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Author name Aquila Harper 

SIZEMIC Queen: Vol. 1 contains material that some readers will find upsetting. Read with discretion. All characters are adults.

Major content warnings


	Explicit sexual content and graphic sexual scenes.

	Sexual coercion, manipulation, and scenes of non-consensual or pressured sex.

	Physical sexual violence, forced exposure, and sexual humiliation.

	Infidelity and repeated sexual betrayal.

	Power-exchange dynamics and BDSM-adjacent dominance and control.

	Public and voyeuristic sexual acts.

	Strong, explicit language and repeated profanity.

	Body-shaming, fat-stigma, and intense focus on weight and appearance.

	Emotional abuse, gaslighting, and marital coercion.

	References to dieting and weight loss culture.

	Scenes that depict shame, degradation, and psychological manipulation.



Reader guidance


	This story includes scenes intended to be provocative and transgressive. They are explicit and may be traumatic for survivors of sexual assault or those sensitive to sexual violence.

	If you find any of these topics distressing, consider whether you want to continue reading.

	If you are affected by sexual violence or need support, contact your local sexual-assault support services, national crisis lines, or emergency services. Seek help from a trusted professional or organization in your area.
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Smashwords / Draft2Digital Blurb

Cleo signed up for driving lessons to earn a promotion, not to be rewritten.

A routine lesson becomes an ignition point. Darius, the instructor, sees something Steve has stopped noticing, and he does not wait for permission. He teaches control, pushes boundaries, and forces a choice: keep shrinking to fit someone else’s life, or take up the space you were born to own.

SIZEMIC Queen: Vol. 1 is an adult erotic drama about power, appetite, and reclamation. It follows a woman who trades a life of polite erasure for violent attention, and who discovers the cost and currency of being seen. Expect explicit sex, transgressive dominance, sexual coercion, infidelity, body-shaming and emotional abuse as central plot elements.

For mature readers only, 18+. Contains non-consensual or pressured sexual scenes and strong language.
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Chapter 1 
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The car smelled like leather and warm plastic and the kind of cheap citrus air freshener that always made me think of gas station bathrooms. I wedged myself into the passenger seat of the dual-control Toyota, my hips pressing against the door panel, and told myself this was a good idea. Told myself I wasn’t just paying forty-five dollars an hour to feel even more inadequate than I already did.

“Steve thinks I’m wasting money,” I muttered, more to myself than to the man sliding into the driver’s seat beside me.

Darius turned, one strong forearm draped over the steering wheel, and those dark eyes of his locked onto mine like he was actually listening. Not waiting for his turn to talk. Not mentally scrolling through his phone. Just... listening.

“Steve’s not the one who needs to parallel park in downtown traffic for his promotion,” he said, voice low and smooth as smoked honey. His gaze dropped then—not to my face, but lower. To where my thighs strained against my leggings, where my belly curved soft and visible beneath my fitted tee. He didn’t look away quickly, like my husband did. Didn’t pretend he hadn’t noticed. His full lips curled into something that wasn’t quite a smile. More like appreciation. “You ready to take control, Cleo?”

Something in my stomach tightened. I told myself it was just nerves. My third lesson. I still stalled at every light.

“Ready as I’ll ever be.”

He shifted closer to reach for his own set of pedals, and his shoulder brushed mine. Solid. Warm. He smelled like expensive cologne and whatever body wash made his skin look that good—like caramel under the sun. I caught myself staring at his hands on the wheel, long fingers, thick knuckles. Capable hands. Steve’s were thin, pale. Always cold.

“Okay, Queen,” Darius said, and the nickname landed differently than when my girlfriends said it. He made it sound like a title. Like he could already see the crown. “You’re gonna pull out nice and slow. Feel the bite point. Don’t rush it.”

I fumbled the key in the ignition, my hands slick with sweat.

The car lurched. Stalled.

“Fuck,” I breathed, heat flooding my cheeks. “Sorry. I’m—”

“Heavy foot,” he finished, but his tone wasn’t critical. It was... knowing. His hand dropped to my knee, a brief, shocking weight that made my breath catch. “That’s okay. I like a little weight.”
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