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To all things there is a beginning...

“That woman!” he thought, his light brown eyes slowly opening as he awakened from a very restful and assisted deep sleep. He rose slowly from the pillow, and his eyes narrowed, bracing for the tell-tale pain. But there was no twinge. Nothing came from his neck and shoulders which normally received a sharp, stabbing pain whenever he awakened from a deep sleep. He chuckled at its absence, lifting his hand to his forehead. He rubbed down over his eyes before letting his hand move back over his clean-shaven head and smooth, dark brown skin.

“Did she endeavor to bathe me as well?” he whispered, lifting the sheet to examine his naked body. He closed his eyes, smiling at the scent of her... the scent of both of them... and all that had happened since he arrived at the bed so many hours ago.

“And risk thy ire upon waking,” she asked softly, entering the bedchamber carrying a service tray. A light seemed to emanate from inside the woman, shining through her vanilla skin. Her crystal blue eyes smiled at the man and he was warmed at the sight of her comely frame. “There art many things I would risk, mine heart. Many things we hath both challenged. That, however, be not a fight I shalt endeavor to engage.

“Didst thou find respite in thy slumber?” she asked, placing the tray down in front of him.

“Adri,” he said in a tone of warning. “You promised you would try.”

Keeping her smile as she pressed her lips together, the fair-haired woman allowed her eyes to close as she thought for a moment. “Did you sleep well?”

“Thank you,” he said, nodding at the woman while taking hold of her hand. “Yes, I did... but wasn’t that the aim?”

“Aim?”

“Adrianna!”

“Take not such tones with–” she stammered before starting again. “Don’t take that tone with me. I am your wife, and I love you. I won’t be questioned or even criticized for taking care of my husband... not even from my husband.”

“Then perhaps we should leave it at that I slept well,” he smiled before kissing her hand.

“That sounds like the best course of action to take,” she replied before kissing his forehead.

“Ungh!” he grunted, letting his chin drop to his chest. “That was too sweet a dismissal.”

Smiling as she moved away from the bed, Adrianna returned, “Kador is about to wake up. He needs to be fed and changed.”

[And you are not the only one who can feel him, my love,] he telepathically projected, engaging in his telekinesis to bring her back to the side of the bed. [Let me tend to my son.]

[Our son,] she returned, lifting the tray with her mind to allow him an easier exit from the bed. [Yes, you are indeed Zargo, of the Blood of Xargagyan, Black Priest of the Omega Clan Crimson Court. But do not forget–]

[I could sooner forget how to breathe than overlook the greatest gift the universe ever gave this most unworthy fool!] Zargo asserted, moving quickly to wrap his arm around Adrianna’s waist. She gasped at the speed of his movement and the ease with which he lifted her from the floor, bringing her lips to his.

Her hands went quickly to his shoulders, taking tight hold as her heart was once again made to burst and fly in the same moment. Her mind reeled in the sensation, like she was being kissed for the first time in her life. It was one of the most awesome powers of his love, and she could never find room to doubt his affection and devotion. 

“My man is many things,” she whispered after their lips finally parted. “But he is no fool. That was not the kiss of a fool.”

“Another unresolved argument,” he said softly before kissing her again. She moaned at his passion and was actually relieved to hear their infant son beginning to stir.

Her eyes opened to see Zargo already looking at her. “I felt that, woman. Relief?!”

“Your mind strikes with more power than your sword,” she whispered. “But your passion exceeds them both... combined.”

“If you are so spent, how did you manage to invade my mind and make me sleep so deeply?”

“So you really did like my gown!” she giggled.

“Not as much as the woman in it, but yes.”

“Under your pillow, Black Priest,” she beamed. “Witness the fruits of your instruction.”

Keeping hold of her waist, Zargo slowly turned his head. His telekinetic talent had already taken hold of the pillow and was lifting it up from the bed. “Saljah Dust!” he exclaimed, looking at the remains of what had been a kiepston, a battery of focused mental power, usually attuned to perform a single task.

“Zargo!” she nearly shrieked, not at all approving of his profanity.

“Oh, apologies, my love,” he said softly, caressing her arm with his free hand. “I am just surprised to see this. Your first kiepston?”

“My very first,” she smiled.

“And by now you know that it functioned remarkably well,” he nodded. “But when did you fill its stores?”

“We did that,” she blushed. “I set it to absorb... certain sentiments.”

“Of which I’m sure it found an abundance,” he chuckled. “Well done, my wife.

“And I think we have come to the end of our son’s patience,” he quickly added as the sound of a crying baby reached their ears. Zargo gazed longingly into Adrianna’s eyes. “That boy is special! He has the power to pull me from your side.”

“He is not the only person who wields such power over you,” she returned, instantly regretting the remark. She stammered a weak apology as Zargo took his leave of the chamber. “Saljah Dust!” she hissed, folding her arms before she kicked at the floor. 

Zargo walked into the nursery, bringing a bound bladder – what the Prodigian called a wetskin – from the storage bin as he approached the side of the crib. He opted to see to his son’s needs by hand instead of using cogita. Some things he reserved for his hand and not the ability of his mind. A bright smile formed on Zargo’s face as he lifted the boy up.

“Aren’t you a perceptive one?” he smiled at the infant. “You’re a bit wet and you’re very hungry, and already you know that you’ve got us trained. Just a bit of sound and we’ll come running. And if we do not, you just get a little louder. Brilliant!” Staring into the eyes of his son, Zargo allowed himself to be lost to the endless possibilities of life. How interesting that it was the same frame of mind which brought him back to the moment, causing his smile and happiness to wane.

“Adrianna’s going to hate herself for what she said,” he thought, “but that doesn’t lessen the severity or dull the accuracy of her statement, does it?

“My son,” he whispered as he sat down in the large chair beside the crib, “I fear I must make to you an apology... for the promise I am about to break. You see, I told myself, many, many years ago, that I would never do to my child that which was done to me by my father. 

“You’re going to hear many things about me, Kador, but know that this one thing is true: I believed, oft times too hard, in the dream of man. I’ve dared to imagine the impossible, my child, and that perspective can be very costly. You’re about to have a strange world thrust upon you, along with awesome responsibilities you cannot begin to fathom... all because you share my blood. So, you are not a Chosen One, my dear Kadorgyan... you are simply the next one in line. I have my hopes for what you will do with your turn at the head of all this, but chief among those is what I’d like to call a side-quest.”

Zargo’s eyes started to glow, a sign that he had engaged in a powerful form of cogita. The first thing he did was erect a shield around both himself and his son. Adrianna didn’t need to know what was about to take place, this was between a father and his child. A single tear fell from his right eye as he activated a process he had long ago prepared – something the Tyros called ‘pulling the trigger’. But he kept from thinking too much about the predominant inhabitants of Earth. The Black Priest of the Man-Lord Crimson Court allowed the third and final piece of his puzzle to fall into place. It moved into the mind of his child along with a few extra items he had fabricated... measures and protocols he had composed the moment Arianna had advised him she was about to bring a child into this world.

As Zargo stood up, cradling his son in the fold of his arm, he noticed that the boy had stopped stirring; the condition of his body had just been made secondary. His eyes glowed in response to what his father was doing. His small hand reached for and grabbed his father’s thumb, and their minds were psionically linked. The lone tear that had made its egress from Zargo’s eye soon had many followers as he heard and felt the child’s thoughts; the man shook his head in disbelief. It was common for newborns to cry when they were exposed to cogita; the psionic energy was often directed to the one of the physical senses, making them too sensitive and thus painful to the child. But Kador’s mind took the energy in stride, mixing it with his own as he received the bounty of gifts his father had prepared. Zargo knew in that moment the boy’s potential for the psionic disciplines exceeded even his own. Very slowly, the Black Priest walked to place his son down a small table.

“This tangent objective is a simple request,” Zargo sobbed as he removed the child’s sleeping robes. “If you can... find your way to shine! For you are, most certainly, a star in the sky like all the others. Identify and appreciate their light... but never lose sight of your own illumination. Never!

“For as long you can... and for as much as you can... enjoy your life. You see, your poor excuse of a father has laid claim to a life that isn’t his. If you are strong enough, willing enough, you can refuse this crime I feel I must commit. But I’ve stacked things against you, boy. And only if the very worst should happen would you find yourself possessing the attributes of a lesser mind, a lesser spirit. 

“Your game has been rigged,” Zargo continued, as he slowly regained control of his emotions. “You won’t have much of a choice... given the mind you’re about to develop. Of course, I could find myself in the midst of another miracle tonight and be forced to undo all the things I have done. But even my idealism knows its limits. Great is my cause... but great causes are not within themselves the stuff of resolve. 

“I am fighting, Kador,” he admitted to his son... and himself. “... fighting on too many fronts. So caught up in what could be won, I overlooked the peril between me and my goals. There is a cost to be paid for such ineptitude. It seems that the best way for this campaign to succeed is for it to first fail... and in a most dramatic fashion. Do not look coldly upon your father, my son. If I am able to do this right, I will keep the costs forwarded to you at a
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