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CHAPTER 24: A Different Teenager
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A few years have passed since the fight between the allies of Eleonore Rostodov and those of Tomasz Wlidùcious for the Novae Terrae, this sphere created by the Witch Mylena Zetùnova. All the Eternals who were there, and who had to protect Tomasz, died during this fight. All the Vampires turned by Eleonore were gone as well. Aleksis and Eleonore had been fortunate enough to survive this bloodbath, unlike Eleonore’s servant, Andrija, and the woman who used to take care of her, Maria-Theresa. In the aftermath of the massacre, they both managed to escape, leaving Sarah Wlidùcious, the offspring of Tomasz and Mylena, alone in the midst of the mountain of corpses that surrounded her.

Sarah was not a normal person. Born in 2020, she already had the appearance of a fifteen-year-old girl during this fight, which took place in 2022. This was certainly due to her origins. Indeed, she was the offspring of a Vampire Hunter of the Order of the Eternals, and of a Witch, the same one who had created the said Eternals, a long time ago, in order to protect a precious object that contained many secrets, the Novae Terrae. This object, which had landed in Aleksis’s hands, had finally returned to Sarah after a merciless struggle with him.

Sarah now resides in Curtea de Arges, a large town about thirty kilometres from the citadel of Poenari, the place that had been the scene of the war waged between her parents and the Vampires who had come to get their hands on her father. They needed him, for he was the only person, due to his status as a Hunter, capable of unsealing the Novae Terrae. They wanted to be able to make use of this object, while her parents had been willing to give their lives to prevent them from doing so. Having become the last living soul after this fight, Sarah had left the scene and headed south. A couple passing by had called out to her, asking her where she was going, all by herself as she was. Then, she had collapsed in tears, before finally telling them that she was now all alone and did not know where to go.

The couple had decided to take the teenager under their wing, adopted and educated her until she virtually reached adulthood. Sarah had had a hard time explaining how it was that she did not know how old she was, and she had refrained from describing the lightning speed with which she had grown up. Surprisingly, this rapid growth had stopped when her parents disappeared. She had not quite grasped exactly what had happened to them, but she had seen her father turn into a sort of mist before being absorbed into the Novae Terrae. She had concluded that he must be locked inside of it.

As for her mother, the young girl was not with her at the time of her disappearance. Sarah had deduced that since her mother was the creator of the Novae Terrae and she had presumably allowed Tomasz to enter the object, she must be locked within it too. It was this thought that had prompted Sarah to retrieve the sphere at all costs from the hands of Aleksis Sazanùs, which she had managed to do due to abilities she had not suspected she had at the time. She was surprised to find that she was able to move objects, and so she had been able to grab the Novae Terrae, much to Aleksis’ vexation.

She could also seal herself in a giant ball of pure energy, which she did immediately after taking the sphere, in order to prevent Aleksis from reaching it. He had had no choice but to leave the place, with Eleonore at his heels, not quite knowing what to do with this young girl, whom they ultimately knew nothing about. Sarah had been an unexpected piece of the puzzle that day, and one that had succeeded, with the help of her powers which revealed themselves at precisely that moment, to thwart the plan of the two Vampires. She had also defeated Maria-Theresa, who had become immortal thanks to Sarah’s own mother, Mylena; the latter had offered her this gift so that she could stay by the side of her husband, Igor Rostadov – a Vampire himself, for all eternity. He was suppressed in 1459, at the hands of Kornél Wlidùcious, the first Vampire Hunter in history, and Sarah’s ancestor.

Sarah Wlidùcious is the first of the line of the Hunters to be a woman. In fact, it is not certain that she will ever officially become a Hunter since she is not a boy. Having said that, she has Hunter’s blood running through her veins, but no guide to show her the right path to take. The Eternals had decided long ago to entrust the power to unseal the Novae Terrae, the object they were meant to protect, to only one person. It was Kornél Wlidùcious, a woodcutter by trade, who was designated at that time by an Eternal called Viorica. After him, his son had taken over, then all of his descendants, up to the times of Sarah’s father, Tomasz.

When Sarah was born and the Eternals found out it was a girl, only one of them accepted the idea that the next Hunter might be a woman. But a single voice among a crowd carried too little weight, and Sarah was abandoned by the Eternals after the disappearance of her father and the Witch who had given her life. Sarah was raised far from the background in which she should have been immersed, adopted by a young couple who knew nothing about Vampires, Hunters, and the fight for the Novae Terrae.

She herself had never said anything to these people who had nothing to do with all that story anyway, not least because of her fear that something might happen to them. They had taken such good care of her that she refused to put them in harm’s way. She had convinced herself that the less she told them, the better it would be for them. When she had shown them the Novae Terrae, the only object in her possession when they had found her on the side of the road, she had just explained to them that it was a memory of her parents, without giving any more details. The couple did not ask any questions, figuring that she was just a lost teenager, who had chosen this unimportant sphere because she had nothing else to hold on to. So, they had accepted as plainly as possible that she came to live with them, together with this object.

They were good parents. They had made all the necessary arrangements to adopt young Sarah, who had only given them her first name, claiming that she did not know her surname. She refused to let them do any research into her origins. She was therefore renamed and passed from the name Sarah Wlidùcious to Sarah Cuzanish without further formalities. They had also done their best to make sure that she could go to school.

It was a real ordeal for her, who had not been to school until then and could neither read nor write yet. The first days seemed to her very difficult to go through, particularly because of the mockery of her classmates who did not spare her in the least. Several times she had wanted to seal herself in that protective bubble she had used to protect herself from the Vampires Aleksis and Eleonore, but she could not risk showing off her powers. However, her thoughts caught up with her at night, when she found herself alone in her bed, in the bedroom her adoptive parents had made up for her.

So, she spent most of her nights tossing and turning, hoping in vain to forget everything that had happened to her. She relentlessly relived the events of that terrible day: the appearance of Aleksis and Eleonore in the midst of the hiding place of the Eternals, at the citadel of Poenari; their first setting off in pursuit of her; her mother warning her that her father was in danger, the incomprehensible suicide of the latter before her very eyes; Aleksis and Eleonore facing her, threatening, desperate to take her with them; the magical response she had not expected from herself; their imprisonment within a ball of energy; and she, valiant, snatching the Novae Terrae from the hands of Aleksis Sazanùs, the first Vampire in history.

The rest, she does not really remember. All she remembers is her own gaze fixed on the Novae Terrae she had managed to get back into her own hands. When she turned her gaze up towards her opponents, it seemed to her now that they both just disappeared. Unless they ran away. She no longer knows; everything is blurry now. Still, she would have liked to remember, but the only thing that comes back to her vividly is that moment when her father faded away, replaced by a strange mist, which then entered the Novae Terrae, brought to her some seconds later by Aleksis. This image still haunts her to this day.

And tonight, as well, she cannot fall asleep. Once again, like all the previous night, here she is abruptly pushing aside the sheets that were covering her, with a long sigh of annoyance. Dressed in pink pyjamas a little too big for her, like the other two sets her adoptive parents bought her ‘to last her a long time’ as they told her then, Sarah feels ridiculous. She sits on the edge of the bed and stretches out her right arm towards her nightstand, fumbling until she reaches for the switch of the lamp that rests on it.

When she finally manages to turn on the light, she looks around. Her room is not too big, but it is enough for the high school student that she is. On the desk placed against the wall in front of her bed are several schoolbooks that help her every day catch up to the level she is supposed to have according to the age she seems to be. Her adoptive parents gave her fifteen years, so she is in the first year of high school. She remembers her first day, a few weeks earlier. That day, she experienced the worst embarrassment she has ever felt. All her classmates laughed at her when they found out that she could neither read nor write.

Coming back to her adoptive parents’ house that night, she had cried what seemed to be all the tears in her body. Her adoptive mother had hugged her and had done everything possible to calm her down, not even knowing yet what the young girl’s problem was. It was her husband who asked the question, and when the two realised that Sarah had never been to school, they promised her that there was still hope and that they would do whatever was necessary to support her. As a result, they had hired a homeschooling tutor, and that is why her desk is now covered in books.

Sarah does not like high school; she does not feel like she is made for studying. Her eyes shift to the window on her left. The sky is so dark that she cannot see anything through the window. In the street, no lamppost is lit, for the sake of savings. She sighs, then looks beside her desk. There, her adoptive parents placed a chest made entirely of wood, in which they stored boxes of board games. Above the lid, Sarah has decided to place the Novae Terrae. She has not hidden it from the people who take care of her, and even the tutor who shows up every two days for her catch up lessons has seen it. She had not hesitated to ask her what it was the first time she came.

Sarah was not taken aback and told her that this was the only memory she had of her parents. The teacher had then approached her, a gesture that Sarah had misunderstood. The young girl had rushed to the sphere and grabbed it with a quick gesture while turning to the tutor to tell her not to touch it. The tutor had raised both hands in the air, as if she had been guilty of something, and apologised flatly. The lesson of the day then resumed as if nothing had happened, and the subject of this object’s presence in the bedroom had not been reopened since.

Her adoptive parents did not dig into the matter any further either, and they know that if they have to take something from the chest the sphere is placed on top of, they have to ask Sarah to remove the object so they can open it. The young girl refuses to let anyone touch this object, which is clearly close to her heart. As if she was certain that by doing so, it was still under her protection.

That night again, as her gaze falls once more on the Novae Terrae, she gets up and walks towards it. But rather than pick it up, she kneels in front of the chest, like a believer about to start a prayer. And indeed, she puts her hands together and closes her eyes before gently lowering her head.

“Papa,” she begins, “you whom I know to be present inside this object, and you mama, who is surely hiding there too, I’m still looking for a way to get you out of there, but I don’t know how I should do that. I’m sorry I couldn’t find a solution, but I swear I think about it every day. No one is helping me. I don’t really know who I am, or rather what I am. I feel lost, even though these people who welcomed me take care of me very well. Your daughter is fine, rest assured. I suspect this may be the most important thing to you. While waiting to know what my role is in this world, I work hard to learn to read and write, to learn the history of this country and the world, mathematics...”

As she lets the words come out, tears begin to roll down her cheeks. The absence of her biological parents weighs heavily on her, and to this day she still cannot accept that she cannot find any solution to bring them back. She remembers that during her early years at the citadel of Poenari, many people surrounded her parents, people who covered their heads with large hoods that barely allowed their faces to be seen. But she does not know if any of these people are still alive; she has not seen a single one of them since that tragic day.

At the height of her apparent fifteen years of age, Sarah has an angelic face, framed by soft golden locks. She has beautiful green eyes, like her mother. In high school, she was one of the prettiest girls, and her success with boys was obvious. But Sarah is not interested in teenage love stories. Finding her parents is what matters most to her. Only, she cannot give this answer to these young boys who ask her on dates. They would never understand. To them, she is just an orphan who had the chance to meet a nice couple who decided to take care of her. In this regard, none of them has dared to laugh at her, as many have lost at least one of their parents, so almost all of them know the pain this can cause.

But they could never understand that her parents could be locked inside a sphere and that she has been looking for a way to get them out. All these people around her seem so normal that she sometimes wonders if she should not just think of herself as being like them. But in the evening, when she cannot find sleep – which happens very often, and she turns on her bedside lamp, then her eyes fall on the Novae Terrae, and she slowly forgets about this hope of having a normal life.

Without even knowing what she is, she realises that she has a responsibility towards her parents. Besides, she seems to be the only one around here who knows about the existence of the Vampires, and since they threatened her parents, she has figured out that her goal must certainly be to fight them. Only she does not know how, and she bitterly regrets that she has no one to show her the path she is supposed to take. However, she does not give up hope that one day one of these people in their large hoods will come to her and show her this path.

But once again, it is not tonight that they will come to her, of course. So, she finally decides to get up and go back to bed and turn off her bedside lamp after covering herself with the sheets. She closes her eyes, once again hoping to fall asleep. But it is not until sunrise, when her alarm goes off, that she realises she has lost another night’s sleep. And it is not without difficulty that she gets out of bed and walks into the kitchen.

“Good morning, Sarah,” her adoptive mother said to her, already in the room.

“Good morning...” she answers hesitantly.

“Well, did you sleep badly again?”

Sarah looks at this woman who was the first to offer to take her under her wing. She is quite tall and has beautiful, shoulder-length brown hair. She is the epitome of kindness, even more than her husband, even if he is also very nice. And here he is, in his turn, showing himself, at the top of his average height, freshly clean-shaven and with his hair arranged so that none of his brown locks sticks out. He is a man who is always very neat, and for whom physical appearance is of the utmost importance. Indeed, he works in a bank and in order to best accommodate his clients, he must make sure he has a perfect appearance every day, accompanied by a smile.

“Good morning, Sarah!” he said with his usual excitement.

Sarah nods to him in reply as she sits down on one of the chairs around the table to have breakfast. Her days pass, tirelessly, in the same very commonplace manner. In the morning, whether she has slept or not, she gets up on time, gets dressed and then has breakfast. Then she gets her bag, her jacket, and leaves for high school where she spends most of the day before returning home where she does her homework, works two hours with her tutor every other day, and dines before returning to her room. She spends very little time with her adoptive parents and speaks little to them. It is her way of protecting herself, but also of protecting them. Because they do not know that they adopted the daughter of a Vampire Hunter and a Witch. And she thinks it is better that they never find out.

Since her real parents have been gone, she has not seen as much as the shadow of a Vampire, but she still realises they cannot be far away. She cannot shake off the thought that they have certainly been looking for her ever since she left Poenari, for herself, but also the Novae Terrae. It is thanks to Eleonore that she knows the exact name of the object, otherwise, she would still ignore it. She did try to go to the high school library to look for information about this object, but she could never find anything. In the end, this sphere is, perhaps, much more mysterious than it appears to be.

She has noticed that it only stands on its base due to the strength of the thin rod it is balanced on top of. And like Eleonore before her, Sarah has tried many times to understand how such a sphere can stay perched on a simple rod like this. The law of gravity should not allow this, but there is nothing she can do; she does not understand. She has come into contact with various people who call themselves witches via the Internet, but none of them has been able to provide her with any information about the Novae Terrae, since none of them has heard of it before. Sarah does not know whom to turn to now, and this is one of those concerns that regularly prevent her from falling asleep at night.

Her adoptive parents know nothing of what occupies her mind, but they have realised for a while that the young girl is troubled by many things. And despite their questions on the subject, she always evaded them, in order not to give them any kind of answers. On several occasions, while they were left among themselves, like every evening after dinner, since the young girl leaves them as soon as she has finished her meal, they wondered if they had done well to take her with them. But they always end up thinking about what would have become of her if they had not made that decision.

For her part, Sarah does not ask herself the question of whether her distant attitude does or does not bother the couple who gave her a helping hand. She never tries to find out what other people think of what she does or says. She is thus, discreet, even secretive, and does not realise the many questions that her way of being can raise. On several occasions, while she was at school, her adoptive mother entered her room to look at the Novae Terrae more closely, but never placed a finger on it, because she wanted to respect Sarah’s request that no one should ever touch it. But so far, she has not seen anything that could tell her who Sarah is. Each time she left the room with the same questions in mind.
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CHAPTER 25: Dark Rage

Having returned to her castle in France for several weeks now, Eleonore’s anger does not subside. Not only did she not manage to get her hands on the Hunter, but besides, she is no longer in possession of the Novae Terrae, which Aleksis, the Vampire who made of her what she has become, carelessly let out of his sight and which ended up in the hands of this teenage girl she had never seen before. Aleksis had been able to run away just like her and has naturally been following her ever since. But the castle is now empty without Andrija, the man whom Eleonore had met in Croatia in 2006 and whom she had decided to bring here with her to make him her servant.

Worse still, Maria-Theresa, the woman who had taken care of her after Aleksis had entrusted Eleonore to her, had also perished during the fight which had taken place in Romania, at the citadel of Poenari, in 2022. Eleonore cannot accept her absence any more than that of her servant, and it was in an overbearing rage that she returned home, without addressing the slightest word to Aleksis during the entire journey. In fact, several weeks have passed since then, and she still has not looked him in the eyes or said anything yet. Aleksis realises that Eleonore is furious; he has already spent enough time with her to find out how she functions. Even so, after all this time, he begins to feel he cannot stand this behaviour so withdrawn and lonely any longer.

But tonight, as Eleonore prepares for her daily outing to feed herself, having no one who can bring them blood from the surrounding hospitals, Aleksis grabs her by the arm while she is just putting on a jacket. Eleonore gives him a malevolent look full of rage but still does not say anything. She tries to free her arm, but Aleksis squeezes a little harder. Suddenly, without warning, she began to cry out in rage before collapsing in tears. Aleksis barely catches her before she falls.

“Eleonore,” he said calmly, “why would you not say anything?”

She continues to sob as he takes her into his arms as if she were a grieving child. The tenderness of this moment is so different from the Vampire’s usual attitude that Aleksis wonders if what happened in Romania has changed her forever. He worries terribly for her now, she who remains, to this day, the last human he turned. As she still refuses to say anything, he places his hands on her shoulders and forces her to look at him. Their eyes finally meet, for the first time in three years.

“Eleonore,” continues Aleksis, “I understand your pain and your resentment about what happened. The loss of your servant, of Maria-Theresa, of the other Vampires that we both created, the disappearance of the Novae Terrae, and this young girl who managed to send us to the depths of Romania thanks to her strange powers, are all things that make me angry too. I understand that you do not know how to react to all of that, but you cannot go on like this. We will not be able to move forward if you persist in remaining silent.”
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