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IT'S A TINY APARTMENT, but the rent is through the roof in the city (like every city, really), so Rebecca has to get a roommate. Amazingly, the night shift at the call centre doesn't pay a real, living wage, even as a junior manager. Imagine that.

She prints a few flyers, but her co-worker's roommate has a cousin who needs somewhere to live, so that's a lead. Sure, it's still a stranger, but it's a stranger who comes at least minorly vetted instead of ending up with Creepy Jim from the coffee shop calling her at all hours. She never should have said 'hello' that one time.

"You've met her?" Rebecca clarifies.

"Yeah, just twice, but she seems great. Really polished, you know, and Lily says she's very tidy."

"Love tidy," Rebecca agrees. "Okay, sure, I'll meet her."

The co-worker's roommate's cousin, it turns out, is Lydia. Lydia is very polished, as described, with sleek strawberry blonde hair, manicured nails, and a dazzling smile.

"So, let me make sure I have it all," Rebecca says. "You've got a great job, so you'll pay rent on time... we work nearly opposite shifts, so you'll never keep me up... and you have an orchid hobby, so you know how not to kill my plants?"

The woman chuckles. "That's about it," Lydia agrees. "I bet you're dying to have me."

"You're in," Rebecca says, dead serious. "I'm not kidding; you're already miles better than both my previous roommates put together."

"Really? Wow, okay!"

So Lydia and her six orchids move in a few days later. It's not the roomiest apartment, and the second bedroom is basically a closet, with no window or anything.

"I think my kids will do better in the living room, is that okay?" Lydia asks, referring to her plants.

"Of course," Rebecca says, setting down the last box on the coffee table. "Wherever you want them. I promise not to mess with them. Honestly, you might do better in the living room too. I hate that tiny room."

"At least it's private," Lydia shrugs. "I'll be okay in there, as long as my plants are happy."

It's a great arrangement, really. Lydia seems happy, her orchids get along with Rebecca's succulents, rent is getting paid on time, and everything seems tickety-boo.

Rebecca's just waiting for the other shoe to drop. What can she say, she's a pessimist. Though she prefers the term 'realist,' as most pessimists do.

About two months after Lydia moves in, a shoe drops, though Rebecca will allow that it's one of those cheap foam flip flops and not like, a deal-breaking, steel-toed combat boot.

Rebecca gets home in the morning after a long night shift and there's a floppy-looking purple dildo in the bathroom sink.

"Oh, good god," she mutters. How is she going to brush her teeth around this? She's not sure if it's been cleaned, so she's not exactly thrilled at the idea of touching it. In the end, she uses the kitchen sink for her teeth, and the dildo is gone when she wakes up. Lydia doesn't say anything or apologise, so Rebecca assumes that she was mortified and it'll never happen again.

It happens again a few weeks later, but this time the purple dildo is joined by a rather... not-tiny butt plug.

"Wow," Rebecca sighs. She's gotta say something now, right?

She's not a prude, really, she has a vibrator of her own, and she uses it. But she never leaves it out. That's called common courtesy and having a little bit of decorum and like, boundaries.

"Hey, Lydia?"

"Hi Rebecca, I thought I heard you coming in. I—Oh! I totally forgot, I'm so sorry."
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