
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Deluxe CEO, No Apologies, No Limits

        

        
        
          Nikki Deep

        

        
          Published by Nikki Deep, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      DELUXE CEO, NO APOLOGIES, NO LIMITS

    

    
      First edition. November 25, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Nikki Deep.

    

    
    
      Written by Nikki Deep.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


THIS IS A NIKKI DEEP PRODUCTION 

NIKKI DEEP AGENCY PAGE  

Thank you for buying this book.

Showing me support.

Love to you from me.❤️

Enjoy the wild ride.
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My mom is my rock, my, strength and the reason I’m fucking iconic. 

Because she was. 

She was a Queen that never took any shit. 

Ever. 

She was strength and sovereignty. 

Loosing her hit hard. But she lives inside of me. She gives me a spark when I’m ready to give up and let go. 

She’s a true angel.and I miss her and I love her so much it hurts. And the way she loved me. I’m truly grateful and proud to be able to say that she was my mom. 

I love you Mommy ♥️
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AUTHOR’S NOTE
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”I was not made to bow. I was made to rise — again and again — until even the storm remembers my name.”

To every woman who ever had to start over with nothing but attitude and a plan—this one’s for you.

I wrote my way out of chaos, one page at a time, until the words started sounding like power instead of pain.

If you’re holding this book, you already have what it takes.

You don’t need saving. You need strategy.

The world will always try to name you.

Your job is to rename yourself louder.

They’ll call you too much, too bold, too ambitious.

Good.

Be all of it.

I built this story with real scars and real hustle.

It’s messy. It’s mine. It’s honest.

And if it teaches you anything, let it be this: You can turn survival into art, pain into profit, and your life into an empire that answers to no one.

This is for the ones who refuse to settle. 

For the ones who know that beauty and business belong in the same sentence. 

For the women who build empires out of what was meant to break them.

If you’re one of them — welcome to the House of Nikki.

Thank you to everyone who doubted me—you were the motivation I needed.

Thank you to those who believed in me—you were the proof I could.

I built my own throne.

This is Nikki Deep Corporation.

This is feminine power.

And to the ones walking this path now:

Don’t wait for permission.

Don’t shrink for comfort.

Build the throne where you stand.

With fire, faith, and a crown that never slips,

—Nikki Deep
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NIKKI DEEP AGENCY, HIGH HEELS HIGH STANDARDS
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NIKKI DEEP AGENCY PAGE 

My empire is still expanding, and so can yours.

For collaborations, bookings, or to become part of the movement.

I’m here to help in any way I can. 

Email: agency@nikkideep.com

“Empires aren’t found — they’re built. Brick by brick. Breath by breath. Dream by dream.”


—  Nikki Deep
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THE CEO INTRO 

The Empire State of Mind
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“She turned the hustle into heritage.”

You don’t need fixing.

You need unleashing.

The world taught you to shrink.

To whisper.

To play nice.

To wait your turn.

But tell me — what has waiting ever paid you in?

Power doesn’t knock politely.

It storms in.

It builds itself.

It walks in wearing heels that echo like thunder.

This isn’t about being perfect.

It’s about being present.

It’s about owning the moment so completely that doubt doesn’t even get a seat at your table.

Wake up, babe.

You’re not behind.

You’re just being prepared.

All the rejection, the red flags, the breakdowns —that was your training montage.

Now it’s showtime.

Don’t scroll for inspiration.

Become it.

Don’t beg for opportunities.

Build them.

And when they say you’re “too much”?

Smile.

That means you’re overflowing.

You’ve got enough fire for yourself and a revolution.

And time.....

Time is the most valuable thing you have—treat it as such. 

Being unhappy for a day is wasted. 

Being unhappy for years? 

That’s slowly killing you. 

Break free, or die inside. 

Remember: no one fucks with the Queen.  

No one competes with her.  

Queens bend rules. Queens flip the table. Queens burn the house down with her Royal Fucking Flush. 

So stop waiting for luck.  

Build your empire.  

Play dirty if you must.  

”Because crowns aren’t given — they’re taken.”

You were never made to fit in.

You were made to set the tone.

So fix your crown, adjust your lipstick, and stop waiting for validation.

Because, babe—you are the blueprint.

This is what power looks like:

Quiet confidence.

Soft dominance.

A woman who knows her worth, and doesn’t negotiate with doubt.

You don’t chase.

You attract.

You don’t ask.

You announce.

Wake up, babe. 

You survived the storm. You’re here to rise. Now it’s time to own the sky
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THE QUEEN’S ART OF TAKING CHARGE 
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”You don’t dominate the world. You design it.”

A manifesto of feminine command.

“Her peace became her power, her discipline became her support, and her life—her masterpiece.”

This isn’t a book about becoming perfect.

Perfect women break.

Powerful women rise.

Legacy never dies. 

Building your own brand, movement or and cooperation. 

This is a manual for the woman who’s done being small, done being quiet, done waiting for a yes that should’ve been hers from the beginning.

It’s for the woman who’s ready to be her own empire —the brand, the weapon, the crown.

Taking charge isn’t harsh.

It’s holy.

It’s the moment you stop shrinking for comfort and start expanding for destiny.

It’s compassion sharpened into clarity —the kind that makes you untouchable.

Because no one gets to own your peace.

No one gets to pace your life.

No one gets to negotiate your power.

This is your permission slip to claim everything: your mind, your body, your money, your fire, your future.

All of it.

Through brutal honesty and sacred femininity,

Nikki teaches the discipline of feminine command —the psychology of influence, the alchemy of trauma into authority, the transformation of fear into focus, and the art of walking through the world like a woman who knows she’s the storm.

This is not theory.

This is rebirth.

A dark manifesto for every woman done being polite about her power.

Each chapter hits like prophecy —a blend of strategy, sexuality, shadow-work and ruthless self-respect that turns every wound into wisdom and every hesitation into heat.

WHAT YOU WILL MASTER:

STOP ASKING. START RULING.

Permission is a cage.

Authority is a choice.

The day you stop whispering “Am I ready?” and start declaring “Watch me,” you become unstoppable.

Confidence isn’t given. It’s claimed under fire.

SEE THROUGH MANIPULATION LIKE SMOKE

Power is vision.

When someone tries to twist your mind, your awareness slices through the fog like a blade.

You control the access.

You control the energy.

Not every voice deserves your attention —most deserve your silence.

TURN FEAR INTO FUEL, DOUBT INTO DIRECTION

Fear points to your evolution.

Doubt is the shadow of your potential.

Every time you act despite shaking hands or a breaking heart, you rewrite your destiny.

Courage isn’t calm — it’s chosen.

COMMAND RESPECT — WITHOUT LIFTING A FINGER

Respect starts with the way you speak to yourself.

Standards high. Boundaries sharp.

A Queen never lowers her crown to match someone else’s insecurity.

Your presence announces you long before your voice enters the room.

BECOME THE POWER OTHERS ARE DRAWN TO

Your silence intimidates.

Your energy exposes.

Your aura shifts the temperature of every room you enter.

Real confidence doesn’t chase, plead or perform —it radiates, dominates, and rearranges the air.

THE DARK QUEEN CREED

“You don’t dominate the world — you design it.”

Think like a strategist.

Move like a shadow.

Reign like a Queen.

Your softness is not weakness — it’s a weapon.

Your ambition is not arrogance — it’s a prophecy.

Your desire is not shameful — it’s a compass.

You tried being patient.

You tried being quiet.

Now it’s time to be powerful.

Take charge.

Take space.

Take everything with your name on it.

Success isn’t begged for — it’s built.

This is your blueprint to create a life that is entirely your own.

Your freedom.

Your empire.

Your crown.

The world doesn’t need more women waiting to be chosen.

It needs women who choose themselves without blinking.

And that, my love —is the Queen’s Art of Taking Charge.
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THE QUEEN’S MANIFESTO
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(for the women who survived, rose, and refused to apologize)

I was born from chaos, shaped by fire, and crowned by my own hands.

No one handed me shit — I carved my life out of the ruins they left me in.

Judge me if you want.

Just remember:

You’re standing on the outside of a story you never survived.

I don’t chase approval.

I don’t beg to be understood.

I don’t soften my edges so fragile minds can feel safe.

I’ve loved violently.

I’ve lost everything.

I’ve rebuilt myself more times than people have fingers.

Freedom looks different when you had to bleed for it.

Mine looks like heels, champagne, sweat, and a heartbeat that refuses to die.

They tried to break me —

I became the storm.

They tried to shame me —

I became the standard.

They tried to silence me —

I became the fucking soundtrack.

I am not here to fit in.

I am here to take up space.

To live loud.

To want more.

To build the kind of life that scares the ones who never dared to dream.

Call me taboo.

Call me dirty.

Call me whatever helps you sleep.

Just don’t call me weak.

Ever.

Because I walked through hell barefoot —and came back for the ones still burning.
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THE QUEEN’S DECLARATION OF POWER
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The Final Word. The First Command.

“A woman becomes unstoppable the moment she decides she is.”

I built these pages like I built myself —Layer by layer, scar by scar, win by win.

Not to prove anything to the world,

But to remind myself that every empire begins with a woman who refuses to bow to anything but her own vision.

I am her. 

And so are you.

This book is not just a roadmap. It’s a resurrection.

A blueprint carved out of sweat, intuition, ambition, and desire. A testament to the women who were told to shrink,

Yet chose to expand until the room couldn’t contain them anymore.

I didn’t rise because it was easy. I rose because I stopped waiting—for permission, for validation, for someone to save me.

I became my own savior.

My own investor.

My own revolution.

And now I build not from fear, 

But from certainty.

The Empire I Claim:

The Club.

The Agency.

The Clinic.

Three pillars. One universe.

A movement born from feminine intelligence, sensual leadership, and strategic fire.

What I create is not random.

It is ritual.

Every brick chosen with intention.

Every decision stitched with vision.

Every step a declaration:

I am not done.

I am becoming.

The Women Who Follow:

This is for the ones who never fit into the small box they were handed. The ones who danced through darkness until they found their own rhythm.

The ones who turned pain into performance and heartbreak into hunger.

May they read these lines and feel permission ignite in their bones.

May they realize: There is no competition with a woman who knows herself.

There is no limit on a woman who builds herself. 

There is no stopping a woman who backs herself.

“You don’t need fixing. You need unleashing.”

The Legacy I Choose:

I will not be remembered for perfection.

I will be remembered for persistence.

For vision.

For refusing to quit when the world expected me to fail.

My empire will not be measured in money alone,

But in women empowered,

In lives touched,

In the courage I’ve sparked,

In the rooms where my name becomes a verb for power.

To Nikki Deep will mean:

To rise,

To own,

To command,

To create.

The Final Crown:

And when the last page turns, remember this:

I wasn’t born to fit in the system.

I was born to build one.

Not just a business —A blueprint.

Not just an empire —A revolution.

Not just a legacy —A language of power spoken by thousands.

This is only the beginning.

The soft launch of a reign they couldn’t predict

And will never forget.

“This is Nikki Deep Corporation.

This is feminine power.”
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WHY THIS FOLLOWING CHAPTER EXISTS
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Some stories are meant to be whispered. Some are meant to roar. This one roars.

It’s not here to make you feel sorry for me. It’s here to show you what happens when survival meets strategy, pain meets power, and trauma is turned into triumph.

Every bruise, every fear, every night spent thinking I wouldn’t make it—these weren’t detours. They were lessons. And now, they’re a blueprint. A manifesto for anyone ready to stop surviving and start ruling.

This chapter is proof that even in the darkest nights, you can reclaim your body, your mind, and your life. That being beaten is not the end—it’s the beginning.

Welcome to the rise. Welcome to the Queen you were always meant to be.

”Some tried to break me. Every bruise, every insult, every fear became a weapon. From Beaten to Boss isn’t a story of survival—it’s a blueprint for sovereignty. Read it. Own it. Rise.
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FROM BEATEN TO BOSS
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They say survival is instinct. I say survival is strategy.

I used to freeze. Full-body panic. Could be a wasp. A spider. A man with fists like bricks and hate in his eyes.

And let me tell you about that man.195 cm tall, built like a house. Me, 164 cm, 52 kilos. He beat me every day.

That night, he pinned me down. Knees on my arms. No way to protect my face. And he beat me—for eight hours straight.

Told me to say I was a hooker. A whore. Nothing. 

And I did. Because maybe the next punch would hurt less. 

It didn’t.

He strangled me until I blacked out. Then woke me up.

“Don’t die,” he said.

“You’re not worth the prison time.”

THE REBUILD

Snow under my bare feet.

A t-shirt sticking to my skin.

Blood running, but I didn’t feel the cold.

Pain had peaked and gone numb.

I tried to yell. My throat was gone.

One breath. Two breaths. Three breaths.

Again. Again. Again.

I ran — toward strangers, toward light, toward anything but him.

Hours of punches. Satan’s eyes in a man I once loved.

I left my body. Saw everything from above.

Evil exists.

Death chooses when you’re allowed to breathe.

One breath. Two breaths. Three breaths.

There comes a moment after the chaos,

When silence is louder than the screams.

No cameras. No audience. 

Just you—and the breath you fought for.

This isn’t revenge.

It’s resurrection.

Every night I sat with my fear until it got bored of scaring me.

Every morning, a sticky note: Don’t let the dark define you. Some days I kept it. Some days I didn’t. That’s still progress.

Healing isn’t pretty; it’s work done in silence. Every noise sharp. Every shadow heavy.

You don’t rise all at once. You rise molecule by molecule.

Now when I wake up, I don’t reach for excuses.

I reach for lipstick. I reach for music.

I reach for the life that almost didn’t happen.

SURVIVAL INTO SOVEREIGNTY

That night —  The one that should’ve killed me —I survived because I was smart. 

When he took a break from beating me. 

Bloody fists searching through my messages for new fuel,  

I slid to the window and lit up a cigarette. 

And then I used my words. 

I flattered him. 

Played to the narcissist. 

Whispered lies wrapped in sweetness. 

Fed him lines like a poisoned dessert. 

My sentences became straight perfection — never written in any book — lines like poems designed to keep me alive. 

And it worked. 

He dropped his guard for just a second —That was all I needed. 

I got out. 

Alive. 

POWER IS IN YOUR WORDS

Words are weapons. If you sharpen them right, They cut deeper than fists. 

Now? 

I live by that truth. I’ve written things never printed, 

Spoken sentences that made kings beg, 

Used my voice to tease, tempt and to take everything I wanted. 

I can take control of a room or flip a situation on its head, because I know the weapon I carry isn’t in my hands. It’s in my mouth and in my words. 

” Queens aren’t made in comfort. We’re forged in fire.” 

THE QUEEN’S DECREE

He broke my skin, but not my spirit. 

He tried to own me, but taught me how to own. 

He thought pain would silence me, but it gave me a sharper tongue, 

I was beaten. I was silenced. I was told I was nothing.

But here’s the truth they never saw coming:

Every bruise hardened into armor.

Every insult sharpened into a weapon.

Every night I thought I’d die — I was being reborn.

Now I sit on my own throne.

I don’t ask. I command.

I don’t beg. I build.

I don’t break. I bend the world to me.

From victim to vision — that is the blueprint.

From beaten to boss — that is the law of the Queen.

And once you’ve lived it, no man, no system, no chain can ever hold you again.

” He called me nothing I became everything.”
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CALL ME A WHORE BUT SAY IT WITH RESPECT BITCH 

THE DUAL LIFE: THE CEO IN STILETTOS

Whore money my type of math 
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”Sex for money. Yes. Style for life. Absofuckinglutley.”

Whore money? My favorite kind of math.

I’m a hooker, a stripper, a porn actress — and proud.

Let’s get one thing straight from the start:

This isn’t charity.

This isn’t shame.

This is a business — and I run it.

People think men use me for sex.
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