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A Note From Sissy Joey

Welcome to my newest series, loves… and this one is special.

A Sissy Boiwife for My BBC Daddy/Roommate  was born from an email exchange with one of our own. A regular reader. A sissy herself. Who, in the middle of what started as a perfectly normal fan message, casually mentioned that she was — and I want to be precise here — currently living this exact life.

I'm not joking.

Names have been changed. But beyond that? Almost nothing has been altered. The job loss. The conservative family back in her country. The secret lingerie stash he'd known about for years. The proposal. All of it — real. Sitting in someone's actual life right now as you read this.

She told me about her husband over the course of several emails and I will be honest with you — I was a mess by the end of it. Wet, desperate, and completely unable to think about anything else until I'd written every word of what you're about to read.

So this one is for her. And for every one of you who's ever lain awake on the wrong side of a wall, wanting.

I hope it makes you just as desperate as it made me.

With love and currently in pink lace as I type,   Sissy Joey 💋🎀


Chapter I

The email came at 11:14 on a Tuesday morning and I read it three times before I believed it.

Due to ongoing restructuring and budget realignment, your position has been eliminated effective immediately. Your final paycheck, inclusive of severance, will be processed within—

I stopped reading. Opened a new tab out of habit — tried to pull up the internal dashboard — and got a login screen that didn't recognise me. Tried Slack. Same thing. My work email was already bouncing. They'd cut the access before the email landed, which meant somewhere in an office I'd never been invited into, someone had made this decision, ticked a box, and moved on to the next name on the list before I'd even had my second coffee.

I opened the kitchen cabinet. Stood there looking at nothing for a full minute before I remembered I'd come for a glass of water.

Sixty days. That's what my visa gave me — sixty days to find new employment or pack whatever I could fit into two suitcases and fly back to a country I'd spent the last four years learning how to leave. I knew the number without looking it up… I knew it without looking. Sixty days. I'd been carrying that number in my back pocket since the day I signed the visa paperwork that changed my student status to skilled worker status.

I sat at the kitchen table and looked at the apartment.

It was a good apartment. David owned it outright — had bought it the year before I moved in, when he was twenty-two and had already turned the SaaS tool he'd built in his final year of uni into something that actually made money. I'd met him in our third year, the semester I arrived from Mumbai on a scholarship that covered half the tuition and approximately nothing else. He was two years ahead, already had the apartment, already had the business ticking. He'd posted the spare room because he wanted someone quiet who paid on time. I was quiet. I always paid on time. We'd been roommates ever since.

That was four years ago. I was twenty-four now, with a job that had existed this morning and didn't anymore.

David's apartment had big windows that turned everything gold in the afternoon. His taste ran clean and intentional — dark furniture, good rugs, nothing on the walls that wasn't chosen. My bedroom was the smaller one. I'd hung string lights around the window frame, and he'd glanced at them the first night, then never again — which with David meant he'd accepted them completely.

He was like that. Observant and quiet about it.

The first winter nearly finished me. Not the cold — I'd expected the cold — but the specific loneliness of being Brown in rooms that weren't designed with me in mind, of having an accent that made people's faces do small things they didn't notice. The second panic attack hit at 2am on a Wednesday in February and David appeared in my doorway in a sweatshirt like he'd been awake anyway, said get in the car,  and drove me to urgent care without asking a single question. In the waiting room he bought me a terrible coffee from a vending machine and sat close enough that his arm pressed against mine and left it there. He didn't talk. He didn't move away. I focused on the warmth of that arm against mine for forty minutes and my breathing eventually evened out. I never told him that was the thing that actually worked.

There was a building party the following spring. A guy from the floor below said something about my name — lazy and sneering, the kind of thing that lands before you've processed it — and David stepped in front of me. Not dramatically. Just — he was suddenly between us, and he was six feet four inches of absolute composure, and he said something low that I didn't catch. Whatever it was, it landed. The guy relocated to the other side of the room and stayed there. David turned back to me, handed me my drink, and picked up the conversation exactly where we'd left it. I spent the rest of the party acutely aware of how close he was standing.

When Priya left I ended up on the kitchen floor at midnight without deciding to be there. David came out for water, found me, and sat down without making it a thing. His bare feet on the cold tile. His shoulder against mine in the dark. He didn't say it would be fine — I would have hated him for that. He said: she wasn't right for the kinda vibe we had going for the apartment.  I laughed until I cried. Later, lying in bed with the laughter gone and the quiet back, I thought about his shoulder against mine and felt my cock stir with a guilt I'd gotten very practised at ignoring.

He was the best friend I'd had here. The best I'd had anywhere, if I was being honest.

He was also — and this was the part I had spent four years being extremely disciplined about — built like something load-bearing. Black, twenty-six, broad through the shoulders, thick everywhere that mattered. Strong hands that I had looked at more than I should. A voice that stayed low in situations that would have made other people loud. Every time he walked into a room my cock made its position on the matter extremely clear and I spent four years pretending it didn't.

And maybe that was part of it — the wanting. He knew what it cost to move through a world that hadn't been built with you in mind, and he'd never needed it explained, and something in my body had responded to that before my head had any say in the matter. The way he'd sat pressed against me in the waiting room. The way he'd stepped in front of me at the party — close enough that I could feel the heat off him, close enough that for one stupid second I'd wanted to press my face into his chest and let him handle everything. Four years of that. Four years of my cock making quiet, inconvenient arguments that I had gotten very good at overruling.

I was not supposed to notice these things.

I noticed them constantly.

I also noticed his type.

David's guests — the men  he brought home — were always a particular kind. Slender. Soft-featured. The kind of pretty that lived in the blurred space between masculine and something more yielding — smooth skin, narrow waists, big eyes, bois who wore things that clung and showed the curve of them without apology. Twinks. Fembois. Men who moved like they knew exactly what they were and had decided it was an asset. I had spent a humiliating amount of time studying them from the hallway when I was supposed to be getting water — the way they laughed, the way they leaned into David's space, the way they looked up at him from under their lashes like they already knew how the night was going to go.

The first time one of them mistook me for the same, I was twenty-one and barely awake. A boi with bleached hair and a silk cami that slipped off one shoulder had found me in the kitchen doorway and looked me up and down the way you look at something you're deciding whether to want. He'd decided yes. His hand found my wrist, thumb brushing the inside of it, and he'd said, low and easy: "Didn't know he was keeping one at home."  My half-asleep brain took three full seconds to process.

David appeared from the bedroom doorway before I could respond. That's my roommate.  Calm. Absolute. The hand withdrew. The boi recalibrated and drifted back toward the bedroom and I stood there making my coffee with my back to both of them, face burning, cock pressing insistently against my boxers, thinking — for the first and definitely not the last time — that being mistaken for one of David's didn't feel as wrong as it probably should have.

I had never decided whether the burning was embarrassment or something else.

The nights were worse than the mornings.

The apartment walls did their best. Their best was not good enough.

David's bedroom shared a wall with mine and after midnight, when the apartment was quiet enough, I heard everything. His voice first — low and unhurried, too muffled to make out words but unmistakably in charge, the kind of voice that didn't need to be loud because it was never ignored. Then the other sounds. The ones that started small — a sharp inhale, a bitten-off moan — and built steadily into something that filled the whole apartment. Whoever he'd brought home that night, they were loud about it. Loud and specific. The sounds of someone being opened up slowly and thoroughly by a man who knew exactly what he was doing — breathless pleading, the creak of the bed finding a rhythm, then the rhythm picking up, then the high broken notes of someone losing the ability to keep it together entirely.

I'd lie in the dark with my pillow pressed over my face and my cock so hard it ached, leaking a wet patch into my boxers, and I would not touch myself. I made that a rule. I lay there and took it — the sounds soaking through the wall, through the pillow, directly into the part of my brain I had no good management strategy for — and I kept my hands flat on the mattress and my thighs pressed together and told myself to go to sleep.

I never went to sleep.

What I did instead was think. About the boi on the other side of that wall — whoever he was that night — small and soft and getting absolutely railed, making those sounds with his face in David's pillow. About what David's hands looked like wrapped around a narrow waist. About that voice, low and certain, saying things I couldn't make out but could absolutely imagine. My cock would throb and drip and I'd grind it uselessly into the mattress and think about being the one in that room. Being the one on that bed. Being the one making those sounds.

I knew — from years of close proximity and the expected accidental education of shared living — that David was a large  man. Not just in height and build. The bois he brought home were slender and pretty; they sounded, through that wall, like they were being thoroughly and repeatedly reminded of exactly how large. I'd heard the particular pitch of it enough times to have assembled a very complete picture. The picture lived in the same mental drawer as the pink lace and the blush satin and the name nobody had called me yet.

The morning after I'd find them in the kitchen — whatever boi it had been, wearing one of David's shirts that swamped him completely, moving with the careful deliberate ease of someone whose body had been well used and was still processing it. Soft around the eyes. Faintly wrecked. Reaching for a glass of water like it was the most important thing in the world. David would be fully dressed, making coffee, composed as always — like the man who'd made that noise come out of someone all night had simply ceased to exist and been replaced by a perfectly functional adult. He'd introduce us if it seemed necessary. Sometimes I'd look at the boi standing there in David's shirt — the hem hitting mid-thigh, the collar slipping off one shoulder, the fabric so oversized it made him look small and kept in a way that did something very specific to my chest — and I'd feel it. Not just wanting David. Wanting to be the boi. To be the one the shirt belonged to. To be the one it was too big on. But it was all simply just a fantasy.

I was not one of them. Officially.

I was Aryan Mehta. Twenty-four. Software engineer. Straight. Son of Ramesh and Sunita Mehta, who called every Sunday at 8pm my time and asked about the cold and the food and whether I was eating enough. I had dated women — two of them, both kind, both eventually confused by a distance I couldn't name. Priya, my last girlfriend, the one whose breakup brought me my panic attack, had asked me once, gently, whether there was something I wasn't telling her. I'd said no and meant it, technically.

There wasn't one thing. There were many small things, all of them living in a locked drawer at the bottom of my wardrobe under a folded sweater. A bag with a zipper. Inside: baby pink lace. Blush satin. A soft lilac bodysuit with a cutout back that I'd ordered at midnight eighteen months ago and received in a plain envelope and worn once, alone, standing in front of my wardrobe mirror for forty minutes before I took it off and put it away.

I'd looked at myself in it for a long time.

My body was the body I'd always had — 5'6", long legs that my mother had always said looked wrong on a boy, a good ass that I'd never quite managed to feel appropriately neutral about, skin the colour of caramel in good light. A narrow waist. Small hands. Soft jaw. I was athletic in the thin, flexible way of someone who'd swum competitively for seven years without ever building actual bulk. I had virtually no body hair — smooth from the neck down without trying, and whatever genetics had withheld below the neck had apparently made the same decision about my face. Twenty-four and I still couldn't produce a convincing stubble. My siblings found this embarrassing on my behalf. I had quietly decided it was the least of my problems.

My hair I kept long — jaw-length, nearly to my neck — which my parents had feelings about every time we video called. Unprofessional, my father said. Untidy, my mother said. I'd never bothered explaining that nobody here cared, that half my former colleagues had shown up to the office in hoodies and slides and the other half looked like they'd rolled in from a campsite. The hair stayed because I liked it. Because on the nights when the apartment was empty, when David was out on work trips, and I had time, it fell exactly right around my face. I looked — in the bodysuit, in the mirror, with my hair loose — like exactly the kind of person David brought home.

Aria. That was the name I'd given the girl in the mirror. Not given — found. Recognised. She'd been there long before America, long before the apartment, long before I had a door I could lock and a room that was entirely mine. She'd existed in bathroom mirrors in Mumbai with the door bolted and a pair of cheap boring panties I'd bought from a local shop on me, heart hammering, gone before anyone could see. America had just given her more room and choices.

I was Aria for forty minutes at a stretch, on average lately. When the apartment was empty. When I was sure. When I'd checked the front door twice.

David came home at six today.

I was still at the kitchen table. I hadn't moved the glass of water.

He came in, keys on the hook by the door — same hook, every single time, the man had never lost his keys in four years — and stopped when he saw me.

"Talk to me, buddy," he said.

Not you okay  or what's wrong.  Just: talk to me.  David's version of a door held open.

"They let me go today," I said. "Budget cuts."

He crossed the kitchen and sat down across from me. Still in work clothes — dark trousers, shirt sleeves rolled to the elbow the way they always were by evening. He looked at me with his full attention, which he always did, which had always made me feel located.

"How long do you have?"

"Sixty days."

He was quiet for a good few minutes. Not lost — thinking.

"Okay," he said. "I have an idea. It's not a small one." He paused. "But first I need to tell you something I probably should've said a long time ago."

My stomach dropped.

"I found them by accident," he said. Same even voice. "About two years ago. The laundry bag you left in the hallway — it fell open." He watched my face. "I put everything back. I wasn't going to say anything. It wasn't my business." A pause. "But it is now."

I didn't move. I was aware of my own heartbeat in an unpleasant and specific way.

The laundry bag. I remembered it. Half-asleep, late load, pulled it into the hall and went back to bed. Checked it in the morning and told myself I was being paranoid. What he would have seen: the pink lace babydoll sitting right on top where it had slipped out. The blush satin bralette folded underneath it. The little rolls of satin and lace panties tucked at the bottom. Two years he'd known. Two years he'd watched me make my coffee and go to work and come home and say nothing, and he'd known exactly what was in the drawer at the bottom of my wardrobe. He'd known and he'd said nothing and he'd still sat on the kitchen floor with me when Priya left and still stepped in front of me at the building party and not once — not once — had anything shifted in the way he looked at me.

I had been right to be paranoid.

"David—"

"You don't have to explain anything. That's not what this is."

"Then what is it."

He leaned forward, elbows on the table. "What if we got married?"

The silence that followed was the loudest thing I'd heard in this kitchen. I looked at him. He looked back. He wasn't joking — David didn't joke like that — but I waited anyway, giving him the space to walk it back if he wanted to.

He didn't.

"I was born here," he continued, "So were my parents, my grandparents — as far back as I can trace, we've been here since the white man shipped us in for the fields. I've understood, could relate, a lot of the other shit people put you through since we've met. But this specific fear — of being kicked out of a country you've made a home in — that one I've never been able to fully hold." He paused. "If we married, you'd be a spouse of a citizen. We could apply for a Green card; you wouldn’t be on a work visa anymore. You'd have real time to find something good without the clock running." He looked at me steadily. "And you'd have a home."

I opened my mouth. Found nothing. "You're serious."

"I don't float things I'm not serious about."

True. In four years I had never once heard David Okafor say something he didn't mean.

"My family—" I started.

"What about them?!"

"If they found out — what I am, what this—" I stopped. Pulled it together. "My mother would not recover from it. I'd lose them. All of them."

David looked at me without moving. "Why would they find out?"

"Because we'd be—"

"To them you're Aryan. Their son. Living in America with his roommate." His voice was careful. "That doesn't have to change. You'd be the son who never quite got married and kept living with his roommate. They'd fill in whatever story fits. You wouldn't be lying — you'd just be not telling them something you were already not telling them."

I sat with that.

He wasn't wrong.

"Legally, you'd be tying yourself to—"

"I know what I'd be doing."

"Then why?" I looked at him. Actually looked, which I usually rationed carefully. "Why are you doing this, David. Actually."

He didn't answer immediately. Something moved behind his eyes — brief, but real.

"My first instinct," he said, "was to put you on payroll. Give you a title, make it clean."

"What?"

"I thought about it for a good couple of minutes before I admitted that what you do and what I do have no honest overlap. I'd be inventing a job for you, and you'd know it." He said it flatly, the way he said facts. "You're too good for that. So I thought of something else."

"This."

"This." He folded his hands on the table. "My parents know I'm gay. They've known for years and they've made their peace with it — but peace and comfort aren't the same thing. They're still my parents. They still want to see their son settled. With someone." He paused. "The men I bring home — you've seen them. That's what I want for a night. That's not what I'd bring home to my mother's dinner table. Those boys are fun and they know it and so do I. But you—" he looked at me directly "—my parents want to see me with someone who reads as a partner, not a hookup. You're slight, you're pretty, you're soft in a way that reads femme — my mother would adore you before you finished saying hello. That's the honest version."

"So I'm digestible."

"You're digestible," he said, without flinching from the word. "And—" a beat, shorter than the others "—I've liked you for a long time. That part has nothing to do with my parents."

Something moved in my chest. "Because I'd be easier to explain."

"Because you're, for me, easier to love," he said. "There's a difference."

I looked at him for a long moment.

He meant it. He always meant things.

"I need to think," I said.

"Of course."

"Give me a couple of days."

"Take them." He stood, easy, and moved to the kitchen counter to start dinner. Like he'd set something down and was giving me room to decide whether to pick it up. "Hungry?"

I looked at the back of him. The width of his shoulders. The unhurried certainty of him.

"Yeah," I said. "Hungry."

***

I went to my room after dinner.

I sat on the edge of my bed in the dark for a long time before I reached for the wardrobe and pulled out the bag and unzipped it.

I didn't put anything on. I just sat there with the baby pink lace in my hands and let myself think about what he'd said. All of it. The green card. The parents. You're slight, you're pretty, you're soft in a way that reads femme.  The way he'd said it without flinching, like he'd been holding it for a while and had simply decided tonight was the night to set it down.

I've liked you for a long time.

My phone was on the nightstand. Sunday was four days away. My mother would call at 8 pm and ask about work and food and the weather and I would sit here in this room — this room where the bag lived in the closet and Aria lived there with it and David's voice came through the wall at night — and I would say everything's fine, Ma, don't worry  and she would believe me because she always believed me because she didn't know there was anything not to believe.

She didn't know about the bag. She didn't know about the wall. She didn't know that her son had spent four years lying in the dark listening to his roommate take bois apart and wanting — with a specificity that was getting harder to dismiss as abstract — to be one of them.

She would never know. That was the thing David had said that I couldn't stop turning over. You wouldn't be lying. You'd just be not telling them something you were already not telling them.

I held the blush satin against my wrist. Felt it the way I always did — cool and certain, like a fact about myself I hadn't been given permission to say out loud yet.

My cock was hard and leaking in my underwear and I pressed my palm flat against it and didn't move. The want and the fear sitting in my chest at exactly the same weight, neither of them winning.

Aria,  I thought. Just that. Just her name, and what it would mean to let someone else say it.

I put the bag back. Lay down. Looked at the ceiling.

Through the wall, the apartment was quiet.

For once, I wasn't sure that was a good thing.


Chapter II

The first day I did what I always did when something was too big to look at directly. I worked around it.

I made a list of every job board I hadn't tried yet. I updated my CV — changed the font, changed it back, added a line about a project I'd led that I'd been too modest to include before. I sent a bunch of applications before noon and told myself the productivity meant something. I made lunch. I cleaned the kitchen counter that didn't need cleaning. I did not think about David's offer. I thought about David's offer constantly.

He was in his home office today, the third bedroom that he'd converted into a workspace, by eight, door closed, the muffled rhythm of back-to-back calls that meant a busy day. He came out at one for coffee, saw me at the kitchen table with my laptop, asked how's it going  in the tone of someone asking about the job search and not the other thing, and I said fine  and meant both. He nodded and went back to his office and didn't push.

He never pushed.

That was the thing about David — and also, if I was being honest with myself, one of the things that made the whole situation so specifically difficult. He'd put the offer on the table, told me to take my time, and then behaved exactly as he always had. Like routine, he made dinner. Asked about my day. Watched something on TV in the evening with his feet up and his laptop open on his thighs and didn't look at me like he was waiting for something. I kept waiting for it to feel calculated. It didn't. It just felt like David.

I went to bed at eleven. Lay in the dark. Listened to the wall.

Quiet. No hookups or one-night stands tonight.

Which somehow made it worse — the silence. No sounds to lie there and fill the void with. It was just the apartment settling and David on the other side of the wall, and my cock hard and leaking against my boxers with nothing to blame it on except my own head.

And my head was not helping.

I lay there and thought about digestible  and the specific flat way he'd said it, like a fact he'd been sitting on for a while. I thought about his hands on the table. I thought about two years of him knowing — knowing what was in the bag, knowing what I was — and choosing to sit on the kitchen floor with me anyway, choosing to step in front of me at the party anyway, choosing to say nothing until saying nothing stopped being an option.

I thought about the bois in his shirts in the morning. About what it had taken to make them move that carefully — that specific loose-hipped, take-it-slow walk of someone whose pussy had been worked open and used thoroughly and was still feeling it six hours later. My cock throbbed and I pressed the heel of my palm down against it hard and thought about David's cock — the size of it, which I knew the way you know something you've assembled from evidence rather than direct experience, from sounds and careful mornings and the way those boys gripped the counter edge when they reached for their water. Thick. Long enough that the slender pretty things he favoured had to work up to it. Long enough that they sounded, through that wall, like they were being split open slowly and shown something about themselves they hadn't known before. The kind of cock that left you walking carefully and thinking about nothing else for days.

I've liked you for a long time.

I rolled onto my stomach and ground my cock into the mattress, slow and deliberate, face in the pillow, and let myself think it properly for the first time without shutting it down halfway through. David's hands on a narrow waist. David's voice saying things I couldn't make out but could absolutely construct. What it would feel like to be the one on the other side of that wall. What sounds I would make. Whether they'd be different from the others or whether I'd be just as wrecked, just as careful in the morning, just as grateful for the water.

I got close enough that stopping was an actual effort.

I stopped. Lay there breathing. Stared at the wall.

Okay,  I thought. So that's where we are.

I didn't sleep for a long time.

***

Sunday was three days away.

I thought about my family. Not the Sunday call specifically — the whole architecture of what Sunday meant. Sunita Mehta calling at 8pm from the kitchen in our apartment in Mumbai, the one with the blue tiles she'd been complaining about replacing for twelve years. The quality of the connection on her end — slightly too bright, the way she angled the phone so I could see the ceiling more than her face. My father in the background, pretending not to listen.

Just thinking about it made my cock go soft. Which told me something.

They knew I lived with a roommate. David had been the roommate for four years and they'd never asked much about him — he was background, furniture, the reason the rent made sense. My mother had asked once, in passing, whether he was Indian. I'd said no. She'd said oh  in a tone that communicated a mild and practised disappointment and then moved on to asking whether I was eating enough vegetables.

She didn't know he was Black. She didn't know he was gay. She didn't know that her son had spent four years lying awake on the other side of his wall listening to him take pretty soft-bodied bois apart — boys built exactly like what I looked like in the mirror with my hair loose and lingerie on — and wanting, with a specificity that had become impossible to dismiss, to be underneath him making those same sounds. She didn't know about the bag in my wardrobe. She didn't know about Aria. She didn't know that the son she called every Sunday to check on was lying in the dark fantasising about being split open by his big black roommate while wearing pink lace.

She thought she knew me. She knew Aryan — the version I'd been maintaining for twenty-four years with the discipline of someone who understood exactly what the alternative looked like. The alternative looked like a phone call that ended mid-sentence. My father's silence, which was worse than anything he could have said. Being loved with conditions I'd always known were there and had spent my whole life making sure I never tested.

You wouldn't be lying. You'd just be not telling them something you were already not telling them.

I'd been not telling them things since I started having these feelings, I knew I wasn’t fully gay, at best I was bi maybe, but I always knew… since the bolted bathroom door in Mumbai and the cheap panties from the local shop and the heart hammering in my chest. I was very good at it. The question was whether I could keep doing it and also have this — David, the apartment, Aria, the life building itself in the margins of the one they thought I was living.

Whether I was allowed to want both.

I thought about David's hands on the table last night. My cock got hard again immediately, like it had been waiting for permission.

Apparently yes,  I thought. Apparently we want both.

I didn't sleep for a long time.

***

The second day was worse because I'd stopped pretending I wasn't thinking about it.

I sent a few more applications in the morning, half-heartedly, and then closed the laptop and sat with my coffee and let myself actually run the numbers. Not the emotional ones — the practical ones. Sixty days with the clock running, a job market that had been brutal for the last several months, two applications that had ghosted me before the layoff even happened. The realistic version of the next sixty days was: interviews that went nowhere, a visa status that narrowed every conversation before it started, and a flight home that I'd be on not because I'd chosen it but because I'd run out of time.

The realistic version of David's offer was: a green card. Time. A home that was already mine in every way except the legal one, formalised.

David's hands on the table.

I put that away. Tried again.

A life that had been building in the margins moved to the centre. A name on a lease that was already mine in every way that mattered. Legal status in a country I'd spent four years making into a home.

David's voice through the wall. The specific pitch of it, low and unhurried and completely in charge.

I gave up trying to run the numbers without interruption and let both things exist at the same time — the practical case and the wanting — and looked at them together. They pointed the same direction. That was the thing. Every angle I approached it from, it pointed the same direction.

I picked up my coffee. Put it down. My cock was hard against the inside of my joggers and I didn't do anything about it and David came out of his home office at noon and found me exactly like that — sitting at the kitchen table, laptop closed, staring at nothing in particular.

"Still thinking," I said, before he could say anything.

"I know." He looked at me the way he did when he was actually looking — all of it, no part of his attention somewhere else. "You don't have to decide today."

"I know that too."

He nodded. Neither of us moved. The kitchen was quiet for a moment — the comfortable quiet that had always been one of the better things about living with him, the fact that silence between us had never needed filling.

"My family," I said finally. "The way you put it — they never have to know. That part I understand." I looked at my coffee cup. "But they'd know something. They'd know I never came home. They'd know I never— " I stopped. Tried again. "They'd fill in a story. And the story they'd fill in is that I chose something over them. Without knowing what."

"Would that be wrong?"

I looked up.

He wasn't being unkind. He was just asking the question that was already there.

"No," I said, after a moment. "It wouldn't."

He let that sit. Didn't stack anything on top of it.

"You said you've liked me for a long time," I said.

"I have."

"How long?"

He considered. Not performing consideration — actually thinking about it. "Two and a half years, approximately. Give or take the weeks where I was successfully convincing myself it was just because you were easy to live with."

Something moved low in my stomach. "And then?"

"And then you left the laundry bag in the hallway, and I put everything back, and I thought— " he paused. A small pause, but real. "I thought: I understand something about you now that you haven't told me. And I'm not going anywhere."

I looked at him for a long moment. At the steadiness of him. The specific unhurried quality that I had spent four years trying not to find as attractive as I did.

"If I said yes," I said slowly. "What does that actually look like. Day to day."

David looked at me for a moment. Then he got up, refilled both our coffees without asking, and sat back down. Like this was a conversation worth settling in for.

"First," he said. "The stuff in the bag. When you're in it — when you're in that mode — do you have a name for yourself?"

I looked at him.

"In my experience," he said, unhurried, "folks tend to. It's usually the first thing they figure out, before anything else."

The kitchen was very quiet. I'd never said it out loud. Not once. Not to anyone. It had lived in my head and in the mirror and in the dark and that was where it had always stayed, because saying it out loud to another person made it real in a way that couldn't be taken back.

David waited. He was good at that.

"Aria," I said.

Just that. One word. My own voice saying it in a room with another person in it, which had never happened before, and it felt — not as terrifying as I'd expected. It felt like setting something down that I'd been carrying for a long time.

Something in his face settled. Like a piece of information slotting into the right place. "Aria," he repeated. It was like he was confirming it.

"Inside this apartment," he said, "you're Aria. Not sometimes. Not when it's convenient. Always." He leaned forward, elbows on the table, and looked at her the way he looked at things he'd already decided about. "Aryan picks up on Sundays when your parents call. Outside, if you're not ready to be her yet, that's fine — we go only at a pace you’re comfortable with. But the second that door closes?" His voice dropped half a register. "You're mine. Dressed how I want. Where I want you. In my bed at night instead of behind that wall pretending you can't hear what's happening." He didn't look away. "I've been watching you fold yourself back into that closet every single day for four years. That's done now."

My cock was pressed hard against the inside of my joggers and I couldn't do anything about it and he could almost certainly tell and neither of us said anything about it. My mouth had gone dry. He was four feet away saying things that were going directly to the part of me that had been living in a locked drawer under a folded sweater and I felt — cracked open. Seen. Wanted in the exact shape of what I actually was.

"I'm not looking for a partner who splits the bills and sleeps in the other room," he continued. "I want a boiwife. Someone I come home to. Someone I love to spoil — actually spoil, not split-the-bills spoil." He paused, turning his coffee cup once in his hands. "I've spent years bringing bois home for a night and watching them leave in the morning and it's been fine. It's been what it was. But I'm done with fine." He looked at me. "I want someone who's mine to look after. This is what it would actually look like. Day to day, if you said Yes."

I looked at him. At the calm certainty of him saying boiwife  and spoil  in the same even tone he used for everything, like the words weren't landing in the centre of my chest one after the other.

"I've never—" I started.

"I know."

"I don't know how to—"

"I know that too." He looked at me. "We'd figure it out. That's the point."

The kitchen was quiet. My cock was hard and had been for most of this conversation and I was doing my best to pretend otherwise, which was becoming increasingly difficult.

"I've never been with a man," I said. "Not once. Everything I know about it is—" I stopped. The wall. The sounds. The bois in his shirts moving carefully in the mornings. "Second-hand."

"I know," he said. Not surprised. Like it was some common knowledge

"And you still—"

"Yes."

I swallowed. "The sounds," I said. "Through the wall. I've heard them."

"I know you have."

"So you know I know what you—" I stopped. My face was warm. "What you like."

He held my gaze. "Then you probably know," he said, very evenly, "that I like being called Daddy."

The word landed low and immediate. My face went hot. My cock pressed hard against the inside of my joggers and I was very grateful for the table between us.

"In private," he said, reading my face without any apparent difficulty. "Not out, not around people. But in here — in our space — that's what I'd want." A beat. "And I think, if you're honest with yourself, it's something you'd want too."

I didn't answer. I didn't need to. He could see exactly what that word had done — the flush climbing my throat, the stillness of my hands on the table, the fact that I hadn't looked away.

"Okay," I said. My voice came out quieter than I meant it to.

He looked at me for a moment. Then he shook his head, just slightly. "No."

I blinked. "No?"

"Not like that." He leaned back in his chair. "Aryan's been saying okay to things his whole life. That's not what I'm asking for." His eyes stayed steady on mine. "I want Aria to say yes. Not you hiding her and answering for her. Her." A pause. "She's been in that closet long enough. If she wants this — if you both want this — she can come out tonight. Start living freely from today. No more waiting." He tilted his head slightly. "So. Does Aria want this?"

The kitchen was completely still.

I'd never been asked that. Not once. Not by anyone. My whole life people had been asking Aryan things — what Aryan wanted, what Aryan thought, what Aryan was going to do next. Nobody had ever pulled her out from behind him and asked her directly.

My eyes stung. I blinked it back.

"Yes," I said. And it came out different from any yes I'd said before — lower, softer, realer. Aria's yes. The first one she'd ever gotten to say out loud.

Something moved in his face — brief, quiet, real. Not triumph. Something warmer and more careful than that.

"Good girl," he said.

The words landed somewhere I hadn't known was waiting for them.

Then: "Do you want more coffee?"

I laughed, which I hadn't expected. "Yeah," I said. "Yeah, I do."

He smiled as he got up and went to the counter. I sat at the table and looked at the back of him — the width of his shoulders, the rolled sleeves, the hands that had been on my mind for two solid days — and felt my cock throb once, slow and insistent, like it was confirming something my mouth had just agreed to.

Yes. Aria is about to say yes.

The clock was still running. Sixty days, minus two.

But for the first time since the email had landed, the sixty days didn't feel like a countdown.


Chapter III

The sun had long gone down.

The apartment was quiet — me in my room, David in the living room, TV on low, unhurried, like a man who’d said what he’d said and was now simply waiting. There was no clock, no pressure about any of this. It was just David on the other side of the room being exactly as patient as he always was, which should not have been as unbearably hot as it was.

I reached into my closet and pulled out the bag.

I’d opened it a hundred times. Held things and put them back. But I unzipped it now and didn’t stop. I took everything out and laid it on the bed one piece at a time. The blush satin bralette. The lavender babydoll — sheer, lace-trimmed at the hem, the fabric so light it barely existed between my fingers. Matching lavender satin and lace coquette thong. And at the bottom, still in their packaging, the stockings — nude, lace-top, silk-smooth — that I’d bought the same night as the babydoll and never once taken out of the wrapper.

Today they were all coming out.

I went to the bathroom and turned the shower on hot.

This wasn’t a functional shower. I knew that going in. I stood under the water and washed myself slowly, deliberately, the way you wash yourself when someone is going to put their hands on you later. I ran my palms down my stomach, over my hips, down my thighs — long thighs, smooth and light-caramel under the water, not a trace of hair anywhere below my neck because there never was. I’d always been like this. Silk from the collar down, soft jaw above it, my body having apparently decided years ago that it had somewhere better to be than presenting as something it wasn’t. I turned and ran my hands over my ass — full and high and completely smooth — and thought about David’s hands and had to press my palm flat against the shower wall and breathe for a second.

I shaved the little that needed shaving. Ran my hands over my legs after. Silk. Everything silk.

I went back to the room and closed the door behind me. Habit. Even now.

The satin thong first.

I stepped into it and pulled it up slowly and when the thin strip settled between my cheeks and the soft lace cupped the front of me my cock went hard so fast it almost hurt — pressing up against the delicate fabric, already leaking, a dark wet spot forming in the lace before I’d even finished dressing. I stood there and looked down at it. At my cock straining against pretty lavender lace, the outline of it clear and insistent, a bead of pre-cum soaking through. Something about that image — the hard cock in the soft feminine thing, the mess it was already making — made me throb harder. I pressed two fingers against myself through the fabric, just once, just to feel it, and had to stop before it went somewhere.

The stockings next.

I sat on the edge of the bed and tore the packaging open and took one out. Nude, sheer to the toe, lace band at the top — wide and delicate, designed to sit mid-thigh and stay there without anything holding it up. I gathered the first one and pointed my toe and rolled it up slowly, smoothing it as I went, and felt it pull taut against my calf, my knee, my thigh, the silk cool and impossibly smooth against skin that was already smooth. The lace band landed high on my thigh and I ran my thumb along the inside of it and my cock throbbed against the satin thong. I did the second one the same way. Slow. Deliberate. Stood up and looked down at my legs — long caramel legs in nude silk stockings with lace bands sitting at mid-thigh — and something in my chest went very quiet and very certain.

The bralette next. Blush satin, thin straps, soft cups that had nothing to fill but sat against my chest with a deliberateness that my body responded to immediately. The weight of it. The way the straps felt on my bare shoulders. The satin cool against my nipples for a second and then warming to my skin. I fastened it at the back and adjusted the straps and felt my cock pulse against the lace.

Then I picked up the babydoll.

Sheer lavender. Lace trim at the hem and the neckline, tiny delicate scalloping along every edge. The fabric was almost nothing — I could see my fingers through it when I held it up. I pulled it over my head and let it fall and it settled against my body like a whisper, like something that had been waiting to be there. The hem grazed the tops of my thighs, just above where the lace bands of the stockings ended, leaving a strip of bare caramel skin in between. The sheer fabric skimmed my stomach, my chest, my shoulders, catching the light from the string lights around my window and going faintly luminous with it. The lace trim at the bottom swayed when I moved. The whole thing was so light I could barely feel it and also couldn’t feel anything else.

I stood there for a moment with my eyes closed.

My cock was hard and leaking and pressing up visibly through the sheer fabric. The satin thong barely contained it. I was already making a mess of pretty things I’d owned for eight months without wearing properly and I hadn’t even left the room yet.

I opened my eyes and looked at the mirror.

She looked back at me.

Caramel skin. Long smooth legs in nude silk stockings, lace bands high on her thighs, a strip of bare skin between the stocking tops and the babydoll’s hem that made the legs look endless. The sheer lavender fabric doing exactly nothing to hide what was underneath — the satin thong, the outline of her cock straining against it, the wet patch that had already soaked through the front. She looked like the thing David’s boys looked like in his shirts in the morning except she was dressed for it, deliberate, pretty from the hair to the hem, the kind of slight soft-bodied thing that a big man looks at and immediately starts thinking about how he’s going to make her moan and ask for more. She looked fuckable. She looked like she’d been built to kneel. She looked like exactly what she was — a sissy in her prettiest things standing in front of a mirror with her cock leaking into her lace and a man waiting for her on the other side of the door.

And she was a mess. Cock fully hard and pushing up through the sheer lavender like it had no interest in being polite about it, the satin thong soaked through at the front, a dark wet patch spreading into the fabric that was visible clear as anything through the sheer babydoll. All these years of lying on the other side of that wall listening and wanting and putting it all back in the bag and here it was — all of it, out, on display, leaking into pretty lace because a man had said her name and told her she was going to be his and her body had immediately and comprehensively lost its mind. I looked at her in the mirror and didn’t look away. This was Aria. The soft pretty outside and the desperate leaking cock underneath and all this time of wanting that had finally run out of drawer space.

There you are,  I thought.

Not for the first time. But for the first time it felt like an arrival instead of a secret.

I looked at myself until I’d looked long enough. Then I crossed the room to the door. Put my hand on the handle. My cock throbbed once, hard and urgent, soaking another pulse of pre-cum into the lace, and I felt it everywhere — the wanting and the terror hitting the same nerve at the same time — and I stood there breathing through it for exactly three seconds.

Then I opened the door.

The hallway was dim. The living room light was on — warm, low — and the TV was still going, some show he wasn't really watching. I walked down the hallway and stopped in the living room doorway.

David was on the couch. Forearms on his knees, glass of water in one hand. He looked up.

His eyes went straight to the wet patch in the satin thong. Visible right through the sheer babydoll, dark and spreading, my cock outlined clear as anything against the soaked fabric. He didn't pretend he was looking anywhere else. He looked at it and made a low sound in his throat that did something immediate and embarrassing to my cock.

Then his eyes moved to the rest. Slowly. The lace stocking bands at my thighs, the strip of bare caramel skin above them, the babydoll hem swaying, the sheer fabric over the bralette, my hair loose around my jaw. He took the whole thing in like he was going over a menu. Like he was deciding where to start.

He set his glass down.

"Aria," he said.

My cock lurched so hard against the wet lace I had to press my thighs together to keep from making a sound.

"Come here."

I crossed the room. The stockings whispered against each other with every step, the babydoll swaying, my cock soaking steadily through the lace, and he watched all of it — watched me walk to him the way you watch something you've been waiting for. I stopped in front of him. He was sitting, which put his face level with my stomach and the wet front of the thong directly in his eyeline, and he looked up at me from there with an expression that made my knees want to give out completely.

His hand came up and gripped my hip. Not resting — gripping. His thick thumb pressed into the bare strip of hairless skin between the stocking top and the babydoll hem and just held there, warm and heavy, like he was making a point about who the skin belonged to now.

"Good girl."

Here. Like this. Him gripping my hip with his thumb in my bare skin and his eyes moving over me like I was already his because I already was. My cock was so hard it hurt and leaking steadily into the lace and I couldn't speak and didn't need to.

"Turn around."

I turned. Heard him exhale — low and controlled and entirely real — the second he saw the back of me. The thong string between my cheeks. The full curve of my ass sitting above the lace stocking bands. My legs in nude silk all the way down. He didn't say anything. Both his hands came up and found my ass and just — took it. Palmed it fully, fingers spreading, kneading slowly… I thought about this like he was getting familiar with something he intended to spend a lot of time with. He pushed the babydoll hem up out of the way to get to it properly and I felt the cool air and then his warm hands and stood there with my thighs pressed together trying to breathe. He squeezed once, hard, pulling my cheeks apart just slightly, and then his hand drew back and came down in a sharp clean spank that cracked through the quiet apartment alongside my yelp and left my ass stinging and my cock absolutely ruined against the front of the thong.

Then both his hands found my hips again and he pulled me back slowly until I was standing between his knees, his thighs bracketing my legs, and I felt how warm he was through the back of the stockings and felt something much more than warmth pressing against the back of my thigh and went completely still.

He was hard. And he was huge.

He hadn't even touched me properly yet and he was at full mast… I could feel it against my thigh through his joggers and my cock throbbed so violently it leaked a fresh pulse of precum into the lace.

"Turn back."

I turned. His face was level with my stomach. The wet ruined front of the satin thong right there, inches from him, soaked through and showing everything. He looked at it for a long moment without looking away.

"You've been like this the whole time?"

"Since I laid out these clothes," I said. It came out small and wrecked and I didn't care.

He looked up at me with an expression that said he knew exactly what he'd done and had every intention of doing more of it.

"What do you want to do about it Aria?" he said.

I knew what I wanted. I'd known for years — built from sounds through a wall and careful mornings and his guests gripping the counter edge as they walked. I knew what I wanted and my cock was inches from his face soaking through pretty lace and I was completely out of reasons not to say it.

"I want—"

"Say it properly." Low. Patient. Not moving.

I looked at him. At the steadiness of him sitting there between my knees with his hands on my hips and his hard cock in his joggers and all these years of wanting pooling at my stockinged feet.

"I want you to have me," I said. "Daddy."

The word dropped out of my mouth and landed between us and I felt it in my cock like a pulse — hard, immediate, a fresh bead of pre-cum soaking into the lace the second it left my lips. I'd never said it before. Not to anyone. And now I had and it was out and I couldn't take it back and I didn't want to.

Something moved in his jaw. His hands tightened on my hips — both of them, fingers digging in, the first real crack in four years of composure.

Then he exhaled slowly through his nose and looked at me with an expression that was equal parts want and control.

"Darling." His voice had dropped lower. "You're not ready for that yet. I'm not going to hurt you getting there." His thumb traced a slow circle against my hip. "That pussy is going to take some working up to take me properly. And when I take it—" a beat "—I want it to be special. I want to take that cherry right."

My face was on fire. My cock was so hard it was genuinely painful against the soaked lace.

"For starters, why don’t we begin this new relationship," he said, "with a blowjob. Think you can do that for me?"

"Yes," I said. It came out immediately. "Yes, Daddy."

Something in his face shifted — warm and certain and entirely in charge.

"Then get on your knees, baby." He leaned back against the couch, unhurried, every inch of him composed and waiting. "Time to take care of Daddy."

I held his gaze for one more second. Then my knees found the floor.

When I was on the floor in front of him for the first time, I stayed there for a second just breathing as I thought. Here I was on my knees in a lavender babydoll and silk stockings and soaked lace, in the living room of the apartment I'd lived in for four years, in front of the man the rest of the world knew as my roommate and my family back in Mumbai thought was just the guy I split rent with. The man who in a matter of weeks would be my husband on paper and was already, in every way that actually mattered, something else entirely. I was twenty-four years old and everyone who had ever known me thought I was straight, yet here I was on my knees for a big Black man with a cock I'd spent four years listening to through a wall and I was about to take it in my mouth, my very first cock, for the very first time in my life and my cock was dripping through pretty lace onto the floor and I had never been more certain of anything.

I looked up at him.

He looked down at me. At Aria on her knees in her pretty things, looking up at him for the first time. I could already see myself getting used to looking up at him like this.

"There she is," he said quietly.

He reached down and pulled himself out.

He made no show off of it. Just his hand confidently going to the waistband of his joggers and pulling them down enough and there it was — right in front of my face. I'd spent four years assembling a picture from sounds and careful mornings and the way his guests gripped the counter reaching for water. The picture hadn't been wrong. It just hadn't been enough. Thick and dark and fully hard and heavy in a way that made my jaw ache just looking at it, the head flushed and a bead of pre-cum sitting at the tip, and the smell of him hit me before I touched him — warm and clean and male — and my mouth flooded immediately, embarrassingly, before I'd done a thing.

I was on my knees in a babydoll and stockings with my cock soaking through lace and my whole body had already made its decision before my brain caught up. The wanting I'd been managing for four years had just — stopped being manageable. Just like that. One look and four years of carefully maintained distance collapsed into nothing and left me here, on the floor, mouth open, ready to take whatever he gave me.

I put my shaky hands around him and stopped pretending. One wasn't enough. My fingers didn't meet and I felt him pulse against my palms — slow, heavy, and completely unhurried — and I made a sound I'd never made before in my life… it was a soft, helpless little moan that came out sounding embarrassingly close to daddy  before I'd even decided to say it. He heard it. Said nothing. Just watched me from above, thick toned arms spread along the back of the couch, patient, letting me figure it out.

I held him in both hands for a moment, they were steady now as they had something big and warm to hold onto and I just looked. Up close he was even more than the sounds had suggested — thick enough that my fingers didn't meet, long enough that both hands wrapped around him still left the head free, dark and flushed and right there. My mouth was already open. My cock was already soaking through the lace. I leaned in.

I ran my tongue up the underside of him, base to tip. Slow. Salt and skin and the weight of him on my tongue and he twitched and his breath changed — barely, just enough — and something about that tiny sound his breath made undid me completely. I did it again. Slower. Let my tongue drag the full length of him and felt him twitch again and my cock soaked another pulse into the lace and I thought — somewhere in the back of my head, quiet and certain — this has nothing to do with a visa.

It hadn't been about the visa for a long time. Maybe ever. You don't lie awake for four years listening through a wall because you're worried about immigration status. You don't keep a lavender babydoll in a bag under your bed for eight months because you need a green card. I was on my knees because I wanted to be on my knees. Because I'd wanted his cock in my mouth since the first night I heard what he did with it.

I took the fat head in.

My lips stretched around him and I forgot everything I thought I knew. The heat of his cock on my tongue, the taste of him, the specific overwhelming realness of having an actual cock in my mouth for the first time in my life — no wall in between the rooms, not a well detailed and thought out imagination from all the sounds, not a porn on a screen — just this, just him, just now. My eyes went wet immediately. My cock lurched and dripped and my whole body trembled once, a full-body shiver I couldn't control, and I just held there with him in my mouth and let it all hit.

His hand came to my hair. Fingers loose. Not gripping yet.

"Good girl," he smiled. Very low.

Most of his thick black shaft was still out. I took more.

I went down slowly, pulling back, going further each time, finding the rhythm of it. My hands wrapped around the base of him — everything I couldn't take, which was still a lot — and my jaw was already aching and my eyes were already prickling and my mouth was stretched wide and wet and I didn't care about any of it. My cock was a disaster in the thong — soaked through completely, pre-cum spreading into the sheer babydoll, hips rocking without my permission looking for friction that wasn't there. Untouched. Completely ignored. Leaking for him while I worked my mouth around him and the humiliation of it and the wanting of it were the same feeling running through the same wire and both of them were making me wetter.

And somewhere in the middle of all of it, with both hands wrapped around what I still couldn't fit in my mouth, a thought pushed through — this is what's going in my ass eventually.  All of it. And I was going to walk exactly like those bois walked in the mornings, that careful loose-hipped shuffle, except I wasn't going to be leaving in the morning. I was going to be walking like that in my own home. Forever. My cock lurched so hard at the thought it actually hurt and I moaned around him and took him deeper.

"Look at Daddy," he said.

I looked up.

Mouth full of his cock, eyes wet at the corners, babydoll sitting pretty on my shoulders, cock dripping through lace — I watched his jaw tighten, watched something move behind his eyes, and felt him thicken slightly on my tongue.

"There she is," he said. Quieter. Like it meant something it hadn't meant the first time.

Then I gagged.

Shallow and sudden, eyes snapping wide and watering properly now, spit flooding my mouth, hands gripping his thighs. I pulled back and a string came with me and I was kneeling there with wet eyes and a messy chin and my chest heaving and the babydoll still sitting perfectly on my shoulders while the rest of me completely fell apart, and he looked down at me and said two words.

"Now breathe."

I breathed. Looked up at him.

He hadn't moved. Hadn't flinched. He just waited.

I thought about what I looked like right now — eyes streaming, chin wet, jaw wrecked, on my knees in a lavender babydoll with my cock making a mess in soaked lace. And I wanted to go back down. Not despite it. Because of it. Because Aria had been waiting to be this wrecked and she wasn't done yet.

I went back down.

Further this time. Past where I'd gagged, working through it, my jaw screaming and my eyes streaming and my cock absolutely ruined in the thong and none of it stopping me. His hand tightened in my hair — guiding, setting the pace, slow and deliberate, his hips rocking up to meet me in small controlled movements. Teaching me. The wet sounds of it filled the whole living room. I stopped thinking and just did it — the rhythm, his weight on my tongue, his hand in my hair, the sounds he was making going lower and rougher and less controlled with every pass.

And underneath all of it, somewhere in the back of my head — a brown boy from Mumbai on his knees in pink lace in an apartment in America with a big Black man's cock in his mouth and his lacy coquette babydoll still perfectly on and his cock dripping through pretty things onto the floor. A boy his mother called every Sunday. A boy his father thought was out there building a respectable career. A boy who'd been raised to be so many specific things and was none of them right now and had never in his life felt more like himself.

"You’re doing so well Aria," he said, stroking my hair once. "Such a good girl."

I moaned around him. Couldn't help it. Felt him twitch hard against my tongue in response and his grip tighten in my hair and my cock leak a full fresh stream of precum into the ruined lace and that loop — his cock, my moan, his grip, my cock — ran through me like a current and I was completely gone.

"Close," he said. Voice gone rough. "You're going to take all of it."

Not a question.

His fist tightened in my hair and he pushed deeper than he had before and I gagged and he held me there through it, firm but not cruel, his other hand gripping the back of the couch.

Then he was coming.

Hot and thick and more than I was, or could’ve been ready for, flooding my mouth faster than I could swallow, the taste of him sharp and overwhelming on the back of my tongue. I swallowed. Swallowed again. Felt it escape the corner of my mouth because there was just too much of it.

The taste of him hit me differently than anything I'd ever tasted. I'd swallowed my own cum a handful of times over the years — alone, curious, in the dark after, in those rare times when there wasn’t that usual post nut guilt — but this was nothing like that. This was someone else's. This was his. Hot and thick and real and mine because I'd earned it on my knees in a babydoll with my jaw aching and my eyes streaming and my pretty things absolutely ruined.

This. This is what they tasted. This is what they came back for. This is what they were reaching for water after.

And then quieter, beyond all of it — so this is how those girls feel.

The ones who loved doing this. Who got on their knees willingly and said it did something for them nothing else did. None of my two previous girlfriends liked doing it, at least Priya was willing to try it once before saying she didn't want to, maybe if she'd had something like this in front of her it would've been different — I'm never going to know it now. And I'd never understood it until right now… until my cock hadn't been touched once and yet here I was — shaking, as I swallowed this man's cum while my cock remained desperate against ignored soaked lace without a single finger on it. This is what they meant. Getting on your knees for the right person goes straight between your thighs without stopping anywhere else first.

My cock answered him with a full throb into the ruined lace.

I swallowed everything I could. He held my head in place until the very last of it, his chest rising and falling, and made a sound I had never once heard through any wall and was going to hear now for the rest of my life.

His hand loosened. Stroked back through my hair once, slow.

I pulled off him. Sat back on my heels.

My jaw was wrecked, my eyes were wet, my chin was a mess — and the babydoll was still on, the stockings still straight, pretty as the moment I'd walked out. The only thing that had completely fallen apart was me. My cock was soaked through the lace and hadn't been touched once and I was kneeling on his living room floor feeling like the most thoroughly, willingly ruined thing in the world. And I haven't even taken him inside me properly.

He looked down at me. Ran his thumb along my chin slow, collecting what had escaped my mouth, then pressed it against my lips. I opened. Took it. Sucked it clean. Then his hand came under my jaw and tipped my face up.

"Come here baby," he said as he reached down and pulled me up by the hand.

He laid back into the couch and pulled me with him — my back to his chest, his arm around my waist, his chin at the top of my head. He was the big spoon to my small, which I suspect is going to be the default with us forever. He was so much bigger than me I just — disappeared into him. His cum still in my mouth, my clitty still hard and thorobbing, untouched, soaked in ruined lace, and I had never in my life felt this taken care of.

The TV was still on. Some show neither of us had been watching. The apartment looked exactly the same as it had since Tuesday, when I'd been sitting at the kitchen table with my laptop and my sixty-day clock and no idea what was coming. Nothing had moved. Nothing had changed. Except I was in a babydoll and stockings with his cum in my mouth curled into his chest and Aryan Mehta was gone and Aria was here and she wasn't going anywhere.

His hand slid down my stomach over the babydoll and went between my thighs.

Not inside the thong. Just over it — his palm cupping the wet front of the lace, then his fingers feeling my throbbing cock through the satin fabric, and he didn't take anything out, just held me there through the soaked satin, and I thought about what that meant. That he could feel everything. The shape of my cock through wet fabric, smaller than his middle finger, not even half as thick as his thumb when fully hard and desperate against his massive palm while he wasn't taking it out, wasn't treating it like a cock that needed handling — just holding it. Owning it through the satin. The humiliation of that hit me somewhere deep and immediate and my hips rolled forward into his hand before I could stop them.

His lips found my neck. A kiss. Another. His teeth grazing the skin just below my ear.

"You did so well," he said against my neck. "Such a good girl."

My hips rolled forward into his hand again without my permission, chasing the pressure. He felt it. Made a low sound against my neck that wasn't quite a laugh.

"Let me tell you how this is going to work," he said.

"I'm a top." His teeth caught my earlobe and I felt it in my cock. "Always. I don't switch, I don't bottom, I won't be going down on you." His hand pressed firmer down over the satin and I gasped. "But this—" his fingers stroked slow over the wet fabric "—I'll take care of this. Like this. When you've been good. When Daddy feels like spoiling you." A beat, his lips brushing my ear. "And you have heard how good I spoil."

Daddy.  His hand on my cock through soaked satin and his mouth on my neck and that word in my ear — and through all of it, one thought cutting through clean: I wasn't going to be the one lying on the other side of that wall anymore. Wasn't going to be the one listening. That was done. From now on I was the one in the room. I was the one getting spoiled. I was the one who was going to make those sounds.

"This cute thing," he said, his fingers finding the shape of me through the fabric and just — holding it. All of it. Four inches of hard desperate cock in his palm through the satin and his hand made it look tiny. Made it feel tiny. "This is your clitty, baby. Not a cock. Not anymore."

Clitty.

I felt the word go through me like a current — straight from his mouth to my clitty, which throbbed immediately under his palm like it was answering to its new name. Not a cock. A clitty. Small and hard and soaked in pretty satin and lace, belonging to a man who'd decided what it was called and what it was for and I felt — claimed. Renamed. More myself than I'd ever been in twenty-four years and I hadn't even been taken properly yet.

"Yes, Daddy," I said. Barely a whisper.

"Good girl." His hand stroked again, slow, still through the thong, still not taking anything out. Then his other hand slid back and cupped my ass through the babydoll — full and possessively, fingers spreading, his thumb grazing my puckered hole through the thong string — and held it.

"And this," he said, squeezing my ass once while his thumb pressed a little over the hole, just enough to know it was there, "is your pussy."

The word hit my ass and my clitty at exactly the same time. Pussy.  My hole — the thing I'd never let anyone near, never fully let myself think about — just renamed, like my clitty, in his hand, on this couch, like it had always been called that and he was just the first one to say it out loud. A sound came out of me that wasn't a word.

"That's what it is," he said, his lips moving against my neck. "And Daddy's going to make sure it lives up to that name. We’re going to get you some toys tomorrow, baby. Work that pussy open nice and slow until it's ready to take me properly soon." He squeezed again while his other hand stroked me in the front. "And when it does — when I'm finally inside that pussy — you're going to cum from it. Just from that. Without touching your clitty at all." His teeth grazed my ear. "And after that, you won't want to use your clitty like a guy ever again. Your pussy's going to give you everything."

I was shaking. Genuinely shaking, his cum in my mouth and his hand on my clitty and his thumb over my pussy and his mouth on my neck and his voice in my ear saying clitty  and pussy  and Daddy  and I was twenty-four years old and I'd flown ten thousand miles and this is what it had all been for, this moment, this couch, this man who had decided exactly what I was and intended to make sure I knew it.

"You're going to be such a good boiwife ," he murmured against my neck. "I'm going to love you so good, baby. Take care of you the way you deserve." His lips pressed to my skin once, slow. "My good girl. My Aria."

"Daddy—" It came out broken. All of this… his words, his hands, the images inside my head, everything had brought me right near the edge,

"I know," he said. "Go ahead."

I came.

Still in the lingerie, his palm pressed over me through the wet fabric, not inside, not skin on skin, just his hand over my clitty through ruined pretty lace and satin with his mouth on my neck — and I came harder than I ever had before, with my exes or when alone in the dark, this was a full-body experience that started in my clitty and went everywhere at once, my hips grinding into his hand, sounds coming out of me that belonged entirely to Aria and none of them to anyone called Aryan. He held his thumb firm against my pussy in the back the whole way through. Didn't move it. He let me ride my orgasm out against his palm, against the soaked lace, until the last of it had passed and I was lying boneless and spent against him.

"You’ve done so good, baby," he said quietly. Into my hair.

We stayed like that. TV still on low. His arm around my waist and my clitty spent in ruined lace and his thumb making slow circles against my hip and his taste still on my tongue.

Then: "Tomorrow we go to the lawyer. Get the paperwork started."

"Okay Daddy," I said. Into his big toned arms.

"Then we get you some toys." His hand squeezed my hip. "Start prepping that pussy properly for what's coming." A beat. "And maybe some clothes. A boiwife  like Aria  deserves a wardrobe with variety."

I looked up at him.

He looked down at me — at Aria, his Aria, tucked into his chest in her babydoll and stockings with her pretty things ruined and his taste in her mouth and his names for her parts still warm in her ears — and smiled.

"Welcome home baby," he said.

***
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Did you love this book? Then you should also read:  

The Mafia Daddy's Secret Sissy Gumar !”
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Some secrets are kept in locked rooms. Mine is kept in lace. 

I have two lives. 

In one, I'm Clarence... plain, eyes down, church pew every Sunday for immigrant parents I still live with. Nothing to see here. In the other, I'm Cleo — pink lace, white stockings, four inch heels, and so wet I'm soaking through satin before his headlights even hit the gate. 

I met him when I was twenty. Half-dressed in a gay club I didn't know the mafia owned a piece of, with a mask on and another man's cock in my hand for the very first time. He walked in, locked the other man in a closet, sat down, and looked at me like he already owned me. 

He wasn't wrong. 

A secret house. A wardrobe full of silk and lace built for a girl exactly like me. An encrypted line saved as D. And one rule that landed somewhere so deep inside me I felt it in my clitty the second he said it: 

Call me Daddy. 

Two years later I'm still his. Still on my knees every weekend with my mouth full and my eyes up, taking everything he gives me and begging pretty for more. Still bending over his kitchen counter in nothing but stockings and heels while he reminds me exactly what I am — his kept slut, his dirty little secret, the thing his wife stopped being a long time ago. 

His gumar. His good girl. His favourite sissy slut in satin and lace and everything pretty who was made for this and knows it. 

His. 

Direct Link: https://mybook.to/Mgmk5N 


Also, check out the 13-part long, steamy, slow-burning feminization series 

Feminized for Luxury: Danielle’s Sissy Escort Life 
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Danielle didn’t know what she was getting into when she stepped into Ms. Samantha’s world, but now, there’s no turning back. Feminized for Luxury follows Danielle’s slow and sensual transformation, as she’s molded into the perfect working girl at an exclusive, high-end sissy escort agency. With fellow sissy Crystal’s playful teasing and Ms. Samantha’s firm guidance, Danielle learns to embrace her femininity and step into her new role. 

But it’s not just the transformation—soon, Danielle’s life is all about pleasing the agency’s elite clients. Wealthy and powerful, they know exactly what they want, and Danielle is learning how to give it to them in style. Each chapter brings her closer to her true self, as she navigates the seductive, luxurious world of high-paying clients, stunning outfits, and irresistible opportunities. 

This slow-burn feminization story is full of teasing, tension, and moments that will leave you hooked. Welcome to Danielle’s new life, where glamour, desire, and indulgence are just the beginning. 

Direct Link: https://mybook.to/PHhAvb 


Also checkout the tasty BBC Daddy and his Sissy series:  

Feminized by a BBC Daddy/Roommate !”
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Fresh out of high school and kicked out of the house, a petite, young, beautiful blonde named Patrick finds himself looking for a roommate to share the rent on his new apartment. 

He soon finds the perfect supportive roommate in the form of a charming, six foot, mid 30's and built like a sculpture/man named David. Things go well with the occasional tension between the two, especially when the strong, muscular man offers to help with just carrying a bag or just opening a door for the petite blonde. 

But one day the tension/heat reaches its peak when Patrick finds himself short on rent for a month. Things finally start unwinding when David offers to cover the rest of Patrick's rent, but on one condition: only if our Patrick agrees to wear women's underwear and submit himself to two surprise inspections for a day until he covers his share. Patrick agrees in a jiff without knowing that this is the first of many exciting and exhilarating steps in her feminization journey to becoming the best sissy princess for her daddy. 

Read the first step in her steamy feminization tale, told in almost 10K words now. 

Direct Link: https://mybook.to/ngcUrsK
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Sissy Joey is a talented and captivating author whose passion lies in the realm of feminization erotica. With a unique perspective and personal experiences, she brings a refreshing and authentic voice to the world of sissy and feminization literature. Whether you are a longtime lover of feminization erotica or a curious newcomer to the genre, Sissy Joey welcomes you into a world of tantalizing exploration, where secrets are revealed, boundaries are pushed, and authentic desires are celebrated. Step into the pages of  Sissy Joey's works and

embark on a hot and sexy journey.
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