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Angie stood in front of the window staring outside at nothing in particular. You just had to love New York City on a rainy night. Her arms crossed in front of her. Her foot tapped a nervous tick as she waited, glancing back at her boyfriend Bryan every now and then. She’d slipped him a good dose of sedative.  
Well, actually Angie hadn’t done anything wrong, it was her alter ego, Eigna, now she was another matter altogether. She had taken control for the night. Poor Angie wouldn’t know what hit her come morning. Oh she’d have a good idea something was wrong but she’d been on her meds, had done so well for almost two years now. Little, sissy would be confused for sure.
“Come on darling take your ass to sleep so I can go play a bit. We’ve had fun but Eigna needs her free time. It’s been so long.”
The drug wouldn't hurt Bryan but he’d have a bit of a headache when he awoke. He’d probably blame it on the wine and their heavy lovemaking. He should be out cold for hours now. She glanced at her phone to check the time. It was already past midnight. She had to be careful as they all had their eyes on Angie every waking moment of every day. It wasn’t like she was a child any more. Damn they were now twenty-six years old. By they, Eigna meant her and Angie as they had peacefully shared the same body most of their lives.
It was their mind which came to blows over dominance. Of control. Sam, Lillie, Bryan, Chan, it was enough to make Eigna sick of all the sweetness, the hugs and kisses and love being shared among them. She’d had to play the game, pretend she wasn’t there but oh Eigna was there, had no plans to leave Angie period, ever. She was fairly sure Lillie had a good idea Eigna was still there lurking in the background. Lillie had always been a problem, she was Eignas' nemesis. She was also dangerous as a true Ninja, with her family name going back to Japan. She’d watched her run up the side of a building late one night as she pursued someone across the rooftops. The little lady was tiny but extremely dangerous.
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Lillie had given Sam a baby boy, who was two years old now. Luckily for Eigna he had kept them all busy taking care of their Investigations Manifestation Office, the jobs they took on as well as a very active toddler. They never left Angie alone with little Sammy which although she was hurt she surely understood. Eigna wasn’t into children period. She had no concept of what to do for them or with them. Now that handsome hunk of a man Sam, she’d have loved to get her hands on him but he was too smart for her, too dangerous, too loyal to his precious Lillie, too protective of Angie. None of them cared about Eignas' feelings. They liked to pretend she didn’t exist but oh she did and she could be deadly. She’d been a part of Angie since they were ten years old. Eigna however, had the good sense to fear Lillie, and was wise to do so as Lillie didn’t play any games. 
“Free at last! Time for some fun, oh it’s been so long now.  OK girl, calm down a bit. Remember all the mistakes you made last time you were out.  Let’s not repeat those this time darling.”
Eigna caught the strange look the young couple had given her as they hurried past. She started to go after them but no, it was much too public here. They had helped her after all. She was reminded of the words from the doctor's office. She must think her thoughts and not speak out loud. She had learned a few things in the doctor's office after all. Even though everything was meant to help Angie and not her. This was part of the reason for her pent up rage when she did manage to escape. No-one wanted to listen to Eigna. It was all about poor innocent Angie. After all she’d done all their lives to step in and protect Angie. She took on all the bad guys, bore the brunt of all the dangerous events in their lives because she knew Angie couldn't handle it. She had been awoken when that Serial Killer, The Whisperer had kidnapped Angie at age seventeen. It was her that helped them survive. But did she get any credit? No, it was Sam who rescued poor Angie. Sam grew to love her as a younger sister. Eigna had wanted him as a lover not an older brother. Somehow he had seen through the facade, the walls Eigna had carefully hid behind. She knew as soon as that FBI bitch entered the picture, Ms Lillie, that Sam was all hot for her. It was all about her so f*ck him, f*ck them all. She stopped long enough to braid her long blond hair back off her face. The light drizzling rain felt good. Eigna didn't mind it at all. What she minded was their hair, the fact she didn’t have time to cut it and do it red.
“Looks like you win the hair battle tonight sissy. Last time I cut it and colored it they knew it wasn’t you. After all, you are boring, you are a poor thing. Long blond hair is so overrated. Oh well there is always another time. I plan on coming out more often. As long as I’m back by early morning we should all be good. That little baby boy Lillie and Sam have should keep them both occupied. No reason for him to be following me tonight.”
Eigna remembered the coffee shop just as she was about to cross over to go down to the subway. She stopped to admire herself in the glass before stepping inside. She was narcissistic although that word meant nothing to her. Eigna was just Eigna, a very dangerously disturbed  woman. She was the part of Angie; they had all been trying to keep her asleep with meds. She laughed out loud thinking. “They can't kill me sissy without killing you. I’m invincible after all.”
Eigna stepped into the coffee shop glancing around her. At one a.m. it was almost empty. A couple sat back in the corner huddled, whispering among themselves, lost in their own world as they ignored her. She needed to use the restroom. She had no desire for coffee. She was holding out for a cold beer at her favorite bar. Eigna wasn’t remembering this place however, the Jumping Java Coffee House remembered her, or rather they remembered Angie and Bryan who came in there several times a week.
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“Hey Angie, what are you doing out so late? You’re not alone are you?”
Lenny had worked at Jumping Java for many years. He knew Angie, Sam, Lillie, Bryan as they had all frequented his shop many times for coffees and hot rolls while working. They'd helped him with a missing person's case once, his brother who they had found no questions asked at the time. He also knew of Eigna; he had placed several calls to Sam over the years as he’d been asked to do if she came in acting a bit off as she was doing now.
“Bathroom?” was all she said, her voice a southern drawl, her eyes cold, calculating. “You’re almost there,” Lenny responded. “It’s the door on the left back in the corner.”
Eigna returned in a few minutes, stopping at the counter, saying nothing, just staring at Lenny. After a few very long awkward moments she spoke. “What did you call me earlier?”
“Ah nothing. It was my mistake. I mistook you for someone else. Did you want to order anything? I have customers coming in behind you looks like a large crowd.”
“F*ck off, oh and never call me Angie again, the name is Eigna, got it? I’m so out of here darling.”
As Eigna crossed the street, horns blaring, to enter the subway, Lenny replaced the gun he’d been holding in his right hand under the counter as he reached for his cell phone. He was shaking a bit as he dialed a well known number.
“Hey Sam, so sorry to bother you at this late time, but I think you and Lillie may have, no make that, I know you and Lillie, have a problem. Eigna was just in here, not Angie but Eigna. Yea she just entered the subway up the street from your investigations office. She was scary I’ll tell you that. I saw no hint of Angie. You know me, I’ll be here all night but please Sam, don’t cause Eigna to come back here on me. Dude she scares the hell out of me. You’re welcome, hell I hope you find her and get Angie back home safe.”
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Eigna entered the subway for the quick ride to her favorite hangout. It’d been a few years but she remembered which stop to take and stepped off some fifteen minutes later.  Any one in their right mind would be leery, even hesitant to go into a dark alleyway in New York City at one-thirty in the morning, especially on a cold rainy night such as this. Unless you were one of the many homeless who lived and survived making their homes there. Even they were smart enough to take shelter and hide. Eigna wasn’t just anyone. She knew no fear. In many ways she would have made a great military seal or agent, except for the fact she could never pass any type of psychology test. She wasn’t a people person. She didn’t understand the concept of rules or being held responsible for her  actions. A doctor had diagnosed her as a possible sociopath personality disorder who had stepped in to protect someone she believed needed protecting. She was a rogue personality surviving in a young woman's head, trying to take over Angie’s mind. And she was running wild for the night. 
“There you are, and here I come darlings. It’s been a long while. Bring out the cold beer.”
Eigna glanced up at the sign which read Last Chance Pool Hall. The place was a dive on the wrong end of town, in a very bad neighborhood. A place Angie would never herself go nor any of the others for that matter. However she had never been here nor would she ever remember it as Eigna had been in charge at the time. 
Some of the occupants inside the pool hall recognized Eigna, unfortunately not in a kind way.  She had left a lasting impression on her last visit which although it had been two years ago had not been forgotten or forgiven. Several loyal members of a busted sex trafficking group still hung out there, still worked the area. One of their own had been left dead in the back alley. There would always be someone ready to step into a position and continue working no matter the cause or situation. Eigna had made many enemies, and had caused much trouble for both Sam and Lillie during her last visit here. If she had any memory of her last visit and what all went down she gave no notice of it. Maybe she remembered but just wasn't worried. Eigna marched to the beat of a totally different drummer.
Eigna stepped into the dank dark pool hall glancing left then right before taking a booth in a corner. A young woman approached her to see if she wanted a drink. That was the rule you must order food or drink to sit at a table. Eigna eyed the men gathered around the pool table. They appeared to be having a difference of opinion over something.
“Hello, can I get you something?” the lady
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