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Sandy was from Arizona, and leaving felt like the only way out of a future that had begun to close in on her. She told everyone she was visiting her sister in Orlando for a short holiday, but the truth was quieter and more determined. She planned to look for work. Maybe even enroll in a course, if she could afford it. Anything that might let her start again.

Marianne had escaped first. Years ago, she had left home and trained as a flight attendant—a stewardess, Sandy still thought of it—and somehow made it. They spoke often, but Sandy had never seen how her sister lived now.

When Sandy arrived, she led herself in. Marianne had extended her the key code earlier. The apartment stunned her. Floor-to-ceiling windows. Pale stone counters. Soft lighting that made everything feel calm and expensive. For a moment she wondered if she had the wrong address.

Her phone rang.

Marianne sounded rushed, breathless with apology. A last-minute flight. A crew shortage. She wouldn’t be back for at least a week, maybe two.
“Please, just make yourself at home,” she said. “Enjoy a holiday, in the meantime.”
The line went dead.

Sandy stood alone in the silent apartment, suitcase by her feet, staring at a skyline she wasn’t used to seeing.

Stewardesses must make a lot of money, she thought.

Sandy unpacked her few belongings, and taken a long, much-needed shower. Now she lounged on the couch in very short pyjama shorts, one leg tucked under her, scrolling through social media and local job listings. The television murmured quietly in the background—something harmless she wasn’t really watching.

Laughter drifted in from the hallway.

The door opened.

Three men walked in as if they owned the place, talking over one another, already heading toward the kitchen. One of them opened the fridge, another leaned against the counter, their voices relaxed, familiar. None of them noticed her at first.

Sandy froze.

Wide-eyed, she slowly pulled a couch pillow over her legs, suddenly acutely aware of how little she was wearing. Her heart thudded—not panic exactly, but surprise sharp enough to make her breath shallow.

Then one of them turned.

He stopped mid-sentence and lifted a finger to his lips.
“Pssst.”
The others followed his gaze.

“You must be Sandy,” he said easily, lowering his voice. “Marianne’s sister.”

She blinked, then nodded, lifting her chin a fraction.
“And you are...?” she asked, her tone rising into a question.
“I’m Peter,” he said. “That’s Ryan. And Josh.”

She glanced between them, still half-hidden behind the pillow.
“Didn’t Marianne mention she had flatmates?”
Peter smiled, almost apologetically.

“She must’ve forgotten,” Sandy said, returning the smile—one that didn’t quite reach her eyes.

Sandy was not the most social person. She had learned early how to stay on the edges of rooms, how to listen more than speak, how to disappear just enough to feel safe. Groups made her cautious, especially unfamiliar ones, and three strangers in her sister’s apartment was not how she had imagined her first evening in Florida.

Still, she forced herself to relax her shoulders.

“It’s fine,” she said, adjusting the pillow on her lap. “I just didn’t expect... company.”

Peter gave a small, reassuring nod, as if he understood more than she’d said. Ryan muttered something about grabbing a beer, and Josh leaned against the counter, already treating the place like home.

Sandy stayed where she was, watching them the way she always did—quietly, carefully—trying to decide whether this was awkward, temporary, or the beginning of something she hadn’t planned for at all.

She secretly texted her sister under the blanket of the pillow.

I am—what the hell? Three men? Flatmates? WTF, Marianne. Why didn’t you at least tell me?

She didn’t expect an answer anytime soon. Somewhere above the clouds, her sister was probably already airborne.

When Ryan stepped closer, Sandy let her phone drop to the couch cushion beside her and looked up at him with wide eyes and a small, polite smile.

“Sorry,” he said, stopping a respectful distance away. “Must be awkward if she didn’t tell you.” He gave a half-shrug. “We’re usually pretty quiet. But when she’s not around, we loosen up a bit. Guy time.”

His tone was casual—almost rehearsed, as if he’d given this speech before. He held out his unopened beer toward her.
“But since you’re here, we can keep it down if you like. Unless you’re into partying.”
Sandy hesitated. She wasn’t much of a beer drinker—never had been—but she took it anyway, more to break the tension than from thirst.

“Thanks,” she said softly.

From the corner of her eye, she noticed Peter shoot Ryan a brief frown. Maybe they’re low on beer, Sandy thought, suddenly self-conscious about accepting it.

Before the moment could stretch any further, Josh flopped dramatically into one of the oversized armchairs, making the cushions sigh beneath his weight.

“So,” he said, grabbing the remote, “what are we watching?”

The question settled into the room, oddly normal, as if nothing about this evening was unusual at all.

Ryan gestured toward the bottle in her hand.
“It’s a screw top.”
“Right,” she said, feeling faintly foolish, and twisted it open.

“Were you watching something?” Peter asked, shooting Josh a brief frown that didn’t go unnoticed.

Maybe he’s the manners police, Sandy thought, hiding a smile behind the rim of the bottle.

She was very aware of how closely she was studying them—cataloguing details the way she always did when she felt out of place. It was a habit she couldn’t quite switch off.

They were all handsome, late twenties maybe, but strikingly different, as if selected on purpose rather than by chance.

Peter seemed the quietest of the three, more serious. Reddish hair, brown eyes, and one of those carefully maintained modern Viking beards that looked deliberate rather than wild.

Ryan spoke with a soft southern accent. Olive skin, sharp blue eyes that stood out against his darker complexion, and something faintly Creole in his features that made his expressions harder to read.

Josh looked like he belonged in a calendar—messy brown hair, hazel eyes, perfectly balanced features, clean-shaven, effortless. The kind of face that never seemed to photograph badly.

All three of them had gym-built bodies, the kind that came from routine rather than obsession.

Sandy took a small sip of the beer, still half-curled on the couch, and wondered—briefly, quietly—what exactly she’d walked into.

“Hm?” Peter asked, his gaze sharpening as he tried to catch her attention. There was no accusation in it—just focus.

“No harm meant,” he added calmly.

“Oh— I... I wasn’t really watching anything,” Sandy said quickly. “Suit yourselves.”

That look, she thought.

It had made her feel strange. Seen. As if he’d noticed she was drifting somewhere else entirely. She hadn’t meant to ignore his question, but the way his attention settled on her made her suddenly aware that she had.

She shifted on the couch, the pillow still pressed to her legs, and took another small sip of beer she hadn’t really wanted—trying to ground herself in something ordinary.

She pretended to watch the screen, though in truth she was studying them. Observing helped. It kept the familiar urge to disappear at bay, the instinct to retreat into a room—her room, she assumed, though she didn’t even know which one it was yet.

She noticed the way they looked at one another. Brief glances. Tiny pauses. As if a thought passed between them without words.

Should that make me uneasy?
No, she decided. Marianne wouldn’t live with people who weren’t decent.
Peter’s voice pulled her out of her thoughts.

“Did you eat yet?”

“Oh—don’t worry about me,” she said quickly.

Strangely, that earned her another of his frowns.

“Mm?”

She almost choked on her beer. The reaction felt out of proportion—unexpected, oddly intense—and for a split second, captivating.

“Uh... no, but—”

“We’re ordering food,” he said, as if the matter was settled. “What do you feel like?”

She hesitated. For some reason, she felt as though answering wrong might earn another look.
“Whatever you’re having is fine,” she said softly. “I can give you some cash.”
Another frown.

She looked at him wide-eyed now, waiting—suspended—unsure what rule she had just broken.

“What do you feel like,” Peter repeated slowly, deliberately. “And no. It’s on the house.”

The words landed with gentle authority, leaving her oddly aware of the space between them.

“I... feel like Chinese,” she said, her voice soft.

Her head was slightly lowered as she looked up at him through her lashes, unaware of the effect it had. Unaware of how completely his attention had narrowed to that single moment.

For a beat, no one moved.

Ryan and Josh watched them the way people did during a quiet stand-off—curious, alert, waiting to see who would blink first.

Then Peter’s expression shifted. Just a fraction. The frown eased, something like approval—or relief—flickering across his face.

“Chinese it is,” he said.

The tension loosened, but it didn’t disappear. It simply changed shape.

Sandy took another sip of her beer, heart beating a little faster now, and wondered why such a small answer had felt like passing some invisible test.

“Why is your luggage still in here?” Peter asked next.

“Oh— I didn’t know which room was mine,” Sandy admitted.

Peter made a small gesture toward Josh, subtle but unmistakable.

Josh sprang up instantly. “I’ll show you the guest room,” he said, already grabbing her bags. “Tea’ll be here by the time we’re back.”

He swung his head toward the hallway in an exaggerated follow me motion, all theatrical energy.

Sandy stood, suddenly very aware of how little her pyjama shorts covered. She moved as if it didn’t matter, as if this were perfectly normal, hoping—quietly—that they wouldn’t look too closely.

They didn’t.

Peter and Ryan both turned their attention elsewhere almost deliberately, eyes averted, conversations unfinished but paused out of courtesy rather than discomfort.

That, somehow, unsettled her more than if they had stared.

She followed Josh down the hallway, suitcase wheels bumping softly behind them, wondering again what kind of household she’d stepped into—and why it felt so carefully controlled.

Josh seemed to be the clown of the three-pack—that’s what she’d already started calling them in her head. He stayed theatrical even now, presenting the room with exaggerated gestures, arms sweeping wide as if unveiling a prize. He motioned for her to step inside first, then dropped her bags neatly just behind her.

Sandy looked around.

The room was cozy and tidy, clearly prepared for guests. Comfortable in a way that made it easy to imagine staying. An oversized bed dominated the space, layered with colourful, soft Mexican-style decorative pillows and a thick day blanket covering a ridiculous number of sleeping pillows in every size and shape. A massive duvet promised serious comfort. There was even a television mounted neatly across from the bed.

“This is perfect,” she murmured.

“Only one thing,” Josh said, rubbing the back of his neck. “It doesn’t have an en-suite. The big bathroom outside is shared. Marianne has the master bedroom with the en-suite—unless she wants to share with you.”

“That’s completely fine,” Sandy said quickly.

Josh nodded, theatrically solemn, then lingered a second too long—his gaze fixed on her face, awkwardly obvious. When she met his eyes, his attention drifted downward before snapping back up again, a shy smile following.

“Uh—tea should be here soon,” he said, suddenly brisk.

“Yesss,” she replied, half-laughing. Then, before she could stop herself, “Is Peter always so... demanding?” She wasn’t quite sure what word she meant.

Josh laughed openly this time. “Yes, indeed. He’s kind of the man of the house.”

That laugh lingered with her as he turned to leave, and once the door closed softly behind him, Sandy sat on the edge of the bed, absorbing the quiet.

Whatever she’d walked into—it wasn’t random.

And she suspected it wasn’t temporary, either.

Finally, her phone dinged.

Marianne:
sooo sorry, forgot to tell you 😬 yeah, that’s how I afford this place. rent here is crazy expensive. they pay a good part.
Sandy stared at the screen for a moment before typing back.

Sandy:
Is Peter your boyfriend?
The reply came almost instantly.

Marianne:
NO lol 😂 none of them. pleaaase.
they’re easy to live with once you know them. don’t feel too awkward. they’re ok.
Sandy set the phone down slowly.

They pay a good part.

She glanced around the room again—the oversized bed, the careful décor, the quiet luxury that now made a little more sense. Three incomes. Three men. Shared space.

Easy to live with, her sister had said.

Sandy lay back against the pillows, staring at the ceiling, replaying Peter’s frowns, the way the others deferred to him, the unspoken signals passing between them.

They were... okay.

She exhaled, unsure whether the word comforted her—or unsettled her more.

We’ll see
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