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Dedication 


Once as a brand-new “baby” nurse (many, many years ago now), I once cared for a man who never left his wife’s side—not even for a moment—as she was dying from a terminal illness. He fed her before feeding himself. Slept only when she rested. Held her hand while I quietly took her vitals. On the day she passed, one of his questions to me broke my heart: “Is there love after death?” Nearly 10 years later, I saw him again—with a new woman at his side as they had both taken a tumble while rollerblading and I was working a shift in the adjoining Urgent Care to the hospital I was at. He was laughing. In love. Alive. When he realized I was the nurse that helped him and his family during one of his darkest moments, I asked him, “So you did find love again?” 
He nodded with a big grin on his face, kissed the woman he was with, and said to me, “I sure did!”
That moment inspired William’s story in His Little Seashell—a romance about grief, healing, and the kind of love that surprises you when you least expect it.
To that man that is out there living his best life with his second-chance-love : Thank you for letting me learn from your life journey that Love is Boundless and Timeless. 
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Preface 


This book is a DD/lg romance. The MMC in this book is a Daddy Dom and the MFC identifies as a little. This is an act of role-playing and/or a lifestyle dynamic between the characters and falls under the BDSM umbrella. That is a consensual power exchange relationship between consenting legal adults. There will be references of ‘Daddy’ and ‘little one’ or ‘little girl’ or ‘baby-girl’ used as terms of love, endearment and romantic references. To learn more about the BDSM dynamic of Ageplay, please refer to Wikipedia - https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ageplay . Please do not read this story if you find any of this to be disturbing or a trigger for you. 
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Content Warning 


This book contains uses that might upset readers as follows: 
- Panic attacks 
- Emotional insecurity 
- Death of a spouse 
- Grief and loss 
- Therapy and mental health services 
- Fear of rejection and abandonment 
- Anxiety and depression 
- Toxic relationships 
- BDSM/kink dynamics 
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LET’S KEEP IN TOUCH! 


Follow me on LinkTree - https://linktr.ee/elliearae811924
Join my Facebook Group -  https://www.facebook.com/share/g/1D4UUmCBSV/ 
Email Me : ellierae811924@gmail.com 
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Prologue


William 
Grief arrives uninvited and lingers long after the world stops asking how you’re doing.
The absence of my wife, Sarah, still lives in the quiet spaces of my life—the empty side of the bed, the morning cup I instinctively pour before I remember she’s not here to drink it.
They say time dulls pain. That’s not true. Time reshapes it. Makes it quieter, yes—but never gone.
I’ve lived these past few years the way a man treads water: above the surface, surviving. But never moving forward.
And then came one afternoon. A simple lunch with Edward and Rose. A table set for four. And her.
Katrina.
The instant I hear her name it feels like it has always belonged within me.
She occupies the seat opposite mine with sunlight pouring through the café window to frame her while her hands cradle an iced tea glass gently. Her quiet elegance exists, but fails to capture my attention.
It’s her stillness.
She pays close attention when Rose speaks. Her smile emerges tentatively and softly because she isn’t accustomed to prolonged attention.
It’s her way of looking at me that stands out.
She doesn’t flinch from eye contact. But there’s a guard behind her gaze—an invisible wall I recognize because I’ve lived behind one just like it.

      [image: ]Katrina 
He has the kind of presence that doesn’t need volume.
William is composed, observant. His silence doesn’t feel awkward—it feels earned. Intentional. The low rumble of his voice pulls through conversation like an undercurrent. Steady. Measured.
But it’s not his voice that undoes me.
It’s his eyes.
Dark and thoughtful, they hold mine longer than I’m used to. Not in a way that feels invasive. It’s quieter than that. Curious.
Seen.
And I hate how much I want to stay there—held in that gaze.
I’ve spent years mastering the art of being visible without being vulnerable. I pour myself into my classroom, my students, their bright chaos and tiny, trusting hands.
But once the final child leaves and the lights go out, the silence returns. And I’ve made peace with it. Mostly.
Because love is a risk I’ve stopped believing in. Real love slips through your fingers, even when you hold on with everything you have.
But William is different.
He listens. Really listens. And when he says my name, it feels like a promise.

      [image: ]William 
Her smile feels like a shield, and I’m caught between admiring her strength and wanting to be the one she doesn’t have to protect herself from.
I’m not supposed to want this. 
Not after Sarah. 
But I do. 
And when she laughs—soft, like she doesn’t quite trust it—I feel something crack open in my chest.
She’s sunshine with storm clouds behind her eyes. Strength wrapped in gentleness. A little in her spirit, even if she hasn’t realized it yet.
She doesn’t know what I see in her. But I do.
And suddenly, I’m wondering if the years I spent waiting weren’t about healing from the past…
But about becoming the man she needs now.

      [image: ]Katrina 
I shouldn’t let my thoughts drift the way they do when he looks at me.
But they do.
And when he leans in slightly—when he calls me little one for the first time—my breath catches before I can stop it.
It’s not just his voice. It’s the weight of it. The way it wraps around the part of me I’ve tried to bury.
The part that longs to be seen. Held. Guided.
And just like that, I wonder—terrified and hopeful all at once—
Is he the Daddy and Dom I’ve been waiting for?
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Chapter 1


William 
The ocean is merciless in its consistency.
Each wave rushes to the shore with the same indifferent rhythm as the one before, then retreats, dragging the sand back with it like it’s reclaiming something it never meant to give. I stand barefoot at the edge of the surf, the cold water licking at my ankles, the briny air sharp as it fills my lungs. This is the same beach where I scattered Sarah’s ashes. The same stretch of sand I returned to, over and over, when silence was the only thing that didn’t ask me to move on.
There’s no comfort here. Not really.
But there’s familiarity. 
And sometimes, that’s enough. 
Strong winds this morning sweep through the air bringing along the smell of salt and distant gull cries. From a distant place, a child's laughter briefly slices through the ocean waves. I shut my eyes and allow the sound to slice through me like a blade because it brings back memories of a life that I once possessed.
Sarah used to say the sea had a pulse. That if you listened long enough, you could hear it whisper back the things you were afraid to say out loud. But when I listen now, all I hear is space. Space where her voice used to be. Space where my laughter used to live.
I have often heard everyone talking about grief like it’s a mountain a person climbs. I wonder to myself if that is something I can personally conquer. 
But I know better.
Grief isn’t something you survive. It’s something you learn to carry.
Still, I came here today with something unspoken sitting in my chest.
I tilt my head toward the sky and whisper it to the clouds anyway.
If there’s more for me out there, let it find me.
By noon, I’m locking up the beach house, its shutters drawn tight, the inside still holding the scent of cedar and salt. I haven’t stayed overnight here in months, but sometimes I come to breathe. To listen. Today, I came to say goodbye.
Not to Sarah.
To the version of me that thought he'd never try again.
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I don’t usually take my walks this early, but something told me to today. The neighborhood behind my apartment complex is still tucked in that quiet lull between sunrise and the hum of weekday life. Just a few cars passing, birds hopping along fences, and the comforting press of sunlight starting to warm the earth. I love the walking paths of this particular neighborhood as the homes are so vintage looking yet have their own modern twist. 
Another reason I prefer long walks is the apartment gym is always filled with creepy guys ‘looking for a date’. I just want to work out in peace and not be preyed upon. That’s probably the main reason why I love taking long walks, because I can exercise yet also let my mind wander, let loose a little. 
I keep my pace easy, letting my arms swing lightly, my fingers brushing the hem of my sleeve. There’s a softness to this morning that feels almost sacred — the kind that makes you pause mid-step just to breathe it in.
But still, somewhere under the stillness… something stirs. It’s not joy exactly. And it’s not quite peaceful. Hope, maybe. The dangerous kind. The kind that creeps in quietly and tells you love might not hurt this time.
I shake the thought away and focus on the path ahead. Hope is a language I’ve tried to forget how to speak.
I wrap my arms tighter around myself and try not to think about how empty the apartment felt when I woke up this morning. Try not to think about how many things I do alone that used to feel okay — and now just feel... silent.
Still, something inside me feels like it’s shifting. Like the first crack in the ice before a thaw.
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By late afternoon, I’m back in Houston.
The sun cuts through the blinds of my kitchen in fractured lines, spilling across the table where my coffee sits untouched. I brewed it out of habit, not need — the ritual of it feels familiar, but the comfort never comes.
The house smells the way it always does — faint cologne, fresh wood polish, and something lavender left over from Sarah’s diffuser in the hallway. I haven’t had the heart to replace the scent. It makes it easier to pretend, sometimes, that she just stepped out for a moment.
I settle into the chair that always feels a little too big now, watching the steam rise in slow spirals until it vanishes into the stillness.
And then my phone buzzes. 
Edward’s name flashes on the screen, right above a photo of him and Rose — a snapshot of the kind of love I used to believe I’d never have again.
“You sound like hell,” he says as soon as I pick up.
I manage a half-hearted chuckle. “You always know how to charm me.”
“Are you still hiding out at the beach house?”
“Not anymore.”
He pauses. “You came home.”
“Something’s different,” I say, and the words surprise me. I’m not sure I even meant to say it out loud. “I went to the ocean this morning. I thought it would feel like closure. But it didn’t. It felt like a beginning.”
I notice there is a long pause before Edward asks me, “You saw her again, didn’t you?”
“I didn’t speak to her... but yes.” I stand, walking slowly toward the window. “She passed right in front of the house.”
“And?”
“And I watched her walk away.”
Another pause. “You’re not going to let her do that again.”
I don’t answer right away. Outside, the world glows with sunlight. Then as if a force beyond understanding draws my attention down the sidewalk, I see her, walking with her hair up in a loose ponytail, her sleeves pulled down past her wrists. It's Katrina.
She moves gracefully, and carefully, yet so achingly familiar in her quiet sadness.
“No,” I finally say. “I won’t. When I see her next time, I’ll approach her.”

      [image: ]Katrina 
By the time the sun slips behind the buildings, the sky turns violet and the air smells like fresh rain. I curl up on the window seat, a cup of tea resting on the ledge beside me, though it’s long since gone cold. I haven’t taken a sip.
My thoughts are still on him.
William.
He was there again today. I didn’t mean to look. I didn’t even know I would pass his house again. But as soon as I did, I felt it — that weight of his gaze, low and steady, not demanding, just... seeing. He probably doesn’t know that I caught a glimpse of him standing in his front window. It was just a glimpse, yet I knew he was watching, the feel of his eyes intently on me as I passed. I try to take different walking trails in the neighborhood to change it up now and then. I remember him telling me he lived really close by my apartment complex when we met at lunch with our friends Edward and Rose. One morning when I was walking, I saw him getting
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