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The  humid  Florida  air  pressed  against  the

window as  the  Uber  glided past  the  towering

palm  trees  of  Palm  Beach.  Enzo  clutched  his

worn  duffel  bag,  feeling  the  sharp  contrast

between his modest life and the blindingly white

stucco  mansions.  Every  manicured  lawn  and

shimmering  pool  felt  like  a  glimpse  into  a

different, unreachable planet.
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The  car  came  to  a  halt  before  massive

wrought-iron  gates  that  guarded  a  sprawling

Mediterranean estate. Vibrant pink bougainvillea

spilled over the pale walls, framing the entrance

to Brandy Stinson’s private domain. As the gates

swung  open  silently,  Enzo  felt  a  knot  of

apprehension tighten in his chest.
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Brandy burst through the heavy oak doors,

a  whirlwind  of  energy  in  yoga  gear  that

showcased  her  lean,  disciplined  physique.  She

pulled Enzo into a powerful hug, her bright blue

eyes  scanning him with  a  mix  of  warmth  and

professional appraisal. Her citrusy perfume filled

the air as she welcomed him into her sanctuary

of privilege.
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Stepping  inside,  the  sudden  blast  of  air

conditioning was a sharp relief from the tropical

heat.  The  foyer  reached  toward  a  glittering

crystal chandelier, its light reflecting off polished

marble floors that  felt  too perfect  to walk on.

Enzo followed Brandy through the vast, echoing

space, feeling smaller with every step.
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They  passed  through  a  living  room  filled

with  pristine  white  sofas  and abstract  art  that

felt  expensive  yet  strangely  cold.  Brandy

mentioned her husband Jerry was locked away

on  a  business  call,  his  absence  filled  by  the

sterile silence of the mansion. The house felt less

like  a  home and more like  a  carefully  curated

gallery.
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As  they  climbed the  ornate  iron  staircase,

the walls told the story of Brandy’s past through

framed photographs of bodybuilding stages and

gala  events.  Enzo  noticed  the  stark  contrast

between Brandy’s timeless,  shredded form and

Jerry’s  aging  appearance  in  the  later  photos.

These images were the only hint of history in the

otherwise spotless house.
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Brandy  led  him  into  a  bedroom  that  was

larger  than  his  entire  apartment  back  home,

dominated  by  a  king-sized  bed  in  crisp  white

linens.  Sliding  glass  doors  revealed  a  private

balcony  with  a  breathtaking  view  of  the

turquoise  pool  and  the  deep  blue  Atlantic

beyond.  The room was beautiful,  yet  it  felt  as

impersonal as a high-end hotel suite.
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Brandy placed his bag on a plush bench, her

fingers lingering for a moment as she gave his

arm  a  firm,  reassuring  squeeze.  There  was  a

flicker  of  something unreadable  in  her  gaze—

perhaps pride or a deep-seated expectation—as

she  told  him  to  make  himself  at  home.  She

gestured toward her  own room down the hall

before leaving him to settle in.
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Now alone, the silence of the massive room

amplified  Enzo’s  sense  of  displacement.  He

began to  unpack  his  few belongings,  hanging

his simple shirts in a walk-in closet that felt like a

cavern.  His worn sneakers looked out of place

on the floor next to the gleaming Italian loafers

Jerry had left behind.
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Enzo stepped out onto the balcony, the salty

tang of the ocean air swirling around him as he

looked  over  the  perfect  lawn.  The  sun  beat

down on the shimmering water, a beautiful but

alien world he would now have to call home for

his  senior  year.  He  took  a  deep  breath,

wondering  who  he  would  become  in  this

fortress of stone and sea.
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