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Just as Devon was about to head inside the basement bar, his phone buzzed. For a moment he considered waiting to call back later. After all, he was extremely drunk and with a group of friends... Hell, throughout the years he thought Reno hated his guts. He wouldn’t call unless he needed him.

“I’ll be inside in a second, guys,” he said, waving his group of friends inside. God help them, he wasn’t sure if they even remembered where they were. He picked up the call. “Hey, bro, what’s up?”

“Can you come by tomorrow?” Reno asked, his voice soft and vulnerable in ways Devon hadn’t heard since Reno’s bearded dragon Rusty died when he was in fourth grade.

“Sure.” His stomach twisted into knots, and that didn’t have anything to do with the spaghetti at Olive Garden. “Everything okay?”

“Um, yeah. Just...” He breathed into the phone. “Come, okay?”

“I’ll be there.” 

He thought his brother might say something more, might explain, but then the phone went dead as Reno hung up. That’s weird, he thought, putting his phone in his pocket. But he pushed the worry from his mind. Tonight was about watching a bunch of underground motherfuckers fight for a grand prize. He’d never come here before, but his friends had. Just as well. He had plenty of experience fighting himself. He’d worked at Macy’s clothing department during Black Friday while in certified nursing assistant tech school.

His friend stuck his head out the door. “You shitting on the sidewalk or something, dude?”

With a laugh, Devon headed inside. The first thing he noticed was the smell of weed. The second was that two melon-breasted women wrestled in a poor excuse for a fighting ring. A pink glittery bikini top floated down to the floor, and men let out howls loud enough that he had no idea how the police weren’t called.

Averting his eyes, he found his friends on cheap plastic chairs in the second row. I hope this gets more exciting, he thought, his lips pursed. He’d never had much interest in the opposite sex. He could remember kissing Johnny behind the pool when he was a kid and getting decked for it. Even from the beginning, he knew he was gay. Fortunately, his friends accepted him more than his parents had.

The sound of booing brought his attention back to the ring. The girl was holding her mammoth breasts like they really would spill over and roll away.

Bet these guys would like that, he thought dryly.

A man in a wrinkled suit and a microphone that looked like it came from Best Buy stepped into the ring. “Now for what you’ve been waiting for!” 

Someone from the audience yelled, “Bring back the tits.” 

Ignoring him, the man beamed like he was a commentator at the Super Bowl. “Macko versus Crazy Carl!” 

His friend, Ace, elbowed him so hard he was surprised his lung didn’t end up by his spleen. “Watch this.”

Two men entered the ring. It was obvious which one was Crazy Carl. A mammoth man with eyes as wild and big as the women’s breasts stepped forward. Considering his size, he probably had a protein shake IV. The second man, on the other hand, was half his size. Though the other man was about as tall as Devon, he looked tiny next to Crazy Carl. He was toned, shirtless, and all he could think was, Yummy.

“Get your tongue back in,” Ace said with a laugh.

“Are they really going to fight? They seem ... mismatched.”

“Watch and learn,” Ace said. “Macko is the best.”

The commentator blew a whistle and Crazy Carl went ... well, crazy. In a move he could tell even Macko did not expect, he picked up a guy in the first row and hurled him at his opponent. The crowd cheered as the thrown man stood up, cursing, but Macko was leaning to one side. Crazy Carl was coming at him again, and, call it a healthcare instinct, Devon leapt forward.

“Stop!” he shouted.

Macko’s gray eyes found him, and he knew he didn’t imagine the gratitude in them. Ignoring the boos, he crawled onto the stage, determined to help. But Crazy Carl came at him like a charging bull, and he realized he was now in the fight. 

He had no idea what made him do it. Stupidity. Self-preservation, maybe. But he pulled out a bottle of cologne from his pocket and sprayed it right in Carl’s face. As he yelled with watering eyes, Devon pulled a YouTube special and thrust the heel of his hand into his nose.

Blood spluttered as the cartilage broke. Carl fell to his knees with puddles of blood dripping around him. Holy shit, Devon thought.

“A new contender for the fifty grand!” the commentator yelled, grabbing his hand and holding it up.

“What? Wait! No!” Devon said, as the crowd roared. His drunken friends were the loudest, hooting and hollering at the top of their lungs.

“What’s your name, sir?” the commentator asked.

“Um.” What harm could telling him his name do? He’d just tell him and get out of here. “Devon Turner.”

“Twisted Turner!” 

Despite the fact that he was just a typical twenty-five-year old in jeans and a t-shirt, the crowd yelled louder. His heart pumped blood so fast he was dizzy. He was not meant for this. He’d nearly had an aneurysm giving class presentations, for crying out loud.

But Macko fell to one knee, and stage fright was shoved way into the back of his mind. He kneeled beside him, trying not to notice the slate gray of his eyes and the dark curl that fell over his forehead. Now was not the time for this. 

“I need to get out of here,” Macko said, his voice deep and rough.

“Come on. I’ll help.” He grabbed Macko’s pumped arm and helped him to his feet. Slowly he helped Macko through the crowd outside to the sidewalk.

“Is there any way you could help me to my car?” Macko breathed, as the smell of rich, expensive cologne wafted over to him.

“You’re not driving like this.” Crazy for him to think he even could. “I’m calling an ambulance.”

“No. No ambulance.” Macko’s eyes grew darker and stony.

With a sigh, Devon shook his head. “Okay, I’ll make you a deal. We’ll Uber to the hospital. I’m too drunk to drive and no way am I letting you behind the wheel with that leg.”

For a moment the two of them just stared at each other. Strange tingles danced up Devon’s neck. God, this guy was hot. Stubborn but hot.

“Fine,” Macko said.

Devon relaxed. For a second there he’d thought he’d wrestle him to get him to go. The guy outweighed him, and he didn’t think the cologne trick would work twice.
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“My real name is Roman,” Macko said. “Macko is just the name the guys gave me.”

The two of them were sitting in a small room in the ER. Judging by what the doctor said, he wouldn’t be fighting any more Crazy Carls. Probably he should have left an hour ago, but it looked like he didn’t have anyone. Surprising for a fighter with popularity.

“What got you into fighting in that place?” If it came with much prestige, wouldn’t he be surrounded by adoring fans?

“I need fifty thousand.” Macko bowed his head. “Shit, don’t know what I’m going to do now.”

“Oh.” Some part of him wanted to pry, but he decided to drop it. “Do you have anyone you’d like me to call?”

“No,” Macko said, then stiffened. “You should probably go.”

The words, he had to admit, stung a bit. But what did he expect? Gay Sleepless in Seattle? Macko showed no sign of being gay, while he was a flaming twink. He stood, giving a light, tinkling laugh. But then Macko grabbed his arm, stopping him in his tracks. His fingers on his arms were like angel kisses.

“Wait, I should thank you,” he said.

Devon prided himself on not being a stupid person, but there was something about Macko that turned him into a gibberish-speaking idiot.  “Here’s my number, just in case.”

Then, without even a shred of self-respect left, he departed from the hospital, certain he’d never hear from him again. He headed down to the front entrance and called an Uber. Why did you give him your number? Desperate much...?

His thoughts turned to the fight, to the fact he was now a participant. But he hadn’t signed a contract, and they, at least, didn’t have his phone number. He stumbled into his one bedroom apartment and was about to jump into the shower when his phone rang. Ace, he thought. But when he answered the phone, the voice was new.

“Hey, Devon?” the man said.

Though he had an idea of who it was, he didn’t want to get his hopes up. “Macko?”

“Yeah.”

Holy shit, Macko had actually called him. He squirmed, trying to keep his excitement from being obvious. Maybe the guy was just calling because Devon had forgotten something. Wouldn’t that be a killjoy? He sighed, even as his dick jumped at the sound of the other man’s breathing.

“What’s up? Besides my dick.” Shit, did I really just say that? Good going, moron.

Much to his surprise, Macko actually chuckled. Imagine that. Most guys just thought he was awkward and weird because ... he was awkward and weird. 

“I was just discharged and was wondering if you wanted to come over to my place sometime for dinner,” Macko said, stunning him to the point of freezing.

“I’d love to,” he said. “I’m available anytime.”

Yeah, he just made it sound like he had no social life, which was untrue. He almost had no social life.

“Tomorrow?” Macko asked.

“It’s a date...” Shit, why did I say that? “Or something.”

“It’s a date.”

The explosion in his chest should have been visible from space. He did a jig, his dick bouncing along with him. Nothing quite like getting a date while naked. Now he just needed to keep him.
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