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IN THE DARK, A WHISPERED voice said, “Would you be quiet!?”  This was Walter.

Another replied with, “Shh!”  John.

Walter said, “You’re going to get us caught!  I thought you knew better by now.  How long have we been doing this?”

“I know!  It’s not me.  Talk to the others.”

“I can’t.”  There was a click.  “But there, the lock’s picked.”

“We’re in.”

“You want me to light the place up?” asked a third voice, this one a woman’s.  Anne.

“No,” said John.  “We don’t know what’s in here.  You could be lighting up a room full of gun powder for all we know.”

“Good point,” Anne said.

“I could protect us if there were anything dangerous in here,” came a fourth voice.  Neil.

“You’re not that strong,” said John.

“I’m stronger than you,” Neil said, slightly offended.

“I could get us out of here in time.”  This was Jeff.

“And lose what we came here for?” John asked.

“These things are risky,” Jeff replied.  “You know that.”

“Would you pipe down?” John said.  “You’re going to get us caught.”

“Yeah,” Walter interjected.

“Shh!” John said.  “Are the rest of you ready?”

“Yes,” Walter said.

“Ready.”  Jeff.

“Let’s do it.”  Neil.

“Okay,” came a new voice.  Frank.

“All set,” Anne said.

“I’ve got the light switch.”

With that, John turned on the light and froze.

“Damn.”

He stood near the wall, hand still on the switch, surrounded by four men, all holding guns, all pointing them at the man in the trench coat and fedora.
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FIFTEEN YEARS AGO, JOHN DARROW watched his alcoholic father abuse John’s mother, and, more often than not, then turn his temper on John himself before passing out.  John learned early on to do what any maladjusted person would do.  He split.  Seven different ways.

The closest gunman, who had a wild mane of black hair drawn up into a ponytail at the top of his head and an evil sneer across his face, said, “Let’s go, hero-man.”

His partner, who looked like he waxed his eyebrows, said, “Get the hands up.”

“Come out to the middle of the room,” said the third gunman.  He had shoulder-length dirty blonde hair and puffy lips.

John sensed a finger tightening on a trigger and he glanced at the light switch.  Walter was John’s telekinetic personality.  He switched off the light.

In the darkness, guns blasted.

“Hey!” yelled the fourth gunman, whom John thought had a serious case of adult acne and a face covered in the battle scars of a lifelong condition.

The blasts rang out for several seconds, then stopped.  There were voices.

“Everyone still alive?” the kewpie-doll-haired man asked.

“Right here,” said Waxed Eyebrows.  “Someone fell against me, though.  I don’t know who.”

From across the room, a small fire blazed suddenly, lighting the area around John, also known as the “hero” Alter.  This was Anne, the pyrokinetic personality.

“I’m still alive,” Alter said.  He was smiling.

Only three of the gunman were still standing, the dirty-blonde having been knocked out.

The flame died and Pock-Marks said, “Hey, the lights are out again.’

“Thanks, genius,” said Kewpie-Doll.

“No one fire!” ordered Waxed Eyebrows.

The lights came back on with a CLICK and Pock-Marks was hanging in mid-air, obviously terrified.

“HELP!”

“Jesus,” said Kewpie-Doll.

“How do we get him down?” asked Waxed Eyebrows.

“I don’t even know how he got up there!”

They looked at Alter who smiled, an evil streak in his grin.

“I do,” he said.

“Put him down,” Waxed Eyebrows said.

Pock-Marks crashed to the floor with enough force to tear up the boards, smashing him into the wood.

Alter grabbed Eyebrows and lifted him above his head.  Neil was the strong one.  Not superhumanly so, but close enough.  He tossed Eyebrows across the room at Kewpie-Doll, who ducked, sending Eyebrows into the wall.

Kewpie-Doll stepped forward and said, “I’m gonna—” but before he could finish his threat, Alter landed a dozen blows to the man’s stomach and face.  Jeff was the fast one and the blows seemed like nothing more than a blur to anyone watching.  Kewpie-Doll passed out.

Then, just as quickly as he’d taken out Kewpie, Alter brought a rope out from behind his back and bound the other two gunmen at the hands and feet, leaving both at opposite ends of the room, out of the reach of each other so they couldn’t help untie the other.

Alter stood over Dirty-Blonde and nudged him with his foot.

“Where is she?” he asked.  The man was either still out or faking it.  Alter leaned down and stared at him.

Alter’s eye began to glow green.  Dirty-Blonde’s eyes opened and they were glowing green as well.

“Where is she?” Alter repeated.  This was Ed asking.  None of the other personalities inside John Darrow were quite sure what Ed did.  But whatever it was, they were glad he was on their side.

His mind was filled with an image stolen from Dirty-Blonde’s head, and Alter went to a door at the far end of the room.  Through the door, there was a hall, with another door midway down.  Neil tore the door from its hinges, splintering it in the process with a loud CRACK!

Inside, handcuffs around both wrists, shackled to a bed, lay a young girl, daughter of Dean Rusch who owned the local newspaper and whose family was very rich.  She had been missing for three days when a ransom demand came in for ten million dollars.  Not impossible by the family’s standards.  Unbeknownst to the kidnappers, however, the girl’s father had used his position on the paper to bury more than a few stories about a local vigilante who could move things with his mind, start fires, and move at super speeds.  He had contacted Alter and asked for help, which the hero felt obligated to grant.

When the girl saw Alter she was simultaneously frightened and relieved.  She tried to speak through the gag around her mouth, but only got choked on the vowels.

“You’re fine,” Alter said.  “We’re going to have you out of here in just a second.”

He inspected the cuffs, but realized he didn’t have the key.

“Walter, can you pick that?”

“I don’t know that mechanism.”

“What’s the problem,” Frank asked.

“We don’t know how to pick a handcuff lock,” John said.

“I know how,” Frank said.  “Can you tell Walter?”

“I’ll just screw it up.”

“We need some kind of inter-office message system,” Frank said.

“Anne?” John asked, and immediately the links in the middle of the chains on both sets of handcuffs glowed bright red.

“Neil?”

Neil used his strength to snap the weakened links.

They had the girl free, and not long after they dropped her at the police station, speeding away before she got too good a look at them or could ask them to come inside with her.
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IN JOHN DARROW’S LIVING ROOM he tossed his coat on the couch and set the hat on top of it.  It was late, but he wasn’t tired.  He rarely slept anyway, getting all the rest he needed while the others were in charge.

He went into the bedroom, turned on the light, and stood before a set of folding mirrors.  There were six in total, and in each he saw the reflections of his different personalities.  They all resembled John for the most part, shoulder-length brown hair, green eyes, wide nose and a crooked front tooth, but each had a unique feature that differentiated them.  Neil had longer hair, Anna had a mole beneath the corner of her bottom lip.  Walter wore glasses and Jeff’s teeth were all straight.  One face, though, Ed’s, was blank.  He had never had a face, leading the others to nickname him Enigma Ed.  Of all the alters, Ed remained silent and refused to participate.

Since the only way the others could communicate with each other was when John visualized them, the rest took advantage of the situation.

“Nicely done, everyone,” John said.

“Thank you,” Frank replied.  “I knew it was the right location.”

“Please don’t start spouting your ‘powers of the intellect’ crap again,” Anne said.

“Someone want to gag her?” Frank asked.

“I’d like to gag all of you,” John said.

“Are you crazy?” Walter asked.  “If we go, so do our powers.  I’m taking mine anyway, if I’m ever eliminated.”

“Which does raise the question, John.  Is integration any closer?’

“I don’t know,” John said.  “I have to see Dr. Lynch in the morning.”

“But how can you think of getting rid of us?” Jeff asked.  “We’re a team.”

“It’s not that I want to get rid of you,” John said.  “And I wouldn’t be, really
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