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    MY THANKS
…to intrepid editor Eugenia Lazarus. We won't talk about Day 4 of the Tour, will we? No no no.
…Also to Radleigh Valentine for his amazing psi classes, as well as Sue B. (these days Sue H.), my original teacher who taught us so much.
Cover photography by Jody Bruchon dba Gazing Cat Productions.
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“Poisoned?!”

Carolina Starhart stared at the three Affiliated Systems Mega-Legionnaires who faced her, looking remarkably blasé about their findings at the food-laden break table set up in the back of the hotel’s lecture hall. In a little while she was supposed to be conducting an important workshop here on the alien world of Deseed. They awaited her response.

How could they be so calm when she boiled with frustration at the situation? Bad enough that she’d hardly been able to sleep last night in fear of teaching the classes, but–

Poison! How dare anyone try to–

After all she’d been through these past three weeks. Damn whoever did this anyway! She’d been run through the universe’s wringer, then “treated” to tests that would have left anyone else twitching in a corner. Maybe not these guys, though. They were mega-heroes, pros at facing Armageddon.

Minzier here was a hulking blue Legionnaire whose left eyebrow merely twitched at her as he relayed the news. She knew Minzier only because he’d escorted her and her husband Londo to prison from her trial a couple weeks ago and Lon had spoken with him. He was a member of Lina’s other husband Jae’s Alpha Team and a friend of Lon, while Chimrin, this lavender-skinned woman with wary features and an equally wary mind, had been Legion Commander when Lon and Jae were in their early teens and still new to the Legion.

The third person she didn’t know, other than that he was yet another Mega-Legionnaire, clad in the same general type of clingy costume the others wore, and just as unfazed as the other two. Powers up the wazoo and used to all hell breaking loose.

But Lina wasn’t. After living through the recent terrors, she deserved a rest from the wrath of the chaos gods.

Oh, she hoped there weren’t really chaos gods.

Then she realized what the three were telling her.

Someone had poisoned the food this other-planetary hotel had set out for the good people who were about to attend her seminar.

The worlds of both the Affiliated Systems and unaffiliated planets wanted to learn how to get rid of Mind Control once and for all. She could teach them. Meanwhile the nearby Yanist-Glory Empire was keen to extend its borders, and Mind Control was its favorite tool to accomplish that. Through it, innocents could be turned into helpless puppets, unable to fight would-be oppressors.

But as she expanded her psychic healing side business back on Earth, Lina had developed the trick of releasing such Control. Until she’d traveled off-world with Londo and then with Jae, she’d never realized that Mind Control could be such a problem. Now the three of them had organized a tour of several planets during which she’d teach hundreds of people the trick. They’d make videos so others could learn as well, expanding her teachings across the worlds.

Now the ugliness she had been warned to expect had begun so suddenly. Lina swallowed hard. So someone thought they’d just kill off everyone who learned how to counter them, tra-la.

Lina had been frightened down to her very cells at too many points these past weeks, but now she discovered she was still uncalloused enough that fear could slash its way through her. Emperor Yanist-Glory, famous for his Mind Control tactics, had cruelly treated Londo when he was a child, kidnapping him and experimenting on him until he gained powers. Lon and his Mega-Legion troops had just waged a war here on Deseed to prevent the emperor from taking over. So many had been Mind Controlled. They were waiting for someone to free them.

But it wasn’t only the emperor’s forces. Stoan Kinrol, the current Legion commander, had been enslaved and then Controlled by otherwise ordinary people when he was a young man. He’d been used for assassination so that his owners could profit. Mind Control was a tricky business, but those without ethics could accomplish it with the high tech available Out Here in interstellar space.

Poison. To stop her and her students. Lina felt the blood begin to drain from her head. The room started to spin, just a trifle, before she set her jaw.

She was not going to faint in front of Legionnaires!

Four days ago, she’d managed to faint in front of most of the cameras of Earth. In retrospect: mortifying! No, there would be no fainting now.

Especially since – wonder of wonders – the Legionnaires were looking to her to tell them what to do next. This was her project, not theirs. Chimrin squinted at her. Without reading her mind – or vice versa – Lina knew Chim was urging her on to her new position as Speaker for the Three Worlds.

Weeks ago, the entities that embodied the worlds of Earth, Aldierra, Sarastor – and Jae’s destroyed home of Feith, observing in the background – had appointed Lon, Jae and herself as their Chosen. Their mission was to improve those three worlds whose humans were traveling the wrong path.

“How’d this happen?” Lina asked the three. “I mean, the Legion was supposed to provide security for all this. Somebody miss a memo?”

“Things can slip through,” Chim told her in clipped syllables. “This is why you have to keep your guard up all the time, from all directions.”

Chim had been hounding the three of them: Lon, herself, and Jae, to take specialized self-defense classes and more since their new relationship had changed everything. Now Londo, the mighty Valiant, was vulnerable whenever she or Jae touched him. As a norm leading an everyday life, Lina had never needed to learn self-defense. If the three of them were to function as a team or just as a couple, or triple, they’d have to relearn how to act around each other, especially if they were under attack.

And now here was something else to bolster that idea. Gah. Lina wasn’t ready for this. But she had to be. So much depended upon her.

The third guy started to gather up the food in bags. “How’re the drinks?” Lina asked.

“Poisoned.” As if of course.

“Well. I can’t have my students going hungry. It’ll distract them. Can the hotel–”

“We’re interrogating the staff and delivery personnel,” Minzier reported. “By the second session we might have some other source available. Maybe. You really think you need to feed them?”

“The class is going to take seven or eight hours. I need these students paying attention to what they need to learn, not thinking about their empty stomachs.”

All righty then. Lina brushed off the bottom of her tee shirt just to get rid of nervous energy. “I’ll hit Earth for food.” Then she scratched the back of her head. “Although I don’t have any money left.”

“Use my card. La voici.”

The welcome voice came from behind, and as her heart leaped inside her she turned to the reassuring sight of her new husbands, Londo and Jae, ambling into the room. They were both in their costumes; Londo’s Valiant suit so familiar to her from years of appearances on the Terran news, and Jae’s Neutrino uniform becoming more so as she learned about him and his own interplanetary exploits.

Londo was a prince of a man, a Hercules with dark hair, light brown skin, and that black outfit that showed off his form so well. He strode in as if he owned the room, maybe the planet as well. He was a force of nature.

Jae’s skin was a shade darker than Lon’s, but he had a mass of shoulder-length blond hair that looked entirely natural on him because it was. The length likely drove Legion Protocol nuts, but Jae was the Last Feithi, and even the Legion’s sacred Rules didn’t mess with that. He was taller than tall Londo, leaner than him, and his stride was liquid.

“Someone’s poisoned–” Lina pointed at the emptying table and the bags. Minzier now held the four urns containing drinks in his broad arms. Lina tried not to laugh from hysteria. They’d chosen to furnish fresh food and drinks buffet-style to neutralize the possibility of hacked replicators. So much for that idea.

“We heard,” Jae said.

“Kuttr’s heading the interrogations,” Lon told her. “It won’t take long to see how they accomplished this. And who they take their orders from.”

Chim said, “I’d better join him.” She was a telepath, expertly trained and skilled in the arts a megapara hero needed to know to accomplish their job. She left with the others.

Only the Starharts were left. Jae couldn’t officially add the surname to his, not until Londo agreed to release the secrecy of the Feithi Triune marriage they’d entered into. But he was her husband now. It worried Lina that she didn’t have as deep a connection with him as she did with Lon, but she hadn’t known Jae as long as she’d known Lon. Why, there were at least two days’ difference. Hm, she hadn’t quite realized until now just how busy those two days had been. Oh well, they would have time to even things out since they were marriage-vowed to longer than forever.

But for now, they were pressed for time.

Lina held out her hand expectantly for Lon’s card.

“We’ll all go,” he told her, his no-nonsense tone in full employ. The French-Canadian accent made it more riveting. “Fais attention. Remember.”

“Security. Your safety.” Jae finished for him.

Never argue with stone walls. With a sigh of surrender Lina ported the three of them. After two minutes of dark void, they stood on Earth. Lina was an interstellar teleporter. The only reason her ports weren’t instantaneous was that she needed time to filter out contagions and adjust for pressure and electrical differentials from world to world.

Instead of taking them to Starhaven, their new Wyoming home (under much construction), she brought them to her friend Dodger’s bakery in Eno Valley, North Carolina.

It was late morning and only one clerk was behind the glass cases, bending over to pick something off the checkerboard floor. She rose, gave a squeak at being surprised by unannounced customers, and then let out a shriek.

Dodger called out from the back even as they could hear his pounding feet. “What? Nicole, are you–”

“Vuh... Vuhh!” Nicole attempted to speak while her jaw had dropped. “Valiant!” She finally managed, pointing at Londo, clad in his worlds-famous outfit of black pants, boots, and hunter’s vest.

Jae chuckled and put his hand on Lon’s shoulder, which drew the woman’s attention. Her mouth remained open, but her eyes widened even further as she took him in as well, with his blue costume and billowing white cape. “Ohh!”

Lina tried not to laugh. That had pretty much been her own reaction when meeting them the first time, though for her it had been on an individual basis.

Dodger, in white apron and both hair and beard nets, stood in the doorway to the kitchen, unable to move. Syllables came from his mouth that had no meaning to anyone but him.

“Dodger!” Lina said, sharp enough to rouse him but not too sharply, she hoped. “We need to buy you out. Well, pretty much.”

He blinked a few times before he noticed she stood there. “Lina? Lina! Are you okay? I saw you on TV. You looked–”

“I’m okay now. They have great doctors Out There,” she assured him as he rushed to the counter.

“Out There?”

Lina pointed up, into the far heavens. “Way Out There. Londo, this is Dodger Snipes, baker supreme. Dodger, Londo Starhart.” They nodded to each other, one rather dazedly.

“Taller,” Dodger managed to say. “You’re taller than you look on TV. And... really tall.” His gaze slid to Jae, who stood a good four inches above Londo.

Yep, Lina knew her guys were spectacular. “This is Jae... Rallene, also known Out There as Neutrino.” She repeated the introductions for Nicole, who could only gaze at Jae’s perfect face in ecstasy. Jae managed to do all the handshaking with his right hand while scratching his neck with his left.

Lina figured they both probably ran into this kind of thing all the time. “I’d love to chat, but some bad guys Out There have sabotaged a workshop I’m giving.”

Dodger was about to say something but stopped to blink. He seemed to be trying to keep up with all the Out There and Valiant and people in costume and Lina being in the headlines these past few days. “Sabotaged?”

“Our hotel arranged snacks and drinks, and it all came in poisoned.”

“Poisoned?” Nicole squeaked.

Lina nodded. “That’s what I said. So we need a butt-load of snacks from you to feed everyone. Some kind of lunches, too. It’s a long seminar with a pretty big crowd scheduled. I’m going to send Lon off to get some healthy stuff. Grocery’s next door, Lon.”

He looked through the wall. “I see it. Healthy, you say?” He rubbed at his left ear.

“Don’t pick at that,” Jae muttered. Lon shrugged, lowered his hand from his new earring, and returned his gaze to the group,

“Fruit and party trays of chopped veggies to counter this. Sandwiches. Soups. I don’t think the silverware was affected, or napkins. Hand wipes? Don’t know about glasses.”

Lon checked a padd he’d produced from his vest. “We’re good on those.”

Lina nodded. “I want to say there are a hundred and fifty participants, something like that. Do you think they’ll have things figured out for the second seminar?”

Jae was checking over Lon’s shoulder at the padd’s readout. “We are the Legion. Just worry about the first class, Lie. I’ll make sure we’re ready for the next one, no matter what develops.”

“Oh good.” Lina closed her eyes for a moment in relief but had to open them again. No time, no time.

The bakery’s displays were filled with doughnuts, cookies, cake slices, and yum. “We need some tea too, Dodger. You got any made up?”

He draped one arm over his display case, trying to look cool when Lina thought he might need it to support his wobbly legs. “That’s one thing I can certainly supply,” he told her. “Last night our ice machine gave out, right out of the blue. I’ve been trying to fix it. It won’t freeze. We haven’t sold a drop of tea yet, not without any ice in house. How many gallons do you need?”

Jae nodded at him. “We should have anticipated something like that,” he confided. “Someone was expecting us to need drinks. Sorry about the trouble.”

He acknowledged Dodger’s puzzled expression with a slight grimace and Lina said, “Thank you, Earth,” as she looked at the floor. The world entities they worked with sometimes arranged odd help for them.

Jae scratched his chin. “I’ll see about your... ice machine? It freezes water? I can take care of that at least temporarily.”

“Jae can... change things,” Lina tried to explain.

“I alter the structure of the universe,” Jae clarified. “Matter and energy. Liquid water to ice, in this case. It comes in handy.”

“I... bet it does,” Dodger managed. He cocked his head from side to side. “Are you Irish?”

That garnered him a wrinkled nose. “Londo gave me English lesson... tapes. Apparently they contained an accent.”

“Ah.”

“In the meantime, we’ll take the tea.” Jae checked with Lina. “It’s acceptable?”

She gave him a smile. “Dodger makes great tea.”

Jae turned to Londo. “Lina is picky about her tea.”

Lon was busy scribbling on his padd. “So I’m learning. I can handle the ice if you want.”

“No, I’ve got it,” Jae assured him.

Lina told Dodger, “Jae makes great ice, I bet. Lon? The card?”

Lon didn’t offer it. “I’ll need it for more than just next door. There’re a few fast-food places down the road that have lunch salads made up already. I’ll clean them out, see how much we can get out of that.” He pointed at something far beyond the parking lot. “A catering place. Looks like they’re gearing up for a large party. I’ll make it worth their while to sell us some of that food.” Then he grimaced. “What to carry it all in?”

Dodger dared to speak up. “I h-have some r-racks.” He waved to the back of his store. “Will those do?”

Lon checked with his paravision and gave him a grin, which Dodger was delighted to return. “Perfect. It should take five, six trips. You up for that, Lina?”

“No sweat. Steal some shopping carts while you’re next door. That’ll cut down on the trips.”

“We’ll return them before class begins. Let’s give these folks an introduction to Terran cuisine.” Then the mightiest megahero in the galactic sector set off to buy groceries.
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Lina peeked at the crowd from behind the stage’s screens. It was by far the largest class she’d ever taught, and the most important. One hundred and forty people from different worlds sat expectantly in the room’s chairs, some of them finishing a danish or carrot stick, all carefully wrapped so as not to provide the skin-to-food contact that people Out Here found distasteful.

A hundred and forty!

She wasn’t good with crowds. Back on Earth before she’d become a teleporter, her few, fill-in psychic classes for her friend and mentor Sue Taylor had consisted of a maximum of fifteen people.

She swallowed. She’d gotten through those classes. She could do this.

Lord, everyone was a stranger.

No, she couldn’t do this.

She had to. Picture the people, the worlds to be saved.

Six who were not strangers were her friends from the Raleigh-Durham area, people who had taken Sue’s classes in a wide spectrum of New Age arts: tarot, astrology, channeling, mediumship, psychic healing, and such alongside Lina a few years ago and stuck together afterward as they all learned more on their own. Lina had specialized in healing, psychic readings, and communicating with her angel guides. For this event their teacher herself was attending, eager to help and learn. They would catch on to Lina’s techniques quick enough and be able to assist her as the class progressed. All had been given floating marble translators, so language was no problem.

David, of course, had ignored suggestions about people covering up as much skin as possible. AffSys types were allergic to seeing arms and legs and the bottoms of necks, it seemed. Instead many liked to wear pleated parachutes. Lina was always getting in trouble over that. The Legion issued demerits to spouses.

But here non-Legion-related David would get away with it. He wore a short-sleeved rock band tee with jeans; just had to break the rules. Cantrell’s suit fully covered him in a colorful kente print. He said he wanted to represent Earth and not just the US. Good point.

The women of the group wore long-sleeved shirts over jeans and slacks, except for Elena, who came in a pretty dress, with dark tights underneath. Sue’s jewel-toned sequined show jackets had been left behind, thank goodness. Instead she wore her familiar plum-colored “I’m leading a serious workshop” suit, even though she wasn’t for this one, but still made Lina feel at home here on this alien world.

Seven semi-recognized faces were from Tishan, the secretive world of telepaths. The Tishana Legionnaire Chimrin Dinar had arranged for them to learn the process and assist as long as Tishana authorities promised not to interfere with distribution of the classes’ videos. All the Tishana were suited up in proper, sedate parachute suits. Chim herself was in the audience here, dressed in more spandex-y civilian clothing but still looking alert and Legionnaire-ish. She’d learned the basics by helping Lina four days ago and could help now while the assistants were still on a learning curve. By the time this session was over she’d be completely trained, as would be the assistants.

Unobtrusive cameras floated here and there around the room to record. At least they were video and not still cameras. Lina was terrified of still cameras pointed at her. Darn Dad anyway. On the rare occasions that his camera had ever aimed her way, he spent the time criticizing her, reiterating that her burdensome existence was a shame to all. In her mind, still photos existed to focus upon her shortcomings.

Some of the class participants were talking with their seatmates in an animated way. Their facial expressions were not happy ones. They gestured at the space in front of their seated selves, some of them forming a frame with their hands and then making puzzled movements.

Her fault. She didn’t want the seats to have individual info screens. As it was, she’d insisted that everyone leave their communication devices outside the lecture hall. Students shouldn’t zone out of the workshop by cruising the interstellar Internets for more information... or porn. They needed to pay attention to the big front screen.

This of course didn’t apply to the Mega-Legionnaires, who were required to wear their Legion Array at all times unless they were sleeping. The Array held all kinds of communication channels for them, protective doodads she had yet to fully discover, as well as a device that allowed them to fly. Lon had snuck part of an Array onto her once, a highly illegal move, and she had floated around for a few minutes. It was scary but wonderful. The lesson came in helpful once she realized that one of her new powers was that of levitation.

The Legion needed its communications. Since the Legion was supplying immediate security for the Tour, Lina agreed to that exception.

“Are we good?” she whispered to Dr. Wilder Mem-Bazer, the middle-aged, azure-skinned genius with five minds.

He was wearing a bulky civilian outfit consisting of layers of light material and odd pleats, a typical parachute suit, ugh. But who was she to turn up her nose at Proper Fashion? Still, she preferred Wiley’s usual lab coat. His hair was a natural shade of purple, short but pleasantly non-buzzed, unlike most AffSys hairstyles. It often stuck out where he rubbed his head while thinking his deep thoughts. She resisted the impulse to cower behind him.

His eyes studied different, invisible screens in front of him, tracking separately. For Wiley, of course, any kind of information-gathering system was essential. “Recording commencing. Have you journaled?”

“I thought I’d begin that after this session. Up until now I didn’t have anything much to say, did I?”

That elicited a dissenting grunt from Wiley. He had instructed the three of them that they had a duty to history to record this journey that the Three Worlds had commanded of them. His logs of the Three Worlds Investiture included readings of massive psychic phenomena – ghosts and sentient planetary entities – that had awed and mystified even Tishana experts.

Wiley had heard and chronicled Aldierra’s message of doom to the Aldierrans. Then Lina had de-Controlled several Legionnaires, explaining to him and his cameras how she was doing it. She and his two Legion teammates stood at the crux of a turning point for the galactic sector. What would a sector without Mind Control look like? Mind #2 in Wiley’s head gleefully churned away at the hypotheses. Could they really accomplish this?

“Include information that is previous to this. The Investiture. The trial. Your biography. It’s all important to history.”

To that Lina gave her own grunt. History. Well, she supposed it might be at that. Really? Really. “I made sure my hair was braided tight,” she said. “Are you getting a good picture?”

“What, from your earring?” Wiley had issued special impervion earring posts to them. While Jae had always worn a single earring and Lina, two, it had taken the both of them to figure out how to pierce Londo’s left ear. Like Jae’s, the earring sat halfway up the outer ear and not in the lobe: the Fethi way, even if Lon didn’t have Jae’s pointed ears. They were fairly certain the piercing would hold, but with an invulnerable person the cells could heal over if they got a mind to. They’d keep an eye on how things went. The tiny posts held all kinds of audio/visual equipment.

“I told you,” Wiley said, “the system will have no problem with seeing around your hair. Or corners.”

“Just–”

“No sex,” he assured her. “The system has instructions to stop recording at the first hint of it.”

Lina wasn’t sure she could trust Wiley about that, but he was a close friend of her husbands, and already one to her.

She blew out a shaky breath. One hundred and forty.

Like it or not, it was showtime. “You should join the audience,” she said as she adjusted her outfit. Jae had chosen a comfortable Feithi fashion design for her from the puters, complete with the colorful ribbons and ties that had been in vogue at the time of his planet’s demise, and Lon had adapted it so it looked more “woo-woo,” as he put it. Lon had come a long way in accepting psychic and metaphysical ideas, but that didn’t mean he’d stopped making fun of them.

Her friend Dinah Stewart had exclaimed, “It’s so Olivia Newton-John!” when she’d shown up this morning. Well, Lina decided she liked her silky disco skater jumpsuit dress. It proclaimed “New Age guru” in an understated way. Unlike so many other outfits she’d been forced to put on lately, this not only allowed her to wear underwear, but also covered her up. Legion Protocol would approve. Pretty much. She had variants standing by for different classes, some more dress and some more jumpsuit, but all fairly white. Despite the poor contrast between the material and her pale skin, she’d need that color to help with psychic energy protection as the lectures progressed.

Beneath the suit, taped securely to her chest for safekeeping, lay the ruby amulet of a rogue Galactic Guard. She could sense its relief to be away from Granger and under her protection. She wasn’t going to let it fall into the wrong hands again!

She’d accomplished the impossible then. But now...

Jae and Londo had had their own way of trying to get her to relax last night. She didn’t even try to hide her smile as she remembered. Individually they were dynamite, but oh my, they worked so well as a team.

And it had worked last night. She’d gotten a little sleep afterward. But now...

She. Could. Do. This.

In her mind she pictured herself jumping from one cliff to another. She’d metaphorically, and sometimes not so metaphorically, done that a few times these past weeks.

Take a step in the right direction. Don’t turn back. No, there was no possibility of turning back. The only way was forward.

Wiley had taken his seat. Jump. Lina emerged from the holographic curtain. The parachuted audience quieted instantly, something she wasn’t used to. People Out Here were trained to obey society’s rules.

“G-good morning. My... My name is Carolina Starhart. Call me Lina. I am the Speaker for the Three Worlds, which are Sarastor, Earth and Aldierra. Welcome to the first session in the Three Worlds Mind Control Tour. In the next few hours, we’re going to show you how to eliminate the threat of Mind Control from your worlds. You’ll also receive a raasch of this class that you can take home with you and show your people.”

Lina tried not to entertain ideas of what these strangers thought about her, someone they up to now had heard of only as Valiant’s bride. She was some no-name Terran, so short (though she’d always been pointed out as “that tall girl” back before she’d left Earth), so pale in a sector where people seemed to run to mid-tones, though they spread them over the rainbow. Skin colors settled primarily in the peachish-tan and blue ranges, though this crowd contained a couple of purples and one bright green man.

At least she had her hair firmly braided at the back of her head so they couldn’t stare at that. Most of these people held to two inches or less, if not zero, hair. Head hair wasn’t politically correct Out Here, and the mop of curling auburn that both Londo and Jae admired so much reached three-quarters of the way to Lina’s waist unless she had it braided or pinned up. One of Jae’s friends had complained that she had enough hair for a small army. That young woman had been bald except for three scraggly patches of prickle. She’d also had a tattooed tongue.

Focus on one section of attendees at a time, maybe ten. Not a hundred and forty. Ten she could handle. Make it eight.

Lina gave a quick outline of how the session would progress with a warning that this might go long, as everyone, including the assistants, was being trained. She reminded them that very serious guards stood beyond each exit, and outside breaks would not be allowed unless there were an emergency. The few Legionnaires they might spot inside the auditorium were there to learn, though they could be summoned for security as well.

Lina smiled and smiled, trying to set the crowd at ease. Surely they’d heard the rumors that she was a Terran barbarian witch doctor. Lon had reminded her to smile and relax. Jae said she had a lovely smile. She smiled just thinking of them but then reluctantly brought her mind back on topic. This was important; don’t mess it up.

She told her audience that all sentients should be free to be whoever they needed to be, and that included slaves. “It should be considered absolutely immoral to own or impede another’s thoughts, will, or body,” she told them. To hell with Legion rules about conforming to the Affiliated Systems’ code of laws, which condoned slavery on some worlds where the practice had been grandfathered in. They’d made it clear to that awful Commander Stoan Kinrol, aka Magnos, that this tour was a Three Worlds production, and not one of his Mega-Legion.

Though they welcomed the Legion’s security.

Her notepadd triggered the room’s audiovisual systems to show a 3-D representation of the human body and its aura overlaid with the seven major chakras, or energy centers. Mind Control, she told them, happened when a person threw harpoon-like intention “hooks” from their chakras into multiple chakras of another person, taking over their will.

She explained what she’d seen through the years, knowledge that had been expanded by experts Out Here: that a telepath who had been artificially boosted in power could Control, as well as a natural psychic who’d had their brain’s ethics centers removed. Natural telepaths and un-eviscerated psychics could not usually accomplish Mind Control. Egotism of such magnitude partnered with low frequencies of spirit, which telepaths and psychics operated above. Even an average human with ordinary, natural psychic ability usually operated on frequencies higher than those of Mind Control, though now and then Hooks Happened.

Humans were emotional creatures. Strong emotions, either spur-of-the-moment or from a long grudge or mental imbalance, could spawn hooks. The worst of these were unconsciously created and sometimes maintained, but Mind Control with capital letters required skill and conscious intent to construct absolute hold.

Lina twitched her fingers and rolled her left wrist in the way Londo had shown her, signaling the program to change to a diagrammed animation of what hooks were. She winced when the stick figure on screen jerked at a hook’s penetration into his throat chakra, and then trembled like Wile E. Coyote on earthquake pills as more hooks hit more chakras, beginning with the solar plexus one, the seat of personal power. Jae and Lon had had too much fun making the cartoon, egging on each other for more gruesomeness.

But each and every person here paid rapt attention to it.

That done, she split the workshop into smaller groups, thank goodness, each led by an assistant who’d received the briefest of briefings before beginning. The amphitheater’s floors leveled off in spots so each group would have their own area to practice. From the stage she directed them all: how to center themselves and feel their own chakras, then line them up and clear themselves of excess negativity.

She taught them how to protect themselves with universal white light, and how to receive spiritual help if they got in trouble. She took them through exercises in which they experimented with their own auras, ones in which they used crayons to draw others’ auras and compared how well they matched within their own groups.

Everyone paired up and felt each other’s energy, then did a chakra balance on each other, which allowed them to feel and work with chakras, as well as clean them much more from how they’d entered the room. As she circulated through the groups to supervise, Lina noticed the Tishana being surprised by the effects.

She paused and turned to Wiley. He had been following her, then roaming around the groups, peering at everyone, then following her again. “You come here on vacation?” she asked the non-participant. “You’re spooking them. And me. Stop it.”

“I’m observing this session for Legion purposes,” he replied. His baggy parachute jumpsuit was patterned in a bold geometric design but at least in sedate colors. A heavy tool belt hung from his waist, although Lina didn’t think that handyman tools were in it. Rather, the highest-tech toys and tricorders probably lurked there, linked in some fashion through all those rings he wore and the multiple sensory inputs he’d had installed in himself to service his five minds.

“I’ve got extra sensors set up to record variations in the auras. I didn’t know that ordinary people had hooks in them normally, but look here. Those aren’t Mind Control, are they?” He showed her screens with auric scans of several participants. A few quill-like structures on each stood out of the smoother boundaries of each auric level.

Lina shook her head. “We’ll get to that in the next part.” It had been she who had shown him how the aura operated. One of his minds – or maybe more – had figured out how to get a bit of the aura work on tape. Sooner or later, she’d learn
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