"Yes. Something you never offered any of us."

She stood, taking her laptop with her. "I need to pack some orders. Hamza's in the living room if you want to try talking to him. He's shy, but he's a sweet boy."

She left him sitting there, the weight of her words pressing down on his chest.

FINANCIAL DISCOVERIES

By the second week, Amjad's body was marginally stronger. He could make it from bed to bathroom without feeling like he was dying. He could sit up for longer periods. The fog in his head had cleared enough for his thoughts to sharpen from confused acceptance to bitter clarity.

And with clarity came questions. So many questions.

One afternoon, while Sana folded laundry in the living room, he asked the one that had been gnawing at him.

"What happened to my job? The petrol station?"

Sana didn't pause in her folding. "They let you go after six months. They couldn't hold your position open indefinitely."

"Just like that? No severance, no—"

"Statutory severance," she said calmly. "It helped pay rent and bills that first year, but it wasn't much."

"Then how—" He gestured around the spacious living room with its comfortable furniture and large TV. "How are we living like this? This house, the car, the food, everything—how?"

Sana set down the towel she'd been folding and looked at him directly.

"Maiza," she said simply. "Maiza pays for everything."

The words were a knife between his ribs.

"Everything?"

"Everything. The mortgage, utilities, car payments, insurance, food, the boys' school expenses, your medical bills, therapy, medications—" She ticked items off on her fingers. "Maiza handles all of it."

"I want to see the accounts," he demanded, his voice rising. "The bank statements. Everything. I want to see proof."

Sana sighed. "You'll have to ask Maiza. She manages all the finances. I'll let her know you want to talk."

That evening, after dinner, Maiza brought her laptop to his bedside without argument or defensiveness.

"You wanted to see the accounts," she said, pulling up a chair and opening the banking app. "Everything's here. Look as much as you want."

She turned the screen toward him.

Primary Current Account - Joint Account
Account holders: Maiza Khan / Amjad Khan
Current Balance: £47,234.56

Recent Transactions:

Income: CareFirst Homes Ltd - M. Khan Salary (Net): £3,297.45

Income: Etsy/PayPal - R. Khan Designs: £421.89

Expense: Mortgage - 23 Thornbury Rd: -£1,680.00

Expense: BMW Finance: -£445.00

Expense: Utilities Bundle: -£287.00

Expense: Tesco Online: -£342.16

Expense: NHS Prescription Charge: -£34.50

Expense: Physiotherapy Co-pay: -£90.00

Amjad Khan Income: £0.00

Amjad scrolled, his hand trembling slightly on the mousepad. Every line item told the same story. Money coming in from Maiza. Money going out to support the household. His name was on the account, but he'd contributed nothing.

"Sixty-five thousand a year," he whispered, reading her gross salary figure from an older statement. "You make sixty-five thousand pounds."

"Base salary," Maiza confirmed. "Plus performance bonuses. Last year I got a seven-thousand-pound bonus for exceeding occupancy targets."

"Regional Manager." His voice was flat, hollow.

"Yes. I manage five care homes across East London. Eighty-seven staff members under me, combined capacity of three hundred twelve beds."

She said it without boasting. Just stating facts.

He clicked through to property documents. The mortgage deed loaded.

Mortgagee: Maiza Khan (Sole Borrower)
Property Address: 23 Thornbury Road, London E11
Purchase Price: £385,000
Deposit: £40,000
Term: 25 years

Sole borrower. Not joint. Just her name.

He opened the car insurance document.

Vehicle: BMW 530i M Sport
Registered Keeper: Maiza Khan
Named Driver: Sana Khan
Policy Holder: Maiza Khan

Her name. Again. On everything.

The gas bill: Maiza Khan.
The electricity: Maiza Khan.
The council tax: Maiza Khan.
The TV license: Maiza Khan.

Everything. Every single thing.

"I own nothing," Amjad said aloud, the words tasting like ash. "Nothing in this house belongs to me."

Maiza was quiet for a moment before responding.

"You've been in a coma for five years, Amjad," she said, her tone neither cruel nor particularly sympathetic. Simply factual. "Someone had to make decisions. Someone had to work, to pay bills, to keep a roof over our heads. I did that."

"But it's all yours. Everything is yours. I have nothing."

"You have a home," she countered. "You have food, medical care, a family taking care of you. That's more than nothing."

"I'm a burden," he spat. "That's what I am. A useless burden you're stuck with."

Her eyes hardened slightly. "You're recovering from a massive trauma. That's not the same as being useless."

"Isn't it?" He laughed bitterly. "I can't work. Can't provide. Can barely walk. What exactly am I good for?"

Maiza closed the laptop with a soft click.

"Right now? Your job is to heal. To get stronger. That's all anyone expects from you."

"You enjoy this," he said suddenly, bitterness flooding through him. "Don't you? Being in control. Having all the power. Being the... the one everyone depends on."

She held his gaze, unflinching.

"Do I enjoy being competent? Yes. Do I enjoy knowing my family is secure? Absolutely. Do I enjoy having built something good from the wreckage you left behind? Undoubtedly."

Each word was a blow.

"But do I enjoy your suffering?" She shook her head. "No. Believe it or not, Amjad, I don't wish you harm. I just wish you'd never harmed us."

She stood, tucking the laptop under her arm.

"Physiotherapy tomorrow at ten. Try to sleep."

She left him alone with the crushing weight of his own irrelevance.

On Thursday of the second week, Amjad decided he would climb the stairs.

Not because he needed to. The ground floor had everything necessary. But because he was tired of feeling like an invalid confined to one floor while real life happened above him.

"I want to use the upstairs bathroom," he announced to Sana after lunch.

She looked concerned. "Are you sure? The physio said not to push too hard—"

"I'm sure. Help me if I need it, but I want to try."

It took almost twenty minutes. Each step was a negotiation between willpower and weak muscles. Sana hovered behind him anxiously, ready to catch him if he fell.

But he made it. One agonizing step at a time, gripping the bannister with white knuckles, until finally his foot touched the landing.

"I did it," he gasped, sweat dripping down his temples.

"You did," Sana agreed, pride and worry mixing in her voice. "Bathroom's the second door."

He shuffled to it, used the toilet, washed his hands, and emerged feeling simultaneously triumphant and exhausted.

And that's when he noticed.

The master bedroom door. Not fully closed. Just slightly ajar. Enough to see inside.

He knew he shouldn't look. Knew it was an invasion of privacy.

But his feet carried him forward anyway, and his hand pushed the door wider.

The room was beautiful. Sage green walls, thick curtains, a king-sized bed with expensive white linens. Modern bedside tables with matching lamps. Framed photos of the boys. Everything clean, organized, adult.

And the wardrobe. Walk-in, doors standing open.

Amjad stepped closer, heart pounding.

On the left side: Maiza's clothes.

Rows of suits hung in perfect order—charcoal, navy, black, one pinstripe. All tailored, all expensive-looking. White shirts, pale blue shirts, one cream-colored one. Waistcoats—black leather, grey wool, navy cotton.

Below them, shoes lined up: Oxfords in black and brown, ankle boots, one pair of dress loafers. All polished to a shine.

On a wooden dresser: a collection of watches and cufflinks displayed on a velvet tray. A leather-bound notebook. Reading glasses. A charging cable neatly coiled.

And in the very back, half-hidden behind the suits: something black and structured. He pushed the suits aside to see better.

A dress. But not like any dress he'd seen before. Leather or leather-like material, with a severe cut—structured shoulders, a corset-style bodice, a skirt that looked like it would fit close to the body. Something that spoke of authority. Control. Command.

And hanging on a hook beside it: a riding crop. Slim, black, with a leather loop at the end.

His mouth went dry.

On the right side: Sana's and Ruksana's clothes.

Soft fabrics in various colors. Flowing dresses, casual skirts, fitted tops. Sana's traditional clothes—salwar kameez suits—hung alongside Ruksana's more Western wardrobe. Cardigans and jeans and pretty blouses.

And in a drawer that had been left open: delicate things. Lace. Silk. Beautiful lingerie in white and pink and deep burgundy.

Their things mixed together. Sharing space. Like they shared the bed.

Like they shared... everything.

"Amjad?"

He jerked back, heart hammering, and found Sana standing in the doorway.

"I was just—I was looking for—" His mind went blank.

"Looking for what?" Her voice was calm, not accusing, but her eyes were watchful.

"Nothing. I got turned around."

She didn't believe him. He could tell. But she didn't push.

"Come on. Let's get you back downstairs before you tire yourself out completely."

The descent took even longer than the climb. By the time he was back in his bed, every muscle screamed.

But his mind wouldn't shut off. All he could see was that wardrobe. Those suits. That crop.

The three of them, sharing a bed. Sharing a life. Sharing things he couldn't—didn't want to—imagine.

That evening at dinner—Hamza in a high chair, Bilal chattering about school, the adults eating quietly—Amjad couldn't hold it in anymore.

"Why are Sana's and Ruksana's clothes in your room?"

The table went silent. Even Bilal stopped mid-sentence about his science project.

Maiza finished chewing, swallowed, dabbed her mouth with a napkin, then looked at him calmly.

"Because we share the room," she said evenly. "I told you that already."

"You said they sleep there," Amjad pressed, his voice rising slightly. "Not that their things are... mixed in. Not that you all live in there together. Why don't they have their own rooms? There are three bedrooms upstairs. Why do they both have to stay with you?"

Maiza set her fork down deliberately. Her eyes never left his face.

"Because they prefer to sleep with me, Amjad. Is that a problem?"

The challenge in her voice was unmistakable.

Sana and Ruksana had both stopped eating, watching the exchange with tense faces.

"I just... it seems... inappropriate," he managed.

"Inappropriate how?" Maiza's eyebrow arched. "Three adults sharing a bed in their own home?"

"You're all women," he blurted.

"So?" she asked, her voice deadly calm.

"So that's... that's not how it's supposed to be. In Islam, in tradition, the husband—the man—the head of the household—"

"There is no husband here," Maiza interrupted, her voice quiet but carrying absolute authority. "There's you, recovering from five years in a coma. There's me, running this household and supporting this family. There are Sana and Ruksana, who sleep where they feel safe and loved and happy. That's the reality."

"My sons—" he tried desperately. "What must they think, seeing all this?"

"They think they have a home where people love each other," Maiza said. "They think Daddy works hard and comes home tired but always has time for stories. They think their Mummies make delicious food and give good hugs. They think life is stable and safe. What else should they think?"

Amjad's hands shook. "This isn't right. None of this is right."

"By whose definition?" Maiza leaned forward slightly. "Yours? The same man who hit women and controlled every aspect of their lives and called it righteousness? Forgive me if I don't consider your opinion on 'right' to be particularly authoritative."

The words hit like a slap.

"Bilal, take your brother upstairs," Maiza said suddenly, her tone gentling. "Homework time."

"But I'm not done eating—"

"Now, please."

Something in her voice made Bilal obey instantly. He took Hamza's hand and led him toward the stairs, both boys casting worried looks back at the table.

When they were gone, Maiza spoke again, quieter but no less firm.

"You don't get to dictate how this household runs anymore, Amjad. You lost that privilege when you lost consciousness five years ago. We built something good here. Something healthy. And I will not let you tear it down because it makes you uncomfortable."

"They're my wives!" he finally shouted. "Mine! Not yours!"

The silence that followed was deafening.

Then Ruksana spoke, her voice trembling but determined.

"We're not property, Amjad. We never were. And we choose Maiza. Every day, we choose her."

"Because she's kind," Sana added softly. "Because she listens. Because she treats us like human beings instead of possessions."

"Because she loves us," Ruksana finished. "Really loves us. Not just owns us."

Amjad stared at them, these women he thought he knew, and realized he didn't know them at all.

"Finish your dinner," Maiza said, her tone signaling the conversation was over. "You have therapy in the morning. You'll need your strength."

She stood, collected plates, and walked to the kitchen.

Dismissed. Like a child who'd misbehaved.

Sana and Ruksana followed her, leaving him alone at the table.

Late that night, long after the house had gone quiet, Amjad lay awake cataloging everything he'd observed over two weeks.

Fact: Maiza dressed every morning in suits. Professional clothes. Power clothes. She walked out the door like she owned the world, and maybe in some sense, she did.

Fact: Sana and Ruksana kissed her goodbye every morning. On the mouth. With affection and intimacy that couldn't be faked.

Fact: They called her "jan." Beloved. The term reserved for husbands, for partners, for lovers.

Fact: Every bill, every account, every piece of property was in her name. She provided everything. She controlled everything.

Fact: His sons—his sons—called her Daddy. Not as a mistake, not as confusion, but as simple truth. She was their parent. Their real parent.

Fact: Three women shared one bed. Their clothes hung together in one wardrobe. They lived as a unit. As a... family.

Fact: There was a riding crop in that wardrobe. And a dress that spoke of dominance. Of control. Of roles being played that he didn't want to imagine but couldn't stop imagining.

Are they together? Romantically? Sexually?

His mind shied away from the thought, then circled back to it obsessively.

They're women. Muslim women. They wouldn't. They couldn't.

But the kisses. The touches. The way they looked at her.

The way she looked at them.

This must be some Western nonsense. Feminism gone mad. She brainwashed them, corrupted them, turned them against me and against nature itself.

But even as he thought it, he knew it wasn't true.

They'd chosen her. Freely. Happily.

They'd chosen her over him.

Because she's better than me, a small voice whispered in his mind. She's everything I pretended to be and never was. Provider. Protector. Parent. Partner.

She's the head of this house. And I'm... nothing.

His chest tightened, breath coming faster.

From somewhere above, he heard something. A creak. A soft murmur of voices. Then silence again.

I need to know, he thought desperately. I need to see what really happens in that bedroom at night.

I need to see what they do together. What she does to them. What they've become.

Because until I see it, I can pretend it's not real. I can tell myself it's innocent. I can believe I still have a chance to take back control.

But if I see it...

His hand drifted down to his crotch, where despite everything—the humiliation, the anger, the confusion—he was hard.

Had been hard since dinner. Since the argument. Since Ruksana said "we choose her."

What's wrong with me? Why does this... why does it...?

He couldn't finish the thought.

But tomorrow night, he decided. Tomorrow night he would find out.

He would see the truth.

And then... then he would know what he'd truly lost.

And what he'd never really had in the first place.


Chapter six
THE SECOND NIGHT


What Amjad witnessed that first night—Ruksana's desperate surrender, Maiza's commanding presence, the sounds that would haunt his dreams—had been detailed, explicit, and burned into his memory. But one night of watching hadn't satisfied his curiosity. If anything, it had only deepened his obsession. (Ch 1)

THE MORNING AFTER

Amjad woke to shame.

Not the clean shame of confession or the productive shame that led to change. The sticky, clinging shame that made his skin crawl and his stomach turn but didn't stop the images from replaying behind his eyes every time he blinked.

Ruksana. On her knees. Maiza behind her. That cock. Those sounds.

He'd barely slept. Every time he drifted off, his mind conjured the scene again—the rhythmic creak of the bed, Ruksana's desperate moans, Maiza's commanding voice cutting through the darkness like a blade.

"Who fucks you better—me or him?"

"YOU! ONLY YOU!"

His pajama pants were still damp and uncomfortable from last night's shameful arousal. He needed to shower, to wash away the evidence of his weakness, but that would require asking for help—Sana or Ruksana would have to assist him, and the thought of facing either of them after what he'd witnessed made his throat close up.

The house was already awake above him. Footsteps, water running, the familiar morning symphony of a family getting ready for the day.

He pulled the blanket over his head like a child hiding from monsters, except the monsters were real and they lived upstairs and one of them wore suits and called herself Daddy and fucked his wives better than he ever had.

Stop. Stop thinking about it.

But he couldn't.

The knock on his door was gentle. "Amjad? Are you awake? I've brought breakfast."

Sana's voice. Soft, kind, completely unaware that he'd watched her... her lover—could he even call Maiza that? Her partner? Her Daddy?—fucking Ruksana into oblivion just hours ago.

"I'm awake," he managed, his voice rough.

She entered with a tray, wearing jeans and a pale yellow sweater, hair tied back in a ponytail. She looked fresh, rested, happy.

Of course she did. She lived in a house where people loved her. Where she was safe. Where—

"You look tired," Sana observed, setting the tray on his bedside table. "Did you sleep badly?"

I climbed the stairs. I watched through the door. I saw everything. I heard everything. I touched myself watching it happen.

"Just restless," he said instead. "Pain kept me up."

She frowned sympathetically. "I'll mention it to your physio today. Maybe they can adjust your exercises."

From upstairs came the sound of Maiza's voice, calling out: "Sana! Have you seen Bilal's homework folder?"

"Check his backpack!" Sana called back, then turned to Amjad. "Eat while it's warm. I'll help you shower after breakfast."

She left, and moments later he heard her light footsteps ascending the stairs.

Then: laughter. A murmured conversation he couldn't quite hear. And unmistakably, the sound of a kiss—brief but clearly affectionate.

His eggs tasted like cardboard.

She came down the stairs at precisely 8:05, as she did every morning, dressed for conquest.

Today it was a navy pinstripe suit—trousers that hugged her hips and emphasized her curves, a white shirt with a navy waistcoat, and her signature Oxford shoes polished to a mirror shine. Her hair was slicked back severely, and she carried her leather briefcase with the easy confidence of someone who owned the world.

She looked like she hadn't spent half the night fucking one of his wives into screaming submission.

She looked perfect.

Amjad pretended to be focused on his breakfast, but he felt her presence like a physical weight as she stopped in the doorway of his room.

"Good morning, Amjad," she said pleasantly. "How are you feeling?"

I watched you last night. I saw what you did. I saw the way you held her. The way you made her beg.

"Fine," he muttered.

"Physio at two, right? Sana will drive you." She checked her watch. "I've got back-to-back meetings today—won't be home until late. Probably eight or nine."

"Working late," he said flatly.

"Regional budget review. Tedious but necessary." She glanced at his half-eaten breakfast. "Try to eat more. You need the protein for muscle recovery."

Then she was gone—Bilal's excited shout of "Daddy!" from the living room, the front door opening and closing, the BMW's engine purring to life and fading into the distance.

And Amjad was left alone with his thoughts and the ghost of last night's images burned into his retinas.

He couldn't stop thinking about it.

Through his shower (Sana helping him, her touch clinical and efficient, and all he could think was does Maiza touch you like this? Does she wash your body? Does she—).

Through his physiotherapy appointment (the therapist praising his progress, and all he could think was I climbed those stairs last night to spy on them and now I can't stop imagining what else they do).

Through lunch (Ruksana making small talk about an order she'd received from a bride in Manchester, and all he could think was you called her Daddy, you begged for her cock, you said she was better than me).

By the time evening rolled around, he was wound so tight he thought he might snap.

Maiza had texted Sana around six: Stuck in traffic. Won't be home until 9. Save me some dinner. Love you both. x

Both. She loved them both.

Dinner was quiet. The boys chattered about school while Sana and Ruksana traded affectionate glances across the table. Normal. Domestic. A family.

A family he wasn't really part of.

9:30 PM: MAIZA COMES HOME

Amjad was pretending to watch TV in his room when he heard the front door open.

"I'm home!" Maiza's voice, tired but warm.

Immediate sounds of reunion. Footsteps hurrying to the door. Sana's voice: "Jan, you must be exhausted—"

Ruksana: "I saved you dinner, it's still warm—"

Maiza: "You're both angels. Let me just change out of this suit."

She came downstairs first, passing his room, offering a brief: "Evening, Amjad."

He grunted in response.

She disappeared into the downstairs bathroom to wash her face, then headed upstairs.

Amjad heard water running. Doors opening and closing. The soft murmur of voices.

Then Bilal's sleepy voice: "Night, Daddy."

"Night, my strong boy. Sweet dreams."

More doors. More murmurs. The house settling into nighttime routines.

And Amjad lay in his bed, staring at the ceiling, knowing—knowing—what was going to happen upstairs.

Knowing he was going to climb those stairs again.

Knowing he couldn't stop himself even if he wanted to.

SECOND CLIMB

This time he knew what to expect. The exhaustion. The pain. The risk of discovery.

He did it anyway.

The walker made soft sounds against the carpet as he inched up the stairs, pausing every few steps to catch his breath and listen.

The house was mostly dark. A nightlight in the hallway cast a dim glow. The boys' room was silent—both asleep, and Sana presumably sleeping beside them as usual.

And the master bedroom...

The door was ajar again. Not wide. Just enough.

She leaves it open on purpose, some part of his brain whispered. She knows. She knows someone might see. She doesn't care. Or maybe... maybe she wants—

He pushed the thought away and crept closer.

The moonlight was stronger tonight, streaming through the bedroom window in silver sheets.

And what he saw made his breath stop entirely.

Maiza sat on the velvet chaise lounge at the foot of the bed, legs spread, one arm draped over the back. But this wasn't Maiza in a business suit or even naked in a harness.

This was Maiza in full leather.

Black leather pants that looked painted on, hugging every curve of her legs and hips. Heeled boots—at least four inches—that made her legs look impossibly long. And a black leather corset that cinched her waist and pushed her breasts up, creating dramatic cleavage visible even in the moonlight.

Her hair was loose, falling around her shoulders—wild in a way he'd never seen.

She looked like something from a fantasy. Powerful. Dominant. Dangerous.

And straddling her lap, facing her, completely naked—was Sana.

Sana's legs were wrapped around Maiza's waist, her body pressed close. The harness was visible between them—the same thick black dildo from last night, jutting up obscenely.

But they weren't moving yet. They were just... talking. Touching.

Maiza's hands roamed Sana's back, gentle and possessive. Sana's fingers traced the edges of the corset, her head tilted as she looked down at Maiza with something like worship in her eyes.

"Tell me what you want, baby," Maiza's voice, low and commanding.

Sana bit her lip. "I want... I want you to be rough with me."

"How rough?"

"Rough enough that I'll feel it tomorrow. That I'll remember who I belong to."

Amjad's hand flew to his mouth, stifling a gasp.

Sana. His gentle, soft-spoken first wife. Asking to be hurt. Asking to be marked.

Maiza's smile was slow and predatory. "You sure, princess? Once we start, I'm not stopping until you cum for daddy."

"I'm sure, Daddy." Sana's voice was breathless, eager. "Please. I need it."

"Good girl." Maiza's hand slid up to tangle in Sana's hair, gripping firmly. "Then ride Daddy's cock. Show me how much you need it."

Sana lifted slightly, positioned herself over the dildo, and sank down with a long, shuddering moan.

"Oh god... oh god, Daddy, you're so deep..."

"That's right, take all of it." Maiza's hands gripped Sana's hips, guiding her movement. "Every inch. Show Daddy what a good girl you are."

Sana began to move—slow at first, rolling her hips, her head falling back as pleasure washed over her face. Her breasts swayed with the movement, and Maiza leaned forward to capture one nipple in her mouth, sucking hard.

"DADDY!" Sana gasped, her rhythm faltering.

SLAP.

Maiza's hand came down on Sana's ass—sharp, loud, echoing.

"Don't stop," Maiza commanded, releasing her breast. "Keep riding. Faster."

SLAP.

Another one, on the other cheek.

Sana whimpered but obeyed, moving faster, bouncing on Maiza's lap with increasing desperation.

"Please... please, Daddy..."

"Please what?" Maiza's hands roamed up to Sana's breasts, squeezing roughly, thumbs circling her nipples. "Use your words."

"Please fuck me! Please make me come! I need—I need—"

SLAP SLAP SLAP.

Three in quick succession, hard enough that Sana cried out, hard enough that her skin would surely be red.

"You need what, baby?"

"I NEED YOU!" Sana was crying now, tears streaming down her face even as she kept moving, kept taking that cock deeper and deeper. "Only you! Only Daddy can do this to me!"

"That's right." Maiza pulled Sana down for a bruising kiss, swallowing her moans. "You're mine. Your body is mine. Your pleasure is mine. Say it."

"I'm yours! My body is yours! Everything is yours, Daddy!"

Suddenly Maiza stood, still holding Sana, the dildo still buried inside her, and turned to press her against the wall beside the chaise.

Sana's back hit the wall with a soft thud, her legs still wrapped around Maiza's waist, completely supported by Maiza's strength.

"Hold on, princess," Maiza growled. "Daddy's going to fuck you properly now."

And she did.

Hard, fast, powerful thrusts that made Sana's whole body shake, that made her screams muffle against Maiza's shoulder, that made the harness creak and the wall thump rhythmically.

"YES! YES! FUCK ME DADDY! HARDER!"

SLAP.

Maiza's hand on Sana's ass again, the angle awkward but the impact clear.

"Who do you belong to?"

"YOU, DADDY!"

"Who fucks you like this?"

"YOU! ONLY YOU!"

SLAP.

"Did he ever make you scream like this?"

"NO! NEVER! YOU'RE SO MUCH BETTER!"

And there it was again. The comparison. The humiliation. His inadequacy laid bare in his wife's desperate screams.

Amjad stood frozen in the hallway, his hand already down his pajama pants, gripping his painfully hard cock.

He'd started touching himself the moment Sana had started riding, unable to stop himself, unable to look away.

This is wrong. This is so wrong. I shouldn't be here. I shouldn't be watching. I shouldn't be—

But his hand kept moving.

Slow strokes at first, then faster as the scene escalated. When Maiza slapped Sana's ass, he squeezed harder. When Sana screamed about how much better Maiza was, he bit back a moan.

Maiza slowed her thrusts, holding Sana pinned against the wall, and lowered her mouth to Sana's breasts again.

She sucked hard on one nipple, then the other, lavishing attention, leaving marks. Her tongue swirled, her teeth grazed, and Sana writhed helplessly, impaled and immobile and completely at Maiza's mercy.

"Daddy... Daddy please..."

"Please what?"

"Make me come... I'm so close... please let me come..."

"Not yet." Maiza's voice was muffled against Sana's skin. "Daddy's not done with these beautiful tits yet."

She continued her torment—sucking, biting gently, squeezing—until Sana was sobbing with need.

"DADDY PLEASE!"

"Since you asked so nicely..." Maiza resumed her thrusts, harder now, relentless. One hand snaked between their bodies to find Sana's clit. "Come for Daddy. Now."

Sana shattered.

And when Sana came—when she shattered in Maiza's arms, screaming Daddy's name—Amjad came too.

Her scream was primal, raw, torn from somewhere deep. Her whole body convulsed, trembling violently as orgasm crashed through her. Her nails dug into Maiza's shoulders—even through the leather, it had to hurt—but Maiza didn't stop, didn't slow, just kept thrusting and rubbing until Sana went limp, completely spent.

"Good girl," Maiza murmured, pressing soft kisses to Sana's tear-stained face. "Such a good girl for Daddy."

Maiza carried Sana—still impaled, still trembling—back to the bed and laid her down gently. Only then did she withdraw, the dildo sliding out with a wet sound that made Sana whimper at the loss.

But Maiza didn't unhook the harness yet.

Instead, she knelt on the bed, straddling Sana's chest, the glistening black dildo still jutting from her hips—slick and shining with Sana's arousal.

"Clean Daddy's cock, baby," Maiza commanded, her voice low and authoritative. "Taste yourself on it. Show me what a good girl you are."

Sana's eyes widened, pupils blown with lingering pleasure and fresh arousal. Without hesitation, she lifted her head and opened her mouth.

Maiza guided the dildo between Sana's lips, feeding it to her slowly.

"That's it," Maiza praised, one hand tangling in Sana's hair to control the pace. "Suck it clean. Every inch. You made such a mess on Daddy's cock, didn't you?"

Sana moaned around the silicone, her lips stretched obscenely wide, her tongue working along the shaft. The sight was lewd, submissive, devoted.

And that's when Maiza noticed it.

The door. The slight gap. The faint shadow in the hallway that shouldn't be there at this hour.

Her eyes flicked to it briefly—just long enough to confirm—then back to Sana.

Someone's watching, she realized. And I know exactly who.

A slow smile curved her lips. Not surprised. Not upset. Amused.

She continued as if nothing had changed, but her voice grew louder, more deliberate. Performance layered over intimacy.

"You love sucking Daddy's cock, don't you, princess?" Maiza asked, thrusting gently into Sana's mouth. "Love tasting your own pussy on it?"

"Mmhmm," Sana hummed around it, eyes fluttering closed in pleasure.

"Tell me how it tastes." Maiza pulled the dildo free with a wet pop. "Use your words."

Sana gasped for air, lips swollen and glistening. "It tastes like... like me. Like what you do to me. It's perfect, Daddy."

"And whose cock makes you feel this good?" Maiza's eyes never left the door, even as her hand guided Sana's mouth back to the dildo.

"Yours, Daddy! Only yours!"

"That's right." Maiza thrust deeper this time, making Sana gag slightly before easing back. "No one else has ever made you feel like this, have they?"

Sana pulled back, breathless, shaking her head. "Never. He never—you're so much better—I never knew it could be like this—"

"Say his name," Maiza commanded suddenly, her voice sharp. "Say who I'm better than."

Sana's eyes widened with shock and something like guilty arousal. "Daddy, I—"

"Say it." Maiza's hand tightened in her hair. "I want to hear you say it."

"Amjad," Sana whispered. "You're better than Amjad. You've always been better."

"Louder."

"You're better than Amjad!" Sana's voice broke with emotion and pleasure. "He never made me feel anything! He just... just used me! But you—you make me feel alive! Wanted! LOVED!"

Maiza's eyes glittered with dark satisfaction—and her gaze flicked once more to that gap in the door, to the shadow frozen in the hallway.

Are you listening, Amjad? Are you watching? Good. This is what you lost. This is what you could never give them.

"Good girl," Maiza purred, finally unhooking the harness and setting it aside. "Such a good, honest girl for Daddy."

Maiza climbed onto the bed beside Sana, pulling her into a tender embrace. The dominance was gone now, replaced by pure affection.

"You okay, princess?" she asked softly, stroking Sana's hair.

"Perfect," Sana whispered, her voice hoarse. "That was perfect. Thank you, Daddy."

"You're so beautiful when you let go like that." Maiza kissed her forehead, her cheeks, her lips—gentle, loving. "I love you so much."

"I love you too." Sana snuggled closer, her hand resting over Maiza's heart. "More than anything."

They lay there in the moonlight, tangled together, whispering words too quiet for Amjad to hear.

Words of love. Reassurance. Plans for tomorrow.

The intimate language of two people who belonged to each other completely.

Right there in the hallway. Silently, violently, his entire body shaking as he spilled into his hand, his pajamas, making a mess he'd have to hide somehow.

Shame crashed over him immediately, but his cock stayed half-hard, his mind still full of the images.

Maiza in leather. Sana riding her. The sounds. The words.

"You're so much better!"

Better. She was better.

He stumbled backward, nearly tripping over his walker, and somehow—miraculously—made it back down the stairs without being heard.

Back in his bed, Amjad lay in the darkness, his soiled pajamas clinging uncomfortably to his skin, his mind spinning.

Thought One: Two nights. I've watched for two nights. And both times I... I couldn't help myself.

Thought Two: Ruksana begged for it. Sana begged for it. They LOVE what she does to them. They love HER.

Thought Three: And I... I was hard the entire time. I came watching my wife fuck my other wife. What does that make me?

Thought Four: She's everything I pretended to be. Strong. Confident. In control. She provides, protects, pleasures them. And they worship her for it.

Thought Five: I used to hit them. Force them. Take without asking. And they endured because they had no choice.

Thought Six: But with her... they choose. Every day, they choose her. Freely. Happily.

Thought Seven: I've lost them. Completely. They were never really mine, but now there's no doubt. They're hers.

And finally, the thought he'd been avoiding for two nights:

Thought Eight: And part of me... part of me wishes I was theirs too. Wishes I could kneel for her. Call her Daddy. Surrender the way they do. Because then at least I'd BELONG to something. To someone. Instead of being this... nothing. This ghost.

He turned his face into the pillow and let out a sob he'd been holding since he woke from his coma.

A sob for his lost power.

For his broken body.

For the family that had moved on without him and built something beautiful in his absence.

And for the twisted, shameful truth that watching them together—watching Maiza take what he could never give—was the most aroused he'd been in years.

Maybe ever.

My wife became Daddy, he thought again. And I think... I think I want to become her good girl too.

The thought terrified him.

But it wouldn't go away.

And deep down, in a place he couldn't yet acknowledge, he knew that eventually, he would give in to it.

Because resistance was exhausting.

And surrender... surrender looked like peace.


Chapter seven
NIGHT 2 CONTINUED


3:00 AM

Amjad woke to a sensation.

Not a sound. Not a light. A feeling.

Something warm. Smooth. Wrapped around his cock.

His eyes snapped open in the darkness, confusion giving way to shock as his brain registered what was happening.

Someone was touching him. Stroking him. Slow, deliberate movements that sent unwanted pleasure shooting through his nervous system.

He tried to sit up, to pull away, but a firm hand pressed against his chest—gentle but unmistakably commanding.

"Shhh," a voice whispered. Low. Familiar. Maiza's voice. "Don't move, little boy. Daddy's got you."

His heart slammed against his ribs. His breath came in panicked gasps.

The hand on his cock continued its work—encased in something that felt like leather, smooth and slightly cool against his heated skin. The sensation was overwhelming, his body responding despite his fear, despite his shame, hardening fully in her grip.

"There we go," Maiza murmured, her tone almost affectionate. "Such a responsive little thing. Were you having nice dreams, baby boy? Dreaming about what you saw tonight?"

"I—I didn't—" Amjad stammered, his voice breaking.

"Oh, but you did." The hand squeezed slightly, and he gasped. "You watched Mommy and Daddy having fun, didn't you? Such a naughty boy. Spying through the door. Touching yourself in the hallway."

She knows. Oh god, she knows. She knew the whole time.

"Maiza, please, I didn't see anything—" The lie died on his lips as her grip tightened almost painfully.

"Don't lie to Daddy," she said, her voice taking on an edge. "I saw you. That shadow in the hallway. I knew exactly who it was."

His mind reeled. She'd known. She'd performed for him. She'd made Sana say those things knowing he was listening.

"Now," Maiza continued, her strokes becoming faster, more purposeful, "let Daddy help the boy get some release. You've been so pent up, haven't you? So confused. So... curious."

"Please—" He didn't even know what he was begging for. For her to stop? To continue? For this nightmare to end?

Her technique was expert, practiced. She knew exactly how to touch, how much pressure, what rhythm. Within seconds—humiliatingly, shamefully fast—he felt the familiar tightening, the point of no return.

"That's it, baby boy," Maiza cooed. "Come for Daddy. Let it all out."

And he did.

He came hard and fast, spilling over her leather-gloved hand, his body betraying him completely, a strangled moan escaping his throat despite his desperate attempt to stay silent.

The orgasm seemed to go on forever and yet was over in seconds, leaving him gasping and mortified.

As the pleasure faded, he became aware of something else: his cock, which had been painfully hard just moments ago, was already softening. Rapidly. Until it lay small and pathetic against his thigh.

Maiza's laugh was soft but unmistakably mocking.

"My, my," she said, her voice rich with amusement. "That was quick. And now look at you—tiny little thing, isn't it? Like it was never there at all."

Tears of humiliation pricked at his eyes.

"Maiza—"

CLICK.

The bedside lamp blazed to life, flooding the room with sudden harsh light.

Amjad squinted, disoriented, and then froze.

Maiza stood beside his bed, her leather-gloved hand—glistening with his cum—held up between them. She wore the same outfit from earlier: tight black leather pants that hugged every curve, a white dress shirt with all the buttons undone to reveal the black leather corset beneath, pushing her breasts up dramatically. Her hair was still slightly wild from her earlier activities, her lipstick smudged in a way that looked deliberate.

She looked powerful. Dangerous. In complete control.

She brought her gloved finger—slick with his release—to his lips and pressed gently.

"Shh," she whispered, her eyes locked on his. "It's not Maiza. It's Daddy."

His lips parted in shock, and she slipped her finger into his mouth.

"Taste that?" she asked, her voice soft but commanding. "That's you. That's what happens when Daddy touches you. Now suck."

He hesitated for only a second before his lips closed around her finger, his tongue working automatically, tasting the salt and bitter tang of his own cum mixed with the leather of her glove.

"Good boy," she praised, withdrawing her finger slowly. "Now. Say it. Say 'Thank you, Daddy.'"

"Th-thank you... Daddy," he whispered, the word feeling foreign and right and terrifying all at once.

Maiza smiled—predatory, satisfied.

"Get up," she commanded. "And follow me to my study. We need to have a talk."

The study room at the back of the ground floor had once been a small office or storage space. Now it was unmistakably Maiza's domain.

Dark walls. A heavy wooden desk. Leather-bound books on shelves. A large executive chair that looked more like a throne than office furniture. Framed certificates and awards on the walls. And in the corner, barely visible in the dim light, what looked like a locked cabinet.

Maiza walked to the desk and settled into her chair, legs spread wide in a posture of absolute confidence, one arm draped over the armrest, the other resting on the desk.

She looked every inch a ruler surveying her kingdom.

Amjad hobbled in behind her with his walker, his pajama pants damp and uncomfortable, his mind spinning with confusion and dread and something else he didn't want to name.

And then he saw them.

Sana appeared from the shadows near the bookshelf, wearing a silky nightgown that clung to her curves, her hair loose and tousled. She moved to Maiza's side immediately, settling into her lap sideways, one arm draped around Maiza's shoulders, her head resting against Maiza's chest.

"Hello, Daddy," she murmured, pressing a kiss to Maiza's jaw. "Is everything okay?"

"Everything's perfect, princess," Maiza replied, stroking Sana's thigh possessively. "We just need to have a little conversation with our guest."

Ruksana emerged from the opposite side of the room, wearing only an oversized t-shirt that barely covered her thighs. She sank gracefully to her knees beside Maiza's chair, her head resting against Maiza's leg, looking up with open adoration.

"Daddy," she said softly, her hand caressing Maiza's leather-clad shin. "We missed you."

"I missed you too, baby," Maiza said, her free hand moving to stroke Ruksana's short hair tenderly. "But right now, Daddy needs you both to witness something important."

All three women turned their attention to Amjad, who stood frozen in the doorway, feeling like he'd stepped into an alternate reality.

"Close the door," Maiza ordered. "And come stand in front of the desk."

He obeyed mechanically, his body moving before his brain could protest.

Maiza studied him for a long moment, her expression unreadable. Sana played absently with the collar of Maiza's shirt. Ruksana nuzzled her leg like a contented cat.

Finally, Maiza spoke.

"We have a problem, Amjad," she said. "You've been watching. Spying. Violating our privacy. And clearly, you have... questions. Curiosities. Needs that aren't being met."

"I'm sorry—" he started.

"Quiet. I'm talking." Her voice cracked like a whip, and he fell silent. "I'm going to offer you something. A choice. A test, if you will."

She leaned forward slightly, dislodging neither Sana nor Ruksana, her eyes boring into his.

"Here's the deal," she said. "If your cock—" she gestured dismissively at his crotch "—can satisfy just one of these two women. Make her come. Make her feel anything close to what I give them. Then we'll go back. Back to how things were. You in charge. Me just the breadwinner. Them your obedient little wives."

Sana stiffened. Ruksana's hand tightened on Maiza's leg.

"But," Maiza continued, her smile sharpening, "if you can't. If your pathetic little cock stays soft, or fails to please them, or if—" her eyes glittered "—if you get hard for my cock instead... then you become ours. Our slave. You submit to all three of us. You do what we say, when we say it, how we say it. Forever."

The room was silent except for the ticking of a clock somewhere.

"Do you accept?" Maiza asked.

Amjad's mind raced. This was insane. This was impossible. But—

If I win, I get my life back. My wives. My control. Everything.

"I accept," he heard himself say.

Maiza's grin widened. "Excellent. Sana, princess, go stand by the desk."

Sana slid reluctantly from Maiza's lap and moved to stand near the desk, her expression nervous, conflicted.

"Amjad," Maiza said, gesturing lazily, "she's all yours. Make her wet. Make her want you. Prove you're still a man."

Amjad hobbled toward Sana, his walker tapping against the hardwood. She stood with her arms wrapped around herself, not meeting his eyes.

"Sana," he said softly. "I... I can do this. I can make you—"

"Just try," she whispered, still not looking at him.

He reached for her, hands shaking, and placed them on her hips. She didn't pull away, but she didn't lean in either. Just stood there, passive, waiting.

He tried to kiss her. She turned her head slightly, so his lips landed on her cheek instead of her mouth.

His hands moved up to her breasts—once, this would have been his right, his privilege—but now it felt like groping a stranger.

And his cock, which should have been responding, which should have been hardening in anticipation...

Was completely, utterly soft.

He looked down in horror. No matter how much he touched Sana, no matter how much he tried to will it to life, his body refused to cooperate.

"Time's up," Maiza announced after what felt like an eternity but was probably only two minutes. "Sana, come back here, princess."

Sana practically fled back to Maiza's side, relief written across her face.

Maiza laughed—rich, genuine, cruel.

"The big man's cock is gone," she declared, her voice dripping with mockery. "Five years in a coma and it forgot how to work. How tragically embarrassing for you, Amjad."

His face burned with humiliation.

"But wait," Maiza said, as if suddenly remembering something. "We should make sure it's not just Sana. Maybe the problem is specific. Ruksana, baby, would you fetch Daddy's cock from the cabinet?"

Ruksana stood gracefully and moved to the locked cabinet in the corner. She returned moments later carrying the leather harness and its thick, black, realistic dildo—still slightly damp from cleaning after earlier.

She handed it reverently to Maiza, who held it up like a trophy.

"This," Maiza said, "is Daddy's cock. Eight inches. Thick. Never gets tired. Never goes soft. And these two women worship it."

She stood, towering in her heels, and began fastening the harness around her hips with practiced efficiency.

And as Amjad watched—as he saw that obscene rubber cock jutting from Maiza's leather-clad hips, as he remembered the sounds Ruksana and Sana had made while impaled on it—his own cock, which had remained stubbornly soft for Sana, began to harden.

No. No no no. Not now. Not for this—

But it was undeniable. Within seconds, he was fully erect, his small five-inch cock tenting his pajamas pathetically.

Maiza's eyes dropped to his crotch, and her laughter was loud and long.

"Oh, this is perfect," she gasped between laughs. "You couldn't get hard for your wife, but you get rock hard for Daddy's cock! Do you see this, girls?"

Sana and Ruksana stared, their expressions a mix of pity and satisfaction.

"Looks like we have our answer," Maiza said, her voice taking on that commanding tone again. "Your body has spoken, Amjad. You don't want to be the man in this house. You want to be one of Daddy's good little toys."

"No," he protested weakly. "That's not—"

"Yes, it is." Maiza stepped closer, the dildo bobbing obscenely with each movement. "And you know what that means? You agreed to the terms. Only one daddy, only one cock, can stay in this house. And clearly—" she grabbed his erection through his pajamas, making him gasp "—your body has chosen which one that should be."

"Sana," Maiza commanded without looking away from Amjad, "lube Daddy's cock with your mouth. Get it nice and wet."

Sana dropped to her knees immediately, took the dildo between her lips, and began sucking—slow, sensual, coating every inch with saliva until it glistened in the low light.

"Good girl," Maiza praised, running her fingers through Sana's hair. "That's enough. Go sit down."

Sana obeyed, returning to the chair and curling up to watch.

Maiza turned her full attention back to Amjad.

"Strip," she ordered. "Everything off. Now."

His hands shook as he complied, pulling his t-shirt over his head, pushing his pajama pants and underwear down to pool around his ankles. His walker clattered to the side.

He stood naked before them—skeletal, weak, his pathetic erection the only sign of vitality.

"Bend over the desk," Maiza said quietly. "Hands flat. Ass out."

"Please—" he tried one last time.

"You agreed," Maiza reminded him. "And your body chose. Now bend over, baby boy. Let Daddy show you what you've been craving."

And he did.

He bent forward, his hands pressing against the cool wood of the desk, his ass raised, completely exposed and vulnerable.

Behind him, he heard Maiza's breathing, felt her presence looming.

"Breathe," she instructed. "This is going to hurt at first. But Daddy will be gentle. Because unlike you, I actually care about my partners' pleasure."

He felt something cold and slick—lube, she must have grabbed lube—being spread around his entrance. A finger pressed against him, circling, testing.

"Relax," Maiza murmured. "Let Daddy in."

The finger breached him—strange, uncomfortable, invasive—and he gasped.

"Good boy," she praised. "You're taking Daddy's finger so well. Such a natural."

She worked him open slowly, patiently, adding a second finger, scissoring and stretching until he was panting and his cock was leaking onto the floor.

"Ready?" she asked, withdrawing her fingers.

He didn't answer. Couldn't answer.

"I'll take that as a yes."

The head of the dildo pressed against him—broad, insistent, impossible.

"Deep breath," Maiza commanded.

He obeyed.

And she pushed forward.

The head of the dildo pressed against him—blunt, insistent, impossible. For a moment, Amjad's entire body locked up, every muscle tensing in anticipation and fear.

"Breathe," Maiza commanded softly, her voice cutting through his panic. "Deep breath in, baby boy. Hold it. Now let it out slowly."

He obeyed without thinking, his lungs filling and emptying on her command.

"Good," she praised. "Again. And this time, when you exhale, push out just a little. Let Daddy in."

He did. And as the air left his lungs, she pressed forward.

The intrusion was immediate and overwhelming—a burning stretch that made him gasp, his fingers scrabbling against the polished wood of the desk for purchase. It was too much, too big, his body screaming that this wasn't possible, that he couldn't—

But Maiza stopped. Held perfectly still with just the tip breaching him. One hand splayed across his lower back, warm and grounding, rubbing slow circles that somehow eased the tension coiling through his spine.

"There we go," she murmured, her voice a low rumble of approval. "Just the tip. You're taking it so well, baby boy. Daddy's so proud of you."

The praise shouldn't have mattered. Shouldn't have sent a bolt of warmth through his chest alongside the discomfort. But it did.

"It's too big," he whimpered, shame flooding through him at how weak he sounded. "I can't—"

"You can," she interrupted firmly. "Your body is made for this. Made to be filled. Made to surrender. Trust Daddy. I've got you."

Another slow circle on his back. Another moment of stillness, letting him adjust to the foreign presence inside him.

"Breathe," she reminded him. "In and out. Focus on my hand. Focus on my voice."

He did. And gradually—impossibly—the burning sensation began to shift. Not disappearing, but transforming into something else. Something that sent sparks of unfamiliar pleasure along his nerve endings.

"Better?" Maiza asked.

"Y-yes, Daddy," he managed.

"Good boy. Now Daddy's going to give you more. Nice and slow. Tell me if it's too much."

She pressed forward. Another inch. Then another. Each increment accompanied by that soothing hand on his back, that steady voice in his ear, grounding him even as she invaded him in the most intimate way possible.

"Halfway there," she announced, and he couldn't believe there was still more, couldn't fathom how his body was accepting this, opening for her, yielding in ways he'd never imagined.

His cock, which had softened slightly from the initial discomfort, was hardening again—throbbing in time with his racing heartbeat, leaking steadily onto the floor beneath him.

This shouldn't feel good. I shouldn't want this. I'm a man. Men don't—

But the thoughts dissolved as Maiza pressed deeper still, and suddenly pleasure—real, undeniable pleasure—bloomed in his core, radiating outward in waves that made his thighs tremble.

"Oh god," he gasped. "Oh god, what—"

"That's your prostate, baby boy," Maiza explained, her tone almost educational even as she continued her slow, relentless advance. "Daddy knows exactly where it is. Knows exactly how to make you feel things you've never felt before."

She rolled her hips slightly, adjusting her angle, and the head of the dildo dragged across that spot again—firmer this time—and Amjad moaned, the sound raw and desperate and completely beyond his control.

"There it is," she purred with satisfaction. "That's what Daddy wanted to hear."

One more push. One more impossible inch. And then—finally—he felt her hips press flush against his ass, felt the leather of her pants against his bare skin, felt the completeness of being utterly, entirely filled.

"All of Daddy's cock," Maiza announced, her voice thick with triumph and something that might have been tenderness. "Every single inch buried inside you. How does it feel, baby boy?"

"Full," he gasped, struggling to form words around the sensations overwhelming his system. "So full—I've never—I can't—"

"And?" she prompted, her hand sliding from his back to his hip, gripping firmly. "Full and what else?"

He knew what she wanted to hear. Knew he should resist, should cling to some shred of masculine pride.

But the truth spilled out anyway.

"Good," he admitted, his voice breaking on the word. "It feels good. So good."

"What feels good?" Her other hand reached around his body, finding his leaking cock and wrapping around it with maddening gentleness. "Be specific, baby boy. Use your words."

"Your cock, Daddy," he whimpered, past shame now, past pretense. "Daddy's cock inside me feels good."

"That's right." She began to move—pulling back just an inch before sliding forward again, slow and controlled, each thrust deliberate. "**Because this is what you needed all along, isn't it? Not to be in control. Not to be the man. But to surrender. To be taken. To be **mine.****"

The shallow thrusts were maddening—not enough to satisfy the growing need coiling in his belly, but enough to light up every nerve ending, to make his cock pulse in her grip, to make him push back instinctively, seeking more.

"Please," he heard himself beg. "Please, Daddy—"

"Please what?" She increased her pace slightly, each thrust hitting that devastating spot inside him with surgical precision. "Tell them what you want. Let Sana and Ruksana hear you beg."

From somewhere behind them—he'd almost forgotten they were watching—came Sana's soft gasp and Ruksana's encouraging murmur: "Tell Daddy what you need, Amjad."

"Harder," he sobbed, dignity abandoned entirely. "Daddy, please, fuck me harder!"

"Say it louder," Maiza commanded, pulling nearly all the way out before slamming back in—hard enough to knock the breath from his lungs, hard enough to make the desk scrape forward an inch. "Tell them who's fucking you."

"DADDY!" The word tore from his throat, shameless and desperate and raw. "DADDY'S FUCKING ME! PLEASE DON'T STOP!"

And she didn't.

The controlled precision gave way to something more primal. Maiza gripped both his hips now, using them as leverage as she pounded into him with a force and rhythm that made the desk shake, made his vision blur, made reality narrow to nothing but the sensation of being filled and claimed and owned.

Her hand returned to his cock, stroking in time with her thrusts—a symphony of pleasure that built and built until he thought he might actually die from it.

"Who do you belong to?" Maiza demanded, her voice rough with exertion. "Say it!"

"YOU, DADDY!" His voice was hoarse, wrecked. "I belong to you!"

"Who's the only real cock in this house?"

"YOURS! ONLY YOURS! YOUR COCK IS THE ONLY ONE THAT MATTERS!"

"And what are you now?" She angled her hips differently, found an even deeper angle, and he saw stars. "What are you to me?"

"YOUR TOY!" The words came without thought now, pulled from somewhere deep and true. "DADDY'S GOOD BOY! YOUR BABY! PLEASE—DADDY—I'M GOING TO—"

"Come for Daddy," she commanded, her hand working him faster, her cock driving into him relentlessly. "Come with Daddy inside you. Show me you're mine."

The orgasm didn't build gradually—it detonated.

One moment he was teetering on the edge, the next he was gone, falling through space, his entire body convulsing as pleasure unlike anything he'd ever experienced ripped through him. His cock pulsed in Maiza's hand, spilling over her fingers and onto the floor in thick ropes. His ass clenched rhythmically around the dildo still buried inside him, intensifying every sensation until he couldn't tell where pain ended and pleasure began.

He was screaming—actually screaming—Daddy's name over and over like a prayer, like a confession, like the only truth that mattered.

And through it all, Maiza kept moving. Kept thrusting. Kept stroking him through the waves of climax that seemed to go on forever, each one cresting higher than the last until he was sobbing, boneless, his legs giving out entirely so only her grip on his hips kept him upright.

"Good boy," she murmured, slowing finally, gentling. "Such a perfect, beautiful boy for Daddy. You did so well. I'm so proud of you."

The praise made him sob harder—not from pain or shame, but from something else entirely. Something that felt like relief. Like coming home after being lost for years.

Like finally, finally being seen.

Maiza held still inside him for a long moment, her body pressed against his back, her lips brushing between his shoulder blades in the softest kiss.

"Daddy's got you," she whispered. "You're safe. You're mine. You're exactly where you belong."

When she finally withdrew—slowly, carefully, mindful of his oversensitized state—he whimpered at the loss. The emptiness felt wrong after being so completely filled. He wanted to beg her to stay, to never leave, to—

But she was already turning him around, steadying him when his legs threatened to give out entirely, wiping his tears with surprising gentleness.

"Look at me," she commanded softly.

He raised his eyes to hers—and found no mockery there. No cruelty. Just satisfaction. Possessiveness. And something that might have been affection.

"You understand now, don't you?" she asked. "What you really are. What you've always been."

"Yes, Daddy," he whispered, and meant it with every fiber of his being.

Maiza helped him stand—he couldn't have managed it on his own—and turned him to face Sana and Ruksana, who sat watching with expressions of satisfaction and possessive pride.

"Now," Maiza said, her voice carrying the weight of absolute authority, "let's be very clear about what just happened. Amjad's pathetic cock couldn't satisfy his wife. But Daddy's cock made him come harder than he's probably ever come in his life."

She walked to her throne-like chair and sat, legs spread, the dildo still glistening between them.

"There is only one Daddy in this house," she declared. "Only one cock. And it's mine."

She gestured, and Ruksana brought her something from the cabinet—something small and metal that gleamed in the light.

A chastity cage.

"Amjad's cock," Maiza announced, "is now locked. For one month. No touching. No release. Unless Daddy says so."

She stood and approached him, the cage in hand.

"This is your new reality," she said softly, almost gently. "You belong to us now. To all three of us. You'll do what we say. Sleep where we tell you. Serve when we demand it. And maybe—" she fastened the cage around his soft, spent cock with expert efficiency, the lock clicking into place with terrible finality "—maybe, if you're very good, Daddy will let you come again. In a month."

The cage was cold, restrictive, humiliating.

And his cock, which had just experienced the most intense pleasure of his life, was now trapped.

"Do you understand?" Maiza asked, tilting his chin up so their eyes met.

"Yes, Daddy," he whispered.

"Good boy." She patted his cheek. "Now go back to bed. We'll discuss your new duties tomorrow."

He shuffled out of the study, naked, caged, utterly defeated.

Behind him, he heard Sana's voice: "Daddy, was that really necessary?"

"Absolutely," Maiza replied. "He needed to understand. And now he does."

Ruksana laughed softly. "Welcome to the family, Amjad."

And as he collapsed into his bed, the cage a constant reminder between his legs, Amjad realized:

My wife became my Daddy.

And now... now I'm her baby boy too.

Forever.


Chapter eight
BECOMING GOOD GIRL


MONTH ONE: THE NAME

The morning after the study—after the desk, after the cage, after everything changed—Amjad woke to a world that no longer made sense in the old ways.

The cage was a constant presence. Cold. Restrictive. A physical reminder that his body was no longer his own to control.

"Good morning, baby boy," Maiza said, appearing in the doorway with coffee. She wore her usual morning suit—charcoal today, with a burgundy shirt that complemented her skin tone. "How did you sleep?"

"Badly, Daddy," Amjad admitted. The title came easier now, almost natural. "The cage..."

"You'll get used to it." She took a sip, studying him with those analytical eyes. "We need to discuss your role here. You can't work—not in your condition. You have no income, no property. So what use are you to this household?"

The question stung, but it was fair.

"I... I don't know."

"I do." Maiza settled into the chair beside his bed. "You're going to help with domestic work. Cleaning, cooking, childcare. The labor that Sana and Ruksana currently manage while also running their own projects. You'll make their lives easier. Earn your keep."

"You want me to be a... a housewife?"

"A helper," Maiza corrected. "A maid, if you prefer. Someone useful. Someone with purpose."

Amjad—still thinking of himself by that name—swallowed hard. "And if I refuse?"

Maiza's smile was cold. "Then you're welcome to leave. Find your own place. Support yourself. Oh wait—" she gestured to his atrophied legs, the walker beside the bed "—you can barely walk. You have no money. No job prospects. No friends. Where exactly would you go?"

The trap was complete. Total. Inescapable.

"I'll help," he whispered. "I'll do whatever you want, Daddy."

"Good boy." She stood, drained her coffee. "Sana will train you today. And tonight—" her eyes glittered "—we'll discuss something else. Something important."

That night, all three women called him into the study.

Maiza sat in her throne-like chair. Sana perched on the armrest, fingers playing with Maiza's hair. Ruksana knelt beside her, head resting against Maiza's thigh in that position of casual intimacy Amjad had learned to recognize.

They looked like a unit. Complete. And he was the outsider.

"Sit," Maiza commanded, gesturing to the chair opposite her desk.

He sat, hands trembling slightly.

"You've been very good today," Maiza began. "Sana tells me you followed instructions well. Learned quickly. That's excellent."

"Thank you, Daddy."

"But we need to talk about identity." Maiza leaned forward, elbows on desk. "You're not Amjad anymore. Not really. That man—the one who controlled through fear, who took without giving—he's gone. The person sitting in front of me is someone different. Someone softer. Someone who calls me Daddy and finds peace in submission."

Amjad's throat tightened.

"I want to give you a new name," Maiza continued. "One that fits who you're becoming. Who you already are, deep down."

"What name?" The question came out as a whisper.

"Anjum." Maiza's voice was gentle. "It means 'stars' in Urdu. Beautiful things that only shine in darkness. You had to fall completely to find your true light."

The name settled over him like a blanket. Foreign. But somehow... right.

"Say it," Maiza commanded. "Tell me your name."

"My... my name is Anjum," he whispered.

"Louder."

"My name is Anjum." Stronger now. "I'm Daddy's... I'm your..."

"You're my good girl," Maiza finished. "Say it."

Girl. The word should have sparked rage, masculine pride, rejection.

Instead, it felt like release. Like exhaling after holding his breath for a lifetime.

"I'm Daddy's good girl," Anjum said, tears streaming down her face. "I'm Anjum. Your good girl."

Sana made a soft sound of approval. Ruksana smiled, reaching out to squeeze Anjum's hand.

"Welcome to the family, sister," Ruksana said warmly. "The real family."

And Anjum—no longer Amjad, never again Amjad—broke down crying.

MONTHS TWO-THREE: PHYSICAL TRANSFORMATION

Hair Removal

"We're going to the spa today," Sana announced one morning.

"What for?" Anjum asked, looking up from the dishes she was washing.

"Laser hair removal. Face, chest, arms, legs. Full body except your head."

Anjum's hand flew to her jaw, where stubble perpetually tried to grow despite daily shaving. "That's... that's permanent."

"Yes." Sana's expression was kind but firm. "Smooth skin is easier to maintain. More comfortable. More appropriate for your role. And Daddy wants it."

The sessions were expensive—Maiza's credit card never questioned—and painful. Lasers zapping follicles, leaving skin red and tender.

But gradually, over weeks of treatments, Anjum's body transformed. No more five o'clock shadow. No more chest hair or arm hair or leg hair. Just smooth, soft skin that felt strange at first, then increasingly natural.

"Beautiful," Ruksana said one evening, running her hand down Anjum's now-smooth arm. "You look so much softer. So much more yourself."

And studying her reflection—face free of stubble, skin glowing, features somehow gentler without the masculine shadow—Anjum had to agree.

The Wardrobe

"Your old clothes don't fit anymore," Maiza observed. "You've lost too much weight. Everything hangs on you."

"I'll make do—"

"No." Maiza pulled out her credit card. "Sana, take her shopping. Get things that actually fit. I don't care what section they come from."

The shopping trip was surreal. In the men's section, everything looked ridiculous—boxy, shapeless, designed for bodies Anjum no longer had.

"Try these," Sana suggested, holding up black leggings and a fitted tunic from the women's section. "They'll fit your frame better."

In the changing room, Anjum pulled them on. The leggings hugged her thin legs, actually staying in place. The tunic skimmed her waist, modest but flattering.

Comfortable. Practical. Right.

By the time they left, the bags were full of leggings, tunics, soft cardigans—clothes that were technically women's but looked appropriate for someone in domestic service.

When Anjum modeled them that evening, Maiza nodded approvingly.

"Much better. You look professional. Put-together." A pause. "We should add some color next time. Maybe pastels. You'd look lovely in soft pink."

Something warm bloomed in Anjum's chest at the praise.

Makeup Lessons

"Sit," Ruksana commanded one afternoon, patting the chair at her vanity.

Anjum obeyed, and Ruksana laid out an array of products—foundations, brushes, palettes that looked like artist's tools.

"If you're presenting as feminine, you need to know how to do this properly," Ruksana explained. "Not heavy. Just enhancement. Refinement."

The lessons were patient and thorough. Foundation to even skin tone. Concealer under eyes. Neutral eyeshadows in browns and taupes. Subtle eyeliner. Mascara.

"Open your eyes and look."

The face in the mirror was... pretty. Not stunning, but pleasant. Soft features accentuated, imperfections minimized.

Someone Anjum barely recognized but didn't hate.

"Practice every day," Ruksana instructed. "Until it's automatic."

Within weeks, the morning routine expanded: shower, smooth skin that no longer needed shaving, foundation and concealer, eyeshadow and mascara, nude lipstick. Hair—growing longer every week—tied back in a neat ponytail.

The person in the mirror became increasingly familiar. Increasingly right.

MONTH FOUR: THE UNIFORM

"I have something for you," Maiza said one evening, presenting a wrapped box.

Inside: a maid's uniform. Professional, practical—black dress with white apron, modest hemline, functional design.

"Try it on," Maiza encouraged.

In the bathroom, Anjum pulled it on. The dress fit perfectly—tailored at the waist, slightly flared at the hips, hitting just below the knee. The apron tied neatly in back with a crisp bow.

Looking in the mirror—with the makeup, the smooth skin, the longer hair, the uniform—the transformation was complete.

This wasn't Amjad playing dress-up. This was Anjum. This was who she actually was.

"Daddy," Anjum said, emerging into the study where Maiza waited. "How do I look?"

Maiza's smile was slow and approving. "Perfect. Like you were born for this role."

"I think maybe I was," Anjum admitted quietly.

"I know you were." Maiza stood, circled Anjum slowly, appraising. "This is who you are now. Anjum. Our helper. Our maid. Our good girl."

"Yes, Daddy."

"And tonight," Maiza said, her voice dropping to that commanding register, "Daddy's going to fuck her good girl. To celebrate how far you've come."

Heat flooded Anjum's body—not from the caged cock, which couldn't respond, but deeper. In the core. In the place that craved to be filled, owned, claimed.

"Please, Daddy," Anjum whispered. "Please fuck your good girl."

Maiza's bedroom. The master bedroom Anjum cleaned but never slept in. The massive bed with expensive sheets.

"Undress," Maiza commanded, already removing her own clothes, already strapping on the harness with that thick black cock. "Everything except the cage."

Anjum obeyed, folding the uniform carefully, standing naked and willing.

"On the bed. On your back. I want to watch your face."

Anjum climbed on, lay back, legs falling open automatically—an invitation. A surrender.

Maiza moved between her thighs, slicked cock glistening with lube.

"Tell me what you want."

"I want you to fuck me, Daddy," Anjum said clearly. "I want your cock inside me. I want to be yours."

"You already are." Maiza positioned herself, pressed forward. "But I'll remind you."

This time there was no resistance. Anjum's body opened easily, welcoming the stretch, the fullness, the invasion that felt like belonging.

"Good girl," Maiza praised as she sank deep. "Taking Daddy's cock so well."

"Thank you, Daddy," Anjum moaned, wrapping her legs around Maiza's waist. "Thank you for showing me who I am."

The fucking was deliberate. Measured. Each thrust hitting that devastating spot inside, building pleasure that had nothing to do with the caged cock and everything to do with submission. With being owned. With purpose.

"I love you, baby girl," Maiza said, and it sounded true.

"I love you too, Daddy," Anjum gasped. "Thank you—thank you for making me—"

"Making you what?"

"Making me REAL!"

The orgasm rolled through her—dry, caged, but no less intense—her body clenching around Daddy's cock, her voice breaking on sobs of gratitude.

This was home. This was right. This was everything.

MONTH SIX

One evening, Sana asked to speak with Maiza privately. Anjum overheard from the kitchen where she was cleaning.

"I want another baby," Sana said. "A girl this time. I know Bilal and Hamza are wonderful, but I've always wanted a daughter."

"I want that too," Maiza replied warmly. "But you know I can't... biologically..."

"I know." A pause. "What about Anjum?"

Silence. Then Maiza slimed.

Two days later, Maiza called Anjum into the study.

"Sana wants a baby," she said without preamble. "A daughter. And she's asked for your help."

"My help?" Anjum's voice was barely audible.

"As a sperm donor. we'd combine it with Sana's egg, and I'd be the parent. The Daddy. You'd be... a genetic contributor. Like using a sperm bank, but keeping it in the family."

Anjum processed this slowly. "I wouldn't be... the father?"

"No. You'd be the nanny. The caretaker. I'd be Daddy. The parent. Always."

"And you want my consent?"

"I need it. I won't force this. But it would mean everything to Sana. To our family."

Anjum looked at Maiza—this woman who'd broken her down and rebuilt her, who'd given her purpose and identity and love in ways she'd never imagined.

"I consent," Anjum said. "Whatever helps the family. Whatever makes you happy, Daddy."

Maiza's smile was radiant. "Thank you, baby girl. But first, we need to make sure everything still... works. After months in the cage."

Maiza stood, moved to the locked cabinet, retrieved the small key.

"Stand up," she commanded.

Anjum obeyed, and Maiza knelt before her—a reversal that felt strange, wrong even—and unlocked the cage.

It fell away, and Anjum's cock—small, atrophied from months of confinement—hung soft and pathetic.

Maiza reached into a drawer, pulled out black leather gloves, slid them on with deliberate slowness.

"Let's see if it still works," she said, her gloved hand wrapping around Anjum's cock.

The sensation was overwhelming after months of denial. Leather smooth and cool. Maiza's grip firm and practiced. Within seconds, blood rushed down, and Anjum began to harden.

"Good," Maiza said, stroking slowly. "Still functional. That's what we needed to know."

"Daddy," Anjum gasped. "Please—"

"Not yet." Maiza released her, and Anjum whimpered at the loss. "We're going to do this properly. In a way that serves everyone."

She walked to the door, called out: "Sana! Come to the study, please!"

Sana entered, her expression nervous and hopeful.

"Anjum has agreed," Maiza announced. "And we've confirmed functionality. But we're not doing this the... traditional way."

"I wouldn't want that," Sana said quickly. "I don't want Anjum. I want you, Daddy. I just need—"

"I know what you need." Maiza's smile was predatory. "And I have a solution. Anjum, go to my bedroom. Strip. Wait on the bed on your hands and knees."

"Yes, Daddy."

THE MASTER BEDROOM - 8:00 PM

Anjum knelt on the bed, naked except for the leather collar Maiza had fastened around her neck months ago—a symbol of ownership she never removed. The soft leather had become part of her, as natural as her own skin.

Her heart pounded against her ribs. Her cock—small, pathetic, barely five inches even at full hardness—hung half-erect from Maiza's earlier touch in the study. Her mind spun with confusion and anticipation and something that felt dangerously close to excitement.

The door opened.

Maiza entered first, and Anjum's breath caught.

She wore the harness—black leather straps crossing her hips and thighs, framing the thick black dildo that jutted obscenely from her pelvis. Eight inches at least, realistic in every detail, the kind of cock that had made both Sana and Ruksana scream Daddy's name countless times.

Behind her, Sana appeared, wrapped in a silk robe the color of champagne. Her expression was complex—desire mixed with uncertainty, hope threaded through with nervousness. Her hand rested unconsciously on her flat stomach, where she wanted new life to grow.

"Here's how this works," Maiza said without preamble, her voice carrying that edge of command that made Anjum's stomach flutter. "Anjum's cock is small. Pathetic. Barely functional after months in the cage. But it can still serve a purpose."

She walked closer, circling the bed like a predator assessing prey.

"Sana needs it to conceive," Maiza continued. "She needs sperm, and Anjum can provide that. But we're not doing this the traditional way. We're not putting Anjum in the position of a man. Because Anjum isn't a man anymore, are you, baby girl?"

"No, Daddy," Anjum whispered. "I'm your good girl."

"Exactly." Maiza stopped behind Anjum, her presence looming. "So we're going to make Anjum's cock into an extension of mine. A tool. Nothing more."

Anjum felt Maiza's hands on her shoulders—strong, warm, possessive. Then the blunt head of the dildo pressed against her entrance, slick with lube, insistent.

"Daddy," Anjum gasped. "What are you—"

"Quiet." One hand moved to the back of Anjum's neck, gripping firmly. "Take a deep breath. Hold it. Now let it out slowly."

Anjum obeyed, and as the air left her lungs, Maiza pushed forward.

The intrusion was immediate and overwhelming. Thick. Unyielding. Stretching Anjum open with ruthless efficiency. There was no gentleness this time, no slow adjustment—just relentless forward pressure as Maiza claimed her completely.

"Oh god—oh god—Daddy—" Anjum's fingers scrabbled at the sheets, her body trembling as she was filled inch by impossible inch.

"Take it," Maiza commanded, her voice rough. "Take all of Daddy's cock. You were made for this."

Deeper. And deeper still. Until finally—finally—Maiza's hips were flush against Anjum's ass, the dildo buried so deep that Anjum could feel it pressing against places that made her see stars.

"Good girl," Maiza praised, her hands sliding from Anjum's neck to her waist. "Now comes the interesting part. Stand up."

"What?" Anjum's voice came out strangled.

"Stand. Slowly. Don't let my cock slip out."

It seemed impossible. But Anjum tried—rising from her knees to her feet, awkward and shaking, Maiza moving with her, maintaining that deep penetration. The dildo was wedged so tightly inside her that even standing, even straightening, it stayed locked in place.

Maiza stood behind her, their bodies pressed together, and suddenly Anjum understood the full extent of what was happening.

She was impaled. Completely. Her frail, thin body—barely a hundred pounds now after months of transformation—was nothing but a sleeve. A condom on Daddy's cock.

"Look," Maiza whispered, her breath hot against Anjum's ear. She turned them both toward the full-length mirror on the wall.

Anjum saw and nearly sobbed at the image reflected back.

Her own body—skeletal, feminine, marked with Daddy's ownership. Smooth skin where hair used to grow. Small breasts beginning to develop from months of hormone supplements Maiza had been slipping into her food. Long hair cascading past her shoulders. Makeup smudged from earlier tears.

And Maiza behind her—strong, muscular, towering. Her hands wrapped around Anjum's tiny waist, fingers nearly meeting. The thick black cock disappearing into Anjum's body, emerging from her crotch as if it were her own.

"See that?" Maiza asked, her voice low and hypnotic. "That's not your cock anymore. It's mine. You're just... wearing it for me."

She demonstrated by gripping Anjum's thighs and lifting.

Anjum gasped as her feet left the floor, her entire weight supported by Maiza's strength and the cock buried inside her. Her legs flailed for a moment before Maiza guided them—up, back, until Anjum's knees were pressed against her own chest, her body folded nearly in half, completely exposed and helpless.

"Look at you," Maiza breathed, admiration in her voice. "So light. So small. Like a toy. Like a condom I'm wearing. My cock goes into you, and comes out the other side."

Anjum stared at the mirror, transfixed and horrified and unbearably aroused.

Her own cock—hard now, rock-hard from the pressure against her prostate—jutted forward obscenely. Her legs were in the air, held in place by Maiza's iron grip on her thighs. Her face was flushed, tear-streaked, makeup ruined.

She looked like a doll. A puppet. A thing being used.

And it was perfect.

"Your cock is hard," Maiza observed, one hand releasing Anjum's thigh briefly to wrap around the small erection. "Not because you're turned on by Sana. But because Daddy's cock is inside you. Pressing on all the right places. Making you feel things you can't control."

She squeezed, and Anjum whimpered.

"This hard little cock," Maiza continued, "is going to fuck Sana. But it won't be you fucking her. It'll be me. My cock, my strength, my will. You're just the condom I'm using to deliver my seed. Understand?"

"Yes, Daddy," Anjum sobbed. "I'm your condom. Your tool. Yours."

"Good girl." Maiza's smile in the mirror was predatory. "Sana, princess, are you ready?"

From the bed, Sana's voice—breathy, uncertain: "Yes, Daddy. I'm ready."

Maiza turned, carrying Anjum like she weighed nothing, and approached the bed.

Sana had removed her robe and lay back against the pillows, her body soft and inviting, legs parted slightly, her eyes fixed on Maiza—not on Anjum, but on Maiza.

"Spread wider, princess," Maiza commanded. "Show Daddy where you want it."

Sana obeyed, her fingers moving to part herself, exposing pink, glistening flesh.

Maiza lowered Anjum slowly, positioning her impaled body over Sana, adjusting angles until Anjum's cock—still achingly hard, still trapped between their bodies—hovered just above Sana's entrance.

"Daddy's cock is small right now," Maiza announced, her voice carrying dark amusement. "Borrowed from this pathetic little body. But it will do the job. It will give you a baby. Because it's not really Anjum's cock anymore, is it?"

"No, Daddy," Sana breathed, her eyes locked on Maiza's face even as Anjum's body loomed between them. "It's yours. Everything is yours."

"Say it, Anjum," Maiza commanded. "Tell Sana whose cock this is."

"It's Daddy's cock," Anjum gasped, her voice breaking. "My cock belongs to Daddy. I'm just... just the condom. Just the sleeve. It's all Daddy's."

"Perfect." Maiza's grip on Anjum's thighs tightened. "Now, let's give Sana her baby."

She thrust forward—not with Anjum's cock, but with her own. Driving deeper into Anjum's body, and the motion forced Anjum's hips down, pushed Anjum's cock into Sana's welcoming heat in one smooth, devastating stroke.

All three of them cried out.

Sana—feeling penetration, feeling fullness, her body accepting what it needed.

Anjum—overwhelmed by dual sensations, filled impossibly deep while simultaneously filling, sandwiched between Maiza's dominance and Sana's submission.

Maiza—groaning with satisfaction, feeling Anjum clench around her cock, feeling Sana's heat transmitted through Anjum's trembling body.

"Move," Maiza commanded, and began to thrust.

Not gentle. Not slow. Powerful, rhythmic movements that drove her cock deeper into Anjum and simultaneously drove Anjum into Sana.

Every thrust was perfectly controlled. Maiza held Anjum's legs up and apart, her grip bruising, using Anjum's light body as an extension of herself. Pull back—Anjum's cock sliding nearly out of Sana. Thrust forward—buried deep again, Sana's gasp echoing Anjum's sob.

"Fuck," Maiza breathed, her rhythm increasing. "This is incredible. I can feel everything. Feel how tight you are around my cock, baby girl. Feel how wet Sana is. You're the perfect conduit."

Anjum couldn't speak. Could barely breathe. Every nerve ending was on fire—the relentless assault on her prostate, the tight heat of Sana around her cock, the overwhelming knowledge that she was nothing but a tool, a sleeve, a condom being used by Daddy to fuck Sana.

She'd never felt more degraded.

She'd never felt more right.

"Daddy," Sana moaned, her back arching, her hands reaching up—not for Anjum, but past her, grasping for Maiza. "Daddy, you feel so good—harder, please—"

"That's my princess," Maiza praised, leaning forward—which drove her cock impossibly deeper into Anjum, which drove Anjum impossibly deeper into Sana. "Daddy's fucking you. Daddy's giving you a baby. Can you feel how much Daddy loves you?"

"Yes!" Sana cried. "Yes, Daddy—only you—I love you—"

The words stabbed through Anjum. Not with jealousy. With relief. Because she wasn't part of this coupling. Not really. She was just the vehicle. The tool. And that meant she didn't have to be anything more.

"Who do you belong to?" Maiza demanded, her voice rough, her pace becoming punishing.

Anjum wasn't sure if the question was for her or Sana, so they both answered.

"YOU, DADDY!" in perfect unison.

"And who's really fucking Sana right now?" Maiza pressed, her cock slamming into Anjum with force that would have hurt if Anjum weren't so completely overwhelmed with pleasure.

"YOU ARE!" Anjum screamed. "YOUR COCK! IT'S ALL YOURS!"

"Good girl." Maiza's hands shifted, one moving to Anjum's throat, gripping the collar there, the other reaching around to rub Sana's clit. "Both of you—come for Daddy. Come together. Give me what I want."

The dual stimulation was devastating. Sana shattered first, her entire body convulsing, her pussy clenching rhythmically around Anjum's cock, her screams echoing off the walls as orgasm tore through her.

And the sensation—that tight, pulsing heat—combined with the pressure of Daddy's cock against her prostate, the hand on her collar claiming ownership, pushed Anjum over the edge.

She came with a strangled cry, her body seizing, her cock pulsing as she spilled inside Sana. Not much—months in the cage had diminished her output—but enough. The orgasm was dry everywhere except where it mattered, the pleasure radiating from her core in waves that left her sobbing and shaking.

And Maiza—feeling both of them climax, feeling Anjum clench around her cock and Sana clench around Anjum's—threw her head back and roared in triumph.

"MINE!" she declared, her voice filling the room. "Both of you! MINE!"

She thrust twice more—hard, claiming, final—before stilling, buried deep, holding them both in place as aftershocks rolled through all three bodies.

For a long moment, there was only breathing. Harsh, ragged, slowly calming.

Then Maiza carefully—gently—withdrew from Anjum, and lowered her trembling body beside Sana on the bed.

Anjum curled immediately into a fetal position, exhausted, overwhelmed, tears streaming down her face.

"Shh," Maiza soothed, pulling both women into her arms. "You both did so well. So perfect. I'm so proud."

She kissed Sana deeply. "My beautiful princess. Soon you'll have the daughter you've always wanted."

Then she turned to Anjum, wiping tears with surprising tenderness. "And you, baby girl. You served your family perfectly. Exactly as you were meant to."

"Thank you, Daddy," Anjum whispered, her voice hoarse. "Thank you for using me."

"Always," Maiza promised. "You're mine to use. Forever."

They collapsed in a tangle—Maiza finally withdrawing, Anjum rolling to the side, Sana lying boneless and satisfied.

"That was..." Sana couldn't finish.

"Perfect," Maiza finished, pulling both of them into her arms. "Exactly what we all needed."

She looked at Anjum, stroked her tear-stained face tenderly. "You did so well, baby girl. Served your family perfectly."

"Thank you, Daddy," Anjum whispered, exhausted and empty and strangely fulfilled.

"The cage goes back on tomorrow," Maiza said. "This was a one-time necessity. Understand?"

"Yes, Daddy."

"Good girl."

SIX WEEKS LATER

"It's positive," Sana said, holding up the pregnancy test with shaking hands, tears streaming down her face. "I'm pregnant. We're having a baby."

Maiza swept her into her arms, spinning her around, kissing her deeply.

"Thank you, Daddy," Sana sobbed into her shoulder. "Thank you for giving me this. For giving us this."

"Anything for you, princess. Anything."

From her position in the kitchen—cleaning counters, preparing dinner—Anjum watched through the doorway and smiled.

Her contribution. Her purpose. Her family.

The cage was back on. Permanent now. No more releases needed. Pleasure found in service, not orgasm.

And soon, there would be a baby. A daughter, hopefully. And Anjum would care for her. Raise her. Love her.

Not as a parent. As a nanny. As help. As the foundation the family stood on.

And that was perfect.

"Welcome home, Anjum," Maiza had said months ago.

And now, finally, Anjum understood what that meant.

Home wasn't a place. It was a role. A purpose. A family who valued her not for what she pretended to be, but for who she actually was.

A good girl.

Daddy's good girl.

Forever.


Chapter nine
CHRISTMAS PARTY!


December 23rd - One Year Later

The invitation came in November:

Annual Christmas Party! Join us for festive cheer! December 23rd, 7 PM onwards. Bring your family!

From the same neighbors who'd thrown the party last year. The one where Maiza had arrived in a suit and introduced Sana and Ruksana as her wives, where gossip had been vicious and thinly veiled.

"We should go," Maiza announced, reading the invitation at breakfast.

"Are you sure?" Ruksana asked nervously. "After last year—"

"Especially after last year," Maiza said firmly. "We have nothing to hide. Nothing to be ashamed of. We're going."

She glanced at Anjum, who was feeding baby Zara in the high chair. "And you're coming too."

"Me?" Anjum looked up, startled.

"Yes. As our helper. Our maid." Maiza's smile was enigmatic. "It'll be perfect."

December 23rd - 7:00 PM

The house was exactly as Anjum remembered—suburban, tastefully decorated, full of the same faces that had judged them a year ago.

But everything was different now.

Maiza arrived in a stunning three-piece suit—dark green velvet for the season, with gold cufflinks and a crisp white shirt. Her hair was professionally styled, her presence commanding. She held Sana's hand on one side, Ruksana's on the other, both women in elegant dresses that showed they'd dressed to complement their Daddy.

And trailing behind, carrying baby Zara in a carrier and a diaper bag over one shoulder, came Anjum.

Hair long and tied back in a neat bun. Face subtly made up—foundation, mascara, nude lipstick. Wearing the professional maid uniform Maiza had bought, complete with comfortable flats.

To anyone who'd met Amjad a year ago—the surly, traditional man in ill-fitting clothes—Anjum was unrecognizable. Another person entirely.

Which is exactly the truth, Anjum thought. Amjad died. I'm what's left.

"Maiza! So glad you could make it!" The host—Margaret—rushed over, barely glancing at Anjum. "And your... partners. Lovely to see you both."

"Wives," Maiza corrected pleasantly. "Sana and Ruksana. You remember them."

"Of course." Margaret's smile was strained. "And who's this?"

"Our maid, Anjum," Maiza said easily. "She helps with the children and household. We're very fortunate to have her."

"Lovely," Margaret said, already losing interest. "Well, make yourselves at home. Drinks in the kitchen, food in the dining room."

They moved into the party, and Anjum faded into the background—as she'd been trained to do.

8:30 PM - The Kitchen

While the party swirled in the living room—Maiza holding court, charming neighbors who'd snubbed them last year, Sana and Ruksana glowing with confidence and happiness—Anjum stayed in the kitchen.

Warming bottles for Zara. Organizing the diaper bag. Refilling drinks for the family when needed.

Invisible. Useful. Content.

"Anjum."

The voice came from behind—low, familiar, sending a shiver down her spine.

She turned to find Maiza standing in the kitchen doorway, having slipped away from the crowd.

"Yes, Daddy?" Anjum said automatically, quietly.

Maiza glanced over her shoulder—the kitchen was momentarily empty, the party noise distant—then stepped inside and closed the door most of the way.

"Come here, baby girl."

Anjum approached, and Maiza's arms came around her from behind, pulling her back against a solid chest, trapping her in an embrace that was possessive and tender at once.

One of Maiza's hands drifted lower, found the cage beneath Anjum's uniform skirt—because it was always there now, always locked, a permanent reminder—and gripped it through the fabric.

Twisted gently.

Anjum gasped, the sensation not quite pain, not quite pleasure, but something that made her knees weak.

"My good girl," Maiza murmured into her ear. "Look how perfect you are. How far you've come."

"Thank you, Daddy," Anjum whispered, leaning back into the embrace, eyes closing.

"Are you happy?"

The question was simple. The answer even simpler.

"Yes, Daddy. I'm finally happy."

And it was true.

Anjum had lost everything—masculinity, pride, control, identity.

And gained everything that mattered—purpose, family, love, peace.

"Good," Maiza said, pressing a kiss to the side of Anjum's neck. "Because you're ours forever. You know that, right?"

"Yes, Daddy. Forever."

"And you wouldn't want it any other way?"

"No, Daddy. This is exactly where I belong."

Maiza released her slowly, adjusted Anjum's uniform with careful hands, made sure everything looked proper.

"Back to the party," she said. "Sana needs a refill on wine, and I think Zara will need changing soon."

"Right away, Daddy."

Maiza returned to the living room, and Anjum followed a moment later—separate, distinct, but connected by invisible threads of ownership and devotion.

10:00 PM - Observations

From her position in the background—holding sleeping baby Zara, occasionally wiping a spill or refreshing a plate—Anjum watched the family she served.

Maiza, commanding the room with effortless charisma, neighbors who'd been cold last year now laughing at her jokes, asking her advice, clearly intimidated and impressed in equal measure.

Sana and Ruksana, flanking her like queens beside a king—no, like wives beside a husband—glowing with confidence that came from being loved and valued.

The boys, Bilal and Hamza, playing with other children, secure and happy and utterly unbothered by their unconventional family structure.

And baby Zara, sleeping peacefully, unaware that the person holding her had helped create her but would never be her parent—only her devoted caretaker.

This is my family, Anjum thought. Not as the head. Not as equal. But as the foundation they stand on. The one who makes sure everything runs smoothly so they can shine.

And that was enough.

More than enough.

It was everything.

11:30 PM - Departure

"We should get the children home," Maiza announced, and the family gathered their things.

Goodbyes were warm this year—handshakes, even a few genuine smiles. Acceptance, if not complete understanding.

They piled into the BMW—Maiza driving, Sana in passenger seat, Ruksana and the boys in back, Anjum in the far back with baby Zara in her car seat.

As they pulled away from the party, Bilal's sleepy voice drifted from the middle row: "Daddy, can we have hot chocolate when we get home?"

"If Anjum doesn't mind making it," Maiza said, glancing in the rearview mirror.

"Of course, Daddy," Anjum said. "Whatever the family needs."

Sana reached back to squeeze Anjum's hand. "Thank you. For everything."

"It's my pleasure, Mummy Sana."

And it was.

Later that night, after hot chocolate had been served and children put to bed, after Maiza had disappeared upstairs with Sana and Ruksana for the private time they shared every night, Anjum sat alone in her small room off the kitchen.

On the wall: a mirror.

In the mirror: a woman. Smooth skin, long hair, subtle makeup, wearing a simple nightgown.

Someone who looked nothing like Amjad Khan, who'd woken from a coma a year ago expecting to reclaim his throne.

Someone who was infinitely happier than that man had ever been.

Anjum touched the cage beneath her nightgown—still locked, always locked, and she'd stopped counting the days between releases because it didn't matter anymore. Pleasure wasn't found in orgasm but in service, in obedience, in the smile on Daddy's face when breakfast was perfect.

From upstairs: sounds. Familiar sounds. The creak of the bed, Ruksana's breathless moans, Sana's soft cries, Maiza's commanding voice muffled but unmistakable.

Once, those sounds had driven Anjum mad with humiliation and unwanted arousal.

Now they were just... home. The soundtrack of a family that loved each other. That had made space for her, not as an equal, but as something equally valuable.

Anjum turned off the light, climbed into her narrow bed, and closed her eyes.

Tomorrow: wake at 6 AM, prepare Daddy's breakfast, get the boys ready for school, care for baby Zara, clean the house, cook dinner, serve the family, find peace in routine.

Forever.

And that was perfect.

My wife became my Daddy, Anjum thought one last time before sleep claimed her. And I became the person I was always meant to be.

Not a man. Not a woman. Just... Anjum.

Finally, beautifully, completely myself.

THE END
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