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  Thrall to the Vampire Prince


Owen pressed his back against the cold, damp wall of the abandoned subway tunnel. The acrid smell of decay and rust filled his nostrils as he tried to steady his breathing. 
Five years had passed since the invasion. Five years since the alien vampires had claimed Earth as their new feeding ground.
On the surface, life continued with an uneasy normalcy. The vampires allowed humans to go about their daily lives, to work, to study, to even enjoy moments of happiness. But everyone knew the truth, they were no longer at the top of the food chain. 
They were cattle, carefully managed and occasionally culled.
Owen had always been good at staying unnoticed, a wallflower in a world of extroverts. Now, that skill had become his greatest asset. He'd managed to avoid the attention of the vampires for years, slipping through the cracks of their new society.
Until Own was noticed by him.
The memory of their first encounter was seared into Owen's mind, as vivid as it had been a year ago. 
It was during one of the routine cullings, where the vampires would round up humans for feeding or sport. Owen had been cornered in an alleyway, his heart racing as he searched desperately for an escape route.
That's when he saw him, a vampire with skin the color of rich dark earth and a crown of tight black curls. 
Even in the dim light of the alley, the vampire's otherworldly beauty was breathtaking. His features were chiseled perfection, with high cheekbones and full lips that hinted at both sensuality and cruelty.
But it was his eyes that truly captivated Owen, deep purple irises that seemed to glow with an inner light, mesmerizing and terrifying.
The vampire moved with preternatural grace, each step silent on the wet pavement. A smile played on his lips, revealing the barest hint of razor-sharp fangs.
"Well, well," the vampire's voice was smooth as silk, with an accent Owen couldn't place. "What do we have here? A little mouse, trying so hard to be invisible."
Owen swallowed hard, trying to find his voice. "P-please," he managed to stammer. "I'm not... I'm nobody. Just let me go."
The vampire's laugh was like dark velvet, sending shivers down Owen's spine. He leaned in close, his scent an intoxicating mix of night-blooming flowers.
Owen felt dizzy, torn between the urge to flee and a strange, inexplicable desire to lean into that scent.
"Nobody?" the vampire mused, reaching out to trace a finger along Owen's jawline. His touch was cool, almost electric. "Oh, I think not. You see, little mouse, I've been watching you. You're quite... exceptional."
Owen's eyes widened in surprise. "W-what do you mean?"
The vampire's purple eyes sparkled with amusement and something darker, hungrier. "You move through the world like a ghost, unnoticed, unseen. It's... impressive. And it makes me wonder..." He leaned in closer, his lips almost brushing Owen's ear. "What other talents are you hiding?"
Owen's mind raced. Was this some kind of trick? A cruel game before the inevitable end?
The Nocturn stepped back, giving Owen room to breathe. "What's your name, little mouse?"
Owen hesitated, then whispered, "Owen. My name is Owen."
A slow smile spread across the vampire's face. "Owen," he repeated, as if savoring the taste of the name. "Well, Owen, I think you and I are going to have some fun together."
"F...fun?" Owen stuttered.
The vampire's grin widened. "Don't look so frightened, little mouse. I'm not going to hurt you... much. In fact, I'm going to give you a head start."
Owen blinked in confusion. "What?"
The vampire's eyes gleamed with mischief and hunger. "Run, Owen. Run as fast and as far as you can. Hide in the darkest corners you can find. And know that I'll be right behind you, always just one step away." He leaned in close, his cool breath ghosting over Owen's skin. "The chase begins now."
Owen's feet pounded the pavement as he ran, his mind racing faster than his body. 
The vampire's words echoed in his ears, spurring him on. 
He darted through alleys, vaulted fences, and wove through abandoned buildings, desperately seeking a place to hide.
His first instinct led him to an abandoned department store. Owen burrowed into a pile of discarded mannequins, their plastic limbs cool against his feverish skin. He held his breath, listening for any sign of pursuit.
Minutes ticked by, and Owen began to relax.
Then, a chuckle. "Clever, little mouse. But not clever enough."
Owen burst from his hiding spot, plastic arms clattering to the floor as he fled. 
The vampire's laughter followed him, seeming to come from everywhere at once.
Days blurred together as Owen sought increasingly creative hiding spots. 
He wedged himself into the crawl space of an old church organ, the dusty pipes concealing his trembling form. But just as he thought he was safe, fingers like ice traced the back of his neck.
"Your heartbeat is sweeter than any hymn, Owen," the vampire whispered.
Owen fled again, this time seeking refuge in an industrial freezer at an abandoned restaurant. But the door soon creaked open.
"Trying to mask your scent? Ingenious. But I'd hate for you to catch a chill."
As weeks turned to months, Owen's desperation grew. He curled up inside a giant industrial dryer at a closed laundromat, the metal drum an echo chamber for his racing heart.
Each time, the vampire found him. Each time, Owen ran.
One night, exhausted beyond measure, Owen stumbled into a closed wax museum. He positioned himself among the figures, mimicking their rigid poses. As he stood there, barely breathing, a terrible realization dawned on him.
The vampire could have caught him at any time. This wasn't about feeding or even hunting. 
It was a game, a morbid, thrilling game of hide and seek that Owen was powerless to end.
But Owen didn't stop running. Each day, he awoke with a renewed determination to evade the vampire's clutches. Each night, his will faltered. The thrill of being found, of being chased, was intoxicating.
At first, Owen tried to deny his feelings. But as the weeks wore on, he found himself looking forward to the vampire's discovery, his body aching for those brief, electric moments of contact.
In a strange way, the game was a welcome respite from the monotony of life in the shadows. Owen was never alone, but he had never felt more lonely. The vampire's presence was a connection of sorts, a reminder that he was not invisible, not truly.
And so, he continued to run, continuing their twisted dance, even though his mind told him to stop, that it was hopeless, that it was insane.

      [image: image-placeholder]The drip of water echoed through the subway tunnel. Owen pressed himself further against the cold wall, willing himself to become one with the shadows. But even as he tried to stay hidden, a part of him yearned to be found.
A shift in the air was Owen's only warning before the vampire materialized from the darkness.
Owen's breath caught in his throat. No matter how many times he encountered this man, he was never prepared for the impact of his presence. 
The vampire moved with fluid grace, each step silent on the damp concrete. His purple eyes found Owen immediately, glowing with an otherworldly intensity that made Owen's knees weak.
"My dear Owen," the vampire purred, his voice like velvet in the gloom. "Did you really think you could hide from me here? In the dark that I call home?"
Owen swallowed hard, trying to calm his racing heart.
The vampire's lips curved into a smile, revealing a hint of fang that sent a shiver down Owen's spine – whether from fear or something else, he couldn't quite tell.
"I... I don't know what I thought," Owen admitted, his voice barely above a whisper.
The vampire chuckled, the sound rich and alluring. He took a step closer, and Owen found himself instinctively leaning forward, drawn in by the vampire’s magnetic presence.
"Oh, I think you do," the vampire said, his gaze roaming over Owen's face, lingering in a way that made Owen's skin tingle. "I think you wanted to be found."
Owen's heart skipped a beat. Was it that obvious? Had he subconsciously led the vampire here, to this secluded spot?
"N-no," Owen stammered, but the denial sounded weak even to his own ears.
The vampire's smile widened. He reached out, his cool fingers tracing the line of Owen's jaw. "Your heart betrays you, little mouse. It calls to me, louder than any words."
Owen found himself leaning into the touch, despite every instinct screaming at him to run. 
The vampire's scent enveloped him, intoxicating and dangerous.
"What do you want from me?" he asked, echoing the question that had haunted him for months.
The vampire's purple eyes glowed brighter. "Everything," he breathed. "I want your fear, your desire, your surrender. I want to unravel every secret you're hiding behind those weary eyes."
Owen's breath hitched. He was trapped between the cold wall at his back and the vampire's imposing presence before him. But strangely, he no longer felt the urge to escape.
"And what..." Owen licked his dry lips, acutely aware of the vampire tracking the movement. "What if I don't want to surrender?"
The vampire's laugh was low and rich, sending a wave of warmth through Owen's body. 
"Oh, Owen," he said, his cool breath ghosting over Owen's skin. "That's what makes this game so delicious. Because we both know that deep down, a part of you does want to surrender. And I have all the time in the world to coax that part of you out into the open."
Owen's fingers scraped against the wall, searching for purchase. "I-I'm not..." he started, but the words died in his throat as the vampire's hand cupped his cheek.
The touch was electric. Owen's eyes fluttered closed, his body betraying him as he leaned into the contact. When he opened them again, the vampire's face was inches from his own, those mesmerizing purple eyes boring into him.
"Not what, Owen?" the vampire purred, his thumb tracing Owen's lower lip. "Not afraid? Not tempted? Not... mine?"
The vampire closed the last inch between them. His lips brushed against Owen's, cool and soft. It was hardly a kiss, more a question, a tease, a dare.
Owen's breath caught in his throat. For a heartbeat, he remained frozen, teetering on the edge of a precipice. Then, with a small, desperate sound, he surged forward.
Their lips crashed together, months of tension exploding in a single moment. 
Owen's hands flew up, fingers tangling in the vampire's dark curls, pulling him closer. 
The vampire responded in kind, one hand gripping Owen's waist, the other cupping the back of his neck.
The kiss was hungry, almost violent in its intensity. Owen gasped as the vampire nipped at his lower lip, and the vampire took advantage, deepening the kiss. The taste of him was intoxicating, sweet, metallic and otherworldly.
Owen's head spun, his senses overwhelmed. The cold of the wall at his back, the heat of the vampire's body pressed against him, the silky texture of those curls between his fingers, it was too much and not enough all at once.
When they finally broke apart, Owen was panting, his chest heaving as he gulped in air. His lips tingled, swollen and sensitive.
The vampire's eyes were dark, the purple almost swallowed by dilated pupils.
"Sweet surrender," the vampire murmured, his voice rough. He traced a finger along Owen's jaw, down his throat, coming to rest over his racing pulse.
Reality crashed back in, and Owen's eyes widened. He could feel the heat rising in his cheeks, a flush spreading down his neck.
 "I... we..." he stammered, unable to form a coherent thought.
The vampire laughed. "Don't look so frightened, little mouse," he said, leaning in until his lips brushed Owen's ear. "We're just getting started."
Owen trembled as the vampire's lips trailed down his neck, teeth grazing his skin. A moan escaped his lips, and he bit down hard, trying to keep silent. But as the vampire continued his sensuous assault, Owen's willpower crumbled.
"Please," he gasped, his voice ragged. "Please..."
"Please, what, little mouse?" the vampire growled, his fangs a whisper away from breaking the skin.
"Bite me," Owen breathed.
The vampire's fangs grazed Owen's skin, sending electric shivers through the human man’s body. 
Owen's world had narrowed to this moment, this sensation, this exquisite balance between pleasure and pain. 
He tilted his head back, offering himself completely, waiting for the sharp bite that would seal his fate.
But it never came.
"Wasn't His Highness taught not to play with his food?"
The stern voice cut through the haze of desire like a bucket of ice water. 
Owen's eyes snapped open, his body tensing instinctively. 
The vampire holding him went rigid, his grip on Owen tightening for a moment before he slowly pulled away.
Owen blinked, trying to focus on the newcomer. Another vampire stood at the entrance of the tunnel, his posture rigid and disapproving. 
Unlike Owen's vampire, with his wild curls and sensual presence, this one was all sharp angles and cold authority. His silver hair was pulled back in a severe ponytail, and his gray eyes held no warmth as they surveyed the scene.
"Malachi," Owen's vampire said, his voice a low growl. "Your timing is impeccable as always."
The newcomer, Malachi
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