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The Twilight Alchemy of Jekyll and Hyde

By Kenneth Thomas
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PROLOGUE: THE EXPERIMENT Gone Wrong

––––––––
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THE ROOM WAS SILENT but for the steady drip of liquid into glass. The storm outside raged, lightning flashing through the narrow windows of the underground lab, illuminating the clutter of equipment, hastily scrawled notes, and the pale, determined face of Dr. Henry Jekyll. His hands trembled as he held the syringe, the viscous, luminescent serum within glinting ominously under the flickering fluorescent light.

“This is the culmination,” he muttered to himself, though his voice cracked with uncertainty. “Years of toil, sacrifice... of failure.” His reflection stared back from the polished surface of the counter, fractured by the array of vials and instruments. He couldn’t tell if the eyes staring back belonged to the man he used to be—or the shadow of the man he feared he might become.

Jekyll closed his eyes and drew a deep breath, fragments of his past flashing before him. The laughter of a lecture hall echoing in his ears as his radical theories of duality were dismissed. “Man is not whole,” he had argued. “We are divided within ourselves, driven by forces we scarcely understand. What if science could untangle the strands of our nature?”

A kind voice had responded once, in another time, another place. “The shadow is not your enemy, Henry. To banish it is to banish yourself,” Carl Jung had written to him in those early days, long before his obsession consumed him. But Jekyll had dismissed the caution. Separation was the only way to free humanity from its basest instincts. Now, the answer lay in his hands.

With trembling resolve, he plunged the syringe into his arm. A searing pain shot through him, his veins igniting with liquid fire. He gasped, collapsing against the counter as his vision swam with streaks of color and light. The room spun, and for a moment, silence reigned.

Then came the voice. Low, mocking, and chillingly familiar.

“Finally.”

Jekyll’s body convulsed, his muscles seizing as he clawed at the counter. The shadows in the room seemed to shift, pooling together, growing darker, until they coalesced into a shape that towered over him. Through his haze of pain, Jekyll saw the figure’s face—his face, yet not his own. The smile that twisted those lips was cruel, the eyes burning with unbridled malice and glee.

“You thought you could separate me?” the figure whispered, leaning close. “Fool. I’ve always been here.”

The figure—Hyde—laughed, a sound that reverberated through Jekyll’s very soul. The scientist’s mind reeled as memories surfaced unbidden: moments of anger, jealousy, and unspeakable desires he had buried deep. They weren’t gone. They had never been gone. They were Hyde.

Jekyll’s consciousness flickered as Hyde stepped away, his movements predatory and deliberate. The lab felt smaller now, darker, as Hyde’s presence filled it. For a moment, Jekyll saw through his eyes: everything sharper, brighter, alive with opportunity.

Hyde laughed again. “Oh, Henry. We’re going to have so much fun.”

The light flickered again, and in the brief darkness, Jekyll’s voice whispered through the chaos in his mind: “What have I done?”

The storm raged on.
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Chapter 1: The Boy Who Knocked Twice
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The basement air wrapped around Eddie like a damp shroud, heavy with mildew and rust. It wasn’t just the smell—it was the stillness, the sense that this part of the building didn’t belong to the living. Eddie crouched in front of the steel door, running a finger along its edge. It was pristine—gleaming, almost surgical—against the peeling, water-stained walls around it. The contrast was wrong.

Something was definitely down here. And whatever it was, it wasn’t a boiler.

For weeks, Eddie had found himself drifting back to this spot. The first time, he’d come to fix a leaky pipe. That was when he’d noticed the door, tucked into a recess so narrow that it seemed to swallow the light. At first, it was just a curiosity—a stray thought on his way up the creaky stairs. But curiosity had a way of festering. Soon, he started to notice other things: faint thuds late at night, almost like footsteps; tiny dents on the concrete floor that hadn’t been there before; and a faint hum, barely audible, vibrating through the pipes.

The first time he pressed his ear against the door, he swore he heard breathing.

Now he was back, flashlight in one hand and a tension wrench in the other. He turned the wrench in his palm, his pulse racing. He knew he shouldn’t be here. Curiosity’s a luxury we can’t afford, Eddie, his mom’s voice echoed in his head. Her tired, worried tone always crept in when he got himself into trouble—and trouble always seemed to find him.

He glanced over his shoulder at the staircase leading back to the building’s main floor. It stretched into darkness, the weak lightbulb above flickering sporadically. A part of him—the part that knew better—screamed for him to leave. But Eddie wasn’t the kind of kid to leave questions unanswered. That stubborn streak, that need to know, had carried him through thirteen years of scraped knees and bruised egos.

He slid the tension wrench into the lock. The door doesn’t want to open. That’s why it’s locked. Because someone wanted it shut, wanted it kept shut. The thought flashed unbidden in his mind, but he ignored it, steadying his hands.

Jackel’s face swam in his thoughts as he worked. The landlord, the healer, the man who barely spoke to anyone. David Jackel had always been more shadow than person—slipping in and out of the building like he didn’t quite belong to the same world as its tenants. Even his name felt like a borrowed thing, like an actor trying to pass unnoticed in a poorly cast role.

People said he was kind enough. A little strange, maybe. Harmless. He fixed things when they broke, took care of the tenants who couldn’t take care of themselves. But Eddie wasn’t so sure anymore. Not after noticing how Jackel always avoided questions about the basement. Not after catching him hauling strange crates down here late at night. Not after hearing the sound—soft, rhythmic, like a heartbeat—that thudded faintly through the pipes whenever Jackel disappeared downstairs.

Eddie’s fingers slipped, the wrench scraping the lock. “Come on,” he muttered. His hands were sweating now, and the faint hum behind the door seemed louder—closer. He shook his head, willing his focus back.

His mom had always told him to be careful. “You’ve got enough brains to get yourself into trouble, Eddie,” she’d say, tousling his hair. She was right. He’d had to learn to be clever. The kind of clever that came from dodging overdue bills and finding ways to stretch two dollars into dinner. He learned quickly that curiosity could get you ahead or get you hurt. Sometimes both.

Eddie twisted the wrench again, and the lock gave with a soft click.

Gotcha.

The door opened with a hiss, and Eddie stepped inside, his heart pounding. His flashlight’s beam sliced through the darkness, revealing sleek metallic surfaces, glass tubes filled with faintly glowing liquids, and machines that wouldn’t look out of place in a sci-fi movie. The smell hit him next—sterile, metallic, like blood and bleach had been stirred into the air.

“This... isn’t a boiler room,” he whispered, his voice barely audible.

The machines glinted coldly in the light, their polished edges catching reflections of things Eddie didn’t want to think about. On a nearby table, what looked like a dissected robot lay in neat, clinical pieces, its inner workings exposed like organs in an autopsy. Glass vials labeled with symbols he didn’t recognize lined the shelves, their contents pulsing faintly, like veins carrying some alien lifeblood.

Eddie’s flashlight trembled in his hand as he scanned the room. His breathing quickened. What the hell is this place? He took another step, his sneakers squeaking faintly on the clean floor. Every instinct told him to turn around, lock the door, and never come back. But that old, stubborn curiosity kept him moving forward.

The beam of his flashlight landed on a monitor at the far wall. Its screen flickered to life as if sensing his presence, bathing the room in an eerie red glow.

“You shouldn’t be here, Eddie.”

Eddie froze. The voice wasn’t human. It was smooth, clinical, and calm—the kind of voice you’d expect to hear announcing a delayed flight or reading off lab results. The monitor displayed a blank, digital face with smooth, unnervingly symmetrical features.

“What the—?” Eddie stammered, his voice cracking.

“I suggest you leave,” the voice continued. “Now.”

Eddie’s pulse thundered in his ears. He stumbled back, his flashlight flickering as it hit the edge of a metal table. “Who—what is this?”

The face on the monitor didn’t move, but the voice persisted. “Consider this a warning.”

Then, another voice joined in, sharper, almost gleeful: “Or don’t. Stay if you want. I could use some entertainment.”

The two voices overlapped, their tones clashing like a pair of actors in a bad play. Eddie’s knees locked, fear rooting him to the spot. “Who are you? What is this place?” he demanded, his voice shaking.

“Questions, questions,” the second voice taunted. “Always so many questions.”

Before Eddie could respond, the sound of footsteps echoed behind him. His flashlight whipped toward the door, illuminating the figure of David Jackel.

Jackel’s face was partially obscured by the red glow of the monitor, his pale blue eyes glinting like shards of ice. He wasn’t angry—at least not in a way Eddie could see. He stood casually, hands tucked into his pockets, his expression unreadable.

“Interesting choice,” Jackel said, his voice low, almost amused. “Curiosity always gets someone killed.”

Flashback: Eddie suddenly saw himself as a kid, no more than seven, staring at a broken clock he wasn’t supposed to touch. He remembered how he’d taken it apart piece by piece, convinced he could fix it, only to realize he didn’t know how to put it back together. He’d cried when his mom found out—not because she was angry, but because she’d looked so... sad.

“You don’t need to fix everything, Eddie,” she’d said then, her voice soft but firm. “Sometimes, it’s better to leave things be.”

Now, staring at Jackel, Eddie felt that same crushing guilt, that same realization that he might’ve bitten off more than he could chew.

“Mr. Jackel,” Eddie stammered, his voice dry, “I—I didn’t mean—”

Jackel held up a hand, silencing him. “You didn’t mean to pick the lock on my private door?” His tone was calm, but there was a dangerous edge to it. “Curiosity’s one thing, Eddie. Trespassing is another.”

Eddie straightened, trying to muster some defiance. “What is this place? You’re not just some landlord, are you?”

Jackel regarded him for a long moment, the red light painting his face in shadows. Finally, he sighed, his shoulders sinking slightly. “What you’re looking at,” he said, gesturing to the room, “is what happens when curiosity goes too far.”

Eddie didn’t miss the warning in Jackel’s tone, but his curiosity refused to let go. Because some things weren’t meant to be left alone. And Eddie had never been good at leaving well enough alone.
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Chapter 2: A Deal in the Dark
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The hum of the machines followed Eddie and Jackel as they walked deeper into the labyrinthine corridors beneath the apartment building. The farther they went, the more the air changed—cooler, cleaner, tinged with the sterile scent of ozone and something faintly metallic. It felt like stepping into another world, one built entirely on Jackel’s terms.

Eddie struggled to keep his nerves in check, glancing behind him every few steps. The steel door loomed in his mind like a predator’s maw, its secrets only partially revealed. He still didn’t know what he’d walked into—or why Jackel hadn’t thrown him out on the spot.

Jackel moved ahead with the ease of someone walking a familiar path. His hands were tucked into the pockets of his dark coat, his gait steady and unhurried. The faint, almost imperceptible hum of machines seemed to follow him, as if the building itself were alive, responding to his presence.

Eddie broke the silence first. “You’re not going to tell me what this place is, are you?”

Jackel didn’t stop walking. “You’ve already seen enough to figure that out.”

“That’s not an answer,” Eddie muttered, jogging a little to keep up.

Jackel glanced back, one brow lifting. “It’s all the answer you’re getting.”

Eddie clenched his fists. “Fine. Then why didn’t you just throw me out? Or call the cops? You could’ve done anything. So why bring me down here?”

Jackel stopped abruptly, turning to face him. His pale blue eyes seemed to cut straight through Eddie, making him feel like a specimen under a microscope.

“You really want to know why?” Jackel asked, his voice low, almost conspiratorial.

Eddie hesitated, the weight of Jackel’s gaze pinning him in place. He nodded.

“Because you remind me of myself,” Jackel said simply. The words hung in the air, strange and heavy, as if they meant far more than they seemed.

Jackel turned and kept walking, leaving Eddie to trail behind, trying to make sense of the answer. Remind him of himself? What the hell is that supposed to mean? Eddie thought, frustration bubbling just under the surface. Jackel wasn’t just enigmatic—he was downright maddening.

They reached another door—sleek, metallic, and reinforced. Jackel swiped a card through a panel, and the door hissed open. Inside was another lab, even larger than the first, filled with machines that hummed faintly under fluorescent lights. Shelves lined the walls, holding glass vials, jars, and canisters labeled with cryptic symbols. In the center of the room stood a massive cylindrical tank, its surface smooth and opaque, glowing faintly from within. The sight of it sent an involuntary shiver down Eddie’s spine.

“What’s that?” Eddie asked, pointing to the tank.

Jackel moved to a nearby workstation, not looking at him. “Something you don’t need to worry about.”

Eddie narrowed his eyes. “You mean the giant glowing tube in the middle of the room? Yeah, that’s totally normal. I’m not worried at all.”

Jackel turned to him, his expression unreadable. “If you stay, Eddie, you’ll have to learn something very important: questions are dangerous.”

Eddie folded his arms. “Dangerous for who?”

“For everyone,” Jackel said simply. He gestured to a nearby stool. “Sit.”

Eddie didn’t move. He could feel the weight of the room pressing in on him, the machines humming like distant whispers. Everything about this place screamed danger—danger Jackel clearly understood better than anyone. But Eddie’s curiosity burned brighter than his fear. He stepped closer to the workstation instead, glancing at the array of vials and instruments scattered across it.

“What is all this?” Eddie asked, his voice quieter now, less defiant.

Jackel watched him for a moment, his pale eyes thoughtful. Then he picked up a small glass vial filled with a faintly glowing green liquid. He held it up to the light, the liquid inside shimmering like molten emeralds.

“This,” Jackel said, “is one of my formulas. Designed to separate traits, impulses, even identities into distinct entities. To create harmony where there’s only chaos.”

Eddie frowned, his stomach twisting. “Separate identities? Like split personalities?”

Jackel’s lips curved into a faint, humorless smile. “Not quite. It’s about balance. Humans are... conflicted creatures. My work aims to resolve that conflict.”

Eddie took a step back, unease prickling at his skin. “That sounds... intense. And dangerous.”

“It is,” Jackel admitted. “But every breakthrough starts with risk.”

Eddie folded his arms. “So, what happens if the risk goes wrong? What happens if someone takes that stuff and... you know... doesn’t come out okay?”

Jackel set the vial down carefully, his expression darkening. “That’s what I’m trying to prevent.”
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