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The blindfold and gag were wet from tears and spit and Luke wished his captors would do whatever they were going to do so he could either go home and clean up or have his fear and discomfort ended for good. But it seemed like they were taking their damn time as the muted voices around him barely paused in what seemed like endless murmuring. Sweat made his jeans and hoodie stick to his thin frame due to the heat around him that he guessed was from some candles nearby from the smell of burning wax, incense, and the ash of a log fire. The dust and the foul fabric wrapped around his face made his eyes water and he tried not to gag holding in his coughs.

'I should have just stayed home.' He thought to himself. Usually Luke spent his weekends watching movies or gaming with his friends online but the one time he agreed to go out with his coworkers, he'd been ambushed on the way home and had no idea how long he'd been captive.

Music started to play, a low hum with pounding drums and the incense thickened, making Luke finally cough into his gag. There was no time to feel regret before his stomach threatened to empty itself. Fear was the only thing keeping it calm to avoid that final indignity as Luke could hear footsteps on the creaking wood Luke wondered would hold up to the weight. He wasn't sure how many there were but a lot judging by the voices chanting around him, it was more than he could ever think of fighting even if he knew how.

The ground started to shake and Luke curled up as tight as he could with his arms taped behind his back and his ankles also tightly bound. He had to pray that if this was an earthquake, a miracle would take place and any falling debris would miss him.

"Great lord of darkness!" One voice rose above the others who continued chanting and the air around Luke felt impossibly hotter. " He who commands legions in the underworld! Accept this humble offering in return for your presence and blessing!" The person leading this whole affair shouted over his chanting cohorts and the rumbling increased, filling Luke with more dread. He felt a hand on his head and grip his hair, mercilessly yanking back so his throat was exposed.

'How pathetic is this,' Luke thought, as he felt something sharp against his neck. 'I don't even have a real life to have flash before my eyes.'

The blade barely broke the skin before everything suddenly went silent and still. 'Does this mean I'm dead?' Luke thought as the hand holding his hair went slack and he braced for the inevitable impact of his head on the floor but something soft saved him from that pain.

"Holy shit!" A deep voice corrected itself with each syllable, morphing from a distorted mess to something more human. "Luke? Is that you?"

The blindfold was lifted away, his gag followed, and it felt like the bonds around his hands and feet vanished. Despite only candlelight, Luke winced as he tried to focus his aching eyes on the form looking down at him. "Hey, man! I haven't seen you in forever! How've you been?"

Luke looked up at the blurry form, struggling to see anything. "Wait... Alan?"

"Shit, that was a dumb question." Luke felt hands gently lift him to his feet, which were as numb as his hands. "Let's get you outta here."

Luke felt his body being lifted and carried and he tried to take in where he'd been held captive but Alan shifted him so his face was tucked against his chest.

"Ah, you don't need to see this." Alan's voice tried to sound soothing but there was a vibrating resonance that reminded Luke of how the building shook around him. "Sleep."

-
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Luke woke up in much more comfort than the last time he’d come back from unconsciousness; softness under his body, quiet music, and gentle touches where someone was tending to his wounds. He tried to sit up but his head throbbed and his ears rang so loud Luke whined.

"Easy now," That soothing voice caressed his aching senses. "You've had a tough night."

Blinking, Luke tried to focus on the man next to him but it looked like his form kept shifting; sometimes a hulking muscled creature with curled horns and glowing eyes, others a man with angular features and pointed ears. When he was able to focus, Luke saw the familiar face of his old friend from grad school.

"Is it really you?"

"It's a long story." Alan finished bandaging Luke's wrist and reached for a glass on the nightstand. "Drink this. Not too cold. I remember your strong feelings about ice in drinks."

The sudden thirst that overtook him shocked Luke as he snatched up the glass and guzzled the contents without giving a second thought to how much the friction burns on his wrists ached.

"Whoa, if you don't slow down you're going to," Before Alan could finish his sentence, Luke swallowed the last drop without even a single hiccup. "Oh, well. I'll just go refill this then."

"Wait." Luke tried to reach out but his hands felt so heavy, he let them drop back onto his chest. "What happened? What's going on?"

Alan sat on the bed next to Luke's hip and turned the glass in his hands. "It's hard to explain."

"I haven't seen you since you dropped off the grid in grad school." Frowning, Luke stared at Alan's back, trying to will the other man to look at him. "Why did you ghost me?"

"I didn't have a choice." He mumbled, his familiar black curls hiding his eyes. "I had to go back home."

"And they don't have phones where you’re from?"

Alan laughed. "Not the kind that can reach yours, no."

"If you didn't want to be with me, you could have just said so." Luke hated how his voice broke and he went to turn over but a firm hand stopped him.

"That's the last thing I wanted." Alan cupped Luke's cheek, frowning when he saw how bruised his face was. "I can't believe those fuckers did this to you."

"What were they doing?" Finally looking down, Luke noticed the bandages on his wrists and that he was tucked neatly into his bed.

"I would have thought that would be the first question you asked." Alan's smile made Luke's heart skip. "You were tied up by a bunch of chanting psychos about to sacrifice you and you're worried that I didn't call you back?"

The dizziness came back and Luke made a choked sound that made Alan jump to his feet. "T-they were g-going to,"

"Fuck me, I pushed too hard." Alan looked lost for a moment, offering the empty glass before realizing he should refill it first but fretting at the thought of leaving Luke alone. "Uh, hold on. I'll get you some of that gamer drink you have around here. Do those have the vitamins and electrolytes humans go on about? I never understood those things. Just eat and drink like a normal person. But who am I to talk about what a normal person does."

The sweet drink was able to keep Luke from fainting. "They were going to kill me?"

"They're just some wannabees who think finding spells on the internet makes them special." Alan watched him carefully to make sure Luke's eyes were focused on him and the hands holding the plastic bottle were steady despite his nervousness. "Blood sacrifices are so cliché. Give me a good honey bun or cupcakes any day."

"Wait, I just don't-" Pinching the bridge of his nose, Luke steadied his breath. "They were sacrificing me? To who? And how did you get there?"

Alan shook his head. "Have you put it together yet?"

"I'm going to need the full story and I think I deserve it after what the fuck ever happened tonight."

Sighing, Alan took the empty bottle and started to pick at the label. "When I said I had to go home, home isn't exactly on this plane." At Luke's confused look, he continued. "Of existence."

Everything in Luke's expression screamed disbelief without saying a single word, his big green eyes narrowed and thick lips curled into a frown.

"Ugh, I'm not gonna fuck around then." Alan stood and took a step back from the bed. "Try not to faint, okay?" The air around him shuddered and before Luke could blink, Alan had changed from a human with black curls and pale skin to a deep blue-skinned creature with long white hair and curled silver horns. Glowing white eyes appraised Luke's face as the thin tail with a tuft of white fur at the end impatiently swung behind him.

While Luke stared, his mouth struggled to find words. He
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