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Foreword
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In a world where power dynamics entwine with intimate desires, Daddy Wants a Kitten invites you to explore the intricate layers of relationships that blur the lines between authority and surrender. 

This story centers around Josephine Miller, a daring young woman who steps into a life filled with uncharted territory and profound self-discovery, finding herself captivated by Mr. Micah Carnegie, a man whose magnetic presence draws her into an exhilarating journey filled with passion and complexity.

As you turn these pages, prepare to immerse yourself in a narrative that celebrates not only the exploration of sensuality and submission but also the deeply human emotions that accompany such choices. 

This is a tale that travels through stolen glances, whispered secrets, and the electric connection that ignites when two souls dare to embrace their true selves.

Here, themes of vulnerability, trust, and transformation weave a rich tapestry of self-discovery and empowerment, reminding us that our pasts do not define us but rather serve as catalysts for growth. 

Each character, flawed and beautifully complex, navigates the often tumultuous waters of intimacy, reminding us that every relationship holds the power to reshape our understanding of love and connection.

Daddy Wants a Kitten is a celebration of identity—the audacity to embrace desire, to confront societal expectations, and to seek an authentic existence within the confines of a world dominated by intricate dynamics. This is not merely a story of submission; it is one of empowerment.

As you embark on this journey with Josephine, I encourage you to embrace the lush landscapes of her experiences. Allow yourself to explore your own notions of desire, freedom, and the beauty that emerges when we let go of preconceived notions and step fully into who we are meant to become.

Welcome to a world bursting with intensity, longing, and vulnerability. May you find within these pages not only a tale of passion but also an invitation to examine your own desires—because, ultimately, the most profound journeys lead us toward the truth of ourselves.

I sincerely hope you love it.

— Julie 
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Chapter 1: His Ad
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My world began at 5:15 AM. Dawn was not an event but a ritual—a silent, bleeding transition from iron to rose over the Pacific. To call it beautiful would be a sentimental error; it was correct. Its precision was exact. I allowed myself four breaths to observe it, the duration of a single, slow sip of black coffee. Distraction was a form of disobedience, and I had excised disobedience from my life like a flawed gene.

The silence of my bedroom suite was not empty; it was a cultivated medium, like the gel in a petri dish, fostering the growth of my will. Fifty minutes of yoga were not exercise but an architectural endeavor—I was drafting the blueprint of my body’s obedience. The shower’s needle-spray was a thousand tiny audits, scrubbing away the night’s latent chaos. Breakfast appeared, a still-life of steamed egg whites and avocado, presented by staff who understood that silence was the highest form of service, a language we all spoke fluently.

By 7:30, in the backseat of my tomb-quiet of the Bentley, I ceased to be a man. I became a principle of analysis. The tablet glowed with the world’s financial tremors—not numbers, but seismic shifts in desire and fear. I parsed them, not commanded them. 

Command implied resistance. Here, there was none. At Carnegie Strategic Holdings, my word was law because it was inevitable. I offered a vision of order so pristine that submission to it felt like a homecoming. People either stepped into the symmetry I provided or vanished from my perception. It was clean. It was absolute.

It was the same principle that governed my more private hungers. At 10:37 PM, the merger closed. The professional world had yielded. 

Now, in the leather-and-whiskey silence of my study, I acknowledged the other appetite, the one that lived in the marrow, not the mind. It wasn’t for submission—that was commonplace. It was for surrender. A willful, intelligent relinquishment. I didn’t want to break a spirit; I wanted a spirit that chose its own beautiful bondage.

My current companions were proof of concept: the fox, all clever curves and sly loyalty; the bunny, softness with a steel core of nurture. They were content. But a space had opened. A specific shape. The space for a kitten.

The archetype was clear: curiosity tethered to devotion. Playfulness that would, at a firm word, melt into pliancy. A spirit that understood the deepest safety lies in being owned.

With the same focus I brought to a hostile takeover, I opened my laptop. The Aviary awaited—a digital velvet rope. My post was not an advertisement; it was a summons.

Title: A Curated Space for a Kitten

From: A Principal who understands that luxury is a environment for truth. I offer structure, security, and a profound attention that borders on worship. I require authenticity, intuition, and a soul that finds its freedom in sincere service.

The Role: You would be the newest companion in my home, cherished for your unique essence. You would be my kitten. This implies a nature both lively and tender, a mind that delights in the nuance of please, a heart that finds peace in the clarity of mine.

The Process: I respectfully request that you not submit any photos. I am not interested in the obvious. To quote Antoine de Saint-Exupéry, “...what is essential is invisible to the eye.” 

To apply, provide one audio recording. Just your voice, in a private space, answering this question: What does it mean to you to be a good girl?

I paused. The question was a key. But I needed more than a psychological fit; I needed a physiological truth. The right voice wouldn't just speak; it would pull a wire taut in my gut.

My fingers finished the thought: 

The recording must be compelling enough to turn me on. It must make my cock so hard my balls ache with the need to hear more. Let this be your guide.

A faint, cold smile touched my lips. The standard was set: impossibly high, exquisitely clear. It would terrify the curious and call out, like a dog whistle, to the one whose frequency matched mine. At 11:17 PM, I sent it into the digital ether.

The hunt was open. I leaned back, the taste of scotch and anticipation on my tongue. Somewhere, a woman was moving through a life that felt like a coat two sizes too large. She would be feeling a hum in her blood she had no name for. Soon, she would find my invitation.

I would wait. I am a patient man. Patience, after all, is the keenest form of hunger. And as I sat in the perfect silence of my inner sanctum, I felt it—a low, insistent thrum in my veins. I was not just waiting.

I was listening.
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Chapter 2: Her Voice
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The ad haunted me.

I found it on a Tuesday, the day it was posted, during my lunch break at the coffee shop, scrolling through The Aviary on my phone hidden below the counter. 

My life was a study in beige—beige walls in my studio apartment, the beige sound of the espresso machine, the beige feeling of a future stretching out in a straight, unremarkable line. I scrolled through these hidden forums not to act, but to dream. To feel a shiver of something other.

Then I saw it—A Position for a Kitten

My breath caught. The words were like a key sliding into a lock I didn’t fully know I had. 

A Principal of established, singular taste... sanctuary of order, luxury, and mutual fulfillment... a sincere desire to serve. 

It was arrogant, terrifying, and so beautifully, brutally specific. It wasn’t calling out to everyone. It felt, impossibly, like it was calling out to me.

But it was the final line that stopped my heart and sent a flush of heat straight to my core.

The recording must be compelling enough to turn me on. It must make me so hard my balls ache with the need to hear more.

I nearly dropped my phone. It was a command. A challenge. An invitation to a precipice. For two days, I lived in a daze. I served lattes, I smiled at customers, I swept floors—all while his words echoed in my head. 

What does it mean to you to be a good girl? 

I thought about it while stacking cups. It meant anticipation. It meant wanting to please so deeply that you could feel the rightness of a command before it was given. It meant peace in surrender.

By the third day, the fear had been burned away by a strange, electric certainty. If I didn’t do this, I would always wonder, and I would stay beige.

I spent that night cleaning my tiny apartment until it shone. I took a long shower. I lit a single candle. This wasn’t just making a recording; it was preparing for a ritual. I set up my phone, hit record, and... froze. My voice sounded thin, rehearsed. I deleted it. The next attempt was worse—a stumbling, academic ramble. I sounded like a student, not a kitten.

Frustration curled in my stomach, tight and hot. This wasn’t working. I needed to feel it, not just say it.

I lay back on my bed, the candlelight dancing on the ceiling. My hand slipped under the waistband of my panties, a slow, exploratory touch. I let my mind go blank, then fill with him. The unnamed Principal. Daddy. I started to imagine his voice as an instrument of control, then his imposing presence, and finally, his unyielding expectation.

I began to touch myself in earnest, my fingers circling teasingly at first, denying the full pressure my body begged for. I began to imagine his commands in his deep dulcet voice. “Wait for it, kitten. I want you to plead for release. I need you to tell me who you belong to.” 

Even though I was completely alone, I complied with his demands. The delay only heightened the sensation until I couldn’t hold back. The mental picture of his fantasized authority came suddenly.
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