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This book is a work of fiction intended for adult audiences only (18+). All characters are over the age of eighteen, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

The stories in this collection depict consensual roleplay scenarios of financial domination (FinDom) and female domination (FemDom). They are written as fantasy for entertainment and do not describe, encourage, or condone real-world financial abuse, coercion, or non-consensual activity.

Readers are reminded that healthy BDSM and financial domination practices are always based on mutual consent, negotiation, and respect between adults. If you choose to explore these dynamics in real life, please do so responsibly, with trust, clear communication, and limits established.

This book contains themes of power exchange, humiliation, and financial control that some may find disturbing. Reader discretion is strongly advised.

By reading further, you confirm that you are of legal age in your jurisdiction and that you understand the fictional and adult-only nature of this material.
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Sara Lexington writes FemDom and dark romance fiction that explores the raw edges of power, desire, and surrender. Her stories dive into the psychology of control and the intimacy of submission, blending emotional depth with unapologetic sensuality. She creates narratives for readers who crave intensity, authenticity, and the irresistible pull of giving everything away.
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Chapter 1: The CEO’s Discipline
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Mark’s footsteps rang against the polished tile of the high-rise office building’s empty hallway. It was late. The city’s twilight sky was reflected in the glossy conference room windows he passed, casting fractured lights on the walls. The tower loomed over him like a glass monolith, and he felt every inch of it press down on him. Clutching his briefcase to his side, he hurried down the sterile corridor. In the after-hours hush, even his breathing seemed loud. He tried to steady himself with each step, but a knot of dread tightened in his stomach.

A moment before he’d left his desk, a message had flashed on his phone from his CEO, Sophia White. “Performance and bonus review.” The text was brief and businesslike, almost casual – but seeing it had twisted his gut. He knew better than to guess what it truly meant. The quiet confidence he’d worn all day already felt stripped away, leaving raw anxiety in its place. Now, as he moved along the darkened hall, the threat of that summons replayed itself in his mind over and over. Each beat of his heart made his pulse seem to throb through the phone still warm in his hand. The door to her executive suite was near. It was only a few steps from here, but it felt like a mile.

Mark came to a stop by the elevator doors. They chimed open in response to his touch, and he stepped inside without a word, the airtight silence of the car settling around him. The gentle ding as they passed each floor felt louder than usual, punctuating his panic. He wiped a sheen of sweat from his forehead; his shirt felt damp and tight across his chest. Okay, Mark, he told himself as the elevator climbed. It’s just a meeting. But the numb tightness in his throat said otherwise. He stared straight ahead at the softly lit ceiling panel above, trying to control the tremor in his hands.

When the doors opened to Sophia’s floor, Mark exhaled shakily. The hall outside was deserted and quiet, bathed in the wan glow of fluorescent lights. He fixed his navy tie one more time and smoothed his jacket, straightening his collar against the chill of the air-conditioning. His instincts told him to run; his limbs felt weak at the thought of what awaited him. But he was a dutiful employee – a good employee – even if his heart pounded as if to escape his chest.

He stepped out of the elevator and walked slowly toward the CEO’s office. The corridor was lined with wood-paneled walls and closed doors leading to empty offices. Only one door at the far end stood slightly ajar, spilling a warm, golden light into the hallway. Mark hesitated outside it. Through the gap, he could see the soft glow of a desk lamp and the unmistakable silhouette of Sophia White. She was looking out the huge glass window at the city below. The lights of the skyscrapers winked in the distance like stars.

Gathering himself, Mark smoothed the front of his shirt one last time. His reflection in the glass briefly caught his eyes: dark circles under clear blue eyes, lips pressed tight. He closed the gap in the doorway with measured steps. The fragrance of her perfume floated out, a subtle hint of jasmine in the air. It made his head swim a little as he entered the room.

Sophia White stood behind the massive glass desk, her back to him. Even from behind, Mark felt her power filling the room. She was a striking figure in a sharply tailored navy skirt-suit, her dark hair pulled tightly into a neat bun that exposed the long nape of her neck. Every inch of her posture was controlled and deliberate. The city lights behind her painted her in silhouette, accentuating the strong line of her shoulders and the firmness of her chin.

“Good evening, Mark,” she said at once, turning to face him with cool, appraising eyes. Her tone was polite but completely unreadable. Mark shut the door quietly behind himself and found himself holding his breath as she measured him. There was no smile, only a faint tightening around her eyes as she took in the anxious young man standing before her. Finally, she inclined her head and motioned to the chair in front of the desk. “Have a seat, please.”

Mark forced his legs to cooperate. His knees felt weak, and he fumbled slightly with the chair before lowering himself into it. His hands were clasped tightly in his lap, fingers entwined until the knuckles turned white. His heart thundered audibly in his own ears. He forced himself to sit up straight, trying to look as professional and calm as possible – no small task given how unsteady he felt. His every instinct screamed to flee, but he dared not run from Sophia’s gaze now.

Sophia slipped behind her desk with the fluid grace of someone accustomed to authority. On the desk, she reached out and picked up a slim black portfolio, flipping it open with a practiced gesture. “Your performance this quarter,” she began in her measured, quiet voice, “was adequate, better than last time.” She tapped the cover of the folder lightly. “But before we discuss bonuses, there’s something else we need to address.”

At the last words, Mark felt as though someone had punched the wind out of him. The air left his lungs in a rush, and he sank slightly deeper into the chair, hands gripping the armrests. Something else? Fear curdled in the pit of his stomach. His cheeks grew hot under Sophia’s steady gaze. He blinked, trying to swallow. “I... I’m not sure what you mean,” he mumbled, his voice barely above a whisper.

Sophia ignored his feeble defiance. She remained composed and deadly calm. Without another word of introduction, she opened the folder. Inside were stacks of printed credit card statements, taped into neat rows. Mark’s pulse leaped and he leaned forward instinctively, mouth slack. They were unambiguous: dates and amounts, merchant names, and transactions laid out in cold black and white.

Sophia slid the papers across to him, sliding them along the glass desktop until the top sheet was under his nose. “It’s about your expenses,” she said, a hint of steel in her voice. “Legitimate, Mark? Because I see recurring payments to certain websites.” Her finger tapped one line after another as she spoke. Mark’s eyes jumped from line to line. EleganceStudios Ltd.... Jade Romanov Online... He froze. These were names he recognized all too well. The first was the company that ran the high-end webcam site he had frequented twice a week. The second was a pseudonym for an online dominatrix to whom he had transferred money on several occasions. His heart pounded so hard he thought it might burst.

“Sophia, I...” he stammered, panic rising in his throat. He tried to smile weakly at her, opening his mouth to explain. Misfiled receipts? Budget code mix-up?

His throat went dry, but he managed to croak, “I... I must have misfiled those receipts.”

Sophia shot him a look as cold and sharp as a steel blade. She pressed a finger on the top sheet, holding it down. “Spreadsheets don’t lie, Mark.” Her tone was soft, almost soothing – the more dangerous kind of calm. “They show exactly what you’ve been doing with company funds.” She fixed him with a steady, piercing gaze. “So tell me, what do you have to say for yourself?”

Mark’s face burned with shame. He wanted to melt into the chair and disappear. His mouth opened and closed like a fish out of water. He had nothing real to say. *Of course, there was nothing legitimate about those payments. All those luxurious webcam shows, all the money to Jade... * “I’m sorry,” he finally managed, voice quavering. “I... I didn’t mean to—”

Sophia cut him off with a thin, mirthless smile. She leaned forward on the desk, fingertips tapping lightly in a staccato rhythm against the glass. “Personal, huh?” she repeated softly, her voice almost playful now, the implication venomous. “Personal, huh? Like that thousand dollars to Grace Dolce last week – was that personal?”

Mark’s eyes widened. “I... I—” He flinched as if struck. Grace Dolce was the name of an escort he had taken out of town the previous weekend, the woman for whom he had reserved a private encounter. He had never told anyone at work about her – or about the extra tip he had slipped to secure her company. Yet here was his boss, on the other side of the desk, smugly confirming every sordid detail.

Sophia continued, voice dropping lower, almost humming with amusement. “You think I don’t know why you gave her that tip?” She raised an eyebrow, letting the heavy accusation hang in the air. The leather of her gloves creaked as she stretched her fingers over the statements. “Nice to know I’m not the only one who knows how to... keep you in line, isn’t it?”

Mark’s heart thundered in his chest at her double meaning. Even as flush turned to a cold wave of mortification, he felt a strange, helpless thrill. She’s right. She does know. She knows everything. He couldn’t look away.

Sophia stood up in a single fluid motion and stepped around her desk. She picked up Mark’s company credit card from the folder, flipping it casually between two fingers. The sound of plastic spinning was louder than any clap of thunder in Mark’s ears. “This card,” she announced, and Mark held his breath, “is now useless to you.” She brought the card to her lips, trailing a tongue along its edge, then snapped it between her thumb and forefinger. With a sharp snap, it broke in half. His corporate lifeline, the plastic that had once allowed him freedom – smashed.

“No, please!” he blurted out instinctively. But it came out as a strangled whimper.

She didn’t flinch. In fact, she smiled faintly at his reaction. Without a flicker of emotion on her expression, she reached out and plucked his personal credit card from the folder as well. Her fingers were cool as they closed around it, and then she was holding it up for him to see. “As for this,” she said, voice still soft and even, “all purchases will require my approval from now on.”

Mark’s mouth fell open. No card. No freedom to spend at all unless she said so. He opened his mouth to protest, but again no sound came. It was as if a heavy weight was pressing against his tongue. He realized suddenly how exposed he felt – physically, emotionally. He was sitting down, but he felt more vulnerable than ever.

Sophia leaned back against her desk. The lamplight behind her caught the small curve of her lips as they turned up just a fraction. “From now on,” she said, the words rolling out steadily, “everything you do and every dollar you have is accounted for... to me.” She punctuated that with a slow, measured pause, then finished, “Your money is the only vote that counts here, Mark, and it just elected me as queen.”

Mark’s breath caught. Her words were indelible, ringing in his ears. Elected me as queen. The finality in her voice sent a simultaneous pulse of fear and an intoxicating thrill through him. His face had probably gone as red as a beaten tomato, but something deep inside him felt ... pleased, almost. The idea that she would take control of his life like this was terrifying, but under her gaze it also felt undeniably right. Shamed and stunned, he nodded mutely.

“Y-yes, Mistress,” he managed to choke out, his own voice trembling. The word tasted foreign on his lips, but satisfying in a guilty, desperate way.

Sophia’s eyebrows lifted slightly in approval. “Good,” she said, as if he had done something charming. Her fingers tightened on the personal card in her hand. Then, smooth as silk, she slid a sleek new company phone across the desk to him, its screen glowing softly. With the other hand, she picked up a slim tablet from the corner of the desk and began tapping numbers on it.

He stared in disbelief. “W-what do you mean?” he stammered, bewildered.

“In fact,” Sophia continued, eyes still on her tablet screen, “I want an immediate transfer.” The phone chirped with each tap of her fingers. Her gaze flicked up to meet his, and in it he saw neither anger nor mercy, just unyielding command. “Wire five thousand dollars to my account. Call it a fee... for your indiscretion.”

Five thousand dollars. Five thousand. The number burned in Mark’s mind. It was more than he earned in a month. It was more than his entire savings. His heart hammered against his ribcage. “Five thousand dollars,” he whispered, so stunned he could barely form the words out loud, much less think about what to do.

She repeated, almost patiently, “Five thousand. Now. On your knees.”

His knees buckled without even a conscious decision. It was as if his brain finally caught up: She said on your knees. He felt himself crash down to the polished wood floor, legs going out from under him. His hands slammed to the ground to catch himself; the palms felt cool against the slick surface. He bowed his head instinctively, the very act of kneeling before her igniting a blaze of humiliation in his belly.

The thick, luxurious rug by the edge of the floor scratched against his polished suit as he knelt below the chair. The difference in texture – the soft carpet under his shins and the hard wood beneath his thighs – was oddly grounding. It drove home just how submissive he was at that moment, completely at her mercy.

As soon as he was down, Sophia moved behind the chair. He could feel the air shift as she took a step toward him. A firm hand came down on the back of his neck, pressing gently but firmly. Another hand slid beneath his chin, lifting his face up so that he was compelled to look at her.

“You know what you are,” Sophia whispered, voice low and rough, her eyes boring into his.

Mark’s throat was dry. The power in her demand was absolute. He swallowed and forced the words out, steady and clear even as he squirmed a little against her grip. “I belong to you, Mistress,” he said in a voice that wavered at first but grew surer with each word. “I am your slave.”

Sophia’s lips curved into a pleased smile as she watched him say it. With one manicured finger, she brushed a stray lock of hair away from his forehead, her touch hot and deliberate. “Say it properly,” she murmured softly, as if encouraging a student pronouncing a difficult word.

Mark took a steadying breath, the slight quiver in his legs reminding him of where he was. “I am your cash slave, Mistress Sophia. I belong to you.” His voice was quiet but firm, every syllable accented. The humiliation of proclaiming himself so completely to her – even answering to the title “cash slave” – sent a shiver of heat through him. He closed his eyes briefly at the admission, his cheeks burning, yet unable to deny the fierce pride kindling inside his chest.

Her smile turned triumphant. “Good boy,” Sophia praised him, her voice a low purr. She leaned down and kissed the crown of his head, placing her warm lips against his hair. He felt a rush of heat at the back of his neck wherever her kiss touched him. It was a quick kiss, but full of approval, and it melted something icy inside him. She straightened and stepped back, still holding his gaze.

“And how does it feel?” she whispered, a dangerously soft edge underlining her question.

Mark swallowed hard, eyes still closed at the sensation of her lips. When he opened them, every nerve in his body was on fire. “Right,” he breathed, whispering the word as if it were a benediction. Heat flooded his face and chest. “It feels right. It feels like I’m meant to serve you.”

“Very good,” Sophia said, a satisfied smirk spreading across her face. She placed a hand flat on his head, pressing down gently as if petting a dog. The gesture was patronizing and possessive at once, and Mark bowed deeper, so overcome he almost panted. “You’ve done well today.”

His legs felt weak. Still kneeling with her hand on the back of his head, Mark pressed his lips against the floor reflexively. “Thank you... Mistress,” he murmured, the words lost in the carpet. His voice was thick, and a strange, elated dizziness spun in the room around him.

Sophia squeezed his shoulder lightly. “Now rise,” she said. “Consider this a reward.”

Mark obeyed on trembling knees. He pushed himself upright with both hands, trying not to give in to the spinning in his head. As he straightened, he noticed an ivory envelope lying on the glass desk in front of Sophia. It was plain, unmarked except for a neat hand-written name: Mark Thomson.

With shaky fingers, Mark reached out and picked up the envelope. He tore it open cautiously and pulled out a folded check. His eyes widened; he almost dropped it in surprise.

“One hundred dollars,” he said, astonished, disbelief heavy in his tone.

Sophia’s red lips parted in a pleased little smile. “Yes, one hundred dollars,” she confirmed. “A token for your service.”

Relief and pride flooded Mark all at once. He practically felt the weight of the check in his hands like a tangible approval from her. With his face hot, he managed, “Thank you, Mistress,” once more. The words tasted like electricity now.

She nodded. “Remember, Mark,” she said, her tone shifting back to crisp businesslike authority, “every penny beyond this allowance is earned with devotion and obedience. Now go.”

Mark bowed his head and slid out of the boardroom slowly, still clutching the check and the new company phone in one trembling hand. Once the door closed behind him, he let out the breath he hadn’t realized he’d been holding.

As he walked through the quiet, tiled hallway to the elevator, his mind swirled. The day’s humiliations and excitements collided in his chest. He couldn’t figure out how he felt exactly—ashamed, exhilarated, submissive, alive? Probably all of those. He didn’t even notice another text popping onto his phone screen until much later, when he was back at his desk and the office was almost empty for the night. Sophia’s name was at the top of his inbox with a one-line message: “Allowance Update: $100.”
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