
“Classic Baker Street Universe Sherlock Holmes”

HYDE’S NIGHT OF TERROR

John Pirillo

Copyright 2020

Table of Contents

Foreword

The Devil Has Returned

Wicked Night

Houghton and Houghton Law Firm

221B Baker Street

Tesla’s Lab

Scotland Yard

Desperate Measures

Hyde and Go Seek

Death Again

Redemption and Resurrection

The Madness Strikes

The Master of the World

221B Baker Street

Baker Street

Request for Review

Author's Note

Glossary of the Baker Street Universe

Request for Review

Author’s Note

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Foreword

[image: ]


First thing I wish to mention is that my book is based on the original Sherlock Holmes, but does not duplicate or deal with those particular cannon as created by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle.

No, instead I have used that wonderful canon of Holmes to construct my own universe, which I call the Baker Street Universe.

In that universe I have created a Sherlock Holmes who is younger, mystical, as brilliant as Doyle’s, but situated in a world where magic and Steampunk science exist.

I have populated my world and universe with every author, and book character ever created and all are alive and interacting with each other.

This has allowed my imagination to paint upon a much larger canvas, while still keeping my focus on the wonderful Holmes, who I have also granted more heart and insight into human nature from training in India. He is a strong character and a well thought out one, which I feel you will enjoy taking the mystery with, as he journeys from one case to the next...maybe one time dealing with vampires, another an arch field like Moriarty, or someone more mundane like a serial killer, who, granted, is certainly the biggest monster of all.

Have a wonderful journey into my worlds.

Most Sincerely,

John Pirillo,

Author
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The Devil Has Returned
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Leeds near the Thames

London

Near MidBells

The thief ran like the devil was after him. To him it was. Holmes and Watson split up to cut him off. Holmes cutting across bales of silk and hay, through stacks of fresh lumber and past barrels of ale and hard liquors. Watson darted straight past all that and to the right, crossing behind several carts from vendors that had been left out for the night, their windows shut against inclement weather and thieves.

“Halt!” Watson hollered at the thief.

The thief did everything but stop. He leaped onto a fire escape and struck upwards for the rooftops.

Watson cursed. “Always the rooftops, blast them all to hell!”

He caught the lower rung of the fire escape which had drawn upwards again, grabbed it downwards and then began swiftly climbing as best he could. He was encumbered by his black bag, which he never left behind. It had proven the saving of him and Holmes more than once and other innocent lives many more times than that, and so he never left it behind. 

“Be still!” Holmes cried out from above.

Watson reached the rooftop to find Holmes already there holding the thief by his two arms. The person was struggling to break free, kicking and hollering.

Holmes ignored the curses, and did his best to avoid the kicks, but some connected. Ordinarily, the man would have been flat down on the roof, forced there by Holmes, but evidently even Holmes had been surprised by the tenacity and strength of this fellow. The blaggart was fighting hard still to break free of Holmes.

Watson groaned at that. Holmes would be hurting for days after this. He commiserated his own right knee still hurting from the whacking it got from an itinerant Midnight Angel hoping to run off with his black bag without him.

The thief saw Watson, who approached with his weapon out and froze.

“Good lad!” Watson said, gesturing with his weapon. “Get down on the rooftop. Now!”

The thief complied.

Watson drew a pair of cuffs from his bag and tossed them to Holmes who rapidly cuffed the thief.

Watson came over and gently rolled over the thief, then gasped. “God help us! Another woman!”

Holmes smiled. “Which is why I was being a bit more delicate than usual, Watson.”

“I wondered why you hadn’t flattened the blaggart...uh...lady to the rooftop. He...she’s a woman!”

The woman thief leered at him. “And you’re another man,” she shot back. She gave him an up and down and then added, “Mostly.”

Watson blushed. “Here now, that’s no way for a lady to talk!”

The woman thief spit at him, “Don’t insult me you fat slob!” She laughed.

Watson dodged the spit, but not the insult. “Perhaps a few years behind bars will teach you some manners then.”

Holmes laughed.

“Seems you’ve made a new friend. Watson.”

“A friend I shall gladly remit to Scotland Yard once they catch up with us.”

Huffing and puffing behind Watson caused him to turn.

Inspector Bloodstone was stalking towards him, followed by his son, Constable Evans. The two red haired men stopped before the woman, surprised looks on their faces.

“Our society is falling apart for sure,” Inspector Bloodstone gasped.

Constable Evans grinned. “She’s a cute one, she is.”

“Constable!” Inspector Bloodstone warned his son.

The woman thief managed to sit up. She looked Constable Evans up and down several times. “And you’re a man,” she said.

Watson waited for the next words which would surely disable Constable Evans and his sense of self worth as it had his own.

“And a right handsome, beddable one too,” she went on without a leer, but with a smirky smile instead.

Constable Evans burst into laughter.

Watson let out a sound of disgust.

Holmes dropped to a knee next to the woman. “Why were you trying to break into Tesla’s lab?”

“I had orders.”

“From whom?”

She looked away from Holmes to Constable Evans. “Have him ask me and I might answer.”

Constable Evans looked to Holmes, who nodded.

“From whom did you receive orders,” Constable Evans asked, his eyes locked on hers.

“It’s not from whom, but what,” she replied.

Then her whole body began to shake violently. Constable Evans and Watson rushed to hold her steady, but it got worse and worse.

Her eyes widened and she gave Constable Evans a look of utter despair. “Matey, you and I could have had some good times together!”

Then her body began to glow a bright red.

“BACK!” Holmes ordered.

Everyone let go and dropped back beside Holmes, who pulled out his own weapon and leveled it at the girl.

“What are you doing, Holmes?” The Inspector demanded. “You can’t just shoot an unarmed woman!”

Holmes shot her twice. Once in the forehead and once in the heart.

She continued to shake and tremble, her eyes still wide open.

A voice came from her lips, but not her own now, but something far darker, far more hideous and sinister.

“I am back!” 

“Run!” Holmes cried. “Your very souls are at stake!”

He urged Watson ahead of them and they dashed for the fire escape, followed closely by the Inspector and Constable Evans, who looked back once and felt every hair on his body stand up. 

Something was emerging from the girl’s body. Something that his wildest imagination could never have conjured...not even in his worst nightmares.

A being that could not be killed by man’s weapons. That was made of pure energy. An entity of such cunning and malignance that Jack the Ripper seemed like a young lad by comparison.

The glowing being emerging from the body was none other than Hyde!

A hand jerked on his.

“For the love of your very soul, lad, hurry!”  His father, Inspector Bloodstone, insisted and he and his father scurried down the fire escape as swiftly as they could.

The final portion of Hyde emerged from the fallen woman’s body, which began to smoke as if on fire, and then dissolve into a puddle of soupy matter.

“I am back,” Hyde hissed, its voice hollow and devoid of emotion. “And I shall find you!”  It promised the fleeing figures.

“I will...find...you!”
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Light of Moon

Light of Day

One is love

One is prey.

Who shall render

The dying stroke

The wise man

Or the poorer folk?

Who will answer?

Who I say?

At MidBells

Of this day.

Darkness rules

Hurry, pray!

—Doctor John Watson

MidBells

London

All Hallows Eve

White Chapel

“I don’t care what your father says, Norma, I am not going to become a lawyer. They all grow old and fat and squeeze the poor for every last dime,” complained Thomas Eddington.

Norma Stratford gave Thomas a quick side glance. She knew better, if she had her way. And she would. Thomas was a tall, gangly young man with pretensions of athletic ambition. He played cricket and hockey with the best of them, but he didn’t measure up to any of the teams enough to be a featured player.

Generally, he was nothing more than a backup at best and a water boy mostly.

His flop of dark hair kept getting into his eyes, which she found both laughable and adorable at the same time. His eyes were a quick brown, sort of like a shy fox that came out of hiding to glance into your soul a quick moment, and then vanish back into the shadows.

He was not shy. But he pretended to be bold. Maybe tonight he would find himself proving his worth to her, she thought in a somewhat callous way. She felt a great deal of affection towards him, but was still uncertain if father would approve of a young colt that bolted from responsibilities so quickly.

“Whoops!” She said, uncertain for a moment where the sidewalk began and the pavement ended as they stepped across the street.

“Got you!” He said, tightening his grip on her arm so she didn’t fall.

She recovered her balance and leaned into him in thanks. Having done so, she could feel his heart beating faster for a moment through her touch and smiled. She wasn’t likely to lose his attention anytime soon, she thought, smiling inside herself.

Then she grew a touch worried. Where was the usual traffic, the pedestrians? There wasn’t even a single constable in view. And they had passed at least a dozen as they struck forth from the opera.

Now, they were on the late side of returning her home. Her father was going to be stark raving mad when they came to the door. He was old school and not the modern type which accepted a grown woman’s right to do some things on her own. 

Women were gaining more and more rights under the Good Queen Mary of Scots, but not nearly fast enough for her, though some, sadly, didn’t care at all and preferred having the man do everything...even the thinking...while they were no more than indentured whores, manufacturing babies, house cleaners and cooks.

Harsh, but true in her mind, a reality that she, more than likely, and most all of
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