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This is the last part of Wright's story. Although it is still a fantasy-adventure novel, romance is also a big part of the story.

This book is also rated-R because of mature elements and situations. I would not recommend this book to young readers. I wrote this novel for people with mature minds who could appreciate a story for adults.

This is not for prude people, whose sensitive sensibilities cannot appreciate the intimacy between a man and a woman.

For those who are matured enough to understand this novel, I hope you enjoy reading.

Arielle Alia
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Sibyl thought she would live her life going through the three incarnations of the Oracle. First as Destiny during her childhood, then as she became a woman, she would transition to the Wisdom incarnation. But when she had finally become Wisdom, the prophesied Lord of Darkness, Prince Wright, kidnapped her and changed her life forever! Because of that, she could never become the Memory incarnation of the Oracle. She would never grow old and die being part of the Oracle.

Helping the people of Haldor to continue having lives full of peace and prosperity as an incarnation of the Oracle was no longer possible. Like the world of Haldor, Wright had also changed her fate and her life.

Now at age twenty-three going twenty-four, she had ceased being part of the Oracle. The Oracle that had guided Haldor all through the ages had been destroyed by Prince Wright. The science and technologies that had once been dominant in the world of Haldor, now had to brace themselves with the coming onslaught of magic. Magic that would be unleashed by Prince Wright and his companion, Cloud. Cloud, as far as Sibyl knew, was an eternal being who could only be seen and heard by a few people.

Sibyl once possessed magic inside her. Her magic allowed her to see the future and its different versions. But her magic had been drained out of her body and in exchange for that, she had acquired the fighting skills and horsemanship of Prince Wright. The latter meanwhile had acquired her power! And since he was nothing but a spoiled, stupid fool, he couldn't even use her magic properly to return it to her!

She sighed. Her horse's steady rhythm made her close her eyes for a moment. She wasn't worried she'd fall over and hurt herself. She was an excellent rider, and she could sleep on top of her horse without falling if she chose to. But thoughts and events from her past kept her awake.

From being an Oracle incarnation, she had now become a swordhand. She had sworn to protect and fight side by side with the man riding in front of her in exchange for several coins of gold.

Not that the man who called himself Lor needed protection. Lor was far from being weak. He was six feet and two inches tall, with wide shoulders, muscled arms, sturdy hips and powerful legs. He could cut through a dozen trained fighters with his long sword and not broke a sweat. Lor was a warrior. Her trainer and now, her employer.

At times like this, when he couldn't see her, she often found herself studying him. Everything about him. When she first met him, he had close-cropped hair. His hair had now grown and reached the back of his neck. He now kept his raven-colored hair tied behind his back. Even from behind, the man, with his wide shoulders, commanded respect. Anyone would instinctively know he was an experienced fighter. A man who had seen and experienced a lot of things at the age of thirty-eight after wandering all over Haldor.

Even Wright's pride and stubbornness were quickly subdued by Lor's mere presence. The boy prince found himself intimidated and at the same time fascinated by Lor's courage, fighting prowess and sensible advice. During their training days, Wright followed and obeyed Lor without complaint. Exerting himself to the point of exhaustion just to prove to Lor that he was the better student than she was. But Sibyl always beat Wright during training. She was able to master to perfection all of Wright's former fighting skills. The prince had to retrain himself to be able to become a good fighter again. But he remained inept in using Sibyl's powers.

Lor never berated them during their training in the oasis. His way was always encouragement. His usual words were, always turn your weakness into your strength, and use your strength to your advantage.

After Wright had destroyed the Oracle and found himself another quest to pursue, Lor had asked Sibyl to become his swordhand and to accompany him back to his home.

Since an ex-Oracle with the skills of a veteran fighter needed to eat and find shelter, Sibyl accepted the job. She'd rather follow Lor back to his home than accompany again the irritating boy prince to his crazy adventures. Wright had a tendency to find trouble wherever he went, and everyone with him had to suffer the consequences of his actions.

She had enough of Prince Wright! And since it was impossible to get back her powers from the young boy, she had decided to embrace and accept what she had now become. A fighter and a warrior able to stand on her own!

"We are here, Sibyl!" broke Lor's voice through Sibyl's musings.

Sibyl looked around her. She and Lor had been travelling since they left the City of Solaris yesterday, stopping only to eat and sleep.

"This is the City of the Dead! I thought we are going back to your hometown?"

Haldor was divided into five regions and the City of Solaris. In the intersection of these regions, right at the center of the land, lay the City of the Dead. All the graves, mausoleums, and crypts of the ancestors of the people of Haldor occupied the City of the Dead.

"The passage to my home lies beneath the City of the Dead. Don't worry, Sibyl, the dead won't rise this time," joked Lor.

She snorted. Sibyl wanted to forget that experience. She never wanted to fight hordes of undead again!

"It's the fastest way back," he assured her. "We can't take the horses down the crypts though." Lor alighted from his horse and started taking his packs from the horse's back.

"We are just going to leave the horses here?"

"We will set them free. Let them join the other wild horses in the forest." Lor untied the saddle from his horse, patted its rump and started walking away.

"Goodbye then," Sibyl silently whispered to her horse before dismounting. If this was Salamander, she would have never left that horse behind. Salamander was Wright's reliable horse that fought beside her as the hordes of the undead descended upon them. A horse she had grown fond of.

A wind was blowing toward them as they navigated themselves amongst the rows of graves. The wind playfully tried to free her braided hair. As part of the Oracle, she had allowed her hair to grow and reached down to her feet. As a warrior, long hair proved to be a distraction. She had cut it down to shoulder length when she became Lor's swordhand.

The wind was the only noise Sibyl could hear. The dead in their graves remained silent as she followed Lor toward one of the biggest mausoleums in the City of the Dead.

She was surprised to see the double sword crest and name of the Numberg family carved on the mausoleum's facade.

"These are Wright's ancestors!"

"I don't think they would mind if we pass through." He took out his torch and murmured magical words. The torch instantly ignited and gave a bright light. It would continue to burn until Lor once again recited the magic words.

There were several marble tombs inside the huge mausoleum. Two of them belonged to Haldor's past king and queen. Most of Wright Numberg's ancestors were chosen to become king of Haldor. One could say that even if Wright was dressed in rags, his royal bloodline would still show through.

"Lor, are you a Numberg?" Sibyl couldn't help but ask as they began going down a flight of stairs to the crypt beneath the mausoleum. Even before, she already had this nagging feeling in her stomach about Lor. Specially when she watched Lor and Wright talking. The two men had the same physical features. The only difference was that Wright was young and clean shaven. Lor in spite of sporting a beard couldn't hide his dark eyes, high forehead and nose very similar to the males of the Numberg family.

Lor turned and gave her his knowing smile.

"Yes."

"So, that's why you helped Wright! You two are family!"

"Please don't hold it against me, Sibyl." He laughed. "The Numberg family despite their total devotion to the words of the Oracle are good people."

"With one exception."

"Come now, Wright had already proven himself by his words and his actions. Don't stay angry at him because he remains inept at using magic. He is not perfect, you know."

"You should have told me that you are Wright's relative rather than pretended to be just a wandering warrior." She couldn't hide the irritation in her voice.

Lor's smile disappeared. His dark eyes became serious.

"I'm sorry. With everything that was happening, I thought that wasn't important. And that I do not need to prove myself by using my family's name. I did not intentionally lie to you, Sibyl. You just never asked. If you had asked, I would have told you the truth."

Sibyl had always wanted to ask Lor a lot of things about himself. But uneasiness in her stomach and a feeling of shyness always overpowered her curiosity about this man. She was now again feeling that uneasiness as Lor's eyes continued to look at her. Once again, she felt her face flush.

She lowered her eyes.

"I promise you, Sybelline Wane, any question you ask of me, I will only answer with the truth."

A thousand questions sprang from her mind. But her mouth remained closed.

"Sibyl? Are you going to leave me?"

She straightened herself.

"It has only been two days since I agreed to become your swordhand. And you have yet to pay me for my services. I have no intention of leaving your employ without getting my gold."

The smile returned to his handsome face.

"I told you, my friend is holding my money. And he is waiting for us at the end of this tunnel. Unless, he has drifted to sleep."

"Then we should get going! I do need my money."

Lor smiled and nodded. He strode ahead and Sibyl quietly followed behind him. She began to calm herself, her emotions. She always hated it when her heart behaved like this. It was stupid and totally unnecessary for her heart to beat this fast when she was never in any danger! There was no reason for her to get like this just because Lor looked at her!

The tunnel began to feel cold and warm at the same time. Sibyl noticed the tunnel walls emit an eerie green glow, like embers from a dying fire. She was about to tell Lor the strangeness of the tunnel when light suddenly blinded her.

It took her a minute to adjust her eyes to the glare of the setting sun. Lor was standing in the tunnel exit, his hand beckoning her to hurry. She ran toward him.

Stepping out of the tunnel, she saw familiar mountains before her. These were the Randan Ranges of Mussur. She looked back and saw the City of the Dead. It was already miles away! But that couldn't be possible, they had only been travelling through the tunnels for at least fifteen minutes.

"It's a short cut," explained Lor who noticed her bewilderment.

"So, where is your friend?" she asked.

"He should be somewhere around here. He promised to stay here until I come back."

"You have such a loyal friend."

He laughed.

"My Lord!" called out a man's voice.

Both Sibyl and Lor turned toward the voice. A man in leather armor was running toward them.

"Miron!? What are you doing here?" laughed Lor.

"My Lord?" Sibyl couldn't help but reiterate those words.

"Royal bloodline, remember?" Lor winked. "So, don't get surprised when people started calling me Lord or bowing down to me. It's part of my family's heritage I can't seem to get rid off."

Behind the man, Sibyl spotted a woman dressed in a brown robe. Her red hair was flowing down her back like fiery vines.

A few moments later, they were face to face with the man and woman. Lor began introducing them to each other.

"This is Miron and France. Guys, this is Sibyl."

France quietly nodded while Miron smiled and shook Sibyl's hand.

"You have recruited another member for our League!" came a loud voice from behind them.

Sibyl turned and saw an enormous man with large, gloved hands, covered by a sturdy leather armor. He was almost twice as big as Lor!

"Abran Vertigo!? You're here too?" Lor laughed.

Abran squeezed Lor with a big hug. His right wrist had a silver chain bracelet where a round piece of metal and glass was mounted.

"It's been three months since you left! I needed to be sure that you are still alive!"

"Everyone seems to be here." Lor was finally able to talk after Abran had let him go. "Except one. The one who is supposed to wait for me is not here!" he said in a loud voice.

"Idiot!" The voice sounded so familiar to Sibyl. "I am here. You just can't see me because Abran is just too huge and occupying all the space!"

Something began to rise above Abran's head. It was a small black cloud!

"Cloud?" blurted Sibyl. "What are you doing here?"

The small black cloud flew toward her.

"Hello, Sibyl! Nice to see you again!"

"You have left Wright all alone?" 

Sibyl didn't notice the puzzled glances between Abran and the others because of her words.

"Don't worry about him. He could take care of himself," Cloud chuckled.

"But what are you doing here?"

"For the fun and adventure, what else?" He laughed.

It was obvious from the expression in everyone's face that all knew Cloud, and everyone could see him too.

"Well then, welcome to the League," said Abran. "And by the looks of it, you need a much better weapon than that stick."

"League?" Sibyl had no idea what the man was talking about.

"His league." Abran pointed a finger at Lor. "We are his swordhands. We fight with and for him. You see, he has a tendency to stumble into trouble most of the time," emphasized Abran with a smile.

Lor slowed down his walk and allowed Sibyl and the other members of his league to reach the small encampment first. He also signaled Cloud to stop following the group. He stopped walking and waited for his friend to fly back to him. The two of them had a lot of things to talk about.

"So, have you told Sibyl the truth? Who you are and where she really is?" inquired Cloud before Wright could get a word out.

"You could have told me about her, even before you sent me to the City of the Dead three months ago!"

The little cloud shrugged or what could look like a shrug from his smoky body.

"Where's the fun in that? Besides, I knew you would soon figure it out that it was her that you forgot when those Ravanna cult erased part of your memories. I just never thought that you would bring her back here since you never really liked her before. You always complained about how she bullied you all the time when you were young. And according to my memories, you even said, swore that if ever you meet her again, you would run as fast and as far away from her!" He chuckled.

"It's different this time, Cloud."

"How different?"

"She's in love with me."

"Whatever her feelings for you now would change the moment she finds out who you really are, Lor," Cloud emphasized the name he was using. A name he invented at the spur of the moment to hide his identity from the young Prince Wright.

"Do not tell Sibyl who I really am, Cloud. Give me some time."

"What are you planning?"

Lor smiled.

"What does a man do to a woman in love with him?"

"No! You can't be serious! Sibyl will kill you! And have you forgotten about the Lady Astare? You will be marrying her one month from now!"

"I know. And I plan to become a faithful husband to her and a good father to our children the moment we are married. But since that has not happened yet and she is miles away in Gorge, I am free to bed any woman I chose. Specially when she is willing."

"You really plan to seduce Sibyl?"

"Yes!"

"You are going to die a most horrible death, Wright Numberg, once Sibyl finds out the truth about your identity!" warned Cloud.
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CHAPTER 2
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Sibyl noticed that the camp had two tents and based on the ashes left by the burned-out fire between the tents, Lor's friends or League had been here for at least three days, waiting for Lor's return.

Abran began making another fire. Sibyl found herself staring at the silver bracelet on his wrist as she sat on one of the stools near the campfire. The silver bracelet looked out of place in the large hand of Abran. If something should have adorned the man's hand, it should be iron gauntlets.

Abran noticed her stare. He smiled and began taking off the silver bracelet.

"I don't use this as an accessory, although some women had their timepieces adorned with gold and other jewels." He handed her the bracelet.

Sibyl's eyes widened when she realized that the glass and metal she glimpsed earlier mounted on the bracelet was indeed a small version of a timepiece. In Solaris, these timepieces where put inside a large metal locket that had a long chain usually tied to the belt of a man. Women never carried such things and preferred to look at large clocks usually situated in the corner of a house.

"Timepieces nowadays have become like jewelries for women. And everyone else always seems to need to know the exact time. With the way Haldor has been changing, most people are always running off to somewhere to do something or see someone. Gone were those peaceful and idyllic days." A sigh escaped from Abran.

"Is that bad or good?" Sibyl asked, though Abran's words had begun to confuse her.

"Both. Since with all the advances in technology and magic, you don't have to wait for days to get a sword made or even that timepiece. Everyone's craft and skills continued to improve that most things these days are created in mere hours instead of days."

"That's a good thing," she pointed out as she remembered how she was able to improve on all of Wright's fighting skills that were transferred to her.

"But also bad, because as they continue to improve, the people's need and desire for things also increased. They can no longer become contented. And since everyone around them is also improving, each one wants to outdo each other. Competition has become quite fierce nowadays. Not that I am complaining since I am still the blacksmith that produces the best weapons, armor and tools here in Haldor." There was pride in Abran's voice. He began to have a faraway look.

"I was among those whose original ideas had been erased from my memory by the Oracle because she deemed it was dangerous."

Sibyl blinked and looked hard at Abran. She remembered him! She was still part of the Oracle when the other incarnation of the Oracle, Destiny, had a vision of a dangerous idea forming inside an apprentice blacksmith in Gorge named Abran! They, the three incarnations of the Oracle quickly sent a dream to the young blacksmith, summoning him to the temple. Inside the temple, Memory methodically erased such ideas and implanted a more benign idea on his mind which was the importance of starting a family.

But that only happened five years ago! And the blacksmith was just a few years older than her. But the man talking before him looked to be in his forties!

Sibyl stood up as she stared hard at Abran.

"Why do you talk of these things as if they happened so long ago? And you could not be the Abran Vertigo, apprentice of Master Blacksmith Saigo Bromnd! You are too old to be him!"

Abran looked uncomfortable.

"It seemed he hasn't yet told you the truth," muttered Abran.

France had quietly sat on a log near one of the tents since they arrived in the camp. She now broke her silence.

"You have travelled through time, Sibyl."

Sibyl turned to the mage.

"What?"

"You are now twenty years from the time you had come from. You are now in the year 2015."

Sibyl was about to say it was impossible, but after everything she had experienced and seen, anything was possible. She found herself sitting again on the stool.

"Are you telling me that Lor is from the future? That I am now in that future?"

Abran nodded.

Everything suddenly made sense to Sibyl! Since Lor came from the future, he knew exactly where she and Wright would be and what would happen to them in the City of the Dead. She remembered Lor's words when she first met him, he said that Cloud had sent him.

"How did Lor travel back in time?" Sibyl asked out of curiosity. Because she had no idea how she travelled into this time!

"Magic can make time travel possible," answered France. "But in order for that to work, certain circumstances must first be met."

"You seem to be taking this quite well," observed Abran.

Despite the shock, travelling into the future brought a sense of excitement inside Sibyl. She had no place in the past where she came from. Cloud called her an anomaly since she was the only incarnation of the Oracle who became a swordswoman. But in this new world, a world that had become more progressive, maybe she would find a place for herself. Lor's face suddenly appeared in her mind. She now understood why he had taken her. He knew there was no place for her in the Haldor of twenty years ago. But in this future Haldor...

"After everything I went through, I have learned to accept and adapt to sudden changes in my life," Sibyl quietly answered.

Abran laughed.

"Wright has such an effect on people."

"You know Wright?" Somehow this didn't surprised Sibyl.

Abran smiled and nodded.

"When Wright and Cloud first came to my master's forge twenty years ago, I could not understand why me, a simple apprentice, was the one he wanted to create this long sword for him. He gave me a detailed description of the kind of sword he wanted. But that was not possible during that time. He wanted a seven-foot-long blade! Such a blade would not be good for fighting because it would easily break in the middle.

"But Cloud who shocked the hell out of me when he popped out behind me began returning the ideas that the Oracle had discarded. The Oracle failed to predict and know that all those ideas they have been taking out of people's minds were being absorbed automatically by Cloud. By next morning, I knew exactly how to create the sword Wright wanted because the design of that sword was my original idea! And because of that, I felt obligated to become part of Wright's League."

Wright's League? Sibyl was confused. She thought the League belonged to Lor? She was about to point this out but Miron poke his head out of one of the tents and joined the conversation.

"Are you still trying to convince people that you are with the League because you owe Wright a favor?" chuckled Miron as he stepped out of the tent. He was holding several cups made of glass.

"Well, it's a better story than telling them that once in a while, I need a little piece and quiet away from my lovable but noisy family." Abran grimaced. "I always thought starting a family at a young age was a good idea. How was I to know that I will have ten children?"

Sibyl couldn't take her eyes off the cups. Most cups she had seen were made of metal or wood. When Miron gave him a small cup and began pouring liquid from another bigger cup, she couldn't help but admire the craftsmanship of the simple utensil. To her knowledge, glass was only used in decorative things in the City of Solaris because it was very brittle. But this glass seemed solid and quite durable.

"It's grape wine," Miron explained when she continued looking at the glass cup, mistaking her interest in the wine. "Don't worry, it won't get you drunk, but it's the best wine for celebrations like this."

"Celebration?"

"For Lord Numberg's safe return and for your becoming part of our League."

Sibyl glanced toward Lor. He and Cloud were still busy talking. They were far from her, so she couldn't understand what they were saying. The two also seemed to be arguing. The scene somehow reminded her of how Wright and Cloud used to argue with each other. She began to wonder where Wright was right now. Probably causing more problems.

Lor glanced toward her. She quickly averted her eyes and focused on the glass cup.

She had never drunk wine before. She was still a child when she became part of the Oracle and as an Oracle, her body never needed any sustenance. The Oracle's fireshadow kept her alive. Only after being severed from the Oracle did she begin eating and drinking normal food again. And water was the only liquid she had drunk until now.

The wine was surprisingly sweet with a bit of sourness that somehow enhanced its flavor.

Miron smiled.

"Nice, right? I brewed that myself. My family was among the best winemakers in Mussur."

Miron then proceeded to give France and Abran each a wine-filled cup. Sibyl glanced back at Lor and Cloud. The two had decided to walk farther away from the camp, still arguing. Small thunderbolts were beginning to appear in Cloud's smoky body, suggesting that he was becoming upset or agitated. Maybe that's why Lor had led Cloud away from the camp, to protect the tents from getting burned. Cloud's thunderbolts could easily set fire on anything.

"Don't mind those two," came Abran's voice. "They are like an old couple who can't seem to stop themselves from arguing about even the most mundane things." He smiled. "Those two haven't changed since I fist met them twenty years ago. Wright and Cloud would always argue first before they would come to an agreement. And I find Wright looking silly while arguing with a black cloud." Abran chuckled.

"Wait, did you just call Lor, Wright?" Sibyl was shocked.

"Well, yes. We are old friends. And when we first met, he introduced himself as Wright. Never once thought he belonged to the Numberg family or that he was a prince."

The truth about Lor's true identity suddenly hit Sibyl. She dropped the glass cup. It didn't break but simply rolled on the ground.
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"Are you telling me that Lor is also Wright Numberg?" Sibyl began as she rose from her seat. The idea of Wright and Lor being the same person was absurd!

"Y-Yes." Abran was puzzled. "You also didn't know that?"

"That's not possible!" she snapped. "Lor cannot be Wright because they are two totally different people!" Her mind couldn't accept that the boy that irritated her so much had become the man she had grown to respect and admire!

"They are one and the same, Sibyl," came France's soft but steady voice. "Lor is Lord Wright Numberg, the man responsible for destroying the Oracle and allowing magic and science to flourish side by side in Haldor."

"How could that be possible when-" She stopped denying the truth. But an anger began building inside her. Wright hadn't matured or changed at all! And he had once again deceived her!

Miron came to her side and picked up her cup. He poured more wine in it before giving it back to her.

"Drink this, Sibyl. It would calm you down. And it would be best for you to have an open mind in order to understand what is happening." He turned to France. "You better begin your story at the beginning."

"Have you calmed down, Sibyl?" inquired France.

Sibyl was not sure what she was feeling right now. Her mind was still reeling from the fact that the man who earned her respect and trust was the same irritating, stubborn and proud boy that made her life miserable!

She glanced back to the direction where Lor and Cloud were walking. She could no longer see the two. Had Lor run away when he realized that she had finally discovered the truth? Should she start calling him Wright?

She drank the wine and focused on France.

France looked like a young woman. But her eyes began to look old as if she had lived a hundred lives when she started to speak again.

"To start, let me tell you first about me. I am a mage. But some call me a necromancer since I use the life force of the living to create magic thereby bringing death. I have been part of Lord Numberg's League since my powers of magic had awakened."

"Are Miron and Abran mages too?" Sibyl found herself asking despite the turmoil inside her.

"Abran is a blacksmith and an inventor. But everyone calls him a scientist since that's the most popular term used today for brilliant people who can invent things and turn nature into something else. Miron on the other hand, is a warrior, like Lord Numberg. He is not a mage but somehow, he is immune to magic.

"But enough about them. You would soon get to know them if you decide to stay with the League. For now, let me tell you how this all began. Four months ago, after Lord Numberg saved Lady Astare from the clutches of the Cult of Ravanna, the members of this dangerous cult created a powerful spell. They tried to use this spell to kill Lord Numberg but his powers of foresight-"

Sibyl wanted to correct France that the power of foresight was hers, but she decided to remain quiet.

"Enabled him to survive," continued France. "Unfortunately, the spell was so powerful that it erased almost one year of memories from Lord Numberg. Specifically, the memory of the time when he destroyed the Oracle."

"Wright thought that those memories are not important and that he could live without them," commented Abran. "But Cloud argued that he must recover those memories. That he must relive and remember them because Wright had lost something very important within those erased memories, and he would need to remember it in order for him to become complete. Cloud believed that Wright would not be what he is now if he couldn't recover his memories as well as the secret hidden in those memories." Abran's eyes were staring directly at Sibyl. As if he wanted to say something more.

But France continued with her narration.

"Cloud suggested that Lord Numberg go back in time."

"How did he return to the past?" Sibyl found herself asking.

"I used my powers to help him go back in time. By using the bones of his ancestors in the mausoleum, I was able to create a bridge between this time and the world of twenty years ago. To create a magical portal through different times, several things must be present. There must be something in this time that has existed twenty years ago. And those things must be part of the person who will travel in time. Lord Numberg had the same blood, the same genes as his dead ancestors, so he was able to travel through the time portal using the natural magic that his ancestors' bones possessed."

"Bones have magic?" Sibyl realized that magic at this time had advanced to a degree that she no longer understood.

"Yes. But only necromancers like me could use them. To other mages, they are just bones."

"Wait, there's something not right in your story. If Wright travelled through time using the bones of his ancestors as a bridge and your magic, then how come I was able to use that bridge also when I am not even related to the Numbergs?"

"Because you were once part of the Oracle or maybe because you are a mage, or simply because that was what was supposed to happen," Abran interjected. "We don't know exactly how Wright was able to bring you from the past into this time. But we know through history books that you have disappeared after the Oracle was destroyed. Everyone thought that you died with the exception of Wright and Cloud. They never told us what happened to you, except that you were still alive. Wright forgot everything about you after his memory was erased by the Ravanna cult, but Cloud remembered everything so he talked to us so we could find a way to send Wright back into the past. Cloud explained that we would only be doing what we had always been doing since we became part of the League. Right what is wrong. And for this future to continue existing, we had to send Wright back twenty years ago to help and save his eighteen-year-old self. We didn't expect though that he would bring you back here, Sibyl. But you being here solved the mystery of why you disappeared twenty years ago."

"Does Wright know before he went back in time that he has to bring me here?"

All three answered in the negative.

"Cloud made it clear that Wright has to go back in time not knowing what will happen so he would do exactly what needed to be done."

"Can I still go back to my time?"

"Yes. If you want to," answered France. "We just have to find the bones of your ancestors in this time that existed twenty years in the past."

That would be a problem. Sibyl had no idea where her ancestors were buried. Her family did not own any mausoleums. And finding the exact grave of her ancestors in the City of the Dead where millions were buried would be like looking for a needle in a haystack. And after the nightmarish events that happened in the City of the Dead, the bones of the regular citizens of Haldor would have been scattered everywhere. All corpses and bones would no longer be in their proper burial. The mausoleums' strong walls and doors had managed to keep their dead inside and prevented them from joining the hordes of undead she and Wright fought before.

"Why go back into the past? In this time, no one knows who you are, Sibyl." Miron's voice was calm. "You can live here without anyone bothering you or bearing the stigma of being once a part of the Oracle."

"Wright must have a very good reason for bringing you back here, Sibyl. He wouldn't do this unless it is important," added Abran.

If Sibyl wasn't aware that Wright and Lor were the same person, she might believe that Lor brought her in this time because he knew she had no place in the past. She had become an anomaly there.

But since Lor was Wright, Sibyl knew Wright was up to something sinister! He could be plotting something, probably, this was his revenge. She did shatter and step on his pride and manhood when he was still a young man. But if Wright thought he could easily make a fool of her in this time, he was gravely mistaken. She would turn the tables on him, fight him and teach him another lesson he would never forget. She would not allow the boy who once dared go against fate and destiny to turn her life upside down again!

By the time Wright and Cloud returned to camp, Abran had already cooked dinner. Sated by food and wine, Sibyl had finally managed to control her emotions. The urge to clobber and break every bone in Wright's body had subsided, for now.

She was now thinking clearly. Fighting Wright at this time was not only foolish but could end up in her humiliation. Wright was no longer the unskilled boy she could always defeat twenty years ago. He was now a man. An experienced warrior who could also use her powers of foresight to evade her every attack.

Abran quickly approached Wright. The blacksmith gave Wright a plate of food, but it was also clear he was telling Wright that everything had been revealed to her.

When he turned to look at her, she gave him dagger looks. He grimaced. He took the plate of food and to her astonishment, began walking toward her!

He sat a few feet from her. It was clear from his countenance that he was being careful. The memory of her beating him up during their time in the oasis in Mount Angora must still be clear in his mind since they had just come from the past.

She remained silent.

"Ahm... Have you eaten?" Wright finally broke the silence. "Do you plan to kill me tonight?" he quickly added.

"Give me one good reason why I shouldn't kill you, Wright?" 

"Well, if you kill me, I won't be able to return your powers back to you."

"That's the same reason you gave me twenty years ago!" she shouted.

"It's still a valid reason," He grinned.

France went inside one of the tents, Abran began tending the fire, and Miron began talking to Cloud. But Cloud ignored Miron and flew directly to Sibyl and Wright.

"If you are going to beat him up again, Sibyl, I won't interfere. Wright has been in need of thrashing for the past twenty years!" Cloud chuckled.

"Cloud, you are not helping!" snapped Wright.

"Who says, I'm here to help? I'm here to watch you squirm and get yourself out of this tight spot. That is if you could save yourself from Sibyl's wrath!" mocked Cloud.

Cloud had not changed at all! But Wright had changed. He had become a man. And no matter how much Sibyl wanted to remember him as the spoiled and stubborn prince she knew before, she could no longer see that boy in the man before her. Twenty years had indeed changed Prince Wright Numberg.

The Wright she knew would have become angry by now and would probably begin arguing with her. This Wright remained calm, and even managed to smile in spite of her threat.

Cloud floated near Sibyl.

"So, how do you plan in teaching Wright a lesson?" Cloud as always, remained curious.

Sibyl sighed. She was still angry at Wright's deception. But she could understand his actions. After witnessing her fights and arguments with the eighteen-year-old version of himself, Wright had decided to keep his identity a secret to her. The revelation of his identity during that time would further complicate matters. He would not be able to gain her trust and teach her how to fight better. If he hadn't taught her those tactics, she might never have survived her fight with the powerful Regents of Haldor.

In a way, she should thank him. He bringing her here in the future was indeed a way for her to have a new life. No one would remember or even believe that she was once the Wisdom incarnation of the Oracle. She could have a new life in this future that in a way she helped Wright create.

"So, when do you plan to return my powers?" she said coldly.

"I have not yet mastered-"

She glared at him.

"What have you been doing with my powers for the past twenty years? You should have been able to master that! Using that power should be second nature to you by now!"

"I could only use your power when I am fighting, Sibyl."

She stood up.

"Then let's fight, so you could use my powers and return them to me."

"Do you really think that's a good idea? You would lose your fighting skills and-"

"I would only lose the fighting skills the eighteen-year-old Wright had given me in exchange for my powers. But the trainings and the lessons I have learned after that exchange of skills and powers would remain in me!"

"We also need a conductor."

"A what?" This future didn't just have new things like the torch and the glass cup but also new words she could not understand!

"A way, or rather a bridge. Last time, you used the Sword of Truth. That sword had been destroyed. So I won't have the means to transfer your powers back to your body."

"Then find a way, Wright! This future world is much more advanced than the world where I came from. Find another con...conductor!"

"I have an idea how I can give you your powers back without using a conductor. But I don't think you would like it."

Sibyl crossed her arms around her chest and looked directly at Wright.

"What is this idea of yours?"

"To be able to use your powers, my emotions and my senses must be heightened. That usually happens when I'm in the middle of a fight or I'm in grave danger. But there's another situation where the same thing occurs and I could fully harnessed your power."

"What is this situation?"

"And in this situation, we don't need a conductor like the Sword of Truth. I could directly give you back your powers since our bodies would become one."

"Our bodies? One?"

Behind her, Sibyl heard Abran coughing. She ignored the blacksmith.

"What are you talking about, Wright?" she demanded.

"If we sleep together-"

"Sleep?" She still could not understand such words. Did the word sleep acquire a new meaning in this time?

"Sibyl, Wright is suggesting that you have sex with him," Cloud explained.
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Sibyl became part of the Oracle at age five. She grew up and became a woman as an Oracle remaining pure and a virgin. But she was not unaware of how babies were made since she had often glimpsed the intimacy between men and women in some of her visions. She knew that such activity was necessary for the human race to continue. But the actual experience and the necessary skills needed to complete and bring to a satisfying conclusion the union between man and woman was not among her skills and abilities.

In fact, even after becoming independent and free from the powers and influence of the Oracle, she still could not understand or feel the need to indulge into the passions of normal people. The lust that had driven men into frenzy and women into dire situations had never really interested her.

But Wright's proposition had left her stupefied! Her mind went blank for several seconds. She had never in her wildest dreams thought of her and Wright in such an intimate situation! A small voice at the back of her head reminded her that the man quietly eating before her was not the boy she had known before. In fact, their situation was now reversed. She was now younger than him. And inexperienced in the ways between a man and a woman.

"How could you...” She found no words to properly express what she was feeling and thinking!

"If you can think of any other way for me to return your powers back to you, Sibyl, I am open to suggestions. I am not going to force you to do this." Wright's voice remained calm. As if telling a woman to have sex with him was very normal to him.

But then again, such things were normal to Wright even in the past! Sibyl was aware of the many conquests the young prince had. Women had been known to throw themselves at his feet, and the nights he spent in many women's bedroom had even been part of the repertoire of songs of some naughty bards.

"I am not one of your whores, Wright Numberg!" she spluttered. She tried to keep her voice calm. She did not want to become a crazy, shrieking woman, though part of her wanted to kick Wright's face. "I may not belong to royalty, but I hold my body sacred. I will not use this body to pleasure you-"

"Pleasure?" His eyes widened.

Sibyl felt insulted with that one word.

"I will find another way to get my powers back without going to your bed, Wright Numberg!" she swore.

He smiled, further infuriating Sibyl!

"I'm glad to hear that. I have been trying to wrack my brains for the solution to our problem since I figured out that the Sword of Truth was needed in order for the exchange of powers and abilities between two people to happen. Rules of magic seem to change every now and then."

"Rules on magic do not change, Wright," interjected Cloud who had kept himself quiet for awhile. "It's just that more rules about magic are being discovered every time a new kind of magic is awakened in a person. New set of rules for every new magic that appears in this world is simply part of magic's nature. But the four basic rules about magic still remain."

And just like the Cloud, Sibyl had known twenty years ago, the Cloud before her once again began his lecture despite of the situation they were in.

"First rule, all things have magic in them. Second, dead and non-living things act as storage for magic. Third, only some humans can control and use magic. And the most important rule, a magic user who uses too much magic will die."

In spite of Sibyl's anger at Wright's indecent proposal, she couldn't ignore the facts that Cloud had just divulged. This was the first time she had heard about these rules. Then she remembered the Oracle being able to use magic all the time!

"The Oracle can use magic all the time!" she countered Cloud's rules.

"You are mistaken, Sibyl." Cloud's voice now had the tone of a serious lecturer. "The Oracle is indeed a powerful being, but like everyone else, she cannot use magic all the time because that could potentially destroy her. The magic you perceived as belonging to her, in reality was the magic of her three incarnations. And she made sure to use only one of her incarnations' magic at a time so the two others could rest and would be ready to be used once the first incarnation had reached her limit for the day."

A part of Sibyl wanted to ask what had happened to the Oracle in this time period. But then, such matters could be dealt with on another day. At this moment, she and Wright needed to have an understanding first on the limits of their arrangement.

She turned to Wright. But he was gone! He was already walking back to Abran and Miron.

"You distracted me so he could get way!" she accused Cloud.

Cloud started flying around her.

"I don't want you to kill Wright because of his stupid ideas," he laughed.

She grimaced. So, this was just one of Wright's silly ideas! He was never really serious in becoming intimate with her. She should be glad he had no interest in her as a woman. But somehow, such thought bothered her more. And like every emotions that Wright had invoked from her ever since she had known him as Lor, she could not explain the emotion she was feeling right now. It was bordering on regret! She had nothing to regret about!

"So, what do you plan to do now, Sibyl, now that you know the truth about Lor?"

"I have agreed to become his swordhand for a year. For the moment, there is no reason for me to break that agreement. And in order to get the gold coins he promised to pay me for my services, I have to accompany him and his League."

"You know, you could just charge him with all the gold you need as payment for the powers he had taken from you. He would not mind if he could not get back his fighting skills from you."

"Of course he won't mind. He had learned more and better fighting techniques than the ones he used to possess when we exchanged!"

"But if he pays you, you don't have to stay with him. You could go your own way into this world and live a quiet and comfortable life if you so chose."
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