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Copyright © 2026 Aquila Harper. All rights reserved. 

No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise—without the prior written permission of the author/publisher, except as permitted by law (such as brief quotations in reviews).

Anti–AI / No-Scraping Notice

This book is protected by copyright. Any unauthorized scraping, crawling, copying, uploading, ingesting, text-and-data mining, or use of this book (in whole or in part) to train, develop, test, prompt, or improve any artificial intelligence system, machine learning model, large language model, dataset, or similar technology is expressly prohibited without prior written permission from the copyright holder.

This prohibition includes (but is not limited to):

Creating or contributing to datasets from this text.

Using automated tools to extract or summarize the text at scale.

Uploading the book to “AI assistants,” “AI learning,” “AI library,” or training portals.

Any commercial or non-commercial model training, fine-tuning, embedding, vectorization, or corpus building.

Unauthorized use may result in legal action and/or removal notices to platforms and service providers.

Disclaimer

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and events are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons (living or dead), locations, or events is purely coincidental.
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Samira has spent her life being good—devout, modest, and obedient—while quietly funding an arranged marriage that feels more like a transaction than a future.​

Then a parking-lot crash puts her in the path of Darius Coleman, a man who doesn’t ask permission to see her—and doesn’t believe she was made to live small.​

One night in a luxury hotel suite becomes the first crack in everything Samira has been taught to endure: her body isn’t a burden, her hunger isn’t shame, and “duty” isn’t the same thing as desire.​

But Darius isn’t offering a safe romance—he’s offering a choice between the life waiting at the hands of a man she barely knows...and an empire he’s built for women like her.​

Dark, explicit erotic drama featuring a plus-size hijabi heroine, power exchange, voyeuristic/club dynamics, and transgressive heat.​
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This book is intended for adults only (18+); all characters are adults.​

It contains explicit sexual content, including dominance/control, power-exchange, and manipulation/coercion.​

It includes public/voyeuristic sexual situations, humiliation/degradation themes, and group/club “harem/showroom” dynamics where women are watched and displayed.​

It includes explicit oral sex, orgasm denial/edging, and anal sexual content (including rimming).​

It includes infidelity/relationship betrayal elements and intense jealousy dynamics.​

It also includes body-shaming/fat-stigma, intense focus on weight/appearance and body worship, plus religious/cultural conflict involving hijab, purity expectations, and arranged marriage pressure.​

If any of these topics are distressing, consider skipping this title or reading with care.​ # 
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I stood at the counter of the Western Union on Pico, counting out twenty-five hundred dollars in crisp hundred-dollar bills—the last of my overtime from the clinic—while the clerk, a tired-looking Latina woman with kind eyes, pretended not to notice how my hands shook.

"Sending to family?" she asked, her Spanish accent softening the edges of the words.

"Yes. For a wedding." The words tasted like ash. "My wedding."

Her eyes flicked to my left hand. No ring. I saw the question form, then dissolve behind professional courtesy. She typed, the keyboard clacking like _tasbih_ beads, and I adjusted my hijab with my free hand—a nervous habit that had become second nature since I'd started wearing it at fifteen. The pale pink fabric was loose today, draping over my chest and shoulders in a way that, if I positioned it just right, disguised the fact that I was a size eighteen in a community where women my age were usually a ten.

The irony wasn't lost on me. I'd spent my twenties using the hijab as armor—hiding my hair, my neck, the slope of my shoulders—while secretly grateful it also hid the rest of me. The curves that had appeared at puberty and never left, despite my mother's _sabzi_ diets and my own desperate attempts at Keto. In Lahore, among my cousins, I'd been the anomaly. The "healthy" one. My aunties clucked their tongues and said I had "good breeding hips," which was code for fat in the most loving way possible.

"Miss Samira?" The clerk slid the receipt across the counter. "The money will be available in Karachi in fifteen minutes."

Fifteen minutes. Long enough for my mother to collect it from the _hundi_ office near our old neighborhood. Long enough for her to pay the caterer, the decorator, the imam who would officiate the _nikah_ between me and a man I'd never met, whose photo showed a pleasant-enough face with a thin mustache and eyes that looked like they'd already made up their mind about me.

"Shukriya," I murmured, folding the receipt into my purse. Thank you. The Urdu word felt heavy coming off my tongue. I'd been saying thank you my whole life—for being born, for being educated, for being allowed to come to America for my degree. Now I was saying thank you for funding my own arranged marriage.
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