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This book contains explicit sexual content and BDSM themes. Reader discretion is advised. This novel is intended for mature readers ages 18+.

TRIGGER WARNING

This novel contains depictions of BDSM, power exchange, explicit sexuality, and themes of emotional vulnerability. Readers who are sensitive to these topics are encourages to read with care or consult with a kink friendly/kink aware therapist/counselor.
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AUTHOR’S NOTE
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When I began writing Veiled in Surrender, I wanted to create something that had long been missing from conversations about BDSM and power exchange in literature: nuance, respect, and the understanding that surrender can be a path to authentic self-discovery rather than a form of escape.

This novel is not about exotic fantasy. It’s about a woman who discovers that the armor she built to survive the world was also preventing her from living in it. It’s about the radical vulnerability of being truly known by another person. And it’s about the understanding that real power doesn’t come from control, but from conscious choice to surrender – to yourself first, and then to someone worthy of that gift.

I’ve drawn inspiration from the work of authors like Tiffany Reisz and Sierra Simone, who write about power exchange with both intellectual rigor and lyrical beauty. But I’ve also drawn from personal conversations and my own personal experiences in the BDSM community, therapists who work with trauma and transformation, and my own understanding of what it means to be truly authentic in a world that rewards performance.
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DEDICATION
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For everyone who has ever burned;

Against yourself, against the world, against the armor you built to survive.

For those brave enough to let the fire burn through until there’s nothing left but truth.

For the guides and mentors who hold space while others find their way through the flames.

And for those who love someone through the burning – 

Who hold the match, tend the fire, and wait on the other side.

May we all find the courage to illuminate rather than hide.

May we all tend the fire with consciousness and care.

May we all become ourselves.
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EPIGRAPH
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“The only way out is through.” – Robert Frost

“You are not small for taking space. You are not weak for asking for what you need. You are not broken for burning.” – Warsan Shire

“The caves you fear to enter holds the treasure you seek.” – Joseph Campbell
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A FEW IMPORTANT NOTES FOR READERS
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First, this novel contains explicit sexual content and detailed depictions of BDSM. It is intended for adult readers (18+). Please read the content warnings if you are sensitive to any of the themes presented.

Second, while this is a work of fiction, Sashara’s journey is grounded in real psychological principles about trauma, attachment, power, and transformation. The BDSM practices depicted in this novel – consent, negotiation, safewords, and aftercare – are portrayed as essential elements of ethical power exchange, not optional add-ons.

Third, this novel challenges the idea that submission is weakness. In fact, one of its central arguments is that real submission required extraordinary strength, self-knowledge, and the courage to be completely vulnerable. Likewise, true dominance is not about control or cruelty, but about the capacity to see another person fully and hold them accountable to their own truth.

Finally, while Sashara’s story is one of transformation and integration, I recognize that not everyone’s journey looks like hers. Some people (myself included) find themselves through BDSM; others through therapy, spirituality, art, or countless other paths. What matters is the honesty of the search and the willingness to be transformed by it.

I hope this novel serves as a mirror for those who recognize themselves in Sashara’s journey, and as a window for those who are curious about the inner lives of people in power exchange. Most of all, I hope it affirms that the fire burning inside you – the one you’ve been trying to control or hide or deny – might be exactly what you need to find yourself.

May you all find the courage to tend your fire with consciousness and care.

Lady Magnolia
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CHAPTER 1: THE FIRE IN THE BOARDROOM

[image: ]


The spreadsheet in front of Sashara Jones was a lie, and she knew exactly where the deception lived.

She let her emerald eyes track the numbers one more time—a deliberate pause that made the three executives across the table shift in their chairs. Thomas, from Acquisitions, had the good sense to look nervous. Patricia from Legal had already started rehearsing her excuses. Marcus, their CFO, sat perfectly still, which meant he was already thinking about his quarterly bonus and how this deal might damage it.

"This projection," Sashara said, her voice pitched low and sharp as a blade, "assumes a 12% market adjustment that has no basis in reality. Either you didn’t run the numbers, or you’re hoping I didn’t notice the gap." She paused, letting her gaze slide from face to face. "I notice everything."

Thomas opened his mouth. Sashara held up one hand without looking at him. It was a gesture she’d perfected over seventeen years of corporate climbs—that delicate tyranny of attention, the kind that made rooms go quiet.

"I want new projections. Conservative, honest, every assumption documented and sourced." She sat back in her leather chair, which she’d had specifically adjusted to be two inches higher than anyone else’s at this table. "And I want them by end of day tomorrow, or we don’t move forward."

"Sashara, that’s an aggressive timeline," Patricia ventured, her voice apologetic and thin.

"So is losing a hundred million dollars on a deal built on faulty numbers," Sashara replied evenly. "You’ll make the timeline."

They would. They always did. Because Sashara Jones had a reputation that was sharp enough to cut glass, and people spent their careers trying not to be the one underneath when the blade finally fell.

She stood, smoothing the front of her charcoal Armani suit—the one that cost more than most people’s car payments and fit her curves like a second skin. Her fiery red hair, twisted into a severe chignon, seemed to catch the afternoon light from the forty-second-floor windows. Power suit. Red hair. The full armor.

"We’re done here."

She watched them gather their papers and file out of the conference room like schoolchildren dismissed from the principal’s office. No one made eye contact. No one said goodbye.

Back in her corner office, Sashara closed the door and let out a slow breath.

The tremor in her hands, the subtle ache of her temples, the way her jaw had been clenched so tight she could still feel the tension—these were the costs of command. Seventeen years of fighting her way up from the mergers department to VP level meant that vulnerability was a luxury she’d learned never to afford. The boardroom was a battleground, and in battlegrounds, you either conquered or you lost everything.

She moved to the window and looked down at the downtown Riverside sprawl—the historic Mission Inn in the distance, all red tile and Spanish colonial romance, looking absurdly gentle from up here. Everything looked manageable from a high enough vantage point.

She was forty-one years old, made seven figures, lived in a penthouse apartment in Canyon Crest, and hadn’t had a genuinely satisfying orgasm in six years. Her ex-husband had been emotionally unavailable and physically unmemorable; the men she’d dated since had been too dazzled by her power to ever truly meet her. They wanted the performance of Sashara Jones, the corporate ice queen, the woman who intimidated rooms by merely existing in them. No one wanted the woman beneath the armor. She’d started to wonder if that woman still existed.

Her phone buzzed. A text from Serenity.

Still on for coffee tomorrow? 

Serenity Lee, her best friend since their MBA program, was as opposite from Sashara as it was possible to be—gentle, quiet, anchored in the kind of contentment that Sashara found simultaneously soothing and infuriating. Serenity had chosen a gentler life: a job working for a nonprofit, an apartment that smelled perpetually of cinnamon and flowers, a dating history that was steady and boring and apparently satisfying.

Sashara texted back: Canyon Crest, 10am. If your schedule permits.

A pause. Then: It always does for you. See you then.

Sashara set the phone down. That moment—Serenity’s instant, unreserved agreement—had once filled her with gratitude. Now it just felt like proof that she was the kind of person who bent others to her will without even trying.













































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





