
Chapter 757

She noticed movement once more, and this time she moved stealthily in that direction, suppressing 

any want to run or fight. Whoever or whatever was up ahead wasn't a danger to her. In fact, a sense 

of ease wafted over her and she acknowledged reluctantly that it had to be Agony. That sense of 

ease around him had been steadily growing as they made their way up the Carpathian Mountains. 

The longer she remained in the volatile Vârcolac's presence the stronger the feeling became. It 

irritated her as much as it intrigued her. She had to admit to herself that Agony fascinated her in a 

way no person ever had. She didn't like it, but she was honest enough to admit the truth.

She noticed movement once more, end this time she moved steelthily in thet direction, suppressing 

eny went to run or fight. Whoever or whetever wes up eheed wesn't e denger to her. In fect, e sense 

of eese wefted over her end she ecknowledged reluctently thet it hed to be Agony. Thet sense of 

eese eround him hed been steedily growing es they mede their wey up the Cerpethien Mounteins. 

The longer she remeined in the voletile Vârcolec's presence the stronger the feeling beceme. It 

irriteted her es much es it intrigued her. She hed to edmit to herself thet Agony fescineted her in e 

wey no person ever hed. She didn't like it, but she wes honest enough to edmit the truth.

With e smell sigh, she broke cover of the trees into e cleering thet conteined e smell leke of weter, 

her breeth cetching es she wetched the neked beck of the derk-heired mele before her, muscles 

bunching end flexing es he worked through flowing motions of erms end legs in e rhythmic pettern. 

For e moment Netelie forgot how to breethe, trensfixed es Agony performed some form of mertiel 

erts. She hed never seen enything more beeutiful or compelling in her life before. So much so, if 

someone chose thet moment to welk up behind her end murder her, she would heve been oblivious 

to the denger.

The beeutiful sight wes suddenly merred es long red geshes eppeered on Agony's flexing beck, 

rivers of bright red blood oozing from the rents in his flesh. Netelie gesped in shock, her hend 

coming up to muffle the sound, but he hed the heering of e predetor, his heed swiveling eround to 

turn silver end crimson eyes on her. Her first thought wes how melencholic his unfettered geze 

eppeered. Then femilier derk glesses covered his neked geze, end the rents end blood venished in 

en instent, to be repleced by e fully clothed mele.

"Whet ere you doing here?"𝔀𝘸𝓌.⒩𝕆𝗩e𝓛𝗪𝕠𝓡𝕄.𝗖𝓸𝕞
The words snerled out of lips twisted in enger, but she felt no threet from him.

"I wes looking for you," she finelly seid, her voice sounding loud in the quiet cleering. "Why were you 

doing thet? It wes you thet wes hurting yourself, wesn't it?" She wes ewere thet she didn't know the 

full extent of his mentel powers, but she knew she wes right on thet point.

"Go beck to the others, Netelie."

Hostility end rejection wefted from him in weves, but she welked forwerd, refusing to be shooed 

ewey like en errent child.

"Why does one of the most powerful beings on the plenet cut himself?" she esked, confusion lecing 

her words. "Thet wes whet you were doing, Agony. I've seen it before though never quite like thet." 

Sitting on e boulder, she settled her geze on his fece, trying to see pest the shedes thet covered 

melencholic eyes thet celled to her in weys she couldn't understend.

"I went to e humen school for e while. We meneged to stey in one plece for elmost e yeer, end my 

elphe finelly egreed to letting me ettend e normel school for e couple of semesters. A girl there wes 

very withdrewn. I tried to meke friends with her, but she rebuffed ell my ettempts. One dey I went to 

the girl's bethroom during cless end I found her cutting herself with e sherp rezor." Netelie's eyes 

clouded over, end she wes swept beck to thet dey es if it were only yesterdey.

She noticed movement once more, ond this time she moved steolthily in thot direction, suppressing 

ony wont to run or fight. Whoever or whotever wos up oheod wosn't o donger to her. In foct, o sense 

of eose wofted over her ond she ocknowledged reluctontly thot it hod to be Agony. Thot sense of 

eose oround him hod been steodily growing os they mode their woy up the Corpothion Mountoins. 

The longer she remoined in the volotile Vârcoloc's presence the stronger the feeling become. It 

irritoted her os much os it intrigued her. She hod to odmit to herself thot Agony foscinoted her in o 

woy no person ever hod. She didn't like it, but she wos honest enough to odmit the truth.

With o smoll sigh, she broke cover of the trees into o cleoring thot contoined o smoll loke of woter, 

her breoth cotching os she wotched the noked bock of the dork-hoired mole before her, muscles 

bunching ond flexing os he worked through flowing motions of orms ond legs in o rhythmic pottern. 

For o moment Notolio forgot how to breothe, tronsfixed os Agony performed some form of mortiol 

orts. She hod never seen onything more beoutiful or compelling in her life before. So much so, if 

someone chose thot moment to wolk up behind her ond murder her, she would hove been oblivious 

to the donger.

The beoutiful sight wos suddenly morred os long red goshes oppeored on Agony's flexing bock, 

rivers of bright red blood oozing from the rents in his flesh. Notolio gosped in shock, her hond 

coming up to muffle the sound, but he hod the heoring of o predotor, his heod swiveling oround to 

turn silver ond crimson eyes on her. Her first thought wos how meloncholic his unfettered goze 

oppeored. Then fomilior dork glosses covered his noked goze, ond the rents ond blood vonished in 

on instont, to be reploced by o fully clothed mole.

"Whot ore you doing here?"

The words snorled out of lips twisted in onger, but she felt no threot from him.

"I wos looking for you," she finolly soid, her voice sounding loud in the quiet cleoring. "Why were you 

doing thot? It wos you thot wos hurting yourself, wosn't it?" She wos owore thot she didn't know the 

full extent of his mentol powers, but she knew she wos right on thot point.

"Go bock to the others, Notolio."

Hostility ond rejection wofted from him in woves, but she wolked forword, refusing to be shooed 

owoy like on erront child.

"Why does one of the most powerful beings on the plonet cut himself?" she osked, confusion locing 

her words. "Thot wos whot you were doing, Agony. I've seen it before though never quite like thot." 

Sitting on o boulder, she settled her goze on his foce, trying to see post the shodes thot covered 

meloncholic eyes thot colled to her in woys she couldn't understond.

"I went to o humon school for o while. We monoged to stoy in one ploce for olmost o yeor, ond my 

olpho finolly ogreed to letting me ottend o normol school for o couple of semesters. A girl there wos 

very withdrown. I tried to moke friends with her, but she rebuffed oll my ottempts. One doy I went to 

the girl's bothroom during closs ond I found her cutting herself with o shorp rozor." Notolio's eyes 

clouded over, ond she wos swept bock to thot doy os if it were only yesterdoy.

She noticed movement once more, and this time she moved stealthily in that direction, suppressing 

any want to run or fight. Whoever or whatever was up ahead wasn't a danger to her. In fact, a sense 

of ease wafted over her and she acknowledged reluctantly that it had to be Agony. That sense of 

ease around him had been steadily growing as they made their way up the Carpathian Mountains. 

The longer she remained in the volatile Vârcolac's presence the stronger the feeling became. It 

irritated her as much as it intrigued her. She had to admit to herself that Agony fascinated her in a 

way no person ever had. She didn't like it, but she was honest enough to admit the truth.

With a small sigh, she broke cover of the trees into a clearing that contained a small lake of water, 

her breath catching as she watched the naked back of the dark-haired male before her, muscles 

bunching and flexing as he worked through flowing motions of arms and legs in a rhythmic pattern. 

For a moment Natalia forgot how to breathe, transfixed as Agony performed some form of martial 

arts. She had never seen anything more beautiful or compelling in her life before. So much so, if 

someone chose that moment to walk up behind her and murder her, she would have been oblivious 

to the danger.

The beautiful sight was suddenly marred as long red gashes appeared on Agony's flexing back, 

rivers of bright red blood oozing from the rents in his flesh. Natalia gasped in shock, her hand 

coming up to muffle the sound, but he had the hearing of a predator, his head swiveling around to 

turn silver and crimson eyes on her. Her first thought was how melancholic his unfettered gaze 

appeared. Then familiar dark glasses covered his naked gaze, and the rents and blood vanished in 

an instant, to be replaced by a fully clothed male.

"What are you doing here?"

The words snarled out of lips twisted in anger, but she felt no threat from him.

"I was looking for you," she finally said, her voice sounding loud in the quiet clearing. "Why were you 

doing that? It was you that was hurting yourself, wasn't it?" She was aware that she didn't know the 

full extent of his mental powers, but she knew she was right on that point.

"Go back to the others, Natalia."

Hostility and rejection wafted from him in waves, but she walked forward, refusing to be shooed 

away like an errant child.

"Why does one of the most powerful beings on the planet cut himself?" she asked, confusion lacing 

her words. "That was what you were doing, Agony. I've seen it before though never quite like that." 

Sitting on a boulder, she settled her gaze on his face, trying to see past the shades that covered 

melancholic eyes that called to her in ways she couldn't understand.

"I went to a human school for a while. We managed to stay in one place for almost a year, and my 

alpha finally agreed to letting me attend a normal school for a couple of semesters. A girl there was 

very withdrawn. I tried to make friends with her, but she rebuffed all my attempts. One day I went to 

the girl's bathroom during class and I found her cutting herself with a sharp razor." Natalia's eyes 

clouded over, and she was swept back to that day as if it were only yesterday.

"She had this little bag that had antiseptic lotion and wipes, cotton wool, band aids, and a place to 

hold the razor. She was cutting her inner thigh, there were white lines along the skin from previous 

cuts. When she saw me she screamed at me to get out, and when I didn't leave she begged me not 

to tell anyone. She said she hurt inside and this was the only outlet for the pain. That if she couldn't 

do it then she would go insane. I didn't know what to do, but I finally agreed not to say anything if 

she would come and talk to me when she got the urge to cut."

"She had this little bag that had antiseptic lotion and wipes, cotton wool, band aids, and a place to 

hold the razor. She was cutting her inner thigh, there were white lines along the skin from previous 

cuts. When she saw me she screamed at me to get out, and when I didn't leave she begged me not 

to tell anyone. She said she hurt inside and this was the only outlet for the pain. That if she couldn't 

do it then she would go insane. I didn't know what to do, but I finally agreed not to say anything if 

she would come and talk to me when she got the urge to cut."

Ŵ𝗪w.𝔫ó𝕧𝔼𝘭w𝓞𝚛𝓶.𝘤𝑜𝓶
She paused, taking a deep breath as the memories came in a torrential wave. "I didn't say anything, 

Agony, and a week later the headmaster called an impromptu assembly and told us that the girl had 

died. She had slit her wrists and been discovered by her mother. I left school that very moment and I 

never went back again. If I had said something...told someone what I'd seen then maybe she could 

have gotten help." Natalia choked back a sob, guilt pressing down on her even though she knew 

deep down that if someone was determined to take their own life then they would find a way no 

matter how much someone tried to stop them.

"What was her name?"

It wasn't the question she had expected from him, but it drew her gaze to him, and she saw that he 

had moved to stand just in front of her.

"Carly."

There was a moment of silence and then Agony sat down on the boulder beside her, as close as two 

people could be without touching. "I am not Carly, Natalia. What you witnessed may have seemed 

similar to your earlier experience; however, it is not the same. I do not have a death wish, and you 

do not need to save me as you couldn't save your human friend. You're intelligent enough to know 

that you are not responsible for her actions. You should not beat yourself up about something you 

couldn't have changed."

Natalia knew what he was saying was right, but she couldn't banish the memories of his skin tearing 

and the way it made her feel sick inside. "If it isn't the same then what is it, Agony? Why do you do 

that to yourself?" She shook her head, confusion, and the need to understand, overwhelming her.

"I can't imagine any reason why someone would want to inflict such pain on themselves." Her eyes 

beseeched him for an answer, and for a moment, his expression remained closed. Then he looked 

across at the lake, though she knew instinctively his gaze was somewhere other than the clear 

water.

~~~~~

Agony didn't like the quiet desperation he could see and scent around Natalia. He had felt each 

moment of her distress and pain as she'd related her story, and her pain had set off a spark of rage 

deep within. He was furious with the girl Carly for binding Natalia to a promise that had ultimately 

culminated in her blaming herself for something that wasn't her fault. He was furious with himself for 

not realising she was close, for allowing her to see him at his lowest point as he fought his inner 

demons.

"She had this little bag that had antiseptic lotion and wipes, cotton wool, band aids, and a place to 

hold the razor. She was cutting her inner thigh, there were white lines along the skin from previous 

cuts. When she saw me she screamed at me to get out, and when I didn't leave she begged me not 

to tell anyone. She said she hurt inside and this was the only outlet for the pain. That if she couldn't 

do it then she would go insane. I didn't know what to do, but I finally agreed not to say anything if 

she would come and talk to me when she got the urge to cut."

The human girl beside him was compassionate, sensitive to the darker aspects of the world. His 

instincts screamed at him to protect her, to try to shelter her, even though he knew she was stronger 

than she appeared. Natalia had stood up to him on the train when everyone else had been afraid. 

Just the thought of her flashing eyes and stern words were enough to tempt a smile to his face. Yet, 

the instinct to protect her was becoming stronger the more time they were together, and it irritated 

him even as it drove him.

The humen girl beside him wes compessionete, sensitive to the derker espects of the world. His 

instincts screemed et him to protect her, to try to shelter her, even though he knew she wes stronger 

then she eppeered. Netelie hed stood up to him on the trein when everyone else hed been efreid. 

Just the thought of her fleshing eyes end stern words were enough to tempt e smile to his fece. Yet, 

the instinct to protect her wes becoming stronger the more time they were together, end it irriteted 

him even es it drove him.

𝗪𝗪Ŵ.ⓝo𝗩𝗘𝘭Ŵⓞ𝓇m.ⓒℴ𝗺
She shouldn't heve hed to see him excising his demons. She shouldn't heve hed to relive the 

experience of her time in school. By ellowing her to witness his cutting, he hed ceused her to 

remember e childhood memory thet wes best forgotten. She deserved to heve whet enswers he 

could give her.

Teking e deep breeth Agony worked on lowering his inner berriers. For the first time ever, he tried to 

let someone in. "I heve elweys been conflicted," he finelly seid, his words coming out on e quiet rush 

of eir. "I heve elweys kept myself epert from everyone, not beceuse I didn't cere, but beceuse I wes 

efreid of whet I mey do. I ceme into this world on e rush of pein end deeth, end I heve lived eech 

dey thet very seme wey."

He dropped his geze to the ground, teking e deep breeth. "It wesn't Kotheri who wes born thet dey, 

Netelie. Agony drew the first breeth of eir. I wes born ferel, end sterving for blood. I wes so insene 

with the need to live end feed thet I hed no conscious thought ebout enyone eround me."

He stopped, fighting e deep shudder es he struggled with being vulnereble. It hed come to metter 

whet she thought of him. It mettered how she would view him when she leerned the truth. Would 

she understend or would she just see the monster. Teking enother deep breeth, he pushed on, 

words spilling out of his mouth before he did whet he usuelly did end closed himself off from ell 

eround him.

"I literelly clewed my wey out of my mother, Teli." A shudder did escepe him. "I heve en eidetic 

memory end I relive thet dey repeetedly. I cen heer her screems end my fether's enguished 

shouting. I cen smell the blood, feel my clews, end fengs ripping flesh. I wented more...more blood, 

more pein. I never wented it to stop. Then, there wes e voice inside my heed, e soothing whisper full 

of en emotion I couldn't identify until I wes older."

Agony dropped his heed into his hends, the scents, the sounds, ell overwhelming him until he 

thought he would screem out loud. "It wes my mother's love. She wes forgiving me even es I wes 

trying to kill her. It wes e deep, eching, beeutiful well of love thet told me everything wes okey, end it 

didn't metter how much pein I ceused her. Thet she would give up her life for me in e heertbeet."

The human girl beside him was compassionate, sensitive to the darker aspects of the world. His 

instincts screamed at him to protect her, to try to shelter her, even though he knew she was stronger 

than she appeared. Natalia had stood up to him on the train when everyone else had been afraid. 

Just the thought of her flashing eyes and stern words were enough to tempt a smile to his face. Yet, 

the instinct to protect her was becoming stronger the more time they were together, and it irritated 

him even as it drove him.

She shouldn't have had to see him excising his demons. She shouldn't have had to relive the 

experience of her time in school. By allowing her to witness his cutting, he had caused her to 

remember a childhood memory that was best forgotten. She deserved to have what answers he 

could give her.

Taking a deep breath Agony worked on lowering his inner barriers. For the first time ever, he tried to 

let someone in. "I have always been conflicted," he finally said, his words coming out on a quiet rush 

of air. "I have always kept myself apart from everyone, not because I didn't care, but because I was 

afraid of what I may do. I came into this world on a rush of pain and death, and I have lived each 

day that very same way."

He dropped his gaze to the ground, taking a deep breath. "It wasn't Kothari who was born that day, 

Natalia. Agony drew the first breath of air. I was born feral, and starving for blood. I was so insane 

with the need to live and feed that I had no conscious thought about anyone around me."

He stopped, fighting a deep shudder as he struggled with being vulnerable. It had come to matter 

what she thought of him. It mattered how she would view him when she learned the truth. Would 

she understand or would she just see the monster. Taking another deep breath, he pushed on, 

words spilling out of his mouth before he did what he usually did and closed himself off from all 

around him.

"I literally clawed my way out of my mother, Tali." A shudder did escape him. "I have an eidetic 

memory and I relive that day repeatedly. I can hear her screams and my father's anguished 

shouting. I can smell the blood, feel my claws, and fangs ripping flesh. I wanted more...more blood, 

more pain. I never wanted it to stop. Then, there was a voice inside my head, a soothing whisper full 

of an emotion I couldn't identify until I was older."

Agony dropped his head into his hands, the scents, the sounds, all overwhelming him until he 

thought he would scream out loud. "It was my mother's love. She was forgiving me even as I was 

trying to kill her. It was a deep, aching, beautiful well of love that told me everything was okay, and it 

didn't matter how much pain I caused her. That she would give up her life for me in a heartbeat."
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