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When Hannah took off with hardly any warning, I was pissed, but also very worried. Hannah is, or rather, my roommate. And she was paying more than half of the rent because she got the master bedroom, and I had the smaller one. Her leaving like that meant I had to get another roomie, and fast. 

I suppose I could have tried to sublet the entire place and then find another place myself, but this building is perfectly located one block from a major mall that has a subway entrance. I work just two stops down the line from there.

More to the point, I’ve had bad experiences with security and insects in other buildings. This one is very secure, with a 24hr doorman, and I’ve never seen a bug. It’s very clean and has a lot of nice amenities, like a gym, library, craft room, and a lounge for the residents that gives out onto the roof with a beautiful view.

Yes, all that is expensive. That’s why I need a roommate. I have a decent job, but it doesn’t pay enough to stay here alone. But finding reliable roommates can be a difficult task. Most with sufficient money would rather get a place of their own further out, even if that means a long commute.

So, I was looking for someone practical, with a decent, secure job, polite, clean, preferably quiet, and respectful of others. No easy task given the time constraints involved. 

I interviewed several girls, but none were even close to what I wanted in a roommate, and I was starting to become ... concerned as the time went on. Then Zahra appeared. Zahra seemed like a very real possibility. She was a little old, at thirty-four (I’m twenty-two), but was a soft-spoken librarian who worked at the university.

She was neatly dressed, educated, and had a secure job. She didn’t like parties or loud music and confessed to being a bit of a clean freak. She was also quite short, slender, and non-threatening. Having few other options, I agreed to sub-let the room to her, and she moved in a week later.

What a relief!

And disappointment. I confess, I had quite enjoyed having the place entirely to myself. I’m a very private person, and kind of an introvert, you see.

I was a little surprised when I saw how Zahra had furnished her room. It was extremely... uhm, ethnic. She had no accent, so clearly wasn’t an immigrant, but the room was very, very African, from rugs to bedspreads to pictures. There were a lot of bright colors, particularly oranges and reds mixed with browns and yellows. 

“Like it?”

“Uhm, yes, it’s very colorful,” I said diplomatically.

My own tastes are much more restrained. Even with my clothing. I tend to wear darker colors. Even my glasses are a very dark brown, just a shade or two lighter than my hair.

I noticed a rolled-up mat next to the door.

“Oh, do you do yoga too?” I asked.

“Oh, no, that’s my prayer mat,” she said. “I must pray five times a day.”

“Oh,” I said.

Which was about all I could say. It hadn’t occurred to me that she was a Muslim. I’m quite conflicted about Muslims, to be honest. I’m a bookworm and do research for a living, so I have looked into the religion. It’s very male superior, even misogynistic. One of the things I most disapprove of about it is how women are expected to cover up their heads and bodies while men walk around comfortably. And the reason? To avoid arousing men! 

I know that among most of my friends, nary a discouraging word is ever heard about Muslims. They are almost all quite liberal, after all, as am I. But I have to admit, privately, to having some doubts about the religion given its treatment of women. Still, if she wasn’t wearing any sort of religious outfit, perhaps she was more liberal minded.

“My people are from Senegal,” she said.

“Mine are just from, well, here,” I said with a smile.

“You don’t look indigenous.”

“Oh, well, no, but we’ve been here for centuries. I suppose if you go back far enough, they were from England and Scandinavia.”

“Yes, you have very white skin.”

She had very black skin, but I wasn’t sure she’d appreciate me saying it.

I have to say that almost from the start, Zahra was an unsettling roommate. And, well, perhaps it was from her culture, but she was kind of pushy and treated me as something of a child. Yes, she was half again as old as me, but seriously, I’m not a child.

She also was determined to engage in conversation about me as opposed to subjects I would much prefer to discuss, like society, history and even economics and science, though I’m no expert there. I’m a research analyst with the government. Which is about what it sounds like. I research information and provide an analysis, which I send on to clients within the department who make requests.

It’s all rather anonymous, which lets me work from home sometimes. I get assignments and then do my research. Sometimes it's about public attitudes, sometimes about policy issues, sometimes about whether certain programs have met the criteria for success as outlined in their business plans.

Yes, I’m sure you think that sounds boring. But I love knowledge. Then again, a lot of people seem to think I’m boring. Which is fine with me. I like smooth waters. I don’t like turbulence, turmoil, confrontation or stress. I like polite, soft-spoken people. And Zahra was turning out to be something entirely different.

She was sometimes embarrassingly blunt. She didn’t seem shy about anything! 

“He has a big cock, Ibrahima does, and I’m not a large woman, you know. It can ache if he’s not patient, and he’s rarely patient. He’s like a bull, you know, wanting to mount the female and pound away at her. Most Black men are like that, though.”

Of course, I couldn’t help blushing. Where I come from, one simply did not speak of such things! Especially around those who were practically strangers! Maybe lifelong girlfriends might, but I’d only known her a couple of days, for heaven’s sake!

And wasn’t she supposed to be religious!?

“And he’s always after me for anal sex,” she said, rolling her eyes. “I tell him, hey, you don’t have the patience for that. That requires preparation and patience. You can’t just slam that big cock of yours into a girl’s ass without risking damage. Have you ever had anal sex?”

I knew I was blushing horribly, perhaps due to my fair complexion.

“Ahm, no,” I gulped, racking my brain for an excuse to get away from her.

“I usually wear a butt-plug if I know he’s going to be after that. I start with a smaller one, then work my way up.”

“Oh, look at the time. I have to check to see if any new assignments have come by email,” I gulped, hurrying out of the living room and into my bedroom.

She seemed obsessed with sex, and in questioning my own sexual history and habits! I mean, as if that wasn’t extremely personal information she had no right to!

I started spending more time in my room when she was home. Which was all right. I really don’t watch much television, and what I do watch I can get over my laptop anyway.

I did have to go out to the kitchen to make dinner, though. But like I said, Zahra was kind of pushy. When she was making something, she wanted me out of her way. Nor was she much for ‘please’ and ‘thank you’.

“Move yourself, tall girl,” she said, slapping my bottom.

I yelped and moved aside so she could get a stirring spoon from the drawer.

“I’m not tall,” I said, annoyed.

“You’re tall for a girl.”

“I’m five foot seven. That’s not tall!”

“I’m five-one. So, it’s tall to me.”

She took to doing that, slapping my bottom to move me aside, or even to get me to do something. It was quite annoying. But I wasn’t sure what to say. ‘Stop slapping my bottom?’, or perhaps ‘stop hitting me’? They both sounded kind of childish for a light slap. And it was probably just her culture.

Another time, she came right out and asked, “How come you don’t have a boyfriend?”

“I’m very choosy.”

“And I’m not?”

“I didn’t say that!”

“You have a nice shape and a pretty face. You should grow your hair longer, though, and maybe dye it blonde.”

“I don’t want to be a blonde. All that does is get horny men to hit on me all the time.”

“You say this like it’s a bad thing.”

“It is if I’m just doing something like getting groceries or riding on the train. I don’t need strangers hitting on me.”

“You’re young and beautiful. God made you look like this to attract men so that you can breed. You don’t want to waste the opportunity. When you’re middle-aged, men won’t want you.”

“I’m not interested in... in breeding just now!”

She hand-waved that away. “Men are like a book. You never know for sure what’s inside until you open it and read.”

Now there was a metaphor I could accept.

“That’s true, but the covers are often quite deceptive.”

“Which is why you need to open a lot of books, and that means opening your legs more.”

I blushed again. “I’m not into one-night stands.”

“It won’t be one night if he’s the right man. You should put your picture on Tinder. You’ll have tons of men wanting to meet you.”

“I already have too many men wanting to meet me. And all that mostly means is wanting to have sex with me.”

“Of course. You’re pretty, have large breasts, and a nicely shaped bottom.”

That made me blush again, given she had barged in on me when I was in the shower two days earlier to get something out of the bathroom cabinet. Our bathroom has a very stylish shower, with sliding glass doors that are entirely transparent. 

I hadn’t even been aware of her presence as I was rinsing shampoo from my hair. She could have grabbed the bottle and closed the door. Instead, she slides the door open and says, “Don’t mind me. I’m just getting my vitamins from the cabinet.”

Then she slid the door closed and left!

And I do NOT have large breasts! I mean, I’m a slender girl, and I exercise, and my breasts are perhaps a size or two larger than would be expected of a woman my height and weight, but no more.

“I do not have large breasts,” I said firmly, frowning at her to convey my disapproval.

“Large enough. Bigger than mine. Ibrahima would love them. He likes to sink his fingers into a girl’s breasts. If you were a blonde, he wouldn’t be able to resist you. Black men are crazy for blondes. Of course, that’s partly because they regard them as a kind of prize, the ultimate high-status conquest. 

“Well, I’m not interested in being conquered, thank you very much.”

“Ha, you should be. He could make you scream in pleasure.’

“No thank you.”

“Life is more than books, you know, girl. And you should get rid of those glasses. They make you look more like a librarian than I am.”

“I need them to see,” I said.

“Phhht. I can see through them. They’re a very low prescription. You could get laser eye surgery and never wear them again.”

“I don’t mind my glasses. And they keep the hair out of my eyes.”

Mostly.

“You also don’t dress properly. You dress like a married woman who already has a man. You should show off your assets more.”

Zahra tended to wear tight tops, skirts, and pants.

“No thank you. I like wearing comfortable clothing.”

“You want to die a virgin?”

“I’m not a virgin!”

“No? Tell me about your last sexual experience.”

“No!”

“Why not?”

“Because... because that kind of thing is private!” I sputtered. “Most people regard information like that as private!”

She hand-waved that away. “You prissy white girls are far too shy. You want to live a little, have a youth full of wild times you can look back on with nostalgia when you’re middle-aged. Did I ever tell you about my first threesome?”

“No. Nor do I want to know, thanks!”

And I left the room.

Zahra wasn’t the least shy about things like that. Or even nudity. She would walk naked from her bedroom past mine to the kitchen to get something! She didn’t seem the least concerned that there was someone else living in the apartment! 

Sometimes, I was amazed at the outfits she wore to go out, especially on dates with this ‘Ibrahima’ person. The shortest, tightest skirts imaginable, combined with six-inch stiletto heels and tight, low-cut tops! I’d never be caught dead in any of it.

My normal style runs more to dark-colored sweaters and blouses, and loose, comfortable, knee- or ankle-length skirts and sensible black shoes.

Sensible, respectable, responsible- that’s me.

She kept trying to set me up with men too, all of them black, and the most important aspect of their person that she always seemed most important to convey was the size of their penis!

Look, I have to admit that psychologically, I’m as interested/attracted to a large male penis as the next girl. I recognize that there is little physiological difference between large, medium, and small, as such, but then again, the most important sexual organ on a person is the brain.

And I am not prissy just because I dress and act modestly! I’ve had sex. And honestly, it’s nothing to write home about, for the most part. It’s variously painful, embarrassing, and messy. Not to mention fraught with stress as I try to ensure I say and do the right thing, and act like I’m enjoying it (but not too much). 

Sex, as far as I can tell, and in speaking with my girlfriends, is mostly about pleasing the guy anyway so he’ll want to stick around. Well, I don’t need a man to reassure me about my worth and value. If we aren’t intellectual soulmates, I see no reason why I should indulge his sexual needs.

The way Zahra spoke of sex, though, was something much more animalistic. Perhaps it was cultural. She spoke about it almost like the bodice-ripper romances I’d read when I was a teenager, where the girl was ‘ravished’ by some big, powerful, intense, handsome male, and driven out of her mind with lust.

I admit there was a certain attraction in the thought. I’ve certainly had fantasies like that, again, mostly based on those old books. A part of me was even jealous of her ability to indulge in such apparently completely outrageous sexual escapades without embarrassment or shame. She seemed to treat it almost like a game, like a sport, rather than the extremely careful, serious event it was for most girls.

She certainly didn’t seem worried about her reputation!

We were talking once about buying new furniture, and I had to admit I simply couldn’t afford it.

“Why not? You should get an OnlyFans account. Men all over the world would pay money just to see pictures of you.”

I stared at her a long moment, thinking that she was surely joking, but she seemed serious.

“I’m... I’m not about to put dirty pictures of myself out on the internet,” I said sternly. “I’ve worked very hard to make sure no one gets pictures of me they can put on the internet!”

“They will try, won’t they?” she said with a laugh. “Men are raised on porn, you see, so they always want to see porn of their girlfriends and dates. You should see the pictures and videos Ibrahima has of me.”

“You let him have ... I mean, are they uhm, naked?”

“Sure. I’m not ashamed of my body. Nor should you be. You have a beautiful body.”

“I rather doubt my colleagues at work would respect me if they knew I had naked pictures on the internet.”

“Who cares about them? If they’re men, they’d love to see you naked. If they’re women, they’re just jealous of how sexy you are.”

“I’m not sexy,” I said dismissively.

“Of course you are! Your hair is too short, but that’s the only thing wrong with you.”

“My hair is not too short!”

My hair is shoulder-length. I part it in the middle. It’s a bit longer towards the front and curves in around the neckline.

“You wear a low-cut top, and the men will come flocking around you.”

“I don’t want men flocking around me.”

“You’re not a lesbian, are you?”

“No, I’m not a lesbian! Not that there’s anything wrong with being a lesbian.”

“You’re almost the cliché of the prissy white girl,” she said.

“I am not prissy!”

I confess to having had a glass of wine, which is my excuse for why, in my own defense, I then said, “I can deep throat. Does that sound prissy?”

Of course, I blushed immediately.

“Oh yeah? Ibrahima would love you then. His cock is quite long.’

I rolled my eyes and went back to my room.

I have to admit, I did see it as something of a sign of, well, sophistication in sex to be able to deep throat. It’s perhaps not. I have read that about one out of five people has no gag reflex. I suppose I’m one of those people. It’s gotten me out of having to sleep with guys many times in the past.

Anyway, the next day, I went to work as always. I was dressed in a black sweater, with a silver chain around my neck, almost a choke chain, and a calf-length suede skirt with wide pleats. I had a rush assignment at the last minute, so I texted Zahra that I wouldn’t be home until later.

I had a breakthrough in my research, though. Sometimes, it just happens like that. I was still an hour late, but not as late as I had feared.

But far too early, as it turned out.
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