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Dedication


Writing His Little Butterfly has been a journey that goes beyond words—it’s been a reflection of my heart, my struggles, and my growth. Over the course of nearly two years and through two different attempts, I’ve poured everything into this story. The male character always challenged me, particularly when it came to understanding the hardship he would face. It wasn’t until I walked through my own storm of significant and emotional challenges that I truly grasped the depth of human resilience and the many ways we survive life’s hardest trials. 
In the past 2 years, my world has been turned completely upside down and inside out. I’ve met people who’ve touched my soul in ways I never expected, and I’ve learned lessons that I never saw coming. Through the chaos, I’ve formed cherished new friendships and deepened the love I have for those who’ve stood by me for years. It’s been the unwavering love and support of my family, my friends, and a community that I now couldn’t imagine my life without, that gave me the courage and strength to finally bring this book to life.
I have grown in ways never imagined and learned from people in the past 2 years that has set me on a path of self-care and personal healing. 
His Little Butterfly is more than a book to me—it’s the fulfillment of a dream I’ve had since I was eight years old. While my expectations for success are humble, simply holding this book in my hands allows the little girl in me to feel a joy and satisfaction that words can’t describe. As you read these pages, I hope you find the hope and peace that this story is meant to offer, especially if your heart is breaking or on its way to healing.
Above all, this journey has taught me one undeniable truth—love knows no bounds and love always conquers all.
Thank you, from the bottom of my heart, for being a part of this journey with me.
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Preface 


This book is a BDSM romance. The MMC in this book is a Daddy Dom and the FMC 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 -  .  
Please do not read this story if you find any of this to be disturbing or distressing for you. 
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LET’S KEEP IN TOUCH! 


Facebook - Ellie A. Rae 
Instagram - @elliearae8124
Threads - @elliearae8124 
TikTok - @elliearae8124
LinkTree - https://linktr.ee/elliearae811924
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Content Warning 


His Little Butterfly explores themes that may be distressing for some, including:  
- Panic attacks 
- Hospitalization 
- Autoimmune disease 
- Anxiety and depression 
- Divorce 
- Cancer 
- Adoption 
- BDSM/kink 
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Prologue


Rose 
The café hums softly around me. I listen to the mingling voices laughing and the clinking of coffee cups.
At this moment, everything feels distant as if it originates from another world. One that I used to live in. I evaluate my current absence of both a partner and a Daddy. Someone to enjoy the little experiences of life and make that feel meaningful.
I emit a groan before I turn to look out of the window at the rain again. I might always experience life as though I exist outside of my present reality. I feel like I’m observing life from the sidelines somedays. A small part of me wonders if any change is possible and if I will feel like I belong…again.

      [image: image-placeholder]Edward 
I see the continuous rain pouring outside my window. The sound of rain fills my silent house. There is always silence in this place except for the old clock's ticking on the mantelpiece and the sounds my dog Max makes. I’ve grown used to it, this silence. Cancer has taken a lot away from me. Scars on my body are a constant reflection of what I've been through. Even though the treatments are over, the memories keep coming back to me when I least expect them to.
When I rub my hands together, I can feel how rough my skin is. Every relationship I have had since then has ended with heartache. I've been turned down over and over, hence feeling inadequate. I long for a life partner but more than anything I long for my Little One.
I lean against the window frame and look out. I tell myself that this is my life at the moment and that being by myself is fine. Still, deep inside, I know I want more. Sharing my days with someone who makes life less empty would be amazing. Yet, I stay here alone, guarded, in fear of being hurt or pushed away. I'm not sure if this feeling of being alone in the quiet will ever end.
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Chapter 1 


Rose 
I step out of the café and listen to soft tapping on my purple umbrella. As it drizzles, the streets shine and mirror the gray sky above. I keep my umbrella steady and proceed; the sound of rain combining with the faint splashes of feet hitting the pavement surrounds me. People rush by, their faces hidden under umbrellas and hoods. I wonder where they’re going and if someone’s waiting for them.
The café has always been my escape. A place to sit quietly, work on my laptop, and sip coffee or tea. But lately, it feels different. It’s not enough to sit and hide anymore. My life feels like it’s starting over and everything is so uncertain. The places I pass—an old florist shop, a local park, a nearby bookstore—all carry memories of a past I’m trying to leave behind.
When I get to my car, parked farther away than usual, I glance back down the street before climbing in. My apartment waits for me, a small but cozy place I’ve spent time trying to turn into a home. It feels safe but also lonely.
Parking in a spot in front of the main building at my apartment complex, I step inside and walk down the corridor towards the mailboxes. Frank, the security guard, nods at me. "There's heavy rain on its way,” he says. I send him a subtle nod and grin before I head to the mailbox. I pick up the mail and get into my car to drive home quietly. Rain on the windshield blurs my view, just like my thoughts as I wonder about what will happen in my future.
Walking into my apartment, Oscar greets me with his normal joyful barks as I enter. I find great delight in the rapid waggling of my pug's tail as he greets me. I appreciate him since his happiness makes my own life feel joyful. When I let him out in the fenced-in garden area attached to my first floor apartment, I watch him gallop across the damp grass with all of his vigor. The rain has slowed to a light drizzle, and for a moment, I just stand there, watching him.
I know I can’t stay stuck in the past. I’ve been thinking about this for weeks—trying something new, even if it scares me–online dating. My laptop sits waiting on the table, and my thoughts drift to the dating profile I’ve been working on. 
I feel like online dating is awkward. Still, I know I'm ready to try. Once Oscar is done playing outside, he cuddles up at my feet as I open my laptop and take a seat at the table. I finalize my own profile, submit it, and begin to scroll through the dating site. The rhythm of my heartbeat increases when I study the profiles. 
Profiles appear one after another until I find one that stands out. The photos and text he presents immediately capture my focus and prompt me to examine him closely. I instantly notice his transparency, honesty, and resemblance to my own fragility shows something unique about him. 
I start typing him a message. Somewhat shaky fingers, but the words flow smoothly, as if they've been waiting to be said. When I hit ‘send’, my heart starts beating even faster as I stare at the screen. There's a mix of worry and hope in me. This could be the start of something real or it could be a total flop!
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Hands in my pockets, I stand there listening to the gentle pattering of rain against the glass. The clock ticking in the background as well as the soft snores emitting from my dog Max. I hear a knock on the back door with a call out from my daughter Francesca as she enters. Max starts to bark until he knows it’s her, then settles almost immediately. She had mentioned she was going to drop by and share a meal with me so I’m glad for the company. 
Later on, we sit together catching up after eating our meal and I can tell she wants to start in on something that’s bothering her. "Dad, it's time to try," my daughter reminds me. She’s insistent on me getting out there into the dating world. "You have been by yourself plenty." 
I don't respond to Francesca, yet I consider her words carefully. Unlike real life, online dating makes me feel like I don't fit in. Later that evening, once Francesca turned in for the night sleeping in my guest bedroom, I move to sit at my workstation, fixing my attention on the bright screen.
As I peruse each page on the specific dating site my daughter all but set me up on, I notice it is full of smiles and well-written details about a person. I find myself uncertain about my role in these events. I've convinced myself through the years that my emotional and physical scars prevent me from allowing anyone close to me. But as I scroll, something stops me. Her profile. 
Her appearance suggests warmth and resilience despite her challenging experiences. Her words catch me off guard—they’re open, real, and full of vulnerability. It feels like she’s speaking directly to me, and for the first time, I feel something stir inside me. Suddenly a message pops into my dating profile inbox. It’s her! 
I hesitate. Responding feels risky, and I'm not sure I'm prepared for what may come. Then why am I even doing this? As I begin to type out my response to her, my words come out slowly at first and then more easily as I take a deep breath. I keep things simple and honest.
After clicking ‘send’, I lean back in my chair and let my mind wonder. It has been a long time where there feels like a glimmer of hope. It's possible to say if this is the beginning or ending of my dating story. I hope this could be the start of something new.
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