
Rajorshi Das 

 

 

My Father’s Boyfriend 
 

They enter the bed room 

 

and close the door, locked  

 

away from the world for hours.  

 

Father sulks as his man goes 

 

home. He barely talks to us,  

 

most nights. Father shouts 

 

at Ma. She knows, doesn’t she? 

 

Father loves him more than 

 

us- and I can see why.  

 

His boyfriend has big  

 

muscles and perky nipples. 

 

Should I tell Ma what 

 

I have seen? Should I? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 


