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    For the members of my family.
You  know who you are and you know why this dedication is here.

      

    


Forward

I’ve always enjoyed writing, watching the worlds I create evolve on the page.  And my writing has evolved as well.

But I’ve always been told I’m a good writer although I’m not sure of that.  Some of my earlier works weren’t that great, at least from a modern standpoint.  Much of what was written before makes me cringe even now.

Still, as I stated before, PhiraSword started from a dream I had so long ago.  But I had so many strange ideas I tried to get into it, so many weird things.

I tried to pump earlier versions full of details.  I tried to make it fully based on my faith.  I even had, at first, a weird time travel idea.

But I grew out of that.

Even the earlier published works still hiding out on Kindle (please don’t look them up) were overly detailed.

I even had a full explanation set up in a separate companion book that really was a waste of time.  It wasn’t essential.

Because I realized something important.  If you’re reading this, you don’t care about all those details.  You don’t care about the exact length or population of Kalyrix Drift.  You don’t care about the percentage of Arboc Forces to other castes in the Vutomgerecten.

Because I see what I like and I know that such things really don’t matter.  What matters are the characters and how they interact with the situation.

And having an expanded universe makes the story that much richer.  Having an ARG that might be coming to a close soon adds to it.  Having an entire news network for the Arboc Zone is fun, as is doing some foreshadowing with my new favorite non-biological character.

And here’s another fact.  In the original, the character that became Rynna died off.  She never did get her full role realized.

And I didn’t like that at all.  So Rynna gets her story now...
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Urelia couldn’t have imagined herself happier.

It had been two full blocks since she declared she wanted to be Lyle’s and Thalyra’s daughter, and they had already begun making plans—real plans—for it. Not just words. Not temporary.

She would be theirs. In every way that mattered. For keeps.

So why had they asked her to meet them here?

The captioned wristcom had guided her without error, as always—but it had led her somewhere strange. An old Enerball court. Unused. Quiet. Even before Janna had returned to the Vutomgerecten, it hadn’t seen much life.

And now they wanted her here? Now?

She stepped inside and stopped.

Color. Movement. People. The entire space was alive.

Her friends from the education center rushed toward her immediately, with motion, expression, excitement spilling over faster than her wristcom could keep up.

Then the translation came through: “Happy birth anniversary, Urelia!”

She froze for just a moment. They... remembered?

Liania grabbed her hand, pulling her forward, explaining something quickly. The wristcom caught up in bursts: “Lyle and Thalyra—this was all them—it’s for you—it’s great—”

The floor shifted beneath her feet—not in structure, but in sensation. The vibration changed. Lightened. Liania laughed—Urelia could feel it. “Gravity games.”

Urelia didn’t hesitate. She ran. They all did. They bounced off the walls, launched from the floor, moved in arcs that felt impossible and perfect all at once. Urelia felt every impact, every push, every laughing collision of motion through the structure of the court. It wasn’t quiet—not to her.

It was alive. For a while, there was nothing else.

But slowly, gradually, the motion began to settle. The energy didn’t vanish. It focused. Urelia felt it shift beneath her feet first.

Deliberate. Lyle was stepping forward.

A group approached before he could speak.

Her attire was subtly marked with patterns she had seen before, though rarely this close. Merchant Guild. She kneeled, holding out a small case. Inside was something intricate—layered pieces, tokens, shifting configurations.

A game.

Her wristcom translated: “Trader. The objective is the strongest deal.”

A pause. “For the Merchant Guild.”

Laughter followed.

Urelia smiled, surprised. They had made something for her.

The next gift was quieter. A sealed, clear container—small enough to hold, large enough for life.  Inside, a self-contained world.

Moisture cycled. Tiny forms moved. Balance held. Urelia touched the surface gently, feeling the faint, constant vibration of contained life.

The wristcom translated only two words: “To maintain.”

The Builder’s Union didn’t wait.

He set his gift down with a quiet confidence; something far larger than the others. Not a simple construction kit. A system. Pieces interlocked in expanding ways, structures branching outward in possibility. Not something to finish.

Something to build.

A single figure from the Monastic Colonies stepped forward next.

Slow. Intentional. The crystal in her hands wasn’t large, but when Urelia took it, everything shifted.

No silence. Alignment.

The noise didn’t go away; it settled. Found its place.

Her wristcom offered a single translation: “Focus.”

Urelia held it a moment longer than the others.

Then came the Arboc Forces.

The shift in energy was immediate, with contained excitement barely restrained.

He presented their gift with unmistakable pride. Equipment.

Paired emitters. Response sensors.

Movement-based. Competition.

Training disguised as play.

Urelia laughed, fully this time, without restraint.  She never heard it, but she felt her laughter often.

It was customary for children before the age of choosing, at 12, to receive gifts from all 5 castes to help them find their way.  No gift was placed above, none below.  All were presented to the children in question.

But then Lyle stepped forward.

He kneeled slightly as he opened the case in his hands. Two games.

One simple—patterned, clean.

One complex—layered, strategic.

Her wristcom translated: “So we can learn together.”

Urelia looked at him.

And understood that it wasn’t about winning.

He actually signed this one without the wristcom’s help as he held up each one. “This is an Earth game called checkers, and this is called chess.  It’s something for us to do together.”

It meant so much to her.  He made this for them to share.

Thalyra came next.

Her gift was different. A simple band, thin, responsive, almost unassuming in appearance.

When Urelia took it, it responded immediately. A soft pulse.

Not imposing. Not overwhelming. Matching. Syncing.

Thalyra had a somber look as she signed to her. “So you never feel alone in what you feel.”

Urelia didn’t fully understand it.

But she didn’t need to.

Rynna didn’t move right away.

When she finally stepped forward, everything felt quieter and heavier.

She placed something small into Urelia’s hand.

Urelia tilted it slightly, tracing the surface with her fingers.

Three figures.

Joined in a single, flowing script.

Lyle.

Thalyra.

And—

Her.

She knew what it was: a token of meaning.  And this one she perfectly knew what it meant. “Family.”

Urelia closed her hand around it. Then tightened. She shook her head.

Gently—but firmly—she pushed it back toward Rynna.

Then she signed: “It’s not finished.”

For a moment, there was confusion.  Not at the words she was signing but at the meaning.

Then Urelia reached out and took Rynna’s hand.

She pulled it closer—toward the token.

Her expression didn’t waver.  She knew what she was saying, knew how Lyle saw Rynna.  It felt only right. “It needs you too.”

Urelia didn’t fully understand why—but as Rynna stood there, holding the unfinished token, something felt...wrong.  Not broken. Not empty.

Burdened. As if she were holding something far larger than herself.

As if she were carrying...everything.
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