
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          The Architect. Freak House

        

        
        
          The Architect, Volume 3

        

        
        
          Mary

        

        
          Published by Mary, 2026.

        

    


The Architect Series 

Book 1. YANKYLMA

Book 2. Manny's Playroom 

Book 3. Freak House 

Book 4. Terminal Station 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​CHAPTER 1

[image: ]




The day was a wash from the minute he opened his eyes.

First, Oliver found his bike tire flat. He didn't know if some local junkies had slashed it for kicks or if he’d just been careless riding past the new mall construction site the night before. Then, he realized his earbuds were dead. He was standing over a useless bicycle in the humid morning air when it hit him: today was going to be total shit. The weather agreed; the sky was a bruised purple, and a massive bank of black clouds was already swallowing the horizon.

"Great..." Oliver sighed, pulling his phone to call an Uber. The office was a thirty-minute walk—not a big deal usually, but money was tight, and the last thing he wanted was to spend the day dripping wet, dragging himself from apartment to apartment in soaked clothes.

Seven bucks down the drain for a five-minute ride.

"You look like you just swallowed a bucket of lemons," Steve said by way of greeting. He was leaning over the front desk, a pompous prick in a cheap grey suit who clearly thought he was headed for the C-suite, even though his only job was answering phones. "Bad morning?"

Not as bad as that suit, Oliver wanted to snap, but he bit his tongue. He needed this job. He took a slow breath and counted to five in his head.

"Something like that," he muttered, grabbing the tablet from the counter. There were three districts listed next to his name. "Seriously? This is for the whole day?"

"You kidding?" Steve rolled his eyes like Oliver was the village idiot. "That’s your schedule through lunch."

"And after?"

"After that, you’re done. Construction isn't keeping up with sales, buddy. We’ve wired eighteen blocks already, but the rest are digging their heels in. Gary’s losing his mind over the numbers."

Oliver winced. He hated being called "buddy," and the casual way Steve talked about the boss made his skin crawl. He scanned the names of his coworkers. It was fair enough—six techs, three districts each.

"If anything else pops up, let me know," Oliver said, scrawling his signature.

"Need the cash?" Steve asked with zero real interest. He never flat-out insulted Oliver, but there was always that low-key condescension, the vibe that if you weren't a Dayton "native," you weren't worth the dirt on his shoes. Like Dayton was fucking Los Angeles and not just another Rust Belt town in the middle of nowhere.

"Everyone does," Oliver replied shortly, tossing the tablet back. He didn't expect any favors from the guy, but he had to try. In the year he’d lived here, he hadn't made a single real friend.

"Sure thing, I'll buzz you if a ticket opens," Steve said with a wink that made Oliver’s stomach turn. He hurried for the exit just as the first heavy drops of rain slammed into the asphalt.

He hailed a cab and gave the first address. Three districts. Oliver checked Google Maps and decided to start with the furthest one out.

Dayton wasn't exactly an industrial hub anymore. There were some coal mines out on the north edge that kept the town on life support. It was a weird place: the local kids couldn't wait to leave, but there was a steady stream of outsiders coming in. People like Oliver. People from even smaller shitholes who couldn't afford a real city. Or people running from something.

Oliver shoved his dead earbuds in anyway—just for the look of it—and hummed an old Bon Jovi track. Music usually kept the self-loathing at bay. Did Oliver consider himself a loser? Yeah, probably. He could pinpoint the exact moment his life had started its high-speed slide down the gutter.

He checked his phone. Force of habit. His mother hadn't called or texted in two weeks. The last time they’d talked, he’d been a prick. She just didn't get what was happening to him; she refused to see that her son had changed a long time ago. She hid behind her religion like a riot shield. What would she say if she knew...

"We're here," the driver grunted.

Oliver snapped out of the memory and stared at the landscape outside. The rain was a full-blown curtain now.

"You sure this is the right address?" he asked.

"Milton Block, 18." The driver, an older guy, scowled into the rearview mirror. "Problem?"

Oliver always had problems. Right now, his main one was figuring out how the hell he’d ended up here. Outside was a godforsaken wasteland. The earth was torn up into trenches, and the nearest inhabited street was blocks away. In the middle of this mud-caked void sat a single, lonely building.

"It's a new development," the driver explained impatiently. "They just started breaking ground. You getting out or what?"

Oliver sighed, handed over the cash, and eyeballed the distance to the entrance. He made a run for it.

The building was... wrong. He noticed it just before he ducked under the concrete awning. It was tall and thin, like a toothpick. It wasn't wide like a normal apartment complex or blocky like a dormitory. It was just a high, straight tower without a single balcony. He didn't count the floors, but it looked like a damn skyscraper with a penthouse at the top. It made zero sense to build something like this in a backwater like Dayton. This belonged in New York or Chicago. And weirder still—people were already living here. Who the hell signs off on a certificate of occupancy for a building in the middle of a construction trench?

He stood under the awning, shivering. No yard, no parking, no benches, no trees. Zero infrastructure. The nearest 7-Eleven was at least a ten-minute walk through the mud. How did people live here? What about the utilities?

Then again, he knew why he’d been sent. Judging by the looks of it, no one had bothered to run decent fiber-optic out this far yet.
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