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    This book is dedicated to my two sons.
Within two minutes of your birth you both peed on me.
That's why you're grounded until you're 22.
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​Chapter 1: Issac Gets Lost Exiting A Building
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Issac Parks was reasonably certain someone was screwing with him.

The young man stood in the hallway of his dormitory at Miskatonic University. Just a few feet away from him was one of his roommates, Steven Sterling Sr. and his half-lamia son, Steven “Stevie” Sterling Jr. The young father was trying to calm his fussy son down.

“Fuck!” Stevie said, his tail moving in an incredibly self-satisfied manner. The two-year-old half-Lamia boy was determined to say his new favorite word over and over again.

“Please don't say that or mummy will kill me,” Steven begged. He stopped before a door and awkwardly fished his keys out of his pocket. “Issac, give me a hand.”

Issac cautiously approached, looking at the hallway carefully. “This isn't our floor,” he finally said. Steven shot him a look.

“What are you talking about?” Steven still hadn't ceased in his attempt to find his elusive apartment keys.

“This isn't our floor,” Issac said. He pointed to the hallway. “We live on the floor above Corvide.”

“Fuck.”

Steven shushed his son while giving Issac an unamused stare. “This is our apartment. Look, it even has the dent Rulnar put into the door yesterday when he tripped.” 

Issac stared at the dent. It was very much the dent Rulnar put into the door when Issac had tripped him. In Issac's defense, Rulnar kept telling him how delicious his blood smelled, like the creepy vampire he was.

But this dent was on their door, on the floor above them. “We walked down a flight of stairs to get to Corvide's apartment,” Issac tried to explain.

Steven threw up an empty hand. “Our door is right here!”

“Fuck.”

Both young men ignored the toddler.

“I see that but I'm trying to say it doesn't make sense. And the door is on the wrong side of the hallway!”

The hallway was silent as the two men stared at one another. Steven, with the age-old weariness that sets upon a father the moment their child is born, and Issac, with the frantic curiosity of a mind who's been given a mystery it simply must solve. 

“Fuck!” Stevie said, gently biting his father's hand. That it drew blood didn't even register with Steven who was still staring at Issac.

“You said it Stevie,” Issac muttered, his eyes darting between the doors and windows in the hallway. “And there are windows on both sides of the hallway! How? It'd imply there are no rooms on either side but the doors clearly indicate this is wrong.”

Issac muttered as he walked back to Corvide's door. “Steven, I need you to walk upstairs and see if our apartment is up there. I'll use Corvide's door as a reference point.”

“You want me to walk to our apartment?” Steven asked in a curiously blank voice. Issac nodded.

“Yes, I'll even time you. Go!”

“Okay.”

Steven turned, unlocking and opening their apartment door with one quick motion. He entered their apartment with his son and closed the door with a soft click.

“Dick,” Issac said. He walked slowly down the hallway, peering closely at where the seams of the doors and windows met the wall. “There's nothing there to indicate that this is anything but possible. But how?”

It got even worse once Issac realized that the windows on one side of the hallway looked out from the third floor, while the windows on the other side of the hallway looked out from the fifth. It took him an even longer moment to realize that the windows were both overlooking the eastern side of the building, which was odd considering the windows were on what Issac was sure were the northern and southern sides of the building.

Issac returned to his apartment door. Sure enough, Rulnar's dent was still there in all its glory. He almost reached out to open the door when a thought occurred to him. Carefully Issac walked backward, while keeping his eyes on what he was certain was his apartment door. He reached a corner and felt his way around it. His hand suddenly found a doorknob.

He frowned. This should be the stairwell that they used to get between floors. He couldn't recall a door with a doorknob there, but even if there was he was reasonably certain there were no rooms around the corner of the hallway. Issac turned and stared at the door.

And stared at it some more.

There, somehow, was his apartment door with Rulnar's dent staring back at him. Issac reached out to physically confirm what his eyes were showing him, but he was not deceived. This was his door.

Issac turned around, intent on going up to the floor he was certain his apartment was located on. He had no sooner turned around when he found himself tripping on the stairs to go up. Excitement filled Issac.

“Alright, so I intended to go up, so I find stairs. I walked around the corner to find my apartment, and there's the door. What about going outside?”

Issac, determined to push the limits of what he discovered, turned to a window and opened it. As the window frame slid up, the view did not change one bit and he frowned for a moment before slapping himself on the forehead. “Windows lead outside, right.”

Instead, he turned to the stairs with a grin and began to walk up them. On the next landing he turned, focusing clearly on exiting the building on the ground floor, and walked through a doorway. The sun and fresh air met him, and Issac punched the air in excitement.

“Yes!” he shouted in glee. He cleared his throat when some of the other students wandering about looked at them. He waved awkwardly at them before turning his attention back to the building with a savage grin.

He stepped forward.

​



ISSAC COLLAPSED ON his bed three hours later with a happy grin etched onto his face. “You would not believe what someone did!” he said.

Skully, Issac's talking skull, looked down at him from his position on a shelf. “Who did what?” Skully asked, his jaw moving up and down in an almost unsettling manner.

“Someone did something to this building! Or at least the hallways and room entrances,” Issac added a moment later.

“Which means?” Skully asked. Issac sat up.

“Someone or something is reading my intent when walking around this building. It starts a few meters away from the front entrance, but not the side entrance which I had to picklock to even get open, and even includes the roof!”

“You were on the roof?” Skully asked. Despite his lack of eyeballs, Skully gave the impression it was looking upwards, as if checking to make sure the roof was still there. Issac happily nodded but waved a carefree hand.

“Yeah there were a couple of other students up there smoking. But! Get this, Skully, you'll like this,” Issac said, standing up and grabbing the skull.

“I will?”

“They had no idea what I was talking about! They walked up the stairs and broke the roof lock to get up there. They had no idea what I was talking about,” Issac happily repeated himself. Skully nodded in his hands.

“So you're crazy.”

“No! I did more research! I managed to convince one of them to walk me back to her room and she didn't even realize that while her room was on the second floor, we only walked down one flight of stairs. She had no idea that her apartment had even moved!”

“And this took your hours to figure out?” Skully asked. Issac shot him a surprised look before scoffing.

“Of course not, that took me about ten minutes. It took another ten minutes to talk Jenny back to her room and I've been there ever since.” Issac placed Skully down on his desk and sat before it. He turned his laptop on.

“Doing what?” Skully asked.

Issac looked down at Skully big, vacant eyes. “Ask me when you're older.”

Skully seemed to sulk at that but gave the impression of watching Issac's actions on the laptop. “What are you doing?”

Issac nodded to the laptop with his chin. “I've been so busy the past week I haven't had the opportunity to go through the laptop's files, to see if there's anything useful on there. Now should be a good time.”

Skully looked to where Issac as typing into a small box. “And that?”

“Password.”

Several moments passed as Issac continued to type. “How long is the password?”

Issac paused. “Well if my counterpart, if anything like me, the password will be the square root of my third favorite number in a modified Fibonacci Sequence, divided by my second favorite number in said sequence, multiplied by my first favorite number.”

“So your password is just numbers?” Skully asked. Issac rolled his eyes.

“Of course not, that wouldn't be secure. I also used the name of the person I kissed and the location, mixing
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