
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      ARCHITECTURE OF A CRIME: A PSYCHOLOGICAL THRILLER OF BROKEN ANGLES AND DANGEROUS ROMANCE

    

    
      First edition. July 8, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Andrea Febrian.

    

    
    
      Written by Andrea Febrian.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Architecture

Of A Crime:

[image: ]




A Psychological Thriller of Broken Angles and Dangerous Romance

List of Chapters

Chapter 1: The Ninety-Degree Angle

Chapter 2: The Faulty Foundation

Chapter 3: The Ghost in the Machine

Chapter 4: The Asymmetrical Bargain

Chapter 5: The Architect as Burglar

Chapter 6: The Locked Box and the Red Herring

Chapter 7: The Scent of Decay

Chapter 8: The System Turns

Chapter 9: The Mole

Chapter 10: The Retreat into Memory

Chapter 11: The Variance 0.3

Chapter 12: Blueprint for a Takedown

Chapter 13: The Penthouse Trap

Chapter 14: Uploading Chaos

Chapter 15: The Price of a Crooked Line



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1: The Ninety-Degree Angle
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Aurelia Serra lived in a world of ninety-degree angles. Her life was a blueprint, meticulously drafted and ruthlessly executed. Everything had its place, a structural integrity that began with the five silver pens on her vast, empty desk. They were not merely placed; they were aligned. Perfectly parallel, precisely one inch apart, their tips pointing toward the geometric heart of Aethelburg, a city she had helped sculpt from concrete and glass.

The ritual was the foundation of her day. She would arrive at the thirty-fourth-floor office of Serra & Aquila Design before the sun had fully breached the horizon, when the city below was still a sleeping circuit board of soft, pulsing light. The air, filtered and chilled to a constant sixty-eight degrees, smelled of nothing. A perfect, neutral vacuum.

She would place her briefcase on the floor, perfectly aligned with the leg of her desk. She would power on her monitor, its face a sheet of flawless black glass. Then, the pens. One by one, she would check their alignment against the subtle grid embedded in the polished concrete of her desk. A gentle nudge here, a fractional adjustment there. The quiet, satisfying clicks of their caps were the first notes in the symphony of a controlled day. This was not preference. It was necessity. Chaos was a flaw in the design, an error to be erased before it could compromise the whole. Her life was a rigorously controlled environment, a fortress built against the messy, unpredictable tide of existence.

From her window, Aethelburg spread out in a breathtaking display of order. Towers of steel and glass caught the nascent morning light, their reflections sharp and clean. The streets below formed a perfect, unyielding grid. She had designed three of the buildings in this very skyline, their brutalist aesthetics a testament to her belief that beauty was found not in ornamentation, but in unflinching, functional truth.

Her partner, Felix Aquila, had called her obsessive. He said it with a laugh, his own desk a chaotic masterpiece of crumpled sketches, half-empty coffee cups, and books on organic architecture splayed open like fallen birds. He was the soul of their firm, the curve to her angle, the chaos to her order. His irritatingly cheerful humming should have started by now, a familiar, discordant note in her morning symphony.

But today, there was only silence. A profound, architectural silence that felt wrong.

She turned from the window, her routine complete, and moved toward the shared sanctum at the back of their main studio. It was their creative core, the one space where their two opposing philosophies met and, on rare occasions, created something extraordinary. The door was heavy oak, usually sealed shut as if guarding a vault.

Today, it was ajar.

Aurelia stopped. Her breath caught in her throat, a small, involuntary hitch. The deviation was jarring, a discordant clang in a perfectly tuned instrument. The door was not wide open. It was not closed. It was ajar by a precise, maddening measure. Three inches. An unacceptable variance.

Her heart began a slow, heavy beat against her ribs. This was wrong. This was a disruption in the fundamental code of their workspace. Felix was messy, but he was not careless. He respected the sanctity of this one door.

She pushed it open. The hinges were silent, oiled, perfect. The scene inside was not.

It was contaminated.

The word formed in her mind with cold, clinical certainty. Blueprints, usually rolled and cataloged with an almost fanatical precision, were scattered across the floor like dead leaves after a storm. A priceless Eames lounge chair, a piece Felix had cherished for its perfect fusion of form and comfort, was overturned, its bentwood legs pointing accusingly at the ceiling. A stack of reference books had been swept from a low shelf, their spines broken.

This wasn’t just messiness. This was a violation. A structural failure.

Then she saw him.

He was behind his desk, a massive slab of pale birch that they had designed together. He was slumped in his chair, partially obscured. But it wasn't his posture that held her gaze. It was the floor.

A pool of crimson was spreading across the pale wood, a violent, organic shape in a world of straight lines. The color was impossibly vibrant, a defiant smear of life and its absence. It crept along the grain of the birch, finding the microscopic channels, seeping, spreading, destroying the clean aesthetic with its raw, biological truth.

Her world, built on the solid bedrock of logic and control, tilted on its axis.

She took a step forward, her shoes making no sound on the polished concrete. She could see him more clearly now. Felix. His head was slumped to one side, his eyes open and staring at a point on the wall just past her shoulder. The cheerful, irritating hum was gone forever. There was only this profound, expanding silence.

And protruding from the center of his chest, from the fabric of his perfectly ironed white shirt, was an object of terrible, familiar beauty.

It was a T-80 drafting scale. Heavy, solid silver, its edges beveled, its markings precise to a fraction of a millimeter. It was a tool of creation, of precision, of order.

It was her gift to him. A peace offering after a particularly bitter argument over the Thorne Tower project.

Aurelia didn’t scream. A scream was a chaotic, emotional response, an unquantifiable release of energy. Her mind, in a desperate act of self-preservation, did what it was designed to do. It categorized. It analyzed. It built a wall of cold, hard logic against the tide of horror.

Anomaly: Felix Aquila.

Status: Deceased.

Cause: Penetrating trauma via precision instrument.

Implication: System failure. Catastrophic.

The analysis was a shield, but it was made of glass. Beneath the rigid, clinical thoughts, a hairline fracture was spreading through her psyche. The world was out of alignment. The angles were wrong.

Something broke. It was small, almost imperceptible. Her right hand, the one that could draft a line to a thousandth of an inch, the one that aligned her pens with such perfect, serene confidence, began to tremble. A fine, uncontrollable tremor that started in her fingertips and radiated up her arm. It was a foreign entity, a chaotic muscle spasm in a body she had always held under absolute command.

She stared at the hand as if it belonged to someone else. The trembling was a physical manifestation of the chaos that had just invaded her world. An error in her own code. She clenched it into a fist, her nails digging into her palm, forcing the muscles into submission. The pain was a welcome anchor, a sharp, clear point of data in a swirling vortex of sensory overload.

She had to impose procedure.

Slowly, her movements stiff, robotic, she backed away from the scene. One step. Two. Her eyes remained locked on the spreading stain on the floor, the silver gleam of the scale. She reached the doorway and turned, forcing herself not to look back.

She walked to her own desk, the pristine sanctuary that now felt like a stage set. Her phone was exactly where it should be, its dark screen reflecting her pale, blank face. She picked it up. Her fingers, still fighting the tremor, dialed the emergency number with a practiced, unnatural steadiness. Three digits. A simple, logical sequence.

A voice answered, calm and distant. "Nine-one-one, what is your emergency?"

Aurelia opened her mouth, but for a moment, no sound emerged. She had to force the words past the lockjaw of her shock. When she finally spoke, her voice was a monotone, stripped of all inflection, all humanity.

"There has been an incident at Serra & Aquila Design," she said. "Thirty-fourth floor, Aethelburg Tower. My partner is deceased."

The operator asked questions. Aurelia answered them. Yes, she was sure. No, she had not touched anything. Yes, she would stay on the line. She sat in her chair, bolt upright, the phone pressed to her ear, and stared at the perfect grid of the city outside her window, waiting for the chaos to arrive in uniform.

The wait was an eternity suspended in amber. The world shrank. The vast, panoramic view of the city dissolved. Her awareness contracted until it was only the room, the silence, and a single, imagined sound from the office behind her.

The world shrank to that single point.

The desk.

The floor.

Drip.

It was the sound of her meticulously ordered universe bleeding out.

Drip.

The sound of a fatal, uncorrectable flaw.

The arrival of the police was not a relief. It was a second invasion. They came with heavy boots that left black scuff marks on the polished concrete floors of her studio, marks that felt like scratches on her own skin. Their voices were loud, booming in the acoustically designed space, shattering the fragile silence. Their bulky forms, clad in dark, functional uniforms, were another layer of visual clutter, another assault on the clean, minimalist aesthetic she had cultivated.

They moved through her space with an ownership that was infuriating, their presence a physical manifestation of her loss of control. They taped off the sanctum, their yellow tape a garish, violent slash across the clean lines of the oak doorframe.

An officer, a man with a tired face and a notepad, began to question her. His name was Miller, he said. He was gentle, but his questions were clumsy, imprecise. He wanted to know about her relationship with Felix. About arguments. About money. He was building a narrative on a faulty foundation, working from assumptions and emotional logic.

She answered him with the same flat, precise tone she had used on the 911 operator. She gave him facts, timelines, structural data about their firm. She tried to explain the logic of their partnership, the symbiotic nature of their opposing philosophies. He just nodded, his pen scratching across the paper, his eyes holding a flicker of something she couldn't quite quantify. Pity? Suspicion?

Her own eyes kept drifting past him, drawn back to the sanctum. Through the open door, she could see the team of forensics specialists moving inside, their white suits another sterile intrusion. They were measuring, photographing, cataloging the chaos. And in the center of it all, under the harsh, white glare of their portable lights, the T-80 drafting scale gleamed.

The silver caught the light, and for a split second, the scene vanished.

A memory, unbidden and sharp, flashed behind her eyes. It was from two years ago, on Felix’s birthday. She had presented him with the box. He’d opened it, his eyes lighting up as he lifted the heavy, silver scale. He’d laughed, a warm, genuine sound that had filled their office.

“It’s perfect, Aurelia,” he’d said, testing its weight in his hand. “Just like you. My perfect right angle.”

The memory was a ghost, a phantom limb of a life that had been severed only hours ago. It connected her to the scene in a way that was intimate and horrifying. The officer was still talking, but his voice had faded to a dull drone. All she could see was that silver scale. A symbol of their partnership, of her rigid affection, now transformed into the instrument of its end. The angles were all wrong, and she was standing at the impossible, bleeding center of it all.
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