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  The New House

  
  




The doors don’t open for me—they’re already open, which feels like a decision I wasn’t included in, and I pause just inside the threshold because stepping forward feels like agreeing to something I haven’t been told yet. The hall stretches wider than it should, swallowing sound instead of echoing it back, and I can’t tell if that’s intentional or if I’m just expecting something to respond that never will. No one greets me, which would feel rude anywhere else, but here it reads as deliberate, like acknowledgment would imply rules, and rules would imply something I could follow. I take another step anyway, slower this time, measuring the distance between me and the center like it might reveal where I’m supposed to exist within it, but the space doesn’t shift to accommodate me—it stays exactly the same, which feels like the point. There are people here, scattered just enough to suggest structure without confirming it, and none of them look lost, which means they understand something I don’t or they’ve already decided not to need it.


A girl near the left column adjusts her sleeve, not because it needs adjusting but because the movement fills a gap that would otherwise expose stillness, and I realize too late that everyone is doing some version of that—small, controlled motions that create the illusion of purpose. No one is speaking, but it isn’t silence the way I know it; it’s curated, held in place like something fragile that would break if handled incorrectly. I try to find a pattern in how they stand, how far apart they are, where their attention settles, but nothing lines up cleanly, which makes me think the pattern exists somewhere I can’t see yet. The ceiling feels higher the longer I look at it, like it’s pulling everything upward just enough to keep us slightly ungrounded, and I wonder if that’s why no one stays completely still—because stillness would make the imbalance obvious. Someone crosses the room without hesitation, not fast, not slow, just precise enough that it doesn’t interrupt anything, and I track her path longer than I should, waiting for someone to react, but no one does.


Clara Weiss doesn’t announce herself, which makes her easier to miss if you’re looking for authority instead of recognizing it, and I only notice her because nothing about her movement asks for permission. She stands near the center without claiming it, which somehow gives her more control than if she had, and the space adjusts around her in ways that don’t require acknowledgment to be real. No one looks at her directly, but their movements tighten slightly, like an invisible line has been drawn and they’ve all agreed not to cross it without needing to be told where it is. I watch her longer than I should, trying to catch the mechanism—some signal, some cue—but there’s nothing obvious, which means the control isn’t in what she does, it’s in what everyone else already knows. She doesn’t scan the room, doesn’t correct anyone, doesn’t even seem to focus on a single point, and somehow that makes her presence heavier, not lighter. It’s not that she’s watching—it’s that watching isn’t necessary.


I shift my weight, just enough to test whether the space will push back, and when nothing happens, the absence of reaction feels louder than any correction would have been. My hands feel too visible, so I let one fall against my side and the other hover like it belongs somewhere else, which I immediately recognize as wrong but don’t know how to fix without making it worse. No one steps in to guide me, which would almost be a relief, because at least then I’d know where I failed, but here failure isn’t announced—it’s absorbed, hidden inside the space until it either disappears or becomes part of it. I try to mirror the girl by the column, adjusting nothing for no reason, but the movement feels off, like I’m copying the shape without understanding the purpose, and I drop my hand before it becomes noticeable. The hall doesn’t correct me, but it doesn’t accept me either, and I can’t tell which is worse.


There’s a staircase at the far end, wide enough to suggest importance but empty in a way that makes it feel like a boundary instead of an invitation, and I catch myself looking at it like it might offer direction, which immediately feels like a mistake. Direction implies intention, and nothing here is offering that openly, which means if I move toward it, I’m choosing something without knowing what it means. A group near the base shifts slightly, not to block it, but enough that the space around it changes, and I understand that movement here isn’t random—it’s responsive, just not to anything I can name yet. I stay where I am, because moving without understanding feels like stepping into a conversation halfway through, and I already know I won’t be given the missing pieces. Clara hasn’t looked at me, not once, which should feel like invisibility but doesn’t—it feels like I’ve already been accounted for in a way that doesn’t require confirmation.


I glance back at the doors, still open, still waiting, and for a second I consider leaving just to prove that I can, but the thought doesn’t settle—it slips, like the option isn’t as real as it looks. No one is guarding the exit, but no one is near it either, which makes it feel less like freedom and more like something irrelevant. I turn back to the hall, because staying feels easier than testing something I might not be allowed to fail, and the moment I face forward again, I notice how easily I’ve adjusted my posture without deciding to. My shoulders align, my movements slow, my breathing evens out—not because I chose to control them, but because the space seems to expect it, and expectation here doesn’t need to be spoken to be followed. I hate how quickly that happens, how naturally it settles in, like I’ve been here longer than I have.


Clara shifts her position by less than a step, and the room recalibrates so subtly I almost miss it, except I don’t, because now I’m looking for it, and once you start looking, it becomes harder to pretend it isn’t there. No one reacts directly, but the spacing tightens, the movements become slightly more deliberate, and the silence sharpens into something that feels less like absence and more like control. She still hasn’t spoken, which makes me realize she doesn’t need to, and the idea lands heavier than anything she could have said. I look around again, slower this time, tracing the invisible lines that connect everyone here, and for a moment I think I can almost see them—not physically, but in the way people avoid certain spaces, in how they fill others without overlapping. It’s not chaos. It just isn’t explained.


I take one more step forward, not because I know where I’m going, but because standing still feels like admitting I don’t belong here yet, and the floor doesn’t resist me, doesn’t guide me, doesn’t do anything at all. The lack of response settles into something sharper, something quieter, and I realize too late that this is the structure—this absence, this expectation that I’ll figure it out without being told. No one will stop me from moving wrong, but no one will correct me either, which means every decision I make here is mine, even if I don’t understand the rules behind it. I glance at Clara again, just to see if anything in her expression confirms what I’m starting to suspect, but she’s already looking somewhere else, or maybe nowhere at all. It doesn’t matter.


The space isn’t empty.


It’s waiting for me to decide how to exist inside it.



—-


The longer I stand here, the more obvious it becomes that no one is arriving or leaving, which means this isn’t a transitional space the way an entrance should be—it’s a place people stay, which shifts the weight of it into something intentional. I test that idea by watching the edges, expecting movement near the doors, some kind of turnover, but nothing changes except the small adjustments people make to themselves, like they’re maintaining something instead of passing through it. That realization sits wrong, because it means I didn’t just walk into a building—I stepped into a system already in motion, one that doesn’t pause just because I don’t understand it yet. A girl across from me tilts her head slightly, not toward anyone in particular, but enough that the person beside her adjusts their stance in response, and I follow the ripple longer than I should, watching how far it travels before it disappears. It doesn’t reach me.


That feels deliberate.


I shift again, slower this time, trying to enter whatever rhythm they’re operating on, but it’s like trying to match music I can’t hear—every adjustment lands just slightly off, which makes me more noticeable to myself than to anyone else, and somehow that’s worse. No one corrects me, but no one mirrors me either, which creates a kind of isolation that isn’t enforced, just… maintained. I let my gaze move without turning my head, tracking Clara again because she’s the only constant I can identify, and even that feels like a risk, like focusing too closely might expose something I’m not ready to see. She hasn’t changed position in any obvious way, but the space around her feels tighter now, more defined, like the room has quietly organized itself around her presence without needing confirmation. It’s not leadership. It’s something quieter, and because of that, harder to resist.


A boy near the staircase takes a step too far forward—just enough that his movement breaks whatever invisible spacing they’ve been maintaining—and for a second, nothing happens, which makes me think maybe I imagined the structure entirely. Then the girl beside him shifts half a step back, creating space where there wasn’t any before, and the balance restores itself without anyone acknowledging that it was off. He doesn’t correct himself. He doesn’t need to. The system corrects around him. I feel that more than I see it, the way the air seems to settle again, like something held its breath and then released it, and I realize too late that this is how control works here—not through direct action, but through constant, quiet adjustment.


I look down at my own position, at the space I’m taking up, and for the first time, I can’t tell if I’m in the way or just outside of it, which feels like a more dangerous place to be. Being wrong would at least give me something to fix. This—this uncertainty—just leaves me suspended, waiting for a reaction that isn’t coming. I consider stepping closer to the center, testing whether proximity changes anything, but the thought tightens in my chest before I act on it, like my body understands the risk even if I don’t fully. No one has told me where I’m allowed to stand, but somehow that doesn’t mean the rules don’t exist. It just means they expect me to figure them out without asking.


Clara turns her head slightly—not toward me, not toward





































































