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What began as an ordinary weekday afternoon, running errands after lunch, turned into a day I’ll 
never forget for the rest of my extraordinary life.

I’m walking down the street with my wife’s dry cleaned dress suits folded over one arm, 
holding an umbrella with my opposite hand to shield me from the drizzling rain, when the hairs 
on the back of my neck freak.

I stop dead in my tracks and turn my gaze toward the alleyway beside me, fully expecting
a rapid mutt or homeless junkie to pounce from the shadows and rid me of my mediocre 
existence.

If my life flashed before my eyes, which it didn’t, it wouldn’t impress you much. I’m a 
twenty-five-year-old stay-at-home husband that plays JRPGs, reads Seinen manga, and binges 
Ecchi anime. While it’s true I’m a digital artist, only taking commissions for kawaii moe 
characters, those are few and far between.

My mind has a difficult time registering what I’m seeing halfway down the dark 
alleyway. Peeking from behind a dumpster, are two shimmering sapphires amid a tangled mop of
flames. Taking a few steps into the alley, I realize the gemstones are blue eyes and the fire is red 
hair.

“Hey,” I call out softly, “I’m not gonna hurt you. It’s okay to come out.”
The dazzling blue eyes and tousled mess of red hair disappear behind the dirty dumpster.
I creep forward so I don’t startle the timid thing until I’ve closed the distance, then step 

around the bin.
The beautiful blue eyes, glassy with tears, stare up at me with a frightened expression 

from about three feet off the ground, her lower lip, plump and pink, quivering terrified. Barefoot 
and buck naked, the adorable cherub is covered head to tiny toe in what appears to be black tar.

“Aww, sweetie, are you okay?”
She shakes her little head.
“Are you all alone here?”
She nods and sniffles meekly.
“Do you have a home?”
She shakes her head again.
“Aww, sweetheart, would you like to come home with me?”
She nods, blinking away tears.
“Okay, you stay here and I’ll go get my car. I promise I’ll be back in just a few minutes.”
I hurry out of the alley and down the street to my ‘99 Honda Civic. I pull two of the 

plastic coverings off of my wife’s dry cleaning and wrap the passenger seat with them.
I pull an illegal U-turn and speed back to the alleyway, my heart pounding with fear that 

she’ll be gone. I cautiously cruise down the cramped ally and sigh with relief when I find her 
exactly where I left her.

Hopping out, I open the passenger door for her, then buckle her in for safety. I feel like 
I’m robbing a bank and getting away with it as I leap back in the driver’s seat.

I drive home like I’m stoned, slow as your nana and paranoid of traffic police. I don’t 
wanna lose this angelic little cutie I’ve discovered.

I gently prob the waif for information throughout the short trip, but she won’t even tell 
me her name, let alone where she came from.

Once we arrive at my comfy two-bedroom condo, I lead the filthy angel inside and 
upstairs to the bathroom so she can take a shower.

I make sure the water is warm but not too hot and gesture for her to step into the tub. “Go



ahead and wash off.”
Her bold blue eyes flit back and forth between me and the spraying water as if she has 

never seen a shower in her life.
“Sweetie, you’re all dirty and need to take a shower.”
She blinks at me baffled as if she doesn’t know the meaning of the word.
I guess I’ll have to bathe her myself. I strip off all my clothing as she watches with 

childlike curiosity.
Her big blue eyes widen at the sight of my dangling dick and she reaches a small hand for

it.
I cup a palm over my groin before she can grasp it. “I’m guessing you’ve never seen a 

penis before. You shouldn’t touch that, sweetheart.”
She pouts up at me like I’ve confiscated a toy.
Gripping her under the arms, I lift her meager weight, step into the tub and set her down 

so the spray is hitting her back.
Her nose level with my navel, she opens wide and tilts her head, presumably to give my 

cock a nibble.
I leap backward in shock. “Sweetie, you can’t bite that! It’s not a hot dog!”
She furrows her brow confused.
I point to my prick. “This is not for you.”
She pouts at me again.
I squeeze a generous sum of my wife’s flowery scented shower gel onto her pink pouf 

and reach past the nymph to moisten it under the spray while shielding my cock with my 
opposite hand. Then I grasp her svelte shoulder and turn her around.

My dick twitches and tingles at the stirring sight of her plump little round rump. Her 
bubbled buns, over-proportioned for her sylphlike figure, are so taut the thought of giving her a 
spanking excites me.

Squatting down low, I scrub her slender back and realize that whatever she is covered in 
isn’t tar, since tar has to be removed by icing it, not heating it. What the hell is it? Where did she 
come from?

I grasp a rounded hip to steady her before thoroughly scrubbing between her firm cheeks.
She giggles over her shoulder at me as I grind the pouf in her crack. It’s the first time she’s 
smiled since I found her.

“You think me scrubbing your tushie is funny?”
“No, you’re tickling my hiney.”
“So you’re not a mute. Then why have you been so quiet?”
“I was afraid to talk.”
Turning her around, I scrub her neck and flat chest. “Where did you come from?”
“Bad place. Very bad place.”
I rub circles over her tight tummy. “What’s your name?”
She shrugs, “Suckling, I think.”
“Well,” I snort, “that’s not gonna do. I’ll have to give you a new name.”
“You give me pretty name?”
As I ponder a name for her, I scrub her elfin mound and she curls her tiny toes and titters.

“I think Afina will do.”
She cocks her head. “Afina?”
“It means blueberry,” I explain. “So it’s fitting because of your blue eyes and because 



you’re so cute and little.”
“Okay,” she nods, “I’m Afina.”
I scrub her slim thighs, thin legs, and dainty feet. “Close your eyes for me.”
She does and I scrub her smooth forehead, button nose, chubby cheeks, and round chin. I 

brush her matted red hair aside to clean an ear and discover it’s pointed. I check her other ear and
find the same abnormality. I scrub her small pointed ears, contemplating what this means. Maybe
it’s a birth defect?

Pulling down the detachable showerhead, I rinse off the suds. “Now I just need to wash 
and condition your hair.”

Turning her around, I massage shampoo into her tangled mop. When I reach the front of 
her head, I feel a rigid lump on either side just below her scalp. I examine them more closely and
determent they are stubby horns that haven’t yet sprouted. What the hell is she?

I rinse out the shampoo, then condition her fiery locks. Pulling a bath towel off the rack, I
dry her off, then myself, and hoist her out of the tub.

I sit Afina on the toilet and blow-dry her hair while she eyes my cock. With detangler 
spray and a comb, I work the mess of knots from her hair. I would love to pull it up into cute 
pigtails, but I leave it down to conceal her pointed ears.

Next, I lift her onto the countertop beside the sink and brush her teeny teeth. “Stick out 
your tongue, sweetie.”

She does and it stretches three times the appropriate length. What the fuck is she?
I brush her absurdly long tongue, then give her a cup of water to rinse.
Carrying her into the bedroom, I set her on the bed and she bounces up and down 

playfully as I rummage through the walk-in closet. I pull a small pink T-shirt from my wife’s 
clothing.

“Lift your arms for me.” I pull the T-shirt over her head and it reaches halfway to her 
knobby knees. “We’ll have to go clothes shopping,” I grin, “but this will due for the meantime.” 
I can’t wait to dress her in cute little outfits.

She blinks at me shyly. “I look pretty in pink?”
“Yeah,” I snort, “totally adorable. I wanna eat you up.”
Afina giggles, her cheeks flushing. “Are you my daddy now?”
I gulp audibly. “Um, sure. I’ll be your daddy, sweetheart.” I’ve been acting on instinct. I 

haven’t even considered what I’m gonna tell my wife when she gets home tonight. It’ll be tough 
convincing Bridget to let me keep Afina.

“Daddy,” she whines, “I’m hungry.”
“Let me get dressed and then I’ll make you something.” I pull on a pair of boxer-briefs, 

socks, bluejeans, and a High School DxD T-shirt.
I scoop Afina off the bed, setting her on my hip, and carry her downstairs and into the 

small kitchen.
Sitting at the table, Afina swings her feet opposite each other and sways her head side to 

side as she watches me prepare Easy Mac. Everything seems new to her, like she was born 
yesterday. Her beautiful big blue eyes are constantly wide with wonder. She really is 
unbelievably adorable.

I set the cup of warm cheesy noddles before her and hand her a spoon, which she stares at
curiously. “Use the spoon to scoop the macaroni into your mouth.”

Afina carefully scoops a single noodle onto the spoon and then laps it from the utensil 
with her long tongue. She seems to swipe it back and forth in her mouth as if she has never eaten 



solid food before.
I shake my head, chuckling, “Chew it with your teeth.”
She pulls back her plump lips, baring her pink gums, and chews the single noodle with 

her front teeth while wrinkling her little button nose.
I can’t help but laugh. “Okay, enough chewing. Swallow it.”
Afina gulps hard like she’s swallowing a horse pill dry and immediately gags and spits up

the minced macaroni, which oozes over her lower lip. “Daddy, I don’t like it.”
“I can see that, sweetie.” I clean the regurgitated noodle off her pouting plump lip. “What

do you normally eat?”
She furrows her brow at me incredulously as if I should already know the answer. “I 

drink hot cream squirt.”
I blink at her dumbfounded. “What the hell is that?”
Afina points to my crotch. “You said it’s not for me but I want it.”
I suddenly feel lightheaded and have to sit down before I fall on my ass. “You wanna 

drink my cream?”
She nods vigorously, smiling wide.
“The bad place,” I question, “was it hot and stinky?”
Afina nods again, but gravely.
The pointed ears, the horns, the long tongue, she must be some sort of succubus! The 

black filth must have been ectoplasm from crossing over! I’ve got a cum-hungry demoness 
sitting at my kitchen table!

I leap to my feet and start pacing the short length of the kitchen, my brain whirling in my 
skull. What am I gonna do?!

“Daddy,” she whines, “my belly’s rumbling because I’m so hungry.”
Goddamn, if she isn’t the cutest thing I’ve ever seen! She is a lolicon dream!
I whip open the fridge, yank out a small carton of half-and-half, fill a coffee mug and pop

it in the microwave for 30 seconds.
“Daddy, please, I’m so hungry.”
I pull open the microwave a second before it beeps, and hand over the mug. “This is 

warm cream, sweetheart.”
Afina sniffs at the mug with a look of suspicion.
I urge, “Try it, sweetie.”
She takes a small sip, wrinkles her nose, and swallows.
“See, it’s not so bad.”
The mug hits the tile floor and shatters as she hurls herself off the chair, choking and 

coughing and crying.
“Oh no, Afina, I’m sorry!” I scoop her up, hug her to my chest, and pat her back like I’m 

burping her like a baby.
“Daddy,” she sobs, “please don’t make me drink bad stuff!”
“I’m so sorry! I won’t!” I soothingly stroke her hair and kiss her forehead with tears 

trickling down my face. I’m already growing attached to this precious little demonic creature.
“Daddy,” she sniffles, “will you feed me your cream now?”
“Are you sure there isn’t anything else you can eat?”
“No, I don’t think so.”
I carry Afina into the living room and plop down on the sofa with her. I caress her 

chubby cheeks and nuzzle her button nose. “If I let you have my cream you have to promise you 



won’t tell anyone.”
She smiles. “I promise, Daddy.”
I sit her on her knees beside me and then unbutton and unzip my jeans. My heart 

hammers at my breastbone as I pull my thick dick from my boxer-briefs.
Afina lays down on her stomach, her pink T-shirt riding up and uncovering the lower 

halves of her bubbled buns, and she wraps her small hands around my flaccid shaft.
The feel of her soft palms alone incites my cock to engorge in an instant. Am I really 

doing this?
Afina beams up at me, her big blue eyes shimmering. “It’s so big and hard.”
I feel my cheeks flush. “And that makes you happy?”
“Uh-huh, it looks really yummy.”
I pinch her smiling cheek. “I hope you enjoy it.”
She slowly glides her little fists up and down the full length of my shaft until a droplet of 

precum glistens and then she pecks the tip of my dick.
The sensual sensation of her kissing lips sends euphoric tingles rippling throughout my 

body and I utter a shivering gasp!
“Mmm,” she exclaims excitedly, “your cream tastes super yummy, Daddy!”
“I’m g-g-glad you like it,” I quaver, “but you’ll have to suck it if you wanna fill your 

belly, sweetheart.”
Afina giggles, “I know, Daddy!”
“So you’re teasing me, huh?”
“Uh-huh.” She bats her lashes.
“If you’re just gonna tease me,” I taunt, “I’ll put it back in my pants.”
“Nuh-uh.” She purses her lips. “You wouldn’t do that, Daddy.”
“You just met me an hour ago, so how do you know what I’ll do?”
“Because you’re my daddy now and that wouldn’t be nice.”
I stroke her crown affectionately. “And you think I’m nice?”
“Uh-huh, because you brought me home and washed me and made my hair pretty and 

gave me this pink dress.”
“Yeah, I guess you’re right.”
Afina bobs her head sharply. “And don’t you forget it.”
“One drop of my cream and suddenly you’re all attitude. What are you gonna act like 

with a full belly?”
“It’s time to find out!” Stretching her mouth wide, she closes it around my cockhead like 

she’s gonna bite it, causing my heart to palpitate.
Shortly after marrying my high school sweetheart, blowjobs become a special treat 

reserved for birthdays. Therefore, when Afina’s velvety lips consume my cockhead, it’s even 
more rapturous than you’d imagine.

I exhale an extended groan as my head falls back against the sofa and my eyes roll into 
my skull.

Afina’s long tongue coils around my shaft like a snake attempting to strangulate its prey. 
Her sucking lips slide over the edge of my cockhead again and again as she bobs her head while 
her coiled tongue milks my shaft. My wife’s birthday blowjobs are no comparison to Afina’s 
suckling.

I rest a palm atop her leisurely bobbing little head, something my wife never allows. As 
the major breadwinner in our home, Bridget doesn’t feel the need to be submissive, even when 



sucking my dick.
I press Afina’s head down a little farther and a little farther with each descending bob 

until my cockhead is plunging the back of her taut throat with each descent. To my surprise and 
delight, she doesn’t gag or resist.

My other hand finds its way to a slim thigh and glides up her silky skin to cup a cheek. I 
squeeze it slowly, relishing the feel of her firm flesh pressing through my fingers. Afina doesn’t 
seem to mind my groping, so I knead her cheek with covetous elation.

I can’t remember the last time I felt so enraptured. Afina’s suckling mouth is nirvana. I 
feel like I’m rolling on the purest Molly ever. I’m content to sit here fondling her tushie as she 
blissfully sucks my throbbing cock until the end of time. This little succubus is divine.

My elated groans gradually rise higher and higher in volume until at length, I’m 
growling, “Ooh fuck, I’m gonna cum! I’m gonna cum so hard!”

Afina mewls with ecstatic hunger as I bob her head faster and faster and clench her cheek
tighter and tighter until my balls pull close.

I shove her head down as my toes curl and my cheeks clench as searing splooge erupts 
from my pulsating prick directly into her throat! Waves of ecstasy wash over me as I listen to 
Afina gulping down my spurting spunk while her coiled tongue continues to milk my shaft!

Quivering and quaking, I grunt, “Ooh fuck, yes, yes, yes! That feels so fucking good!”
I release Afina’s head and she resumes her bobbing, sucking so hard that her cheeks pull 

concave with the effort, drawing out my mind-shattering orgasm!
I tremble and twitch and pant for breath as she squeezes and sucks out every last drop of 

my goop.
Even when my balls are empty, she continues to zealously bob and suck and I’m so 

zonked I don’t have the strength to stop her. Clearly, she has room in her belly for seconds and 
I’m not gonna refuse her.

Thirty heavenly minutes later, I give Afina her second helping of hot cum and then 
promptly pass out from exhaustion, plummeting into a dreamless abyss.

When I eventually reawaken, Afina is napping with her head on my thigh wearing a 
satisfied smile with a dribble of goo on her chin.

I affectionately pet my palm over her crown and down her back until I reach her plump 
little rump and discover a small protrusion at the base of her spine, where a tail could extend. I 
check her head and find her stubby pink horns have broken through her scalp.

Is she gonna become more physically demonic with each feeding? How the hell am I 
gonna hide this from Bridget? I’ll have to keep a hat on her head and make sure her tail is coiled 
around her narrow waist. What if she changes in some way I can’t conceal?

“Daddy,” Afina yawns as she sits up, “that was yummy. Thank you so very much. That 
made my belly happy.”

I chuckle, “You’re welcome, sweetie.” I wipe the spunk from her chin and stick my 
finger in her mouth to let her suck it clean. Then tuck my dick away and zip up my jeans. “I’m 
gonna clean up the mess in the kitchen and then we’ll go clothes shopping. If you need to potty, 
go do it now, okay?”

Afina cutely cocks her head. “What is need to potty?”
“You know, go pee or poo in the toilet bowl.”
She furrows her brow perplexed. “What is pee or poo?”
“Do you drink water or juice or anything besides cream?”
She shakes her head. “No.”



“Then I guess you don’t pee or poo like humans, so don’t worry about it.” I turn on the 
TV. “Watch cartoons for a bit.”

I leave Afina watching the Cartoon Network, to clean up the broken mug and splattered 
half-and-half, and when I return she’s watching the Brazzers channel. I won’t describe the illegal
method by which I receive every channel available on earth. Snatching the remote from her 
hands, I switch it off.

“Daddy, how’s that lady gonna drink his cream when he squirted it in her hiney?”
“Um, sweetheart, you, ah, don’t have to worry about that, because no one is gonna be 

squirting in your hiney.”
She frowns. “Just tell me.”
“No, you shouldn’t’ve been watching that in the first place.”
Afina slides off the sofa and places her hands on her hips. “Why not, Daddy?”
“Because that’s for adults only.”
She rolls her blue eyes. “That isn’t fair at all.”
“Life is rarely fair, sweetheart.”
Afina stomps a determined heel. “We should make it fair.”
The resolve in her expression reminds me she’s a demoness. “We can’t change the world,

we can only change ourselves.”
She huffs, “Are you sure?”
“Trust me, you’re new to this world and I’m not. Now let’s go buy a whole bunch of 

pretty clothes.”
Afina springs up and down, clapping her hands with excitement.

In the clothing section of a crowded Walmart, I tear open a package of cotton panties and hand a 
pair with pink hearts to Afina. I divide the hanging clothes on a circular garment rack to create 
an opening and Afina ducks into the center to slip on the panties.

She crawls out a moment later, hops to her bare feet, spins around, lifts her pink T-shirt 
and wiggles her plump little rump at me. “Do you like ’em, Daddy?”

I drool on myself, then franticly pull down her T-shirt. “They look cute on you, 
sweetheart, but don’t show everyone.”

Afina pouts, “If they’re pretty, why can’t everyone see ’em?”
“Because your panties are private.” I hand her a pair of frilly white ankle socks. “Put 

these on your feet.”
She sits on the floor and gives me another arousing peek at her panties as she tugs on the 

socks.
Scooping her up, I carry her to the shoe section and she picks out a pair of glittery fuchsia

sneakers with LEDs in the soles.
Afina bounces up and down. “Daddy, they light up pretty!”
I chuckle, “They sure do. Now let’s go pay for this stuff and then I’ll take you to a nicer 

store with even prettier stuff.”
Her eyes widen. “Even prettier?!”
“Yeah, you’re gonna love it.” I take her hand and she skips merrily all the way to the 

checkout line.
As I use the credit card reader, Afina flaunts her light-up shoes to an elderly man behind 

us, and then shows him her panties and the look on his face reveals he won’t be needing his 



Viagra for a month.
I quickly snatch her up and Afina and the randy geezer wave to each other continuously 

as I carry her out of the crowded Walmart.
In the car, I chide, “You can’t be showing everyone your panties. Do you understand?”
Afina frowns. “But they’re pretty.”
“I know,” I groan, “but if you do it again, I’ll have to spank you.”
Her little mouth drops open. “You would spank my hiney?”
“Yes,” I nod, “most definitely.”
Panchira is my favorite element of Ecchi anime, and here I am scolding my real-life loli 

for flashing her panties. My inner pantsu-enthusiast is appalled.
Afina pouts all the way to the mall and then mean-mugs me as I carry her across the 

parking lot and through the food court.
When I set her down in front of a cosplay boutique, she clenches her little fists, thrusts 

her slim arms out at her sides, and squeals like a manic fangirl.
I pull my fingers from my ears and chase after her as she dashes into the store, still 

squealing shrilly.
Afina darts from clothing rack to clothing rack, yanking down outfits while dodging and 

ducking my attempts to grab her as patrons chuckle and cheer.
When I finally catch her, she has a mountainous heap of clothing clenched in her arms 

and tears of joy streaming down her chubby cheeks.
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