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Chapter one
THE AWAKENING


The elevator to the 124th floor of Burj Khalifa doesn't just rise—it transforms.

Sonalika Mary Saroj watched the numbers climb on the digital display, each floor marking distance from the woman she used to be. Her reflection in the mirrored elevator walls showed someone she barely recognized: wearing her best office attire—black pencil skirt, cream silk blouse, the modest professionalism of a woman still learning to claim space. Her gold bangles from her sales days clinked softly. The Christian cross nestled between her breasts caught the light.

"You're quiet," Angelika said beside her, elegant in a crimson pantsuit that screamed authority. "Nervous?"

"Terrified," Sonalika admitted, her Tamil-accented English soft.

Angelika's hand covered hers. "Remember—everyone here chose this. This is celebration, not obligation. Watch first. Participate only if you want. No judgment either way."

From the driver's seat of memory—Imran had dropped them at the private entrance—his words echoed: "Ma'am, first time I pegged, I cried. Normal. You'll be fine."

The elevator chimed. 124th floor.

The doors opened to reveal floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking Palm Jumeirah, the city glittering like scattered diamonds against black velvet. Low amber lighting. Music—Arabic fusion, sensual, hypnotic. And women.

Ten of them scattered throughout the penthouse, some in business attire, others in leather that made Sonalika feel conservative. Fifteen men—some clearly professional companions, others wealthy submissives—knelt, served, worshipped.

"Breathe," Angelika whispered, guiding her inside.

Sonalika inhaled. Leather. Jasmine incense. Expensive perfume. Something else underneath—arousal, power, freedom. Her fingers found her rosary beads in her purse. Old comfort for new territories.

"Angelika, darling!" A woman approached—Anglo-Indian, late forties, designer dress. "And this must be Sonalika. Jackline D'Souza. Media mogul, professional troublemaker."

"Pleasure," Sonalika managed, shaking hands. Firm grip. Assessing eyes.

"First party?" Jackline's smile was kind.

"Is it that obvious?"

"Only because you're not gawking yet. Give it a minute."

Jackline gestured to the room. "Lebanese CEO over there—Rania—pegging her assistant on that velvet couch. Emirati princess by the window—Layla—receiving oral while discussing real estate deals. Egyptian entrepreneur watching strapon harness demonstration. And that—" she pointed to a striking Pakistani woman on a leather throne, "—is Aniqa. You definitely want to meet her."

Sonalika's eyes tracked to where Jackline pointed—and froze.

A Pakistani woman in her late forties, regal in custom black leather pantsuit, sat on an ornate chair like it was a throne. Between her spread legs knelt the most beautiful man Sonalika had ever seen—pretty, feminine, wearing only a long silk kameez that had ridden up to his waist. His salwar was gone. He was impaled on her strapon, riding her slowly, desperately, his makeup-streaked face a portrait of worship.

"Faster, Rezan," the woman commanded, Urdu-accented. "Show our guests how well I've trained you."

He obeyed, movements fluid, practiced. The woman—Aniqa—barely seemed to notice his effort, discussing textile futures on her phone while her husband fucked himself on her cock.

"That's..." Sonalika couldn't finish.

"Aniqa Chaudhary Khan. Pakistani textile billionaire. Eight hundred million dollars. That's Rezan, her husband. Legally husband. Practically her feminized bride. She's been making him ride her for twenty minutes. Endurance training, she calls it."

Sonalika watched, transfixed. The casualness—Aniqa conducting business while penetrating her husband. His devotion—working to please her while she barely acknowledged him. The power dynamic was so stark, so unapologetic.

"Come," Angelika said. "Let's introduce you properly."

They approached. Up close, Aniqa was even more intimidating—aristocratic features, cold beauty, total command. Rezan was breathtaking—kohl-lined eyes, glossy lips, slender body moving with practiced grace on her cock.

"Angelika," Aniqa said, ending her call. "Your protégé?" Her eyes assessed Sonalika like merchandise.

"Sonalika Mary Saroj. Gold expert, future CEO."

"Pleasure." Aniqa's hand remained on Rezan's hip, controlling his rhythm. "Starting your own store?"

"Yes. Sonalika's Fine Gold. Just launched."

"Excellent. Dubai needs more self-made women." Aniqa thrust up sharply, making Rezan gasp. "This is Rezan. Say hello, darling."

"Hello, Miss Sonalika," Rezan managed, voice breathy. "Welcome."

"You're... comfortable?" Sonalika couldn't help asking.

"I'm hers," Rezan said simply, still riding. "Mommy freed me from pretending to be man. Military family expected soldier. I'm poet. She gave me silk, purpose, her cock. I worship her."

Aniqa stroked his face almost tenderly. "He was drowning in toxic masculinity. I drowned him in femininity instead. Saved his life." She thrust again, harder. "Now he serves beautifully. Don't you, bride?"

"Yes, Mommy. Always."

Sonalika felt wetness between her legs—shocking, unbidden. This woman commanded such devotion while barely trying.

"Your husband abused you," Aniqa said bluntly. "Now works for you. The guilt?"

"How did you—"

"Angelika told me. That guilt you're feeling? Weapon they installed. My first husband beat me, raped me, took my father's dowry. When I built my empire, people said forgive. I said fuck forgiveness—become powerful enough he becomes irrelevant. I did. Your guilt isn't about hurting Ahmed. It's about enjoying your power. Stop fighting the enjoyment."

Something cracked in Sonalika's chest.

"Come, Rezan. Finish for our guest. Show her what submission looks like." Aniqa gripped his hips, thrust up hard and fast. Ten seconds—he climaxed with broken sob, untouched cock spurting across his kameez.

"Good boy. Now clean up. We have more guests."

Rezan dismounted carefully, kissed her boots, disappeared toward bathroom. Aniqa didn't even wipe her strapon—just adjusted it casually, continued conversation like she hadn't just made her husband come in front of strangers.

"When you open Karachi branch—and you will—call me. I'll teach you how Pakistani women dominate. We invented this shit, habibti. Before leather was fashionable."

They moved on. Sonalika's mind reeled.

"See?" Jackline appeared with champagne. "You're not alone. None of us are."

The evening progressed. Sonalika circulated, watched, learned.

Sheikha Layla bint Abdullah—Emirati royalty in a modified black abaya open in back, thigh-high leather boots beneath—paused her phone call long enough to air-kiss Angelika. "Your protégé? Beautiful. We'll talk later, yes?"

Rania—Lebanese CEO—demonstrated aftercare, cleaning her assistant tenderly post-scene. "Dominance requires care. That's the difference between this and abuse."

Noura—Saudi businesswoman—"Riyadh suffocates. Dubai liberates. I escape here monthly. Husband knows. He has Russian mistress. We understand power requires outlets."

Everyone was so... normal. Powerful, yes. Sexual, absolutely. But normal. Discussing stock portfolios and cock sizes in the same breath.

"First time overwhelming?" Sheikha Layla's voice. The princess had finished her call, approached with two cigarettes. "Balcony?"

Sonalika nodded mutely.

Outside, Dubai sprawled below—city of her transformation, her prison, her kingdom. Layla lit both cigarettes, passed one over.

"You don't have to smoke if—"

"I do tonight." Sonalika inhaled. Rebellious. Ahmed had forbidden cigarettes. Haram, he'd said. Like everything he'd controlled was "haram" unless it served him.

"Better," Layla said, leaning on railing. "First parties are intense. You're processing—what you left, what you're becoming."

"Can I ask something inappropriate?"

"I'm standing on balcony in leather boots smoking after watching my cousin get pegged. Ask away."

That startled a laugh from Sonalika. "You're royalty. How do you reconcile... this?"

Layla exhaled smoke, considering. "My father—Sheikh Abdullah—ruled Emirates territory before federation. Drank whisky in majlis. Kept Italian mistresses. European education for daughters. We prayed, yes—but prayer is between soul and God, not performance."

"But Ahmed's family—his Bangladeshi relatives—made him so rigid. Prayers, beard, women covered."

"Ahmed's family are mawali—converts. Generations ago. They cling to rules because rules give identity when you have no other inheritance. My family?" She gestured to the glittering city. "We built this. Why would we cage ourselves?"

"So... class, not faith?"

"My religion spread through conquest and trade. Conquered people got strict rules—control mechanisms. Conquerors' descendants? We kept culture, adapted faith. Why Emirati women drive, work, travel freely while some villages stone women? Same Religious Book. Different bank accounts."

Sonalika processed this. "Ahmed's guilt is manufactured?"

"His guilt is real—but source isn't Allah. It's his family. Village mullahs. Men who control through shame because they have no other power." Layla stubbed cigarette. " You're replacing one control structure with consensual, pleasurable one. His family's was neither."

"He chose my control."

"That's the difference between oppression and liberation. He kneels to you by choice. He knelt to them by birth." Layla smiled. "Now come—Angelika's calling you."

Back inside, the energy had shifted—deeper into evening, inhibitions lowered, scenes intensifying. Angelika waited by a doorway, expression gentle but intent.

As midnight approached, Angelika touched her arm. "Ready?"

"For what?"

"To try. Or not. Your choice."

She led Sonalika to a private bedroom. Floor-to-ceiling windows, city lights beyond. Massive bed. And on it: three men, naked, waiting.

Professional companions. Gorgeous. Ready.

"Choose one," Angelika said quietly. "Or none. But if you choose... I'll teach you everything."

Sonalika's heart hammered. Six months ago she'd been smuggler. Tonight, she stood in Burj Khalifa offered opportunity to reclaim what Ahmed had stolen.

She studied them—Filipino, Syrian, Moroccan. The youngest—Moroccan, twenty-five, lean, gentle eyes—reminded her of Ahmed before corruption.

"Him," she whispered.

"Tariq," Angelika said. "Good choice. Experienced but gentle."

The other two departed gracefully.

Alone now—Sonalika, Angelika, Tariq.

"Strip," Angelika commanded him. He obeyed instantly, professionally.

"Now, Sonalika—first lesson. Men are used to penetrating. Taking. Controlling through penetration. Tonight you learn to take that from them. To fuck them. Make them the receiver. Understand?"

Sonalika nodded, throat dry.

Angelika opened a drawer—multiple strapon harnesses, dildos in ascending sizes. Selected harness—black leather, intricate. And two dildos.

"This—" she held up six-inch realistic dildo, "—is beginner. This—" she held up eight-inch curved one with wider base, "—is what you'll actually use."

"That's too big for first time—"

"Not for him. For you." Angelika's smile was wicked. "The base vibrates. While you fuck him, it fucks you. Your clit, specifically. You'll build to orgasm same time as him. Makes you wild. Trust me."

She helped Sonalika out of her skirt and panties. The harness was complex—waist straps, thigh straps, and the vibrating base that nestled directly against her clit when secured.

"Feel that?" Angelika adjusted it. "That pressure? Gets better."

She attached the eight-inch curved dildo to the O-ring. Substantial. Intimidating.

"Now—Tariq, on the bed. Back, legs up."

He obeyed, spreading himself. Vulnerable. His cock already hard.

"Look at him," Angelika said, hand on Sonalika's waist. "Already hard. They love this. Being taken. Penetrated by woman. It's reversal—everything they're taught, inverted. And it makes them desperate."

She handed Sonalika lube bottle. "Generous. Coat the dildo, then finger him open. Go."

Trembling, Sonalika obeyed. Cold lube on silicone. Then his body—one finger, he moaned. Two—he gasped. Three—stretching, he whimpered "yes."

"Good," Angelika purred. "Now. Position yourself. Tip against his hole. And before you push—tell him what's about to happen. Dommes talk during. Makes it hotter."

Sonalika knelt between his spread legs, the substantial dildo positioned. Her clit throbbed against the vibrating base even though it wasn't on yet.

"I'm going to fuck you now," she whispered.

"Louder," Angelika commanded.

"I'm going to fuck you," Sonalika said, stronger. "My cock. In you. Taking you."

"Perfect. Now push."

She did.

Resistance. Then—acceptance. First inch. Tariq's face twisted beautifully—pleasure and fullness and surrender.

"How does he feel?" Angelika asked.

"Tight. Hot. He's... clenching."

"Because you're bigger than most men he's had. Eight inches, thick. You're stretching him properly. Keep going."

Sonalika pushed deeper. Four inches. Six. Tariq moaned openly now.

"All the way," Angelika commanded.

The final two inches—Tariq gasped, back arching. "Oh God, so deep—"

"Now—" Angelika pressed button on the harness base.

The vibration hit Sonalika's clit like electricity. She gasped, hips jerking, driving deeper into Tariq by accident.

"Fuck!" they said simultaneously.

"There you go," Angelika laughed. "Now you understand. Every thrust makes it vibrate more. You're fucking him and fucking yourself. Start moving."

Sonalika pulled back—vibrations intensified on her clit. Thrust forward—different angle, different intensity. Her body learned quickly: rhythm created constant stimulation.

She started fucking him properly.

"That's it," Angelika coached. "Watch his face. That's submission. That's man learning his hole exists for your pleasure. Talk to him. Tell him what you're doing."

"I'm fucking you," Sonalika managed, breathless. The vibrations were incredible. "My cock—bigger than you expected—stretching you—"

"Yes," Tariq moaned. "So big, Miss—bigger than most men—"

"Most men?" Sonalika thrust harder, surprising herself. The vibrations made her bold. "How many men have fucked you?"

"Dozens, Miss. But your cock—eight inches—thicker—hitting different—"

"Better?" Angelika prompted wickedly.

"Better than men's cocks?" Sonalika asked, confidence building with arousal. "Say it."

"Better!" Tariq practically sobbed. "Women fuck better—you care about angle—men just thrust—you're finding my prostate—there—oh God—"

"That's right," Angelika purred. "Men thrust without skill. We learn. We hit the right spots. We make them scream."

Sonalika found rhythm now—angling for his prostate each thrust, the vibrations building her own orgasm. She'd never felt anything like this—power and pleasure intertwined.

"Your husband," Angelika said, voice low. "Ahmed. He penetrated you without asking. Took. Controlled. Now imagine this—him beneath you. Your cock in him. Making him moan. Making him beg. Role reversed completely."

The image sent fire through Sonalika. Ahmed underneath her. Taken. Vulnerable. Moaning her name.

She thrust harder.

"Yes," Angelika encouraged. "Channel it. All that rage. Hurt. Fear. Channel it into his ass. Fuck it into him. Show him what it feels like to be taken."

"Please," Tariq begged. "Harder—I'm close—your cock—so good—"

"Stroke him," Angelika commanded. "Make him come on your cock. Prove women do it better."

Sonalika wrapped hand around his cock—smaller than the dildo inside him, she noted with satisfaction—and stroked in rhythm with thrusts.

"I'm going to make you come," she said, voice stronger now. "From my cock. My hands. My control. Not your masculinity. My femininity. Understand?"

"Yes! Yes, Miss, please—"

The vibrations against her clit built to crescendo. She was close too—unbelievably close.

"Come," she commanded. "Now."

He obeyed—climaxing with broken scream, cock spurting across his chest, ass clenching around her dildo.

The clenching plus vibrations sent Sonalika over edge—she came while still inside him, thrusting erratically, gasping his name, her first orgasm from dominance rather than submission.

Sacred and profane united.

She collapsed forward, still inside him, both panting.

"Beautiful," Angelika murmured. "Your first time dominating. How do you feel?"

"Powerful," Sonalika whispered. "Alive. Free."

She withdrew carefully. Tariq lay boneless, smiling.

"Thank you, Miss Sonalika," he managed. "You're natural. That cock—perfect size. Perfect rhythm. Perfect domme."

Angelika helped her remove harness, cleaned her gently. "You came. While fucking him. That's rare for first time. You're built for this."

Sonalika stared at the harness in her hands. The dildo—bigger than Ahmed's cock, she realized. Eight inches to his six. And she'd wielded it skillfully. Made a man come. Made herself come.

"I want to do it again," she admitted.

"You will. Many times. With practice partners. Then with Ahmed. Then with whoever you choose. Because you're domme now. That's who you're becoming."

Tariq dressed, kissed her hand, departed.

Alone with Angelika.

"What now?" Sonalika asked.

"Now you return to party. Decide if you want more. Or you process. Or you leave. But you're changed already. I see it."

They returned to main area. Party continued—other scenes, laughter, music. Sonalika felt different. Her clit still tingled. Her mind still replayed: bigger than most men, your cock, so good.

Jackline approached, knowing smile. "How was your first time?"

"Life-changing."

"Good. That's what we do here—change lives." She handed fresh champagne, settled beside Sonalika on velvet couch. "Now tell me—how did you get here? What's your story?"

Sonalika looked at city through windows. Six months. Lifetime ago.

"It began six months ago," she said slowly. "On a flight I should never have survived. I was smuggler. Had gold in my body. Terrified. And then I met her—" she gestured to Angelika, "—and everything changed."

"Tell me," Jackline said.


Chapter two
THE FLIGHT


Six Months Earlier – May 2025

The moment Sonalika Mary Saroj felt the gold pellets shift inside her body, she knew this trip would be different.

Not because it was her fourth smuggling run—though four felt like tempting fate. Not because the 50 grams of 24-karat gold wrapped in latex and lodged deep in her anal cavity hurt more this time—though they did. But because when she'd knelt in Sheikh Khalid's private bathroom two hours ago, inserting them with shaking hands while he watched and adjusted his erection through his thobe, she'd whispered a prayer that felt like goodbye.

Hail Mary, full of grace, let this be the last time. Please, Mother of God, let this be the last time.

Now, sitting in Dubai International Airport's crowded departure hall, modest salwar kameez covering her trembling body, hijab that Ahmed insisted she wear (even though she was Christian, even though it felt like erasure), she clutched her rosary beads hidden in her purse and waited for boarding.

Gate 47. Dubai to Chennai. Emirates Flight 544. Economy seat 38C.

Her phone buzzed. Ahmed.

Ahmed: Where's the confirmation? You boarded?

Ahmed: Answer me.

Ahmed: Sonalika I swear to God if you're thinking of backing out

Ahmed: Remember what happens to Samuel if you fail

She didn't respond. Couldn't. If she opened her mouth, she'd scream. If she typed, she'd tell him to go to hell. If she moved wrong, the gold would shift and the pain would make her double over.

So she sat. Waited. Prayed.

"Now boarding Emirates Flight 544 to Chennai. Business class passengers, families with small children, and Emirates Skywards Platinum members, please proceed to gate."

Not her. Economy. Always economy. Even though her sales commissions at Al-Maktoum Gold Palace made her the top saleswoman—₹2 crores monthly revenue, 40% from her alone—Sheikh Khalid paid her barely ₹25,000. And Ahmed took ₹20,000 of that.

The gold inside her was worth ₹2.5 lakhs. Ahmed would fence it in Chennai for ₹2 lakhs. Give her ₹20,000. Keep ₹1.8 lakhs for himself—gambling debts, he said. Family obligations. As if his family had done anything but blame her for Samuel's cerebral palsy.

Jinn, they said. Black magic. Christian impurity.

Fuck them. Fuck all of them.

"Now boarding all remaining passengers for Flight 544 to Chennai."

Sonalika stood carefully. Each step sent gold shifting. She'd done this three times before. She knew the routine: walk slowly, breathe through pain, don't draw attention. Security wouldn't check her body. They checked bags. By the time she landed, she'd remove the gold in her mother's bathroom, hand it to Ahmed, collect her pittance.

Then Samuel's therapy would be paid for another month. Her disabled son who lived in Chennai with her mother because Dubai couldn't accommodate his needs. Her son who Ahmed's family said was cursed.

She joined the queue. Handed boarding pass to attendant.

"Seat 38C, ma'am. Enjoy your flight."

She walked down jetway. Entered aircraft. Found row 38—middle seat, squeezed between large Malayali man and sweating teenager. Perfect. Three hours of hell.

She sat carefully. Buckled seatbelt. Closed eyes.

Hail Mary, full of grace—

"Excuse me, Miss Sonalika Saroj?"

Her eyes flew open. Flight attendant. Young, professional, smiling.

"Yes?"

"There's been a change. Due to overbooking in business class, we're upgrading selected economy passengers as compensation. You've been selected. Please gather your belongings and follow me."

Time stopped.

Business class. Meant better seats. Meant more visibility. Meant customs scrutiny at Chennai—business passengers flagged more often because wealthy travelers sometimes smuggled.

"I'm fine here," Sonalika said quickly. "Really. I prefer—"

"I'm afraid it's mandatory, ma'am. We need the seat for standby passenger. Company policy."

The Malayali man was already standing, letting her out, irritated at disruption.

Trapped.

"Of course," Sonalika managed, gathering her small bag. "Thank you."

She followed attendant forward—past economy, through curtain, into business class. Leather seats. Space. Elegance.

"Seat 3A. Window. Enjoy the upgrade, ma'am."

Seat 3A. Window. Next to—

An Indian woman, mid-forties, crimson power suit, diamond jewelry, laptop open, working. She looked up briefly as Sonalika approached, smiled politely, returned to screen.

Sonalika sat. Carefully. Gold shifted. She bit back gasp.

"First time in business class?" the woman asked, voice warm, Tamil-accented like Sonalika's own.

"Yes, ma'am. Unexpected upgrade."

"Lucky you. I'm Angelika Thomas." She extended hand.

"Sonalika Saroj." They shook. Firm grip. Confident.

"Saroj? Tamil?"

"Yes, ma'am. From Chennai originally."

"Me too! St. Thomas Mount area. You?"

"Mylapore."

"Lovely area. I haven't been back in months—too busy with work. Steel industry. Very demanding."

Steel. That explained the wealth. The confidence. The way she occupied space like she owned it.

"What about you?" Angelika asked as plane began pushback. "What brings you to Chennai?"

"Family visit. My son lives there with my mother."

"How old?"

"Fourteen. Samuel. He has cerebral palsy—mild, but he needs specialized care. Better in Chennai than Dubai."

Angelika's expression softened. "That must be difficult. Being separated."

"It is."

They fell silent as plane taxied. Took off. Sonalika's hands gripped armrests, gold shifting with ascent, pain sharp. She breathed through it.

"Nervous flyer?" Angelika asked.

"A bit."

"Here." Angelika signaled attendant. "Two gin and tonics, please."

"I don't drink—"

"Trust me. It helps."

The drinks arrived. Sonalika hesitated, then sipped. Bitter. Strong. But warmth spread through her chest, loosening tension.

"Better?" Angelika asked.

"Better. Thank you."

"So," Angelika said, settling back, "what do you do in Dubai?"

"I work in gold sales. Al-Maktoum Gold Palace in Deira."

Angelika's eyes lit up. "Really? That's fascinating. I'm actually looking into jewelry sector—Thomas Group is diversifying. Gold, luxury accessories, high-end retail. What's your experience?"

This, at least, Sonalika could discuss with pride. "Five years. I'm top saleswoman—₹2 crores monthly revenue. I can identify karat purity by sight, understand cuts, read customers. Know when they're buying for investment versus show. When to push versus when to let them browse."

"That's impressive. Truly. Those are skills most MBAs don't have." Angelika paused. "Do you enjoy it?"

Did she? Once, maybe. Before Sheikh Khalid's exploitation. Before Ahmed's control. Before gold became something she hid in her body rather than sold from cases.

"I love the artistry," Sonalika said carefully. "The craftsmanship. How gold transforms from raw metal into beauty. But the industry here... it has challenges."

"Challenges?"

How to explain without explaining? "The kafala system. Visa sponsorship. If your employer controls your visa, you're trapped. Can't change jobs, can't complain, can't... advocate for yourself."

Angelika's expression shifted—understanding, anger. "You're trapped."

"Many of us are."

"I'm sorry. That system is barbaric. I've seen it in labor sectors—construction, domestic work. Didn't realize it extended to professional sales."

"Everywhere," Sonalika said quietly. "If you're not Emirati, not Western, you're vulnerable."

The flight attendant arrived with menus. "Ladies, would you like to order lunch?"

They ordered—Angelika grilled hammour, Sonalika vegetarian biryani. The conversation shifted: Chennai nostalgia, favorite foods, best temples. Safe topics. Comfortable.

But underneath, Sonalika's terror built. Two hours to landing. Then customs. The announcement at gate had mentioned heightened security—gold smuggling intelligence. What if they targeted business class? What if this upgrade was trap?

Her hands started shaking.

"Are you alright?" Angelika asked. "You look pale."

"Just... airsick."

"Here." Angelika handed her water. "Sip slowly."

Sonalika obeyed. But panic rose. She was going to be caught. Arrested. Samuel would lose his mother and his therapy funding. Ahmed would abandon them. Sheikh Khalid would cancel her visa. Everything would collapse.

Please, God. Please. Not today. Not like this.

Lunch arrived. Sonalika couldn't eat. Pushed food around plate.

"Sonalika," Angelika said gently, "you don't have to tell me what's wrong. But I recognize fear when I see it. If there's any way I can help—I have resources, connections. Sometimes just having someone listen helps."

The kindness broke something. Tears welled. Sonalika blinked them back furiously.

"I'm fine. Thank you."

"Alright. But my offer stands."

They ate in silence. Or Angelika ate. Sonalika pretended.

The hours crawled. Sonalika tried to sleep—couldn't. Tried to read in-flight magazine—couldn't focus. Tried to pray—but words scattered.

Finally: "Ladies and gentlemen, we are beginning our descent into Chennai. Please return to seats, buckle seatbelts, return tray tables..."

This was it.

Plane descended. Landed. Taxied to gate.

"Welcome to Chennai," the captain announced. "Local time is 6:47 PM. Please remain seated until seatbelt sign is off. For connecting passengers, please see gate agents. And a reminder—customs is conducting heightened security checks today due to recent smuggling alerts. Please have all documentation ready. Thank you for flying Emirates."

Sonalika's vision blurred. Heightened security. Smuggling alerts. They knew. Someone tipped them off. Ahmed? Sheikh Khalid covering his tracks? Didn't matter. She was caught.

"Heightened security?" Angelika frowned. "That's unusual. Wonder what happened."

Seatbelt sign dinged off. Passengers stood, gathered bags. Sonalika couldn't move.

"Sonalika?" Angelika touched her arm. "Are you okay?"

"I—I can't—"

"Can't what?"

"I'm going to be arrested."

The words escaped before she could stop them.

Angelika stilled. Lowered voice. "Why would you be arrested?"

"Because I'm smuggling." The confession poured out in whispered rush. "Gold. In my body. Anal cavity. Fifty grams. My husband forces me. My employer makes me. I've done it four times. If I don't, Ahmed threatens my son. Sheikh Khalid threatens my visa. I'm trapped. And now with heightened security I'm going to jail and Samuel will have no one and—"

"Stop." Angelika's voice was firm. Commanding. "Breathe."

Sonalika gasped air.

"Listen to me," Angelika said. "You're going to walk off this plane with me. We're taking VIP corridor—Thomas Group has arrangement with airport. Private customs clearance. They don't scan bags. They definitely don't body check. You'll bypass main customs entirely. Understand?"

"Why would you—"

"Because I can. And because no woman should be trapped like this. Come."

Angelika stood, gathered her things. Sonalika followed on autopilot. They exited aircraft. Instead of following main crowd toward baggage claim, Angelika turned left—toward private corridor marked "VIP Services."

Security guard stopped them. "Ma'am, this area is—"

"Angelika Thomas, Thomas Group Chairwoman. This is my associate." She showed ID—laminated, official.

"Of course, ma'am. Welcome home." He stepped aside.

They walked down corridor—empty, quiet. Through doorway into private lounge. Customs officer waited—bored, perfunctory.

"Passports, please."

They handed them over. He scanned quickly. Stamped. Handed back.

"Bags to declare?"

"None," Angelika said smoothly.

"Welcome home, ladies."

That was it. No body scan. No interrogation. No discovery.

They exited into arrivals hall. Mercedes waited curbside—driver in uniform.

"Ma'am," he said, opening door. Young, early twenties, handsome. "Welcome home."

"Thank you, Imran. This is Sonalika. She'll be joining us."

"Ma'am." He nodded respectfully to Sonalika.

Angelika guided her into back seat. Leather. Spacious. Cool air conditioning. The door closed.

Safe.

Sonalika's body started shaking. Silent sobs. Five minutes of terror compressed into whole-body trembling.

Angelika said nothing. Just put arm around her, let her cry.

Imran drove smoothly through Chennai traffic. Past airport. Onto highway. Toward what, Sonalika didn't know.

Finally, the tears stopped. Sonalika pulled back, mortified.

"I'm sorry. I shouldn't have—"

"You should have," Angelika interrupted. "You were terrified. Trapped. You survived. Now we deal with what comes next."

"What comes next is I need to remove this gold. Give it to Ahmed. Get my money. Pay for Samuel's therapy."

"Where does Ahmed think you're going?"

"My mother's house in Mylapore."

"Then we'll go somewhere else first. Imran, take us to the estate."

"Yes, ma'am."

"Your estate?" Sonalika asked.

"Family property. Private. You'll remove the gold safely there—I'll call my doctor, discreet woman, specializes in exactly this kind of situation. Then we'll talk about your future. Because Sonalika, what you just described? That ends today."

"I can't just—"

"You can. You will. Ahmed doesn't control you. Sheikh Khalid doesn't control you. You're under my protection now. Do you understand?"

Sonalika stared at this stranger who'd become savior. "Why are you helping me?"

"Because someone helped me once. Because I can. Because women who've escaped traps have obligation to spring other women free." Angelika squeezed her hand. "And because you have gift—gold expertise I need for business expansion. But mostly? Because fuck men who exploit vulnerable women."

The profanity—from elegant woman in expensive suit—startled laugh from Sonalika.

"There," Angelika said. "Better. Now tell me everything. Ahmed, Sheikh Khalid, Samuel, all of it. I need full picture to help."

So Sonalika talked.

She told Angelika about Ahmed—charming Sylheti student at Presidency College twelve years ago. Poetry, dreams, progressive Islam. Elopement despite family warnings. Samuel's birth, cerebral palsy diagnosis, Ahmed's family's blame. Jinn. Black magic. Christian impurity.

She told about Dubai move five years ago—hope for fresh start. Ahmed's security job, her sales position. Brief happiness. Then Samuel's condition worsening, expensive therapy needed. Ahmed's gambling addiction developing—online poker, cricket betting, ₹5 lakhs in debt to loan sharks.

She told about Sheikh Khalid's exploitation—noticing her desperation when Samuel needed care. First request: Stay late, organize backroom. Then: Massage my shoulders. Then: Kneel. Two years of forced blowjobs after store closing. Ten minutes. He'd finish on her face, hand her tissue. "Good girl—see you tomorrow."

She told about Ahmed discovering it—his fury not at Sheikh, but opportunity. You already service him. Let's profit. Gold smuggling proposed. First refusal met with violence—beating her unconscious. Waking in hospital. "Fell down stairs," she told doctors. His threat: Refuse again, I'll send Samuel to Bangladesh orphanage.

She told about first smuggling trip—Sheikh supervising insertion (his twisted pleasure), terror on flight, success in Chennai, Ahmed taking ₹1.8 lakhs of ₹2 lakhs profit.

Fourth trip tonight.

By the time she finished, they'd arrived—colonial bungalow behind high walls, gardens, wealth.

"Home," Angelika said. "Come."

Inside was palace—marble floors, chandeliers, artwork. Staff appeared—respectful, efficient. Angelika guided Sonalika to guest room overlooking gardens.

"Doctor will be here in twenty minutes. Bathroom through there—everything you need. Once gold is removed and you're treated, we'll discuss next steps. Rest now."

Sonalika nodded mutely.

Alone, she stared at opulence. Crystal mirror. Silk bedding. En suite bathroom with soaking tub. This was how Angelika lived? This was what power bought?

Twenty minutes later, knock. "Miss Saroj? I'm Dr. Priya."

Middle-aged woman, kind eyes, medical bag. "I understand you need gold removed? I've done this before. You're safe here."

In bathroom, Sonalika removed clothes. Dr. Payal worked efficiently—gloved hands, gentle extraction. The pellets came out. Fifty grams. ₹2.5 lakhs worth. Cause of so much pain.

"Slight abrasions," Dr. Payal said, examining. "I'll prescribe antibiotics, pain medication. No permanent damage. You're lucky—some women aren't."

"How many women have you treated?"

"Dozens. Angelika funds clinic for migrant workers. We see everything—domestic abuse, sexual exploitation, labor trafficking. You're not alone."

After treatment, Dr. Payal left. Sonalika showered—hot water washing away violation. Put on provided clothes—salwar kameez, soft cotton.

Angelika waited in sitting room with tea.

"Better?"

"Yes. Thank you."

"The gold?"

"Here." Sonalika handed over wrapped pellets.

Angelika didn't take them. "Those are yours. Sell them yourself. Keep the money."

"Ahmed will—"

"Ahmed will do nothing. I'm texting him now from your phone." She picked up Sonalika's mobile. Typed:

This is Angelika Thomas, Thomas Group Chairwoman. Your wife works for me now. Her visa is being transferred to my company. She will not be returning to you or smuggling again. Call her, I file harassment charges. Understood?

She showed Sonalika the message. "May I send this?"

Sonalika stared. This woman—stranger six hours ago—was declaring war on her abuser via text message.

"Yes," Sonalika whispered. "Send it."

Angelika hit send.

Seconds later, Ahmed's response: Who the fuck do you think you are?

Angelika replied: Woman with lawyers, money, and connections. Test me.

No response after that.

"He'll try in person," Sonalika said.

"Let him. I have security. Now—let's discuss your future. You're staying here while we arrange things. First priority: Samuel. What does his care cost yearly?"

"Three lakhs. Private therapy, specialized school, equipment."

"Done. I'm transferring that to your mother's account tomorrow. Trust fund for Samuel's care until he's eighteen."

"I can't accept—"

"You can. You will. Consider it signing bonus. Because second priority: your career. You're top saleswoman with five years experience in luxury market. I'm launching jewelry division—Thomas Luxury. Need someone who understands gold, clientele, Dubai market. You interested?"

"I... what?"

"I'm offering you job. Manager position initially, with path to ownership. We open boutique in Dubai—you run it. Split profits fifty-fifty until you buy out your half. Fair?"

Sonalika's mind reeled. "Why would you do this?"

"Because I need your expertise. Because you deserve better. Because fuck men who exploit us—we build our own empires instead." Angelika leaned forward. "I was where you are once. Trapped in marriage to man who didn't see me. Johnny—my husband—treated me like furniture. His mother controlled me. I thought I was powerless. Then I decided I wasn't. I built corporate power, found personal power, took everything. Now I help women who remind me of who I was."

"Personal power?"

Angelika's smile was mysterious. "I'll show you. Eventually. When you're ready. But first—practical matters. You'll stay here two months. Train with me—business, suppliers, pricing. Therapy for trauma. Fitness, wardrobe, confidence building. Then you return to Dubai under Thomas Group visa. Set up boutique. Build empire. Your empire. Understand?"

"I don't know if I can—"

"You can. I see it in you. Strength buried under trauma. We excavate it. Polish it. Make it diamond."

Sonalika looked at this woman who'd saved her. Who saw value where everyone else saw vessel.

"Okay," she whispered. "I'll try."

"Good. Now—call your mother. Tell her you're safe, Samuel's care is funded. Tomorrow we start building your new life."

Sonalika called. Her mother answered—worried, demanding.

"Amma, I'm safe. I'm in Chennai but not coming to house yet. I met someone—Angelika Thomas, businesswoman. She's helping me. Samuel's therapy will be paid—₹3 lakhs transferred tomorrow. Tell him Amma loves him."

"What happened? Are you in trouble?"

"I was. Not anymore. I'll explain soon. I love you."

She hung up. Looked at Angelika.

"What now?"

"Now," Angelika said, "you rest. Tomorrow we start transformation. In two months, you'll return to Dubai not as victim, but as CEO. And eventually—when you're ready—I'll introduce you to real power. The kind that makes men kneel."

Sonalika didn't understand. Not yet.

But sitting in opulent guest room, safe for first time in years, gold pellets no longer inside her, Ahmed blocked, Samuel's future secured—

She felt something unfamiliar.

Hope.

And underneath that: curiosity.

What does power feel like? Real power? The kind that makes men kneel?

She'd learn. Eventually.

But tonight, she slept.

Deeply. Dreamlessly.


Chapter three
RECOVERY & REVELATION


Months 1-2 – June-July 2025

Sonalika woke to sunlight streaming through silk curtains and forgot, for three beautiful seconds, where she was.

Then memory returned: Angelika's estate. Chennai. Freedom.

She sat up carefully. Her body still ached—two years of forced oral sex, four smuggling trips, five years of Ahmed's fists had left their marks. But Dr. Payal had prescribed antibiotics, promised healing.

A knock. "Miss Saroj? Breakfast is ready when you are."

She dressed in provided clothes—simple cotton salwar kameez, soft against skin used to synthetic hijabs. Walked to dining terrace overlooking gardens. Paradise.

Angelika was already there, coffee in hand, laptop open, working. She looked up, smiled.

"Good morning. Sleep well?"

"Better than I have in years."

"Good. Sit. Eat. Then we video call your mother and Samuel."

The spread was generous—idli, dosa, vada, fresh fruit, filter coffee. Sonalika's stomach, used to skipped meals and stress, growled audibly.

"Eat as much as you want," Angelika said. "You're malnourished. We're fixing that."

Sonalika filled her plate, ate slowly. Real hunger, not stress-eating. Novel sensation.

10:00 AM

Sonalika's mother appeared on screen—aged, worried, clutching rosary beads. Behind her: Samuel.

"Amma!" Sonalika's voice broke seeing her son. Fourteen years old, taller than last visit, his leg braces worn but functional. "Samuel, kanna, how are you?"

"Amma! Where are you? When are you coming home?"

"I'm in Chennai, staying with friend. A business opportunity came up—"

Her mother interrupted. "What friend? What opportunity? Ahmed called, furious. Said you disappeared from Dubai. What's happening?"

Sonalika took breath. "I met a woman on flight—Angelika Thomas. She's businesswoman, Steel Group. She's helping me start my own company. Gold retail. I need to call Ahmed, explain properly. But Amma, money is coming—₹3 lakhs for Samuel's care. It's handled."

"Three lakhs? From where?"

"From my new business partner. It's legitimate, Amma. Trust me."

Samuel waved excitedly. "Amma, does this mean you're coming back to Chennai?"

"Eventually, kanna. First I need to train, learn business. But I'll visit soon. I promise. I love you."

"Love you too, Amma!"

The call ended. Angelika handed her phone.

"Call Ahmed. Better he hears from you than assumes worst."

Sonalika's hands shook dialing. He answered third ring.

"Sonalika? Where the fuck are you? Where's my gold? Where's my money?"

"Ahmed, listen—"

"No, YOU listen. You disappeared for three days. Your mother won't tell me where you are. My contact in Chennai says you never showed at airport pickups. What the hell is going on?"

"I'm safe. I'm in Chennai with friend—Angelika Thomas, businesswoman. She's helping me—"

"Helping you? Or controlling you? Another person kidnapping my wife?"

"No one's kidnapping me. I'm making choice. She's offered business opportunity. Real one. Legitimate gold sales, no smuggling. We're starting company together."

Silence. Then: "Who is this woman? Why would she help you?"

"She's Tamil Christian like me. We met on flight, talked about gold industry. She's expanding into jewelry, needs expertise. I have that."

"And the gold? The ₹2 lakhs I needed?"

"I don't have it, Ahmed. I'm not smuggling anymore. It nearly got me arrested. Customs was flagging business class—if I'd gone through normal screening, I'd be in jail. This woman saved me."

More silence. When Ahmed spoke again, voice was different—not angry, calculating.

"How long is this 'training'?"

"Two months maximum. I'll send you money—₹20,000 this month, same next month. Angelika's paying me for learning. When I return to Dubai, I'll have real job, real income. Better than before."

"Two months. That's it. Then you come home. We discuss this properly."

"Ahmed—"

"Two months, Sonalika. I'm not losing my wife to some rich bitch's charity project. You come home, we figure this out together. Understand?"

She wanted to argue. Wanted to tell him she wasn't coming back to him, wasn't his property. But Angelika was watching, shaking her head slightly—not yet. Play along.

"I understand. Two months."

"And Sonalika? I love you. I know I've been... difficult. But we're married. We work through this. Together."

Manipulation. Classic. But she couldn't fight him from here.

"I'll call you weekly. Give updates."

"You better. Bye."

He hung up.

Sonalika stared at phone, shaking.

"He's not letting go easily," Angelika observed.

"He thinks I'm coming back to him."

"Good. Let him think that. Gives us two months to build your independence so thoroughly he can't pull you back. By the time you return to Dubai, you'll be strong enough to set boundaries. Or leave him entirely. Your choice."

"You heard him—he loves me."

"He loves controlling you. There's difference." Angelika poured more coffee. "But I understand—you've been married twelve years. Trauma-bonded. You won't break free instantly. We do this gradually. Build your strength until the chains fall off naturally."

Week One – Therapy

Dr. Jennat Varghese's office in Angelika's estate was warm, comfortable.

"Sonalika, tell me about your marriage. The beginning."

She told about Ahmed—Presidency College 2013, poetry, progressive Islam, elopement. Samuel's birth, cerebral palsy, Ahmed's family blame, isolation, violence progression.

"Do you love him now?" Dr. Jennat asked.

"I... I don't know. I love who he was. Hate who he became. Feel responsible for Samuel having father. Feel guilty for wanting to leave."

"Classic trauma bond. You're not responsible for his transformation. He chose violence. You survived it. That's not love—that's Stockholm syndrome."

"But on phone, he said he loves me—"

"Abusers always do. After violence comes apology, promises, temporary kindness. Then cycle repeats. Has he ever changed permanently?"

"No."

"Then his 'love' is control. Real love doesn't hit. Real love doesn't force smuggling. Real love doesn't threaten your child."

Tears came. Dr. Jennat handed tissues.

"We'll work through this. Weekly sessions. No pressure to decide about marriage now. Focus on healing yourself. Decisions will clarify once you're healthy."

Week Two – Business Training

Angelika and Sonalika visited gold appraisal training institute in Chennai—small facility teaching karat testing, valuation, certification.

"See?" Angelika said as instructor demonstrated acid testing. "Legitimate gold business requires technical knowledge, certification, transparent processes. Not just sales skill—science."

They visited jewelry manufacturer in Thrissur, Kerala—three-hour drive. The factory was revelation: craftsmen hand-making intricate designs, CAD designers creating 3D models, quality control checking every piece.

"This is supply chain," Angelika explained. "Manufacturers create, wholesalers distribute, retailers sell. You need relationships at every level. I have steel connections—I'll introduce you to gold equivalents."

In car returning to Chennai, they talked freely.

"How did you get into steel?" Sonalika asked.

"Family business. My father built it, Johnny inherited by marrying me. Classic patriarchy—daughter can't run company, must marry man who will. I was window dressing for years."

"What changed?"

"I stopped accepting it. Learned the business properly—operations, finance, supply chains. Took board seats Johnny ignored. Built relationships he was too arrogant to maintain. When I finally demanded real power, he couldn't refuse—I'd made myself indispensable."

"He just... gave you power?"

"Hell no. I took it. Lawyers, board politics, shareholder pressure. Ugly fight. But I won. Now I'm Chairwoman, he's... somewhere. We're separated, not divorced. Indian society frowns on divorce, so we maintain facade. But my life is mine."

"Do you miss him?"

"I miss who I thought he was. Reality? Good riddance."

They stopped for dinner—roadside Snacks shop

, simple food, honest conversation. Angelika smoked cigarette outside; Sonalika joined her.

"I didn't know you smoked," Sonalika said.

"Only occasionally. Stress relief. Want one?"

"Ahmed forbade it. Said it was haram."

"Ahmed's not here." Angelika offered pack.

Sonalika took one. First drag made her cough.

"Easy," Angelika laughed. "Like this." She demonstrated.

Second drag smoother. Third almost pleasant. Rebellion in every inhale.

"Tell me," Angelika said, "before invasions—before Islam and Christianity came to India—how did we worship?"

"Goddesses," Sonalika said, remembering school history. "Mother Nature, Female power was celebrated…."

"Exactly. Then invaders came—Arabic, Turkic, British. They brought patriarchy disguised as religion. Covered women, controlled women, erased our power. But it's still in our blood. We remember when we were divine."

"Is that why you... dominate? Because of that history?"

Angelika smiled. "Partly. But mostly because I like it. Because power feels good when it's yours, not stolen. You'll understand eventually."

They finished cigarettes, drove home under stars.

Week Three – Night Sounds

Sonalika woke at 2 AM to strange sounds—rhythmic thumping, male moaning, female commands.

She froze. Someone was having sex. Loud sex. The male voice—familiar? Imran?

The female voice: "Harder. Take it all. Good boy."

Angelika.

Sonalika's face burned. She should go back to sleep, ignore it. But curiosity kept her listening.

The sounds continued twenty minutes. Climax—his, loud and broken. Then silence.

Next morning at breakfast, Angelika appeared refreshed, smiling. Imran served coffee, limping slightly.

"Sleep well?" Angelika asked innocently.

"Mostly," Sonalika said carefully.

"Imran and I were... catching up last night. Might have been noisy. Sorry if we woke you."

"It's your house."

"It is. And I don't apologize for pleasure. Neither should you." Angelika sipped coffee. "When you're ready—when you've healed, grown stronger—I'll show you what that kind of pleasure looks like. Consensual. Powerful. Yours. No pressure. Just offering."

Sonalika nodded, confused, intrigued, not ready.

Week Four – Training Continues

Angelika drove Sonalika to private gym—women only, discreet, expensive.

"You're beautiful," Angelika said as they changed into workout clothes, "but you hide it. Five foot seven is tall for Tamil woman—you could command presence. But you wear flats, hunch your shoulders, make yourself small. We're fixing that."

Personal trainer Payal assessed her. "Malnourished, weak core, terrible posture. Standard abuse victim presentation. We'll fix this."

First session was gentle—stretching, bodyweight exercises, treadmill walking. Still, Sonalika's body screamed.

"Pain is body waking up," Payal said. "Push through."

Three times weekly, they trained. Cardio. Strength. Yoga for flexibility and trauma release.

Angelika joined her sometimes, working out alongside. "I was where you are once. Weak from neglect. Johnny preferred docile wife. When I started getting strong—physically, mentally—he hated it. Proof I was changing. That scared him."

"Did he try to stop you?"

"He tried. Failed. Because by then I had resources—money, connections, knowledge. He couldn't control me anymore."

By week eight, changes were visible. Sonalika had lost 12 kilograms of stress weight, gained muscle definition. Stood taller—literally and figuratively.

"Look at you," Angelika said approvingly. "CEO in training."

Week Six – Gym

They visited Thomas Steel headquarters—massive facility, hundreds of employees. Angelika commanded respect effortlessly—every person they passed greeted her with genuine deference.

"This is what power looks like," Angelika said in her corner office overlooking factory floor. "Built over years. Earned through competence. Maintained through fairness and fear in equal measure."

She introduced Sonalika to suppliers, CFO, operations managers. "Learn from everyone. CEOs who ignore their teams are fools."

They visited Sonalika's mother's house in Mylapore—modest two-bedroom, Samuel excited to see her in person.

"Amma! You look different!"

She did. Proper nutrition, sleep, safety—her face had color again. Weight redistributing healthily.

"I feel different, kanna. Better."

Her mother pulled her aside. "This woman—Angelika—she's helping you?"

"Yes, Amma. Genuinely."

"And Ahmed? What happens there?"

"I don't know yet. But I'm not rushing back to him."

"Good. He called me three times last week. Demanding to know where you are. I told him friend's place, training. He sounded... angry."

"He's always angry."

"Be careful, kanna. Men like that don't let go easy."

Week Seven – Business Registration

Thomas Group lawyers handled paperwork. New company: Sonalika's Fine Gold LLC, registered in Dubai.

Ownership structure:

Angelika Thomas: 70%

Sonalika Mary Saroj: 30%

"Once you prove yourself—store profitable, operations smooth—I'll reduce my share to 50%," Angelika explained. "Equal partnership. But you earn it first. Fair?"

"More than fair. Why give me 30% now?"

"Because you need skin in game. If you were just employee, you'd have employee mentality. Owner mentality is different—you care about every rupee, every decision, because it's YOURS."

They signed documents. Sonalika stared at her name: Director & Co-Founder.

From smuggler to Director in two months.

Week Eight – Final Conversations

Night before return flight. Sonalika and Angelika on balcony, smoking, watching Chennai traffic below.

"Thank you," Sonalika said quietly. "For everything. You saved my life."

"You saved your own life. I just provided resources. But you're not done yet. Dubai will be harder—you'll see Ahmed, confront Sheikh Khalid, face your past. You ready?"

"I think so."

"Your visa transferred to Thomas Luxury Middle East LLC. Marina apartment leased.. But Sonalika—about Ahmed."

"I know. He expects me home."

"Visit him. Show him you've changed. Set boundaries. If he respects them, maybe marriage survives in new form. If he doesn't..." Angelika trailed off.

"Then what?"

"Then you leave him. Legally, financially, completely. Your choice. Always your choice."

Return to Dubai – Month Three

First class Emirates flight. Thomas Group expense account. Sonalika wore new wardrobe—designer business attire, heels (still getting used to them), minimal jewelry (gold bangles, cross necklace, watch).

She looked like CEO. Felt like one.

Landed Dubai. Private customs again—Thomas Group privileges. Marina apartment waiting—40th floor, furnished, hers.

She texted Ahmed: I'm back. Want to meet? will visit home tomorrow, tomorrow 3 PM.

His response immediate: Finally! Can't wait to see you. Missed you so much.

Sonalika stared at message. Two months ago, those words would've made her rush home. Now?

Now she knew difference between "I missed you" and "I missed controlling you."

Tomorrow she'd find out which one Ahmed actually meant.

She stood at apartment window, city glittering below. Somewhere out there, Ahmed worked his security job. Sheikh Khalid ran his exploitative store. Her future waited.

She was Sonalika Mary Saroj. 30% owner of legitimate business. Survivor. Future CEO.

And she wasn't anyone's victim anymore.

Sacred and profane. Weak and strong. Past and future.

Dubai had no idea what was coming.

But it would learn.


Chapter four
RETURN TO DUBAI


The Emirates first-class flight attendant smiled as Sonalika settled into her private suite. "Welcome aboard, Ms. Saroj. Can I bring you champagne?"

"Yes, please."

Three months ago, she'd been smuggler in economy, gold in her body, terror in her heart. Today she was business executive returning to Dubai with legitimate visa, Thomas Group corporate account, and plan.

The champagne arrived. Sonalika sipped, reviewing documents on her tablet—market analysis, competitor pricing, supplier contracts. Her education compressed into two months. Her transformation total.

She caught her reflection in the window—designer blouse, tailored pants, subtle makeup, hair styled professionally. The glasses (non-prescription, but made her look serious) completed the look. CEO. That's who stared back.

The woman Ahmed had beaten was gone.

The woman replacing her was untouchable.

Dubai Marina – New Apartment

The car service dropped her at Silverene Tower—40th floor, two-bedroom, floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking marina and Palm Jumeirah. Thomas Group lease, her name on contract.

She walked through slowly, claiming space. Master bedroom with king bed. Second bedroom—office. Living room with view. Kitchen fully equipped. Gym in building. Pool on roof.

This was hers. Not Ahmed's. Not Sheikh's. Hers.

She texted Angelika: I'm here. I'm terrified. Thank you.

Response immediate: You're not alone. Thomas Group has arranged security for you—two bodyguards on rotation. Zara is your primary—ex-Israeli military, loyal, competent. She'll protect you from Ahmed or anyone else. Tomorrow we discuss full strategy. Rest tonight. You've earned it.

Another text arrived seconds later with contact: Zara Khan - +971-XX-XXX-XXXX. She's already been briefed on your situation. Call her anytime, day or night. You're safe now.

Sonalika stared at the number. Bodyguards. Security. Protection she'd never had before. Angelika had thought of everything.

She saved the contact, then stood at window watching city lights. Somewhere out there, Ahmed was probably gambling, probably drinking, probably blaming her for his problems.

Tomorrow he'd learn she wasn't his solution anymore.

Scene 2: The Old House

The villa in International City hadn't changed—still cramped, still dingy, still smelling of cigarettes and stale beer. Sonalika remembered every corner—where he'd slapped her, where she'd hidden money, where she'd cried after particularly bad beatings.

But she wasn't entering as victim today.

The Mercedes S-Class—Thomas Group corporate car—parked outside. Two bodyguards exited first: Zara (female, ex-Israeli army, hired by Angelika specifically for this) and Kumar (male, Malayali, silent and massive).

Then Sonalika emerged.

Black leather pencil skirt—professional, powerful. Red silk blouse—bold. Black blazer draped over shoulders—executive. Heels—five inches, making her nearly six feet tall. Hair perfect. Makeup flawless. Glasses catching light.

And in Zara's hands: briefcase containing ₹5 lakhs cash.

Ahmed opened door—and froze.

"Sonalika?"

"May we come in?"

He stepped back, speechless. She walked past him, heels clicking on tile, sat on the worn sofa without being invited, crossed her legs with deliberate elegance. Zara and Kumar flanked her, standing.

Ahmed stared. "What... what is this? Who are these people?"

"My security. Zara and Kumar. They work for Thomas Group. I work for Thomas Group. We need to discuss our marriage."

"Security? Since when do you need—"

"Since I became Director. Please, sit."

He sat opposite her, confused, defensive. "You look... different."

"I am different. Two months of proper nutrition, therapy, business training, and safety tend to change people. Now—let's be efficient. I have meeting at four. Zara, the money."

Zara opened briefcase, placed stacks of cash on table. ₹5 lakhs. Ahmed's eyes went wide.

"What is this?"

"Your gambling debts. Five lakhs to Bangladeshi loan sharks, correct? That's paid now. Consider it my investment in fresh start."

Ahmed reached for money—Zara's hand shot out, stopping him. "Not yet," she said calmly.

"What the fuck—"

"Ahmed," Sonalika interrupted, voice steel. "Listen carefully. I'm offering you second chance. Our marriage, on new terms. But first, we need agreements."

"Agreements? Sonalika, you're my wife, not business partner—"

"I'm both. Or neither. Your choice. Here are terms: We separate for three months. You prove you've changed—therapy, AA meetings, no gambling, legitimate employment. I focus on my career. If at end of three months you've genuinely transformed, we discuss reconciliation. If not, divorce."

"Divorce?" His voice rose. "You can't—"

"I can. I have lawyers. I have money. I have witnesses to five years of abuse. Don't test me."

Ahmed's face reddened. "This is that woman—Angelika. She's poisoning you against me. Making you forget you're my wife—"

"I haven't forgotten. But maybe you forgot what 'wife' means? It doesn't mean punching bag. Doesn't mean smuggling mule. Doesn't mean ATM for your gambling debts."

He stood abruptly. "You don't talk to me like that. I'm your husband—"

"Sit down."

"Don't tell me what to—"

He moved toward her. Zara moved faster—intercepting, gripping his wrist, twisting. Ahmed yelped.

"Touch her," Zara said quietly, "and I break this. Then the other one. Then we call police with photos of her old bruises. Understand?"

Ahmed's face went white. Zara released him. He stumbled back.

"Ohh, Sonalika, what have you become?"

"Strong enough to protect myself. Now. Do you accept terms? Three months separation, you prove change, we revisit marriage? Or divorce proceedings start Monday?"

Silence. Ahmed stared at money, at her, at bodyguards. Calculating.

"If I agree... the money?"

"Yours. Debts cleared. Fresh start. But Ahmed—no contact except weekly video calls I initiate. No showing up at my apartment. No harassing my mother. No violence threats. Break any rule, deal's off and divorce papers filed immediately. Clear?"

He collapsed onto sofa, head in hands. When he looked up, tears streaked his face. Manipulation or genuine? Sonalika couldn't tell anymore. Didn't care.

"I can't lose you," he whispered. "You're all I have."

"Then prove you deserve me. Therapy. Sobriety. Change."

He nodded slowly. Then—suddenly—he dropped to his knees before her, hands grabbing her leather-clad leg. "Please don't leave me. I'll do anything. Therapy, meetings, job, everything. Just don't leave. I love you. I know I fucked up but I love you—"

His hands on her leg felt like shackles. Sonalika fought impulse to recoil. Instead, she looked down at him coldly.

"If you love me, let me go for three months. Prove it through action, not words."

"I will. I swear on Samuel. On Allah. On everything."

She stood, forcing him to release her. "Good. Money's yours. Take it. Pay your debts. We'll speak next Sunday, video call. Make sure you've started therapy by then."

She turned toward door. Zara and Kumar followed.

"Sonalika!" Ahmed called. She paused. "You really changed. You're... terrifying. And beautiful. I don't know if I should be scared or proud."

"Be both," she said without turning around. "It's safer."

Outside, in Mercedes, she collapsed against leather seat. Breathing hard. Zara drove. Kumar silent in passenger seat.

"You did well," Zara said from rearview. "Held your ground. Didn't break. Proud of you."

But Sonalika was crying. Silent tears streaming down face, ruining makeup. Trauma response—confronting abuser triggered everything. Dr. Jennat had warned this would happen.

"I was terrified," she whispered. "Entire time. Terrified he'd hit me and I'd just... take it. Like before."

"But he didn't. And you didn't. You won."

She nodded, wiping tears. "Drive me home. I need to shower. Wash him off."

Scene 3: Planning Session

One week later, Sonalika's apartment. 9 PM. Doorbell rang.

Angelika and Jackline stood in hallway, wine bottles in hand, cigarettes tucked in purses.

"Strategy session," Angelika announced, walking in. "Balcony. Smoking mandatory. Business casual dress code."

They settled on balcony—city glittering below, warm night air, three women in comfortable clothes (jeans, t-shirts—CEOs off-duty).

Cigarettes lit. Wine poured.

"How's Ahmed?" Angelika asked.

"Seeing therapist twice weekly. Attending AA. Got job—warehouse, legitimate. Sending me proof photos. He's... trying."

"Good. Keep him on three-month leash. Now—business." Angelika opened laptop. "We need location for first store. I found three options in Gold Souk, two in Dubai Mall. All good. But Jackline has... different idea."

Jackline smiled—wicked, knowing. "Why build new when we can acquire established?"

"Acquire what?"

"Al-Maktoum Gold Palace. Your old employer."

Sonalika's wine glass stopped halfway to lips. "Sheikh Khalid's stores?"

"He has four locations—Deira Gold Souk, Dubai Mall, Mall of Emirates, Ibn Battuta. Prime real estate. Established clientele. Currently hemorrhaging money because Sheikh's under investigation."

"What investigation?"

Angelika pulled up news articles. "Money laundering. Tax evasion. Started month ago—anonymous tip to authorities. Sheikh Khalid arrested, released on bail, but assets frozen. Stores operating but bleeding cash—suppliers cutting him off, employees quitting, customers avoiding."

"Anonymous tip?" Sonalika asked slowly.

Jackline grinned. "Let's just say I know journalists who know investigators who value information about Emirati elite breaking laws."

"You... you set this up?"

"I documented his crimes. Kafala abuse, sexual exploitation, smuggling facilitation. Police did rest. He destroyed himself—I just... accelerated timeline."

Sonalika stared. "Why?"

"Because men like him don't stop unless forced. And because you deserve to own the stores that exploited you. Poetic justice."

"What's the play?" Angelika asked, all business.

Jackline pulled up financials. "Four stores worth approximately ₹50 crores at market value. But distressed sale? Emergency liquidation? We offer ₹10 crores—one-fifth value. He accepts or declares bankruptcy."

"Ten crores is still significant," Sonalika said.

"Thomas Group fronts ₹7 crores. Your share—₹3 crores—comes from Thomas Group loan, repaid from store profits over five years. Interest-free. You end up owning 30% of ₹50 crore asset portfolio for essentially nothing. Deal?"

Sonalika's mind reeled. Own Sheikh Khalid's empire? Make him employee in stores he once controlled?

"When?"

"Auction in three weeks. But first—we meet with Sheikh, gauge his desperation. See if we can negotiate directly, skip auction entirely. Sonalika, you'll lead negotiation."

"Me?"

"Your face. Your trauma. Your power. He abused you—now you decide his fate. Maximum psychological impact."

"What if he refuses?"

"Then we crush him at auction. But I suspect," Jackline smiled, "he'll beg."

They smoked in silence. Dubai sprawling below. Three women planning empire built on ruins of abusive men.

"I'm in," Sonalika said finally. "Let's destroy him."

Scene 4: The Meeting

Three Weeks Later – Conference Room, Burj Khalifa

The conference room on the 82nd floor was all glass and steel—neutral territory chosen deliberately. Sonalika sat at head of table, Angelika to her right, Jackline to her left. Thomas Group lawyers flanked them. Zara stood behind Sonalika, silent, watchful.

Opposite: Sheikh Khalid and his desperate lawyer.

Sonalika's hands trembled beneath the table. She'd rehearsed this meeting with Dr. Jennat, practiced her lines with Angelika, but actually seeing Sheikh after three months—seeing the man who'd forced her to kneel, who'd supervised gold insertions with twisted pleasure—made her stomach clench.

You're not that woman anymore, she reminded herself. You're CEO. You're protected. You're powerful.

But she didn't feel powerful. She felt sick.

Sheikh looked destroyed—suit worn, face gaunt, eyes haunted. Forty-eight but looked sixty. Investigation had aged him decades.

"Thank you for meeting," his lawyer began nervously. "My client is seeking investment partner for temporary liquidity challenges due to unfounded allegations—"

"No," Angelika interrupted, voice ice. "We're not partners. We're acquirers. Your client sells or declares bankruptcy. Those are the options."

Sheikh finally looked up—and saw Sonalika.

His face drained of color. "You..."

Sonalika's voice came out weaker than intended. "Hello, Sheikh Khalid. Remember me?"

"What is she doing here?" Sheikh asked his lawyer, panicked.

"She's Director of Sonalika's Fine Gold," Jackline said smoothly. "The company acquiring your assets. Problem?"

"I... no, I just..." Sheikh's eyes darted. "This is highly irregular."

"What's irregular," Angelika said, sliding folder across table, "is your business practices. Tax evasion. Money laundering. Kafala abuse. Sexual exploitation of visa-trapped employees. Should we continue?"

"Those are lies—"

Angelika opened folder. Photographs. Financial documents. Depositions.

And video stills.

Sonalika's breath caught seeing them—Sheikh with other woman, clearly in his office, clearly mid-assault. Not her. Someone else. Multiple someone elses.

"Surveillance footage from your own security system," Jackline said. "You forgot to delete archives when you encrypted current files. Amateur mistake. Police don't have this yet. But they could."

Sheikh's lawyer studied images, face falling. "You said there was no evidence—"

"Shut up," Sheikh hissed. Then to Angelika: "What do you want?"

"Everything," Angelika said simply. "Four stores. ₹9.5 crores. You become employee—general manager, ₹25,000 monthly. Better than prison."

"This is robbery—"

"This is justice," Sonalika said, finding her voice. Stronger now. "You exploited me for two years. Forced me to—" she glanced at lawyers, "—service you. Made me smuggle. You destroyed me. Now I'm buying what's left of you."

Sheikh stared at her. Really looked at her for first time—designer suit, confident posture, bodyguard behind her. The broken saleswoman was gone.

"How did you..." he started.

"Get here? Angelika Thomas rescued me. Trained me. Funded me. Now I'm back. And I own you."

His lawyer whispered, "Don't sign. We can fight—"

"With what money?" Sheikh exploded. "I'm ₹8 crores in debt! Loan sharks—Bangladeshi mafia—gave me two weeks to pay ₹5 crores or they're taking my family! My children! You think I can fight?"

Sonalika's stomach turned. Bangladeshi loan sharks. Same network Ahmed had used. Same men who'd threatened Samuel.

"Then sign," she said coldly. "At least you keep job. Keep life."

Sheikh's hand shook taking pen. Signed contract. Pushed it across.

"Good," Angelika said. "Lawyers—process this. We're done here."

Everyone stood to leave. Sonalika gathered documents, preparing to exit, relief flooding through her. She'd survived. Faced him. Won. She could leave now—

"Wait," Sheikh called. Voice desperate. "Miss Sonalika. Please. One moment. Private."

Sonalika turned. "We have nothing to discuss privately."

"Please. I'm begging. Two minutes. I need... I need to explain. About the loan sharks. They're coming for my family. The ₹9.5 crores barely covers legal fees and frozen assets. I need... I need additional advance. ₹3 crores. Against future salary. I'll work it off. Lifetime if necessary. Please. My children are innocent."

Angelika moved to intervene. "We're not a charity—"

"Wait," Sonalika said. Looked at Sheikh. Really looked. Desperate. Terrified. Broken. Like she'd been on that flight.

Part of her felt triumph. Good. Suffer like I suffered.

But another part—the part Dr. Jennat had been working on—felt something else. Not sympathy exactly. But recognition of suffering, even in enemy.

"Everyone out," Sonalika said quietly. "Except Zara and Sheikh. I need five minutes. Private."

Angelika started to protest. Sonalika touched her arm. "Trust me. Five minutes. I need to do this my way."

Angelika studied her face, nodded slowly. "Five minutes. Zara stays."

Everyone filed out. Door closed. Just Sonalika, Sheikh, and Zara.

Silence.

Then Sonalika walked around table slowly. Stood directly in front of Sheikh. He remained seated, afraid to move.

"Stand up," she commanded.

He obeyed.

"You want ₹3 crores?" she asked.

"Yes. Please. I'm desperate—"

"I'm not giving you money. But I am going to save your life. On one condition."

"Anything."

"You prove you understand what you did to me. You prove you're worth saving. Right now. Right here."

Confusion crossed his face. "I don't understand—"

Sonalika opened her briefcase. Pulled out tablet. Queued video file. Turned screen toward him.

His face appeared—security footage from his office. Him, forcing female employee to her knees. Audio: "Suck or I cancel visa."

"Watch," Sonalika commanded.

He watched. His assault. His crime. His face twisted in shame and arousal simultaneously in the footage.

"That's me," Sonalika said quietly, "two years ago. Different woman in video, but same situation. You did this to me. Weekly. For two years. Do you remember?"

"I... yes. I'm sorry. I was wrong—"

"You're not sorry. You're scared. There's difference. But I'm going to give you chance Sheikh never gave me: choice. I'm going to offer you deal. And you'll choose freely. Understand?"

"What deal?"

"I call loan sharks. Pay your ₹3 crores debt. Save your family. You keep your ₹25,000 monthly job. Clean slate. But—" she stepped closer, "—first you prove you understand role reversal. You prove you're my employee now. Completely. You service me. Right now. Make me experience pleasure instead of humiliation for first time in this dynamic. Then maybe I save you."

Realization dawned. Horror. "You want me to... here? Now?"

"I want you to choose. Same choice you never gave me. Prison and family destroyed? Or five minutes of service and salvation? Your call."

Sheikh's face cycled through emotions—rage, humiliation, calculation, desperation.

"If I refuse?" he whispered.

"Then loan sharks get you in two weeks. I paid ₹9.5 crores for your stores. I'm not paying ₹3 more for your life unless you prove you're worth it."

"This is blackmail—"

"This is exactly what you did to me," Sonalika said coldly. "'Suck or I cancel visa.' Now it's 'Lick or I let you die.' Turnabout's fair play, isn't it?"

Silence stretched. Sheikh looked at door. At Zara. At Sonalika. Back to door.

"No one will know?" he asked finally, voice breaking.

"Just us three. Zara's professional. And I have no interest in public humiliation—that's your style, not mine. This stays here. Secret. But Sheikh, I need answer now. I have meeting in twenty minutes. Decide."

Another long pause. Then—slowly—Sheikh nodded.

"Say it," Sonalika commanded. "I need to hear consent. Explicit."

"I... I consent. I'll... service you. To save my family."

"Good. On your knees."

He knelt. Trembling. Sonalika sat in his chair—the CEO chair at head of table. The chair HE used to occupy while SHE knelt before him. Spread her legs deliberately. Reached under her skirt, yanked her panties down, dropped them on conference table—directly on top of his signed contract.

"Crawl to me," she commanded, voice ice. "Let me see you grovel."

He crawled. Slowly. Humiliated. Stopped between her legs.

"Look up at me."

He looked up. Face pale, eyes terrified.

"Do you remember what you said to me? Every time?" Her voice shook—not with fear now, but rage. "You said 'You should be grateful.' Remember? 'Grateful' for job. 'Grateful' for visa. 'Grateful' I kept your secret. Do you remember saying that?"

"Yes," he whispered.

"Louder."

"Yes, I remember."

"Good. Now YOU'RE going to be grateful. You're going to thank me for letting you keep your pathetic job. You're going to thank me for saving your family. And you're going to show your gratitude with your tongue. Starting now."

She grabbed his hair—hard—pulled his face between her legs. "Lick."

His tongue made tentative contact. She yanked his hair harder. "I said LICK. Like you mean it. Like your family's lives depend on it. Because they fucking do."

He obeyed with more enthusiasm. Tongue flattening against her, broad strokes. Still too hesitant.

"Pathetic," she spat. "You forced me to deepthroat you. Made me gag. Made me swallow. And now you're giving me this weak-ass effort? Zara—teach this piece of shit how to eat pussy properly."

Zara stepped forward, expressionless. Placed hand on back of Sheikh's head. "Flatten your tongue more. Seal your lips around her clit. Suck like your life depends on it."

She pressed his head harder against Sonalika. He made muffled sound—couldn't breathe properly. Good.

"That's better," Sonalika gasped. The sensation building despite her anger. "You made me suffocate on your dick. Now suffocate on my cunt. Fair trade."

She ground against his face. His nose pressed into her, mouth sealed around clit, tongue working frantically. He tried to pull back for air—she grabbed his hair with both hands, held him prisoner.

"No. You don't get to breathe until I say so. You took my air for two years. I'll take yours for two minutes."

His hands came up—trying to push her thighs, create space. Zara grabbed his wrists, pinned them behind his back. "No touching. You're not in control anymore. She is."

Ten seconds. Fifteen. His face reddening. Finally Sonalika released him slightly—he gasped air.

"Did I say stop licking?" She shoved his face back. "Breathe through your nose. Lick through your mouth. Multitask. You're businessman, aren't you? MULTITASK."

He obeyed desperately. Tongue working, nose pressing into her pubic mound, breathing in frantic gasps between licks.

"Tell me I'm beautiful," Sonalika commanded. "Tell me I'm goddess. Tell me you worship me."

He pulled back half-inch. "You're beautiful, Mistress. You're goddess. I worship you—"

She slapped him. Hard. Across face. "I didn't say stop licking to talk. TALK WHILE YOU LICK."

He returned to her clit, mumbling against her flesh. "You're beaudiful, Mithdress. You're goddeth. I worthip you."

The vibration of his voice against her clit—she gasped involuntarily. Pleasure spiking despite rage.

"Finger," she commanded. "Inside me. Find my G-spot. You're going to make me come or you're fired. Understand?"

"Yeth, Mithdress."

His finger slid inside her—hesitant. She grabbed his hand, positioned it, curled his finger forcefully. "THERE. That spot. Press it. Rub it. While you suck my clit. Now."

He obeyed. Finger massaging her G-spot, mouth sucking her clit. The dual stimulation—she felt orgasm building fast.

"You know what the difference is between you and me?" she gasped, grinding harder against his face. "When you forced me, I cried. When I force you, I come. That's power."

She reached for her briefcase, pulled out financial documents. Needed to prove this was dominance, not intimacy. Started reading while he serviced her.

"Revenue projections," she read aloud, voice shaking. "Store one: increase margins by fifteen percent—oh fuck—store two: reduce staff costs—yes, right there—store three: implement new supplier contracts—don't stop—store four—"

She couldn't focus anymore. Orgasm crashing. She threw documents aside, grabbed his hair with both hands, pulled him so hard against her she knew it hurt him. Didn't care.

"I'm coming," she announced coldly. "And you're going to drink every drop. Swallow it. Thank me for it."

Her thighs clamped his head—vice grip. His face buried completely, no air possible. She came violently, hips bucking, grinding his face like it was object not person. Using him. The way he'd used her.

The orgasm seemed endless—wave after wave of pleasure mixed with vindication. She held him trapped entire time, uncaring if he could breathe, uncaring if he was uncomfortable.

Only when aftershocks faded did she release him.

He fell backward, gasping desperately, face slick with her arousal, lips swollen, eyes watering. She'd nearly suffocated him. Part of her wished she had.

"Clean your face," she commanded, voice detached. Zara handed him handkerchief. He wiped himself with shaking hands.

"Stand up."

He stood. His erection visible through pants—humiliating proof he'd been aroused by submission. She noticed, laughed cruelly.

"Oh, you LIKED that? You got hard from eating your victim's pussy? You're more pathetic than I thought." She gestured at his crotch. "That stays hard. You don't get to come. Ever. Not from this. Your pleasure doesn't matter. Only mine. Understood?"

"Understood, Mistress."

"Don't call me that. I'm not your Mistress. Mistresses care about their subs. I don't care if you live or die. I'm your OWNER. You're my property. My toy. My revenge. Say it."

"You're my owner. I'm your property. Your toy. Your revenge."

"Good. Here's your deal: I'm paying your ₹3 crores debt. But you don't work it off. It's gift—for your children, not you. But every Monday, 8 AM, you report to my office. Fifteen minutes. Door locked. Zara present. You kneel. You service me. You make me come however I demand—tongue, fingers, toys if I want. And Sheikh—"

She stepped close, grabbed his face, forced him to meet her eyes.

"You're going to do this for two years. Same duration you raped me. But here's the beautiful part—every Monday, I'll ask if you consent. If you say no, we stop. You keep job, different reporting structure, you never see me privately again. That's the choice I never had. I'm giving it to you because I'm better than you. But we both know—" she squeezed his face harder, "—you'll say yes every single time. Because you're terrified of me. Because you have no power left. Because I fucking OWN you."

She released him roughly. "Now get out. Clean yourself up. Tomorrow we announce acquisition. You tell your family you're saved. Don't tell them how. This stays between us. If you tell anyone—wife, lawyer, priest, therapist—I release every video. Every assault. Every victim. Police will have them by evening. Your children will watch them. Your wife will watch them. Everyone will know what you are."

"I won't tell anyone," he whispered.

"I know you won't. Because you're coward. Same coward who attacked women weaker than him. But I'm not weaker anymore. Get out of my sight."

He left. Quickly. Broken. Owned.

Alone with Zara, Sonalika collapsed into chair. But she wasn't crying.

She was laughing.

Hysterical, relieved, triumphant laughter. She'd done it. She'd made him grovel. Made him serve. Made him understand what it felt like to be powerless.

"Feel better?" Zara asked.

"I feel... powerful," Sonalika said, catching her breath. "And dirty. And confused. But mostly powerful. Is that wrong?"

"Revenge is complicated. But he's alive, employed, and saved. Could've been worse for him."

"He deserved worse."

"Maybe. But you're not him. You stopped when you could've destroyed him completely. That's the difference."

Sonalika stood, straightened her skirt, reapplied lipstick. Looked at herself in glass reflection. CEO. Domme. Owner of her abuser.

"Let's go. We have empire to build. And Friday, I'm learning the difference between revenge and femdom. Angelika says there's distinction. I want to know what it is."

They exited. Sonalika repaired fully in bathroom, returned to conference room where Angelika and Jackline waited.

"Everything handled?" Angelika asked carefully.

"Completely. I'm paying his loan shark debt. ₹3 crores. Add it to acquisition."

"That's significant—"

"I know. But he's mine now. Completely. Weekly performance reviews. Two years. Private. Monitored." She smiled coldly. "Consider it long-term operational investment."

Angelika studied her, nodded. "As you wish. It's your company. Your decisions."

Contract finalized. Papers signed officially.

Four stores now operated under Sonalika's Fine Gold LLC. ₹50 crore assets acquired for ₹12.5 crores. Sheikh Khalid reduced to employee.

Victory. Complete.

2 Month Later

Mercedes S-Class cruised through Dubai evening traffic. Sonalika in backseat, reviewing store operational reports. All four locations profitable now—she'd fired exploitative staff, hired fairly, renegotiated supplier contracts. Revenue up 40% in one month.

Her phone buzzed. Text from Angelika: Congratulations on stellar first month. You've exceeded every expectation. As promised—reducing my ownership to 50%. We're equal partners now. You earned it.

Sonalika stared. Equal partnership. From smuggler to 50% owner in four months.

Another text: Also—special invitation. Friday night. My place. Party you'll remember forever. Dress code: Wear something you feel powerful in. And Sonalika? Research three terms before you come: Femdom. Pegging. BDSM. You'll understand when you arrive. Trust me.

Sonalika typed response: I'll be there. Thank you for everything.

But her mind raced. Femdom? Pegging? BDSM? She'd never heard these terms.

Traffic light—red. She opened Google incognito mode.

First search: Femdom

Result: Female dominance. BDSM practice where woman is dominant partner, man submissive. Involves control, power exchange, often sexual activities where woman leads.

Her pulse quickened.

Second search: Pegging

Result: Sexual practice where woman penetrates man's anus with strapon dildo. Often associated with femdom, role reversal, power dynamics.

Images appeared—women in leather harnesses, realistic dildos attached, men bent over, faces ecstatic.

Her clit throbbed.

Third search: BDSM

Result: Bondage, Discipline, Dominance, Submission, Sadism, Masochism. Consensual power exchange involving physical restraint, psychological control, pain/pleasure dynamics.

More images—women commanding, men obeying, collars, leashes, submission visible in every photograph.

Sonalika stared at phone. This was what Angelika practiced? This was "personal power"? This was the moaning she'd heard that night in Chennai—Angelika penetrating Imran, commanding him, making him worship her?

And Angelika wanted to show her this Friday?

Her hands trembled. Fear? Curiosity? Arousal? All three?

Sheikh Khalid had forced her to kneel. What if instead of being penetrated unwillingly, she penetrated willingly? What if power wasn't just boardroom—but bedroom?

The idea terrified her.

The idea excited her.

Traffic light turned green. Car moved forward.

But Sonalika's mind stayed frozen on those images: Women powerful. Men worshipful. Roles reversed. Justice embodied sexually.

Is this who I'm becoming?

She didn't know.

But Friday, she'd find out.

She saved searches. Spent rest of car ride reading articles, watching educational videos.

By the time Mercedes reached her apartment, she understood: Femdom wasn't abuse, It was power exchange. The opposite of what she'd experienced. The antidote.

And if Angelika offered to teach her...

She'd learn.

Because power—in boardroom and bedroom—was freedom.

And Sonalika Mary Saroj was finally, completely, devastatingly free.


Chapter five
THE NEW NORMAL


Present Day -

Sonalika woke to Dubai sunrise streaming through floor-to-ceiling windows and immediately regretted Friday night.

Her body ached—specific aches. Hips sore from wearing strapon harness for six hours at Angelika's party (Chapter 1). Thighs tight from standing in heels. Back stiff from... well, from pegging Tariq against that velvet couch while ten women watched and applauded.

God, that actually happened. I actually did that.

She stretched carefully, wincing. Three months ago she'd been smuggler. Yesterday she'd been dominant woman penetrating willing man at exclusive BDSM party. The transformation felt surreal every morning.

Her phone showed 6:15 AM. Gym time.

She rose, walked to bathroom, caught reflection in mirror. Same woman. Different life. The bruise on her hip from harness buckle proved it wasn't dream.

Angelika was right. Consensual power feels completely different than revenge power.

The party had been revelation—watching experienced dommes with devoted submissives, seeing actual joy in power exchange, learning that dominance could be nurturing not just punitive. Sheikh Khalid's forced service felt satisfying but hollow. Tariq's enthusiastic submission felt... energizing.

She wanted more. Wanted to learn. Wanted to integrate both—revenge when needed, consensual dominance when possible.

But first: coffee.

Morning Routine

The Pakistani housekeeper—Fatima, had breakfast ready. Butter paratha, chai, fresh fruit.

"Good morning, ma'am. You came in late. Did you enjoy party?"

"Very much, Fatima. Thank you."

"Your laundry is done. Harness cleaned and in your closet."

Sonalika's face heated. Fatima knew. Of course she knew—she cleaned the apartment, saw the toys, the leather, the power dynamic evidence everywhere.

"Thank you," Sonalika managed.

Fatima smiled warmly. "No judgment, ma'am. My sister works for Sheikha Layla. I know these things. You're safe here."

The casual acceptance—another gift of wealth and power. Staff who understood, didn't shame.

After breakfast, Sonalika dressed for gym—sports bra, leggings, hoodie. Downstairs to building gym. Forty minutes: weights, cardio, stretching. Her body had transformed these four months—strong, defined, confident. She could do pull-ups now. Ahmed had mocked her weakness once. He'd never do that again.

Ahmed.

She missed him. Shockingly. Not the abuser. But the memory of who he'd been—poet, dreamer, lover before corruption. Part of her wondered: could that man be recovered? Or only replaced by submissive version?

Zara's report today. I'll know if he's ready.

Back upstairs, showered, stood naked in closet contemplating. Work day. Store visits. Online meetings. And... experimentation.

The harness from yesterday sat on shelf—black leather, adjustable straps, O-ring for dildo attachment. And the special dildo Angelika had demonstrated: eight inches, realistic, with vibrating base that nestled against wearer's clit.

Can I wear this to work? Under my skirt?

Curious, she put on black lace panties first, then stepped into harness. Pulled it up, adjusted hip straps snug (one finger fit between leather and skin—perfect tension). The waist strap secured. Leg straps buckled. The O-ring sat centered over her pubic mound.

She attached the eight-inch dildo—clicked into place, substantial weight between her legs.

Turned to mirror.

Powerful. Hung. Equipped.

Now for concealment. Black leather pencil skirt—fitted, professional, hit just above knee. Pulled it on carefully over harness. The dildo created slight bulge but leather's stiffness disguised it well enough. Red silk blouse—bold, feminine, contrast to masculine equipment beneath. Black leather blazer over shoulders. Heels—five inches, making her six feet tall.

Hair perfect. Makeup subtle. Gold jewelry—bangles, cross necklace, watch. Glasses completing the CEO look.

She walked experimentally around apartment. The dildo moved with her thighs, constant presence. Sitting was... interesting. She'd have to spread legs slightly at desk.

This is insane. I'm wearing strapon to work.

This is power. Concealed, ready, mine.

Grabbed briefcase, phone, handbag. 8:30 AM—time to go.

Mercedes waiting in parking garage. Kumar at wheel, Zara beside him.

"Good morning, ma'am," Zara said as Sonalika slid into backseat.

"Morning. Traffic?"

"Light today. Twenty minutes to Deira store."

They pulled onto Sheikh Zayed Road. Sonalika reviewed emails on tablet. Store revenues, supplier invoices, staff schedules. Empire maintenance.

"Ma'am," Zara said after five minutes, "weekly security briefing?"

"Go ahead."

Zara's eyes met hers in rearview mirror. "Mr. Ahmed . Surveillance summary, week twelve."

Sonalika's attention sharpened. She'd authorized monitoring three months ago—track if he remained threat or genuinely changed.

"Employment: Still warehouse supervisor, Logistics Plus. Averaged seventy-one hours last week. No disciplinary issues. Income ₹12,000 monthly—down from ₹25,000 when you supported him."

"Social activity?"

"Non-existent. Phone tracked sixty consecutive days—zero nightlife, zero dating apps, zero female contacts except his mother. Weekly call, Fridays, sends her ₹2,000. All he can afford."

"Friends?"

"His Bangladeshi gambling circle dropped him when money dried up. He eats lunch alone at warehouse, goes home alone to Labor City studio, ₹1,200 monthly rent. Lives ascetically—no luxuries, no entertainment."

Zara paused. "Assessment: He's preparing. Making himself presentable for... ownership. Pattern matches anticipatory submission grooming."

Sonalika's chest tightened. Preparing. For me. For submission.

"You think he's genuine?" she asked quietly.

"I think he's desperate. Genuine submission and desperate submission look identical short-term. Long-term testing reveals difference. But ma'am—" Zara's expression carefully neutral, "—if you're considering reconciliation, he's as ready as he'll be. Broken enough to obey. Isolated enough to cling. That's the window."

"If he tries to contact me?"

"He won't. He's waiting for you to summon him. Only smart move he's made."

Sonalika nodded slowly. Summon. Like I'll summon Sheikh today. But Ahmed would be consensual. Different.

"Keep monitoring. Weekly reports. I want to see if this continues."

"Understood."

They rode in silence. Sonalika stared out window at city passing. Her city now. Her empire. Her rules.

And maybe—maybe—her husband again. Reforged. Submissive. Hers.

Samuel visits next week. I need to buy gifts. And decide about Ahmed before he arrives.

Al-Maktoum Gold Palace Deira—now rebranded Sonalika's Fine Gold with elegant signage—gleamed in morning sun. Prime location, established clientele, profitable.

Mercedes pulled up. Zara opened door. Sonalika emerged—six feet in heels, leather and confidence, dildo concealed, power visible.

Staff lined up inside—fifteen employees, multicultural (Indian, Filipino, Pakistani, Ethiopian), all properly compensated, no exploitation.

"Good morning, ma'am!" they chorused.

"Good morning, everyone. Status updates, please. Priya?"

Senior saleswoman stepped forward. "Saturday revenues ₹8.5 lakhs, ma'am. Emirati wedding purchase—₹3 lakhs alone. Indian family investment buying—₹2 lakhs. Walk-in sales ₹3.5 lakhs."

"Excellent. Inventory levels?"

"Optimal. Your new supplier contracts reduced costs fifteen percent while maintaining quality."

"Good. Sheikh Khalid?"

He stepped forward from back—eager, nervous, puppy-like. The man who'd abused her now desperate for her approval.

"Morning, ma'am. All four stores submitted weekend reports. Consolidated revenues ₹28 lakhs across locations. Projections show we'll hit ₹15 crore annual target."

"Well done. My office, 11 AM. Performance review."

His face flushed—he knew what "performance review" meant. "Yes, ma'am. Thank you, ma'am."

She walked through store, inspecting displays, greeting customers already browsing. Rich Emirati woman examining diamond-gold necklace.

"Good morning," Sonalika greeted warmly. "I'm Sonalika, owner. That piece is exquisite on you."

"You're the owner? So young!"

"Hardworking," Sonalika corrected with smile. "May I show you the matching bracelet? And perhaps explain our custom design service?"

Thirty minutes later, the woman left with ₹4 lakh purchase and custom order worth another ₹6 lakhs.

This. This is power too. Expertise. Service. Building empire one satisfied customer at a time.

Office - Before the Meeting

Sonalika's private office above store—glass walls (tinted for privacy when needed), minimalist desk, leather chair, Dubai skyline view. She settled in, the dildo shifting as she sat, spreading her legs slightly to accommodate it.

God, I'm sitting in my office wearing strapon.

The pet will find out soon enough.

She opened laptop, reviewed four-store Zoom agenda. 11 AM meeting—thirty minutes, all managers reporting. Sheikh would service her under desk throughout.

First: cigarette. Small vice, picked up from Angelika, indulged privately.

She stepped onto private balcony, lit up, inhaled. Dubai sprawled below. Four stores down there, all hers. Fifth planned for Abu Dhabi next year. Maybe sixth in Doha. Empire expanding.

Phone buzzed. Angelika.

Angelika: How are you feeling post-party? Tariq said you were natural. Proud of you.

Sonalika: Sore but exhilarated. Thank you for showing me difference between revenge and femdom. Life-changing.

Angelika: Ready for more? I'm hosting another party 3 months later. May be on an island. Interested?

Sonalika: Absolutely. Also—Ahmed question. Zara says he's ready. Should I test him?

Angelika: Your call. But if you do, start slow. Public meeting first. Then private. Then physical. Don't rush power exchange—build it properly.

Sonalika: Noted. Thank you, mentor.

Angelika: Not mentor anymore. Peer. You've earned it.

She finished cigarette, returned inside. 10:50 AM. Sheikh would arrive shortly.

The intercom buzzed. "Ma'am, Mr. Khalid is here."

"Send him in. And hold all calls until noon. No interruptions."

"Yes, ma'am."

The Performance Review - Under Desk Domination

Sheikh entered, nervous, closing door behind him. Locked it as instructed weeks ago.

"Good morning, ma'am."

"Sheikh. Revenues are good. You're performing adequately in your actual job."

"Thank you, ma'am."

"Now. Your other performance. Under-desk service. I have four-store Zoom in eight minutes. Thirty-minute meeting. You'll service me throughout. Make me come before meeting ends. If you succeed, you can stroke yourself. If you fail, you stay late tonight doing inventory. Understood?"

"Understood, ma'am."

"And Sheikh—" she smiled coldly, "—I'm have something special today. You're going to suck my cock before you lick my pussy. Consider it... training."

His eyes widened, seeing her spread legs, the bulge beneath skirt.

"Under. Now."

He crawled under desk. She lifted skirt—revealed harness, eight-inch dildo jutting from O-ring.

"This is what you're going to experience eventually," she said conversationally. "In your ass. Fucking you the way you fucked me. But first, you learn to worship it with your mouth. Take it."

She guided dildo to his lips. He opened hesitantly. She thrust in—not gentle, not cruel. Dominant.

"Suck. Like you made me suck you. Deepthroat if you can."

He gagged immediately—only four inches in. She pulled back.

"Pathetic. I took your whole cock. You can't take half of mine. Try again."

He tried. Better. Five inches. Six. Gagging but persisting.

"Good boy. Now—" she activated vibrating base. The sensation hit her clit immediately, made her gasp. "Now lick around it. Worship the base while I feel vibrations. Show me you understand: my pleasure first, always."

His tongue worked—licking base, licking her clit between leather straps, trying to please. The vibrations plus his service building her arousal fast.

Zoom notification: Meeting starting.

"Quiet now," she commanded. "Don't stop, but silent."

She accepted call. Four store managers appeared on screen.

"Good morning, everyone," she said smoothly, voice betraying nothing. "Let's review September performance. Store One—Dubai Mall—report please."

First manager droned numbers. Sheikh's mouth worked beneath desk—licking, sucking, fingers sliding into her now (she'd removed dildo from his mouth, granted access to her pussy). The dual stimulation—vibrating dildo against clit, his tongue around her folds—was overwhelming.

"Excellent—margins—improved—" she gasped slightly. "Sorry, connection glitch. Store Two?"

Second manager reported. She gripped desk edge below camera line. Sheikh had found rhythm—finger-fucking her G-spot while licking clit around vibrating dildo base. Professional domination and amateur execution but effective.

"Store Three?" Her voice strained now. Close. So close.

Third manager spoke. Sheikh's pace increased. The vibrations, the fingers, the tongue—she was coming—

"Any other—business?" she forced out.

"Just supplier question, ma'am—"

"Email it—meeting—adjourned—excellent work—everyone—"

She clicked end call, immediately moaned freely. Grabbed his hair, pulled him hard against her, ground on his face.

"I'm coming—don't stop—fuck—YES—"

Orgasm crashed—violent, shaking, the vibrating dildo amplifying sensation, his fingers curling, his tongue lapping frantically. She came so hard she saw stars, thighs clamping his head, leather creaking, chair tilting.

Aftershocks faded. She released him.

He emerged—face slick, breathless, tie ruined, looking absolutely wrecked.

And hard. Visibly erect through pants.

"Did I—did I do well, ma'am?" he panted.

She considered. "Adequately. You made me come during meeting. That's success. You may stroke yourself. Thirty seconds. Come if you can. If not, you still earned try."

"Thank you, ma'am." He unzipped frantically, pulled out his cock, stroked desperately. Twenty seconds—he came, groaning, spilling onto office floor.

"Clean that," she commanded, already straightening skirt, composing herself. "Then mop floor. Then leave. Good work today, Sheikh. Dismissed."

He cleaned himself, mopped, dressed shakily, left.

Alone, Sonalika sat in her chair, post-orgasm glow fading to satisfaction.

I just came during Zoom meeting while employee ate me out under desk. I made my former rapist suck my strap-on cock then lick me to orgasm while managing empire.

This is my life now.

She loved it.

Rest of day was operational. Customer service issue (resolved with refund and upgrade). Supplier negotiation (reduced costs another 8%). New hire training (Ethiopian woman, former domestic worker, now jewelry sales apprentice).

By 5 PM, she'd proven competence beyond sex. She was legitimate CEO—strategic, fair, profitable.

"Zara, detour to Dubai Mall before home. I need to shop."

"Yes, ma'am."

Dubai Mall sprawled like city within city. Sonalika walked through—six feet in heels, leather skirt, CEO confidence. Security followed discreetly.

First stop: Gaming store. She found the PlayStation 5 racing game Samuel wanted. Added controller, headset, gift wrapping. "Express delivery to Chennai, this address."

"Of course, ma'am. Your son will love it."

He will. And he'll see successful mother bought it, not desperate one.

Second stop: Leather boutique—exclusive, expensive, catering to Dubai's alternative lifestyle community. The saleswoman recognized power when she saw it.

"Welcome. Looking for anything specific?"

"Leather pants. Black. Fitted. High-waisted. And matching jacket. I'm attending... private events. Need proper attire."

"Of course. This way."

Sonalika tried on three pairs—settled on buttery-soft lambskin leather pants that fit like second skin. Matching cropped jacket. Leather gloves with dominant aesthetic.

"These are perfect. I'll take them."

At checkout, saleswoman leaned close. "We also carry harnesses, equipment, accessories. Private room in back if you're interested."

Sonalika's eyebrow raised. "Show me."

The private room was revelation—strapons, floggers, paddles, cuffs, collars, everything Angelika's party had displayed. Professional grade.

"This—" saleswoman indicated premium strapon harness, "—is our bestseller. More comfortable than standard models. Vibrating base option."

"I'll take it. And this flogger. And—" she selected leather collar, adjustable, "—this. For training purposes."

Money spend was worth it.

Walking out with bags, Zara raised eyebrow. "Productive shopping?"

"Very. I'm building wardrobe for my new life. Samuel gets his game. I get my armor."

In car heading home, she made call.

"Hello, Samuel?"

"Amma!" Her son's voice, excited. "You're calling early!"

"I wanted to catch you before dinner. How's school?"

"Good! I got 35 in maths!"

"Excellent, kanna. I'm so proud. And therapy?"

"Dr. Anand says I'm improving. I can walk twenty minutes now without braces!"

Her heart swelled. "Amazing. Samuel, I wanted to tell you—you're visiting next week. Flying here with Paati. One week in Dubai with Amma. What do you want to do?"

"Burj Khalifa! Desert! Beach! Everything!"

She laughed. "We'll do all of it. Now—what gift should Amma buy you?"

"The new PlayStation game! The racing one!"

"Consider it done. I love you, kanna. Study well. See you soon."

"Love you, Amma!"

She hung up, immediately ordered PlayStation game online, express delivery.

Next week: Samuel meets my new life. Sees powerful mother, not broken one. That matters more than any gift.

9 PM. Sonalika in apartment, wearing comfortable clothes—yoga pants, tank top, barefoot. Reading business reports, sipping wine.

Doorbell.

She frowned. No scheduled visitors. Checked security camera.

Ahmed.

Her heart stopped. What is he doing here? Zara said he'd wait for summons—

Second camera angle showed him holding flowers, trembling, crying.

She buzzed intercom. "Ahmed? I didn't invite you."

"I know. I'm sorry. Please. Five minutes. I'm begging."

Against her better judgment: "Come up. But Zara's here. Try anything, you're arrested."

She texted Zara (in staff room): Ahmed here. Monitor. Intervene if needed.

Zara: Watching cameras. Say 'red' if you want him removed.

Ahmed appeared at door. She opened it—staying in doorway, not inviting in yet.

He looked terrible. And good. Weight loss showed in face—hollow cheeks. Weight gain showed in shoulders—muscle developed. Clothes cheap but clean. Beard trimmed. Eyes clear but streaming tears.

"What do you want?" she asked coldly.

"I'm sorry." He collapsed to knees right there in hallway, flowers falling. "I'm so sorry. I ruined everything. I beat you. Forced you. Used you. Destroyed you. And now you're—" he gestured at her apartment, her life, "—you're my life and I'm nothing and I deserve nothing but I'm begging anyway because I can't survive without you—"

Genuine breakdown. Not manipulation. Pure desperation.

"Stand up," she commanded. "Inside. Living room. Sit."

He obeyed, stumbling. She closed door, maintained distance. He sat on couch. She sat opposite, assessing.

"Talk. Explain yourself. Why now?"

"I saw you. Yesterday. Leaving that building in Marina. You were wearing leather, high heels, you looked... powerful. Beautiful. In control. And I realized: that's what you always should have been. I just stopped you. Buried you. And now you're free and I'm alone and I deserve it but—"

He broke down again. Sobbing. Not pretty crying. Ugly, snotty, broken.

Sonalika's instinct warred:

He deserves this suffering.

He's genuinely broken.

Trust him and risk being hurt again.

Test him properly first.

She let him cry. Minutes passed. Finally he composed slightly.

"You done?" she asked.

"I don't know. Maybe. Sorry."

"Don't apologize to me. Apologize to yourself. You destroyed your own life, not just mine."

"I know."

"I know. I can't undo that. I can't become good person who deserves you. But I can become... whatever you want. Servant. Slave. Property. I saw you yesterday—leaving that Marina building in leather, heels, powerful—and I realized: that's what you always should have been. I stopped you. Now you're free and I'm broken and I deserve it but please—"

His voice cracked. Genuine desperation.

Sonalika studied him. Broken. Terrified. Willing.

"You want me to take you back?" she asked quietly.

"Yes. Please."

"Then understand this: I won't take you back as husband. Not as equal. Not as man. If you come back, it's as my bitch. My property. You'll serve, obey, submit. I'll control everything—money, clothes, sex, life. You'll become what I say you become. Understand?"

He stared. Processing. "Your... bitch?"

"My submissive. My feminized pet. I'll dress you in women's clothes. Make you wear makeup. Penetrate you with strapon. Own you completely. You'll stop being 'Ahmed the man' and become 'Ahmed my sissy bride.' Can you handle that?"

His face cycled: shock, fear, hesitation, calculation, desperate arousal.

"I... I don't know if I can—"

"Then leave. Now. We're done."

"Wait!" He grabbed her hand. "I can. I will. Whatever you want. Sissy. Bride. Bitch. Feminized. Pegged. All of it. Just don't abandon me."

She pulled hand away. "You say that now. But when I'm actually feminizing you? When I'm putting lipstick on your face, panties on your ass, my cock in your hole? Will you still beg?"

"Yes," he whispered. "I'll beg for it. Because I failed at being man. Destroyed everything trying to be something I wasn't. Maybe as your... your bride... I'll finally be useful."

Sonalika felt power surge. He's offering complete submission. Feminization. Everything Angelika taught me about FLR.

"Stand up," she commanded.

He obeyed.

"Strip. Completely. Now."

"Here? Now?"

"You said anything. Prove it. Strip or leave forever."

Trembling, he undressed. Shirt, pants, underwear. Stood naked, vulnerable, already half-hard despite terror.

She circled him slowly—predator assessing prey. He'd lost weight but gained muscle. Body wasn't terrible. Would look better feminized.

"Wait here. Don't move."

She walked to bedroom. Changed deliberately. Removed yoga pants and tank top. Put on new leather pants she'd bought today—tight, black, expensive. Topless—bare breasts, confident. Leather gloves—black, fingerless, dominant. And strapon from this morning—already attached to harness, still slightly slick from Sheikh's saliva and her arousal.

Grabbed flogger from closet—soft leather, beginner-friendly, bought after Friday's party.

Returned to living room.

Ahmed's eyes widened seeing her. Leather pants, bare chest, strapon jutting, flogger in hand. Goddess and executioner.

"On your knees," she commanded.

He knelt.

"Tonight is test. I'm going to do things to you. Humiliating things. Painful things. Sexual things. You can leave now, we stop forever, you leave, we're done. Or you submit completely and prove you're serious. Understand?"

"I understand."

"Good. Hands behind back."

He obeyed. She circled behind him, raised flogger.

"This is for every time you hit me."

CRACK. Flogger struck his back—not hard, just sting.

He gasped. "I'm sorry—"

"Don't apologize. Take it."

CRACK. CRACK. CRACK. Ten strikes. His back reddening. He trembled but didn't leave.

"Good boy. Now—turn around. Kneel facing me."

He turned. Face to face with her strapon—eight inches, thick, still bearing traces of Sheikh's service.

"See this cock?" she asked, gripping dildo. "Eight inches. Thick. Bigger than yours, isn't it?"

He stared. "Yes."

"Say it. Full sentence."

"Your cock is bigger than mine."

"Whose cock is better? Mine or yours?"

"Yours, Mistress."

"Why?"

"Because... because mine hurt you. Yours will serve you. Yours is power. Mine was weakness."

"Good answer. Now—suck it."

His eyes widened. "What?"

"You heard me. Suck my cock. Show me you understand role reversal. For years I sucked yours unwillingly. Now you'll suck mine willingly. Open."

He hesitated—one second, two. Then opened mouth.

She thrust in. Not gentle. Dominant. Four inches deep. He gagged immediately.

"Pathetic. I took your whole cock. You can't take half of mine. Try again."

She pulled out, thrust again. Five inches. He gagged, eyes watering, but didn't pull away.

"Better. Use your tongue. Worship it. Lick the underside. Show me you're grateful for my cock."

His tongue worked—clumsy but trying. She thrust slowly, fucking his mouth, watching him struggle.

"This is your future," she said coldly. "Sucking my cock. Worshipping it. Begging for it. While your pathetic little dick stays locked in chastity cage. Understand?"

He nodded, mouth full of dildo.

"Good. Now—deeper. Eight inches. All of it. Deepthroat like I had to."

She thrust hard. He gagged violently, tears streaming, but took it. All eight inches. His throat bulging.

"There. See? You CAN submit if motivated. Now stand. Turn around. Hands on wall."

He obeyed shakily. Positioned bent over, ass exposed.

She grabbed lube from coffee table (planned this possibility), coated her fingers.

"This is preparation. Eventually—not tonight, but eventually—my cock goes in your ass. Tonight, just fingers. Training begins. Relax."

First finger pressed against his entrance. He tensed.

"I said relax. Breathe. Push out like you're shitting. It helps."

He obeyed. Her finger slid in—first knuckle, second, deep. He gasped.

"How does it feel?" she asked, pumping slowly.

"Weird. Uncomfortable. Wrong."

"Wrong?" She added second finger, stretching him. "Tell me—when you fucked me without consent, did I get to say it felt wrong? Did you care?"

"No. I'm sorry—"

"Stop apologizing. Just feel it. My fingers in your ass. My control of your body. This is your future. Every day, if I want. Understand?"

"Yes, Mistress."

She curved fingers, found his prostate. Pressed.

He cried out—not pain, pleasure. His cock leaked pre-cum.

"See? Your body likes it. Even if your mind resists. You're built for this. Submission. Penetration. Being my bitch."

She fingered him methodically—three minutes, stretching, preparing, dominating. His breathing ragged, cock fully hard now, body betraying enjoyment.

"Enough training. Turn around."

He turned. Saw her strapon again. Fear and want mixing.

"Not tonight," she said. "You haven't earned it yet. But you will. Eventually you'll beg me to peg you. Tonight, you get preview."

She grabbed his hair, pulled him back to kneeling position, thrust dildo back in his mouth.

"Suck it like it just fucked your ass. Clean it. Worship it. Show gratitude."

He sucked desperately—no hesitation now. Learning. Submitting.

She face-fucked him thirty seconds, then pulled out.

"Stand. Hands at sides."

He stood, naked, erect, broken, owned.

She removed one leather glove, wrapped gloved hand around his cock—grip firm, leather soft.

"You're hard. Pathetic. Getting aroused from being dominated, feminized, fingered. You're not man. You're sissy slut waiting to be trained. Say it."

"I'm sissy slut waiting to be trained."

"Good. Now I'm going to make you come. But you'll clean up your mess. With your mouth. From my glove. Understand?"

"Yes, Mistress."

She stroked him—slow, methodical, dominant. Her other hand grabbed his throat—not choking, controlling. Eye contact maintained. Power absolute.

"Look at you," she whispered cruelly. "Broken little bitch. Cock leaking from being fingered. About to come from your wife's—no, your OWNER's—hand. This is what you've become. Feminized pet. Property. Mine."

He moaned. "Yes. Yours. I'm yours. Please—"

"Please what?"

"Please let me come, Mistress. I'm so close—"

"Beg properly. Say 'Please Mistress, let your sissy bitch come.'"

"Please Mistress, let your sissy bitch come!"

"Come. Now."

She stroked hard—three fast pumps. He exploded, cumming across her gloved hand, spurting, crying out, body shaking.

The moment his orgasm ended, she shoved gloved hand in his face.

"Lick. Every drop. Clean my glove with your tongue. Taste your submission."

He hesitated one second. She grabbed his hair. "NOW."

His tongue emerged—licking her glove, tasting his own cum, cleaning leather meticulously. Humiliated. Owned.

When glove was clean, she released him. He collapsed to floor, panting, destroyed, transformed.

"Good boy," she said coldly. "That's what submission looks like. Sucking my cock. Fingered. Cumming on command. Cleaning up. That's your future if I take you back. Questions?"

"No, Mistress. I understand. I want it. I'll do all of it. Please train me. Make me your sissy bride. I'm begging."

She walked to phone, took photo—Ahmed on floor, naked, broken, her strapon visible in frame.

Sent to Angelika: New guest for next party. What do you think?

Angelika's response (immediate): Beautiful work. Bring him.. He'll look stunning we will feminize him. Proud of you.

Sonalika looked down at Ahmed. "Get dressed. Leave. Tomorrow, you start sissy training. I'll send you tasks. You'll complete them. Prove yourself worthy of being my bitch. Understand?"

"Yes, Mistress. Thank you. Thank you for giving me chance—"

"I'm not giving you chance. I'm using you. You're toy. Project. Entertainment. If you entertain me well enough, maybe I keep you. Now go."

He dressed shakily, stumbling. Before leaving: "I love you."

"I don't care," she said flatly. "I care if you obey. That's all. Close door behind you."

He left.

Alone, Sonalika locked door, leaned against it.

I just dominated my abuser. Fingered him. Made him suck my cock. Made him eat his own cum. Took his photo. Invited him to BDSM party.

Am I insane?

No, these fucking loosers exists to serve me?

She walked to mirror. Leather pants, bare chest, strapon still attached. Powerful. Beautiful. Terrifying.

Empire expanding. Power consolidating.

She picked up strapon, cleaned it, stored it carefully.

Tomorrow she'd wake up and this would still be real.

Sonalika Mary Saroj. CEO. Domme. Owner of her abuser.

And her reign had just begun.
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