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This is again, a story I started a long ago. Going over it, I wondered at times as to what I was thinking when I first thought of this particular idea.
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Chapter 1
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Daniel Everwood decided to kidnap Luke Eren Berkeley as an afterthought. Well, he certainly never planned it out.

Daniel never employed a driver; he believed in being able to get from point A to point B without the help of someone else. As much as he enjoyed being an awe-inspiring celebrity, he didn’t enjoy being crammed in the close confines of a vehicle, especially not with someone else.

He’d been driving from his Tower to the florist. His florist did home visits, but even Daniel wasn’t so self-contained he could stay in his Tower forever; he needed an excuse to leave the place and breathe in some fresh air. It was then that he saw the familiar figure standing curb side, waiting for some form of public transport. In a moment of madness, Daniel decided it was a great time for him to practice his social skills.

He stopped his car, rolled down the window and put his head out, feeling incredibly awkward. Daniel Everwood never stopped for anyone; people stopped for him.

“Hey, Luke...er.” He remembered what Luke had been called at home. “Eren?” he called. The young man, who’d been engrossed in fiddling with his phone, looked up quickly. His eyes lit with recognition but there wasn’t any joy in it. He appeared to be weary.

“Mr. Everwood,” Eren said from the pavement, a good five feet away from Daniel and refusing to move closer. Daniel found it absolutely annoying. Why wouldn’t he come closer? Daniel frowned as two more people walked over to join Eren. And what was that ghastly noise in the background?

“What’re you doing here?” Daniel asked.

“Waiting for a bus,” Eren informed him, looking at something behind Daniel. “You know, the bus that is behind you.”

Ah, that explained the noise: the annoyed bus driver was honking for him to get out of the way. Daniel threw a look over his shoulder and made an impulsive decision. He unlocked the car door and drew back. “Get in.”

“No, I think...I’d rather not.” While he didn’t expect Eren to jump into the car, he was irritated that the boy hadn’t even moved a step closer.

“I can’t be here all day,” Daniel snapped. “I’ll drive you wherever you’re going.”

“No need to bother, really,” Eren hedged. He took a step back and Daniel scowled.

“Get in the car. You’re holding back the bus.”

Eren looked at Daniel with an expression of disbelief and Daniel braced himself for some more verbal comeback, but in the end, all Eren did was nod, move towards the car, pull open the door, and get in.

As they pulled out of the bus stop, the bus driver stuck his head out of his side window, “Fucking asshole, you are—”

Daniel slowed the car and looked back, then snapped his fingers. The windshield of the bus erupted in a series of glass spikes that had the driver rearing back in horror. Daniel smiled as he turned around to face the road; his good deed for the day was done.

He faced his silent passenger and smirked. “Where do you want to be dropped off?”

“I don’t want to make you late for anything,” Eren replied quickly. “Just down the block.”

“You could have walked that distance, not taken the bus,” Daniel told him. He was clearly being lied to, and he didn’t like it. He turned to Eren and glared. “Now, where were you going?”

“To the movies at CinemaCity. I’m meeting Annabelle there.”

Daniel gripped the steering wheel tighter. He looked at Eren and snarled. “Seriously, you can do better.” Annabelle didn’t know how special Eren was.

“Excuse me?”

“Your girlfriend is not good enough for you,” Daniel explained tightly. “She’s rather plain and...not very—”

“Fuck you,” Eren snapped. “I’m sick of this. I think you’re stalking me. You know what, I know you are. You show up at my workplace, you show up at my house and now you’re...you’re insulting my girlfriend. You have no right to say anything bad about Annabelle. She’s one of the nicest people around. Just because all you have is your stupid Tower and your friends are avoiding you, it doesn’t mean...” Eren trailed off, probably realising he’d said far too much.

Daniel let go of the steering wheel as glass shards formed in his palm. They ripped through the leather glove of his left hand and emerged as a jagged mess of layers of glass. He pulled the glass shard out and placed it carefully on the dashboard, out of reach. When he looked over at Eren, he’d retreated as far back from Daniel as possible and was looking at him with wide-eyed horror.

Daniel tried to keep his arms to his side of the car and look away from Eren, which was as close as he could get to looking harmless. Every time his temper got the better of him, his magic went wild, even though he tried to take precautions against it. He just needed to get off the road so he could calm down without damaging his car. He changed lanes carefully, knowing the turnoff to CinemaCity was coming up.

“Let me out,” Eren growled.

When Daniel looked at him, Eren was crouched on the seat, his head down, hair falling over his eyes. “In a bit,” he said as calmly as possible, though his hands continued to shake. He needed to change lanes; he couldn’t stop in the middle of the road with oncoming traffic in both directions.

He had to concentrate on the cars rushing past in the next lane, he couldn’t get worked up though Eren had hit close to home. He hadn’t seen Lucian in over a week; it was the longest he’d gone without seeing his childhood friend since the time he’d spent in the hospital.

“I said, let me out!” Eren pulled at the door handle.

“Don’t,” Daniel snapped. In the next lane, cars were zooming by. If Eren were to open the door, Daniel would lose the car door as well as his passenger in a matter of seconds.

“No!” Eren shouted. “Just let me out now and I...oh, my God, I’m calling the police!” He pulled out his cell phone and started to dial, probably 911.

“Oh, for crying out loud.” said Daniel, reaching forward to grab the cell phone but a car cut in front of him. Cursing, Daniel braked and Eren, not wearing a seatbelt, shot forward. Daniel put a hand forward to catch him before he hit his head.

“Don’t touch me!”

“Now you’re overreacting.” Daniel pulled his hand back.

“I don’t think so,” Eren said, reaching for the car door again. “You’re all alike, thinking you can just scare the crap out of people and play with them like...like...playthings,” he spat as he pulled at the car lock insistently.

“That’s rather descriptive of you.”

“Fuck you,” Eren said in a high-pitched voice, fear evident. “Just let me out.” He tried to open the car door although the car was still moving.

Soon, he’d either break the car door or set off the alarm, a car safety design feature Daniel had not considered a bother before.

There was a semi pulling up on the passenger side and the turn off was still not clear. He tried to turn the car any way, but the semi flew past them. The driver slowed down just enough to flash his middle finger as he drove past, and Daniel felt his anger take form. He was going to find that stupid-ass driver and shove a piece of glass three feet wide up his—

Eren made another desperate gasp for the door, this time throwing himself physically against it.

“Sit back,” snarled Daniel and pushed Eren back into the seat forcefully with his hand, eyes fixed on the turn off. There was a gap in the traffic, and he drove through it. His right hand felt odd but he ignored it. He shouldn’t have taken off his glove; the dampeners at least made his magic manageable.

“There, now we’re—” He turned around slowly to look at Eren and groaned. He looked at his hand and a wave of understanding swept over him. A glass cylinder the size of his arm had emerged from his palm, and he had used it to club Eren back into the seat. Eren might be immune to magic, but he wasn’t immune to blunt force damage and glass, magical or otherwise, still packed a punch.

There was a lot of blood.

It was on the white seat covers, on Eren’s clothes and all over Daniel’s arm. He was struggling to sit up, his eyes open in panic, blood pooling on his face. Daniel fumbled with the glove compartment and pulled out a calming spray he kept for when he was feeling stressed. He pulled out the spray and hit Eren in the face with a full tab and instantly Eren slumped back into the seat, eyes glazed. Daniel cursed as he took the turn with burning rubber. He almost drove onto the pavement before he got control of the car and looked around for a place to park.

He managed to drive slowly for a couple of feet before he realised he was at the entrance to CinemaCity, in the no-parking zone and his white car was starting to draw attention. He was glad he had tinted windows.

Daniel swore as he course corrected and drove off in the direction of the hospital. He hadn’t meant to hit Eren, he didn’t want anything to happen to him. He slowed for a red light and Eren groaned, shaking his head.

Not dead, but he had a nosebleed. And—when Eren leaned forward and threw up violently in the car—probably a concussion. Had Daniel hit him so hard? He couldn’t remember, but relief when Eren opened his eyes made his body sag and he drove automatically as the lights changed colour. Eren acted more alive, there was strength in his movements, if he were to take Eren to the hospital, people would know.

Lucian would know, his parents would know, and if there was a police report, Daniel’s probation would be over, and he might even be thrown in jail for a couple of days. It wouldn’t do; Daniel didn’t think he could survive in prison, nor the prison could survive him. He drove past the hospital, head down. He would come back if Eren was seriously sick. For now, the calming spray seemed to be holding. Then again, Daniel might have given Eren a rather high dose. Daniel had built up immunity since he’d been using it since he was a child.

The interior of the car stank of blood and vomit, but he didn’t dare lower the windows, not wanting anyone to see them. He drove carefully, under the speed limit and finally came to a stop—in his parking garage. He’d been concentrating on Eren so much he’d driven on instinct back home.

* * * *
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Chapter 2
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Daniel looked at Eren and sighed. He would take Eren to his flat and help him clean up. Then he’ll offer Eren a change of clothes and—and some monetary compensation for what Daniel had done so Eren wouldn’t go to the police or worse yet, to a celebrity rag.

It would have to do.

Daniel opened the door and walked out, grateful he didn’t share his garage with anyone. He helped the still-groggy Eren out of the car and half carried him to the personal lift that connected to Daniel’s penthouse.

“You’re rather heavy,” Daniel commented to the deadweight in his hands. “I do apologise for hitting you, I didn’t mean to do that. I was just—my magic gets out of control when I’m angry. I had no intention of injuring you.”

“Uh,” Eren groaned, his head rolling around his neck. “I think I’m going to be sick.”

“Please don’t,” Daniel said. “I have to clean my car as it is.” How was he to have someone clean his car without explaining away the blood and the vomit—damn, he might have to get rid of the car and it was one of his favourites. “I have no idea how to clean the lift as well.”

“You hit me.” Eren sounded groggy.

“I didn’t mean to,” Daniel assured him. “Let me see how bad it is and offer you some—” was it acceptable to offer someone with concussion food? He knew he should have taken Eren to a hospital when Eren didn’t reply.

Eren groaned again and flopped against Daniel, warm and pliant. Daniel froze. The body next to his was real, not some magical construct or a blow-up pillow. It was a real person, and he, Daniel, was holding him. He felt warm and...and strange. Daniel felt an unfamiliar emotion, one he couldn’t have named even if he’d tried. His heartbeat increased and he could feel tiny shards of glass emerge from his body. His body’s way of sweating under pressure included producing small fragments of glass from his pores. His throat closed up, and his chest felt as if it was caving in. Daniel touched his chest with his free hand; strong feelings had nothing to do with the appearance of his chest, it felt the same and he assumed his glass heart was still in place.

Daniel looked at his uncovered hand on Eren’s bicep and realised he had been holding Eren up for a while. Was this what it felt like to touch someone? It’d been so long he’d forgotten about it.

They reached the top floor and Daniel helped Eren out of the lift, dragging him with a hand under his armpit. He reached for a spare set of gloves he kept in the small lobby between his lift and the apartment and slipped them on, juggling Eren a little. It wouldn’t do to accidentally clobber him with more glass again.

“It’s a couple of steps more,” Daniel told him. The door opened at his command, and they were in his sitting room with the magnificent view of the city spread below them.

“Welcome to my living quarters,” he told his unappreciative audience. At least Daniel was used to it. He spoke to himself when he was alone. There was no one else to speak to when he lived at the top of a glass tower by himself.

“Let me get you some...sit on something...” He started to say, and stopped short, looking at his room for the first time. The room was white, the way he preferred it. The sofas were white, the carpeting was white and the walls, ceiling, light fittings...everything and anything was white. It blended with Daniel perfectly but Eren, all robust and dark-coloured, stood out like a stain on the carpet. In fact, Daniel could already see dirt marks on the carpet and if he were to put Eren on the sofa, he’d probably leave blood stains.

“What...?” Eren swayed dangerously.

“You’re going to bleed on my furniture and rub vomit on it,” said Daniel as he held Eren close to him. He liked the feeling of holding someone without his magic going wild.

Eren’s eyes fluttered open and he looked around for the first time, wincing as he did. “It’s too bright,” he mumbled. “My head hurts.”

“Close your eyes,” Daniel sighed. The apartment lights were off, the only illumination was the last of the sunlight through the high windows. He would have to walk to the remote to close the blinds, and he would have to let go of Eren or drag him along since his magic didn’t travel through thin air or across the carpet. If he could lift the carpet a little to touch the glass floor below...

“Jacket...off,” Eren mumbled.

“What?”

“My jacket’s got...stuff, if I take it off...I don’t want to make your white furniture dirty.”

Oh, thought Daniel, as he helped Eren off with his jacket. It fell onto the carpet. There was vomit on Eren’s trousers as well, so Daniel undid the belt with one hand, and the loose denim fell to the floor. Eren wore a pair of brown boxer shorts underneath, rather boring. Daniel helped Eren to the sofa and let him sag onto it.

Daniel knelt in front of Eren and proceeded to remove his shoes—he would have to burn his gloves afterwards—and his socks. Then Daniel picked up all the offending items of clothing and walked to the disposal chute in the corner and pushed everything in. He removed his gloves and tossed them in as well.

He looked down at himself and scowled. His overcoat and trousers had splatters of partially digested food on. He wrinkled his nose, wondering why he hadn’t realised it before as he took off his clothes and disposed of them as well. Then he strolled to the windows, picked up the remote and closed the shades.

As the room dimmed, Daniel stood in his sitting room dressed in his white shirt and his undershorts, looking down at the figure on his sofa. Eren seemed to have fallen asleep, his mouth open, breathing deeply. His nose no longer bled, though it was discoloured and he could see the traces of a bruise forming.

“You’re going to have a black eye or two,” Daniel told him, though he knew Eren didn’t hear him.

“Shall I make us dinner?” he asked as he walked to the kitchen. “I know it surprises you, but I can cook. I do run a restaurant.”

No reply but Daniel felt pleased, he was speaking to someone other than himself. He liked it; the room, though dark, felt less oppressive and less lonely. He smiled.

“Hey, Eren,” he said as an inspiration struck him. “Stay the night; I’ll have you over to your mother’s in the morning.

“There’s only one bedroom, but you can take the sofa—” which was rude considering Eren was a guest. “Or you can take the bedroom, and I’ll take the sofa.”

He laughed at the absurdity of the suggestion. As if Eren would want to stay with him after what had happened. Daniel reached for the phone. It was time he got his act together. He’d call his doctor and ask him to come over. The Tower doctor was discreet; he regularly dealt with celebrities who dined at Alaskan Tower. Once the doctor had looked over Eren, Daniel would drop Eren off at his house with an apology and enough money to make them forget.

Then he’d never see Eren again.

But even as he did, the idea of having Eren over with him stayed in his mind. It was the first time anyone other than Lucian had come up to the penthouse and he could touch Eren, unlike Lucian, whose magic reacted badly to Daniel’s magic. Just one night, his mind whispered.

Daniel rolled his eyes and picked up the landline phone when he heard the shrill ring tone of another phone, some overly cheerful pop song that had his ears retreating. He looked around confusedly and—there, a white phone against the white carpet, easy to overlook. He walked over and picked it up, it was Eren’s phone, the one Daniel had gifted to him. It must have fallen out when the jacket fell to the floor. He picked it up and looked at the screen.

BFF said the caller ID. Who? What?

He waited until the phone stopped ringing, feeling a little relieved. Then the phone vibrated in his hand again, this time two short bursts. Confused, Daniel looked at it and frowned. A text message. This he could read. He swiped it open and frowned.

Whre r u? e movie abt to strt.

Annabelle the girlfriend waiting for him at CinemaCity. Daniel thumbed a reply.

This is a friend, Eren’s going to be a little late. Then he frowned, what if Annabelle found out about the incident? She seemed like an assertive girl, she would most likely suggest Eren go to the police or reporters. She could make Daniel’s life hell.

He erased the message and tried again. Mom not feeling well, I can’t make it. There, that was better but again Daniel frowned. He knew Annabelle was a family friend of Eren’s. What if she decided to rush over to their home? No, that wouldn’t do.

Can’t make it, go on without me. I’ll call you later and tell you all about it. It seemed too grammatically correct compared to the badly written text he’d just read but Daniel hoped it would do. He sent it and then for good measure, switched off the phone, took out the sim, and tossed it aside where it fell onto a small seat and slid between the cushions. He’d fish it out later and throw it out for good.

That done, he turned back to Eren.

Daniel suddenly smiled. Annabelle didn’t know where Eren was, Eren’s mother didn’t know where he was. Daniel had a couple of hours at least before anyone looked for Eren. Enough time for dinner and...and a movie perhaps.

The idea grew in his mind. Keep Eren with him for a while, perhaps a day or two. He would definitely keep Eren for the night; he was still unconscious so better to let him rest and then breakfast and let him go. It was never polite to let an overnight guest leave without breakfast. Perhaps, lunch.

Nothing big. When Eren came out of his drug induced stupor, Daniel would convince him and he was sure Eren could be persuaded, with the right incentive. As for the doctor...Daniel dismissed the thought of calling him. There didn’t seem to be any ill effects; Eren was breathing normally, the bleeding had stopped, and he wasn’t throwing up anymore.

Daniel walked to his bedroom and pulled out his laptop. As a mage he had very little use for electronics. Lucian always told him his laptop was hopelessly outdated, but he did know how to use it. The entire building had Wi-Fi since most of his customers demanded it but Daniel rarely used it. If there was anything worth knowing, he had people to keep him informed. He booted it up.

Perhaps Lucian was right—it was high time he threw away his laptop and got a new one. Daniel didn’t know much about it, but it took ages to start. While that happened, Daniel watched over Eren, who was slumped in an uncomfortable position with his mouth open.

That can’t be fun, thought Daniel as he moved forward and picked him up. He carried Eren to his bedroom and placed him on the bed. His bed was a king size, absurdly large and Eren looked lost in it. Daniel frowned as he walked out and looked around and sat in front of the laptop which was finally showing all the desktop icons.

He typed in what to do if someone has a concussion. He’d read somewhere that people with head injuries sometimes vomited. The search page gave him several options including how to identify when someone had a concussion. That had to be useful!

The website said what Eren was going through wasn’t good. Daniel should, according to the information given, call 999 and request an ambulance.

Daniel shrugged—the website was exaggerating—probably and if he were to let someone take Eren, he’d never see him again. He grabbed his cell phone and turned on the flashlight to act as a pen light and walked over to Eren to check his eyes as advised. He got on to the bed and straddled Eren. Then he pried each eye open and checked the dilation. All seemed normal if the pictures were anything to go by but he had to be sure. He had to wake him up, but—Daniel frowned—how?

Eren was going to protest and fight, Daniel knew it. There had to be something to stop Eren from reacting too violently. Daniel slid off the bed, walked out, then stopped as he realised he was still in his underclothes. He returned to his bedroom and pulled open his closet and selected some clothes. He should shower, he always showered before he left the confines of the Tower and when he entered it in case he carried any germs with him. And he had been in contact with vomit and other bodily fluids. How unlike him to have forgotten all about it.

Daniel knew Eren was a priority; he walked to the sitting room and parted the glass of the cabinet which was, even by his standards, well-guarded. It could only be opened with his magic. Inside was a collection of vials and potions he’d confiscated from his guests at his restaurant. Things people brought to be added to the food so they could discredit him or so they could take advantage of their dining partners. The thought gave Daniel pause, but he shook his head: what he’d done to Eren was completely accidental, nothing like the pre-planned nefarious activities of others. It was amazing how low people would stoop. Even when they were in as fine an establishment as the Alaskan Tower.

Daniel pulled out a small red vial and nodded. It had belonged to a determined young lady who had been convinced the love of her life was cheating on her. She’d intended to slip it into his drink so he would confess to all his infidelities.

But Daniel had intervened and taken it off her—he’d first assumed it was poison, but when he’d discovered what it was, he’d kept it away from her anyway. It tasted terrible, the aged wine she had been about to slip it into would have come across as stale afterwards.

Daniel walked back to the room and tipped the vial into Eren’s open mouth. Eren swallowed convulsively, and Daniel sat back, satisfied.

“Eren?” he said softly. “You awake?”

“I’m fine,” Eren mumbled. “Head hurts.”

“You’ll be fine,” he said, wondering if the potion would counteract the calming spray or just add to it. “You have a concussion.”

“Okay,” Eren told him.

“The sleepiness can be explained away by the calming potion but the vomiting—”

“Blood in my mouth when you broke my nose.”

“Your nose isn’t broken,” Daniel told him.

“Taste of blood always makes me throw up.”

“Well, then,” said Daniel, sitting back in bed. “Go to sleep, relax, make yourself at home.”

While Eren slipped back into sleep, Daniel showered, changed and cooked ravioli for two. He carried the dinner to his bedroom and decided Eren could eat later but decided to sit and eat while keeping an eye on his guest just in case there were further complications. Apart from Lucian, he hardly ever ate with anyone else. There were the uncomfortable family meals, but he’d much rather forget about those.

His once every two months visit to his parents was a barely tolerated event where everyone hovered around uncomfortably until the hour was up and he would walk out the front door, glad to be free for another sixty days. Daniel never ate much in the presence of his parents, who cringed every time he lifted a gloved hand though he supposed it was high time his parents got used to his magic; it’d been close to twenty years since the accident.

As for his siblings, better not think of them while eating.

Daniel ate quietly, balancing his plate on his knees. He cut his food neatly into small bites and ate everything on his plate while he sat on the edge of the bed, watching.

He wasn’t going to let Eren go. The idea came to him slowly and it wasn’t as absurd as it sounded. He would hide Eren and that was it. Not forever, perhaps a week or so until he got fed up, then let him go. Daniel even had the perfect memory erase potion in his collection somewhere.

First though, Daniel needed to make sure things were in order. He started by sealing the bedroom; the windows and the door were made soundproof with a double glass creation. He then formed a complete glass wall around the bedroom. Only he would be able to open the glass. He toyed with the idea of removing the bedroom wall and replacing it with one way glass so he could always watch Eren but dismissed the idea as too farfetched. He sealed the closet door that opened to the bedroom and created a door at the back of his closet, so it opened to his kitchen. It helped that the back wall was also glass and therefore under his control. He had a guest bathroom off the sitting room—he could use that. Eren could use the attached master bathroom and the bedroom.
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