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Bare

    by NotEvenCloseToStraight

      Summary

      “Fuck.” Shane melted into the strong hand at his neck, the pressure over his throat and the heat of the Alpha’s palm. “Fuck, that’s–” his eyes started to flutter closed, his knees going weak, but he heard the Alpha huff a laugh and immediately stiffened again. 

“Don’t do that.” he warned. “Don’t laugh like me letting you put your hand on my throat is predictable submissive Omega behavior and you're making fun of me."

“That is not why i was laughing.” Ilya squeezed Shane’s throat lightly, his thumb pressing over the suppressant patch covering the Omega's bonding spot and blocking his sweet scent. “I thought you would fight it, fight submitting. But you didn’t.”

“No I–” Shane swallowed hard. “I like it.” 

“Good.” Ilya smiled slow and a little dangerous, running his tongue over his bottom lip and then over the sharp ends of his fangs before he leaned in and growled into the Omega’s ear. “Now get on your knees.”



      Notes

        Omegaverse Content Warning: AU typical depictions of sexism, sort of icky stereotypes/expectations regarding Omegas.

My Omegaverse fics tend to be very biological, their secondary gender effects everything about life and society and there's a heavy emphasis on scents, instincts, Alpha's eyes go red when they're worked up, Dom/sub undertones, all that sort of thing.

Also, writing Omegaverse directly led me into a biting/fang/growling kink and uhhh it's not subtle. Yeehaw.
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  2008 International Prospect Cup
“Ilya Rozanov?” Shane approached the Alpha slowly, cutting wide to make sure he didn’t inadvertently startle him. Rozanov already had a reputation as a bruiser, a brawler, the sort of player to get in the other team’s face and the sort of Alpha to pop his fangs and get in his own teammates face if he thought they were playing like shit, so Shane didn’t want to catch Rozanov feeling snarly. 
“Hey. Shane Hollander.” he offered a polite half smile when Rozanov turned his way, and held out his hand to shake. “I wanted to introduce myself.” 
The Alpha froze like Shane had startled him, went stock still just staring for a few seconds and Shane felt a wiggle of that familiar, uncomfortable dread that usually came just before some asshole Alpha started asking invasive, intrusive, questions. 
--Shane Hollander, the Asian kid? Shane Hollander, the Omega? Shane Hollander, are you really as good as they say, or are you a minority hire because the league is trying to improve their PR image? Shane Hollander, are you gonna keep it together around all these Alpha hormones, or are you going to get all weepy and weak and Omega about it and–-
Rozanov took his hand. Squeezed it hard in a firm shake. Shane had half expected the bristly Russian to do the chivalrous old fashioned bullshit thing where Alphas put a hand over their heart rather than shake an Omega’s hand cos god forbid the 'gentler gender' be treated on an equal playing field, but no. 
No, the Alpha kept those crystal blue eyes trained right on Shane’s face and shook his hand hard, dropped his gaze to where Shane’s hoodie hid most of his neck for a too long to be accidental, then went back to trying to light his cigarette. 
“Oh I’m–” Shane’s palm felt itchy, his fingertips tingling from the brief contact and hey, that was weird. “I’m not sure you’re supposed to smoke here?” 
Rozanov got the cigarette lit, took a deep drag and looked Shane over from head to toe, from Shane’s beanie down to his sensible shoes and everything in between. The Omega had to fight the urge to fold his arms over his chest defensive beneath the perusal, oh hell Shane had to fight the urge to drop his arms and stand open beneath the perusal, he made himself just stand with a hopefully neutral expression as the Alpha gave him a slow, thorough once over. 
Then, “Okay.” Rozanov blew the word out along with a plume of smoke, his thick Russian accent cutting the syllable short. 
And, “You wear patch.” Rozanov motioned towards the side of his own neck, miming where Shane had a scent suppressant patch covering his bonding spot below the neck of his hoodie. “Blocker. Even off ice?” 
“Uh, yeah. Yeah, I do.” Shane started to touch his throat but clenched his fist to stop the instinctive motion. He wasn’t about to call any more attention to his scent blockers and bonding spot than the Alpha already unexpectedly had. “But you do it, too. Everyone does. League rules. Blockers and suppressants and a gland patch for all the players so the game stays civil and competitive instead of bloody and competitive.” 
“Alphas have to wear all the time.” Ilya tapped his chest with the same hand holding the cigarette. “No such rules for Omegas. If Alphas are blocked, Omegas are fine. No extra…” he made a vague gesture. “Hormones. To scare you.” 
“I’m not scared of Alpha hormones.” Shane retorted. “On or off the ice.” 
“So why?” The Alpha flicked a pile of ash away, eyes flitting from the length of Shane’s legs back up to his face. “Why patch?” 
“I expect to be treated just like all the other players in the league.” he maintained stubbornly. “So I follow all the rules. Blockers, suppressants, a gland patch all the time.” 
“Hm.” Rozanov grunted and went back to smoking. Shane let the silence stretch for almost a full minute before it got too uncomfortable and he asked awkwardly, “How uh– how did you know I was an Omega, anyway?” 
“Everyone knows.” came the short answer along with another cloud of smoke. “Shane Hollander. Superstar. Omega.” 
Everyone knew Shane Hollander was an Omega, not the first to ever play in the league but the first to be this good. The first to be in the running for first draft pick. The first to cause an international stir because he wasn’t just good, he was incredible on the ice, brilliant in his plays, showing up Alphas and Betas left and right with his speed and stick handling and goal count. 
Everyone knew Shane Hollander was an Omega, but even if Ilya hadn’t known beforehand, he certainly knew the very instant Hollander came sauntering over with his delicate features and easy smile and fucking freckles, the very same second Hollander said his name Ilya Rozanov like he was curling his tongue around the letters tasting it. 
Omega. Ilya’s whole body was vibrating after holding Hollander’s hand even for a brief shake, he couldn’t help tilting his head staring at the Omega’s mouth, at the flawless skin showing bare between the puffy hoodie and non descript beanie. He smoked so he wouldn’t lick his lips and give it all away, smoked so he wouldn't do something stupid like reach out and touch.
No need for Hollander to know Ilya had been downright obsessed with him ever since seeing that one televised interview where the gorgeous, fierce Omega had popped his teeth and full on snarled at some asshole reporter for saying people were taking bets on just how long Hollander would last in the league before getting pupped up by one of his teammates. 
Hollander had a reputation for being self contained to the point of being boring, disciplined to the point of being obsessive, controlled to the point of being cold, but Ilya had watched that interview six different times just to see the way the Omega's eyes lit furious and his mouth twisted into a snarl, the way his voice had bottomed out savage telling the reporter to shut the hell up with his hands braced at the table like he just might throw it.
Shane Hollander, boring? Only if someone didn't take the time to look close enough and Ilya couldn't shake that itching, clawing, claiming need to get close enough to look.
“Okay, well.” The silence got long again, but Shane had never been good at small talk and the Alpha was giving him nothing by way of conversation, so he cleared his throat and shrugged, started to walk away from where he clearly wasn't welcome. “I just uh– I just wanted to say hi. And good luck.” 
“You will not be so nice when we beat you.” 
“What?” Shane turned around too fast. Embarrassingly fast. There was no plausible explanation for just how eager he was to keep the stilted conversation moving with the prickly Alpha. “What was that?” 
“You are nice.” Ilya brought the cigarette to his lips slowly, inhaling deep without ever taking his eyes off the Omega. “But you will not be so nice. When we beat you.” 
“Oh no, that’s not hap– that’s not–” 
Whatever benignly teasing, friendly bit of trash talk Shane was going to fire back dried up in his throat when the Alpha smiled at him, first just a tilt of his lips, then a glint of teeth, finally the gleam of fangs.
“Shit.” Shane’s heart ticked up a notch, a beat, started downright racing as the Alpha bared his fangs in a sharply challenging smile. Wow. “No. That’s– that’s not happening.” 
“Hm. Will see.” Ilya winked, goading him. “See you at final.” 
Rozanov went back to smoking. Shane sternly told himself to turn the hell around and leave. He busied himself tugging at his hoodie and zipping up his jacket so he wouldn’t stop and think about why the hell he was suddenly so goddamn overheated when it was a frigid thirteen degrees outside. He was sweating, palms clammy and head spinning a little, what the fuck. 
“Shane Hollander.” Ilya watched the Omega go, the quickly determined steps, the set of his shoulders beneath the bulky clothes, and rubbed his palm down his leg where his skin still buzzed after only a brief touch, murmuring to himself, “You…make me curious.” 
****
June 2009
“...big day for some young superstars today, Ilya Rozanov and Shane Hollander securing first and second spots in the draft pick…” 
“...look at Rozanov smile, he’s on top of the world right now. Welcome to Boston, kiddo, the culture shock is gonna be a bitch!..” 
“...can’t help but think about Hollander being an Omega and whether or not that played any part in him not being first pick…” 
“...I’ll admit, I thought he was being over sold as some sorta PR diversity stunt, but the kid is good! Montreal is lucky to have him, but yeah I gotta wonder how the fellas feel about an Omega on their line up.” 
“...it's not really fair, is it? We've seen it on other teams, the Alpha players take it easy on the Omega players and if they do the same for Hollander, there's no way he'll ever really be accepted as a real player..."
That was enough TV. Shane turned it off with a decisive click of the remote, then in a rare show of frustration, flung the remote right across the hotel room to bounce off the wall. 
Second. He’d been second draft pick and that was nothing to be mad about, ashamed about, embarrassed about but Jesus Christ every single news outlet and sports personality kept asking if he’d lost out to Rozanov because of his biology. If he’d gotten second because he was an Omega. When first and second pick were both Alphas or Betas or a mix of the two, the question of their biology never came up but Shane Hollander Omega was all anyone could fucking talk about and he was sick of it. 
Shane was nauseous over it, actually. But he wasn’t gonna throw up. He hadn’t thrown up when that reporter made the 'pupped up' comment and half the room had laughed, he sure as hell wasn’t going to throw up now. 
He was going to train. Again. Always. Because second pick in the draft wasn’t something he’d been handed as a PR stunt, he’d worked his ass off every day, multiple times a day for years and he wasn’t gonna throw up, he was going to head downstairs to the gym and get to work. 
Late night almost midnight found Ilya on his way to the gym too. Every time his father called him lazy, the word dug down deep into his bones and echoed around his head and Ilya hated it. He was not lazy, he was number one draft pick, best in Russia and soon to be best in the States, he was not lazy but the old Alpha’s voice was loud loud loud in his head until Ilya had to get out of bed and head downstairs to the gym to drown it out. 
Hollander was already there. Ilya’s heart jolted in his chest when he saw the Omega already on the stationary bike locked in and focused, music on and arms braced flexed over the handlebars, muscular legs pumping and white shirt clinging sweaty to his chest. 
Fuck, he was gorgeous. They’d posed for at least a thousand different photos together earlier, cameras flashing every which way as they held up their jerseys and Ilya had noticed every single time their elbows knocked or feet bumped, each time Hollander’s head turned his way. The Omega had worn his blocker patches again, following the rules the way everyone knew Shane Hollander always followed the rules and several times Ilya had had to tear his eyes away from Hollander’s throat, from the skin tone patch hiding the bump of his bonding spot, several times Ilya had had to look away and cough so he wouldn’t keep staring at the scatter of freckles right below Hollander’s dark eyes, so he wouldn’t lean in and lick over his fangs and invite the Omega to get in closer. 
In front of the cameras, in front of the world wasn’t the place for Ilya to do any of that. 
But the privacy and quiet of the gym was a different thing all together. 
Shane silently congratulated himself for not jumping when Rozanov settled onto the bike directly next to him. There were half a dozen other bikes for the Alpha to use, any number of machines Rozanov could have got on for a late night workout but he chose the one right next to Shane and it felt like a challenge. Felt like a dare. 
Shane turned his music up and kept his eyes down, refusing to acknowledge the crackle of awareness through his veins and the weight of the Alpha’s presence in his peripherals. But damn it, when Ilya set his bike speed to a higher level than Shane’s current pace, the Omega couldn't help but increase his speed to match. 
Fast and faster. Ilya turned his speed up and jolted exhilarated when the Omega matched him a second later. 
Fast and faster. Shane pushed it another level further and fought against a smile when the Alpha snorted and sped up. 
Fast and faster. All the suppressants and blocker patches in the world couldn’t mute one hundred percent of an Alpha’s scent once they were sweating and working and sprinting, and Ilya increased his speed, increased his speed, huffed a laugh when the Omega matched him cycle for cycle and step for step and Shane–
–fuck, Shane’s eyes slammed shut when he dragged in a harsh breath and caught the first hint of amber in the Alpha’s scent, darkly sweet sap and a razor’s edge of cold, something sharp edged like pine. 
Fast and faster. The Omega open mouth panted trying to breathe past the tendril of Alpha scent winding into his nose and growing stronger the longer they raced, scorching into his lungs and settling heavy into his subconscious and blanketing at his ears. Rozanov smelled incredible, even the barest bit of his scent leeching through the suppressants had Shane's head spinning but he ignored it, tried to ignore it, and kept racing.
Fast and faster. Ilya grit his teeth and clenched his fangs and tried not to react to the dozen little looks Hollander kept shooting his way, the droplets of sweat clinging to the Omega’s chin and soaking his shirt transparent to his chest, outlining the peak of his nipples, matting between his shorts and the sparse hair on his upper thigh. 
Fast and faster. Fast and faster. Fast and–
“Holy shit.” By some mutual unspoken agreement to not race until their legs fell right off, both Alpha and Omega finally cut their bikes off and called it quits, and Shane hit the floor hard, legs shaking and chest heaving, laughing a little in disbelief as he crumpled down against the weight rack in front of the mirrors, absolutely spent. 
“What a fuckin’ day, huh?” Ilya collapsed onto the gym floor across from the Omega, legs outstretched and breathing hard, gulping his water fast trying to ease the burn in his throat. “Everything you dreamed of?” 
“Almost.” Shane almost said yes, almost said totally, almost played off his disappointment the way he’d played it off in front of his new coach and his parents, but the Alpha was watching him over the top of his water bottle, staring at him in between gulps and Shane thought maybe it would be okay to be honest. 
“Almost.” he said again with a short nod, and the Alpha’s barely decipherable scent brightened with pride and maybe laughter for a half second before Rozanov shrugged and pursed his lips, “Mmm sorry.” 
The Alpha was decidedly not sorry. Not sorry to have won first pick and not sorry to be watching Hollander watching him. He wondered if the Omega knew he was blatant, if Hollander knew he’d been staring at Ilya’s neck, the line of his throat where the blocker patch was starting to lose its potency, the necklace dangling at his chest. 
Hollander probably didn’t realize he was being obvious. Ilya didn’t bother pretending to be oblivious. The Omega looked and Ilya tilted his head and looked right back, tracking the pull of Hollander’s shorts up his thighs, the rise and fall of his stomach beneath the tight shirt, the absentminded flex of his fingers, the way Hollander kept turning tilting his head just slightly to the side as if he were unconsciously, subconsciously showing off. 
Shane’s eyes dropped to his legs, to his crotch and Ilya sat up and leaned forward, waited for the Omega’s eyes to travel back up his body to his face before holding out the water bottle. Hollander tried to wave it off, but Ilya persisted partly because clearly Hollander needed a drink and they weren’t teammates but they were both players and sharing water was the expected, sportsmanlike thing to do… and partly because he was curious to see if the stubbornly independent Omega would take help and sustenance and care from an Alpha. From him. 
Curious and he was all at once infinitely more intrigued when Hollander leaned in to accept the water and didn’t shy away from Ilya’s purposeful brush of fingers. 
Curious and tonguing over his fangs, shifting on the hard floor, trying not to growl when he murmured, “More.” and the Omega obeyed. 
Shane would have missed the quietly ordered more if he hadn’t been obsessively tracking a bead of sweat as it slid down the side of Rozanov’s neck, along the beauty marks and moles decorating the Alpha’s throat, and soaked into the black tank top where the gold necklace glinted bright.
The Alpha mouthed more and Shane took more, tilting his head back to swallow the cool water even as somewhere beneath the physical and mental and emotional exhaustion of the day, his instincts warned him not to open up his throat to the predator, rival, Alpha sitting across from him. 
Shane didn’t listen. He tilted his head back to drink and the nearly inaudible rumble from Rozanov, the barely there ripple of approval in the Alpha's heated scent made him shiver. 
“We will be seeing a lot of each other.” A statement, not a question. 
Shane swallowed, nodded, and Rozanov smiled at him again, all sharp fangs and preening posture and the purposeful slip of his tongue along his lips. 
And Shane thought– oh he thought for just a single blink, the Alpha’s brilliant blue eyes shaded hungry red at him. 
But that was insane. 
…right?
*****
July 2010
“Hollander.” Ilya met him at center ice, bent down to feign a face off. “You look pretty.” 
“Fuck off Rozanov.” Shane scoffed at the Alpha. “You’re wearing make up too.” 
“Yes but.” Ilya let his eyes flicker red at him. “I don’t look pretty.” 
“Don’t do that. Don’t say that.” Shane bit the words out vehemently, his top lip curling in the start of a snarl and Ilya blinked at him genuinely thrown by the audible irritation, “Why not?” 
“You wouldn’t tell an Alpha they were pretty.” Shane kept his voice low so the commercial director wouldn’t overhear, but let his tone run vicious. “So don’t say it to me, either. 
“Wrong.” Ilya deflected blandly, but he leaned in further watching the Omega closely, tracking the frustrated flush filling in behind Hollander’s freckles. “I would tell an Alpha they were pretty. Is rude and sexist to only save compliments for Omegas. Alphas deserve to be called pretty too, you are rude and sexist to say such a thing."
“Oh gimme a fucking break.” A laugh startled out of Shane before he could stop it, caught off guard by the Alpha's hilariously, calmly faux offended response. “So what, you want me to call you pretty?” 
“Mm no.” Ilya shook his head. “We have been over this, you do not listen. I am not pretty. You are. So.” 
“Alright guys, lets focus!” the director called. “Bring it in to the center again, skate up fast, get in close, lots of intensity, let’s feel that rivalry up close and personal!” 
“Rivalry.” Ilya started talking again the minute he and the Omega were face to face at the circle. “They are trying to make us rivals. Canadian and Russian. Boston and Montreal. Alpha and Omega.” 
“Yeah.” Shane risked a glance up at Rozanov, checking the Alpha’s expression for irritation, humor, anything. Rozanov had the disconcerting ability to give exactly nothing away with his facial expressions and flat speech and Shane didn’t know if the other player was amused by the media orchestrated rivalry or into it or annoyed by it or anything. “Makes sense, I guess?” 
“Focus boys! Lots of intensity!” 
“I think if you keep losing to me, the rivalry will not be as interesting.” Ilya decided and predictably, Shane snapped, “Oh fuck you, we haven’t even played anything yet and by the way, my stats are—!” 
He shut up when the Alpha smiled smug and self satisfied at his taking the proverbial bait. 
“You are a full asshole, Rozanov.” Shane bent back down into the face off, schooling his features and trying to concentrate so the director would quit harping at them. “Fuck right off.” 
“Is predictable Omega behavior, trying to impress an Alpha.” Ilya didn’t let up, too busy enjoying the interaction with the Omega to give a fuck what the commercial director wanted. Not for the first or second or even tenth time that day, he couldn’t help glancing down at Hollanders neck, checking for the ever present patch all players wore over their scent and bonding glands, the ever present patch Hollander wore on and off the ice and even through interviews and press events. 
The Omega was blank to him, not a hint of scent escaping the suppressants and blockers, very little emotion making it past the perpetually blase expression on the Omega’s face. Smiles were rare, that little bit of of laughter had been a damn miracle, if it weren’t for the heat sparking in Hollander's expressive eyes or the tilt to his gorgeous mouth every time Ilya teased him, the Alpha would think Hollander was a goddamn machine. 
But. 
“I don’t have to prove anything to you.” Shane grit out and to his utter chagrin, to his entire annoyance, to his flustered pleasure, the Alpha didn’t so much smile as he did smirk slow and knowing before digging his tongue into the tip of one of his fangs and crooning under his breath, “No you don’t. But you want to. Come play, Hollander.” 
“Fuck.” Shane’s grip on his stick tightened and he knocked it hard against Rozanov’s. Ilya’s eyes sparked red at the challenge and he knocked Shane’s stick right back, clicking and clacking at one another over the puck as the director’s annoying voice in the background chastised and begged and demanded that they keep it together for just a few minutes longer until he got the shot he needed. 
No such luck. Ilya laughed out loud not cos the moment was funny but because the zing of elation under his skin was electric and addicting and Hollander was fighting against a smile, lips twisted and nose scrunched trying to keep from breaking and the Alpha laughed for it, for the simple pleasure of challenging and being met by the most unorthodox Omega he’d ever met. 
Shane laughed too, after a minute. Not because anything about Rozanov challenging him like it was a proposition was funny, but because the media was trying to concoct some sort of legendary rivalry between he and the Alpha when all Shane wanted to do was play hockey and all Rozanov wanted to do was– was– 
“When did they tell you we were doing this together?” Rozanov asked and Shane shrugged, “I dunno. Two days ago? When did they tell you?” 
“Was my idea.” the Alpha informed him, casual and indifferent and dismissive. The director called for him and he skated off without another word, leaving Shane standing there with eyes wide and throat closing up uncertain. 
All Shane wanted to do was play hockey…but what the hell did Rozanov want? 
“Shane, are you listening to me?” At some point after Rozanov offhandedly announced that he had orchestrated their commercial together, that it had been his idea for Alpha and Omega to meet on the ice for the sole purpose of baiting Shane into some sort of interaction, Shane ended up upstairs in the walkways above the rink talking to his mom. 
Or rather, halfway listening to his mom because he couldn’t seem to look away from the ice and the brutal, beautiful Alpha skating aggressive drills, firing off fancy shots and all together showing off for the camera. 
“Shane!” Yuna threw her hands exasperated, and Shane jerked his head around to look at her, “Sorry Mom, I’m here.” 
“Are you?” Yuna folded her thin arms and settled him with a mom-level look. “Because it seems to me like you’re staring at that Alpha down there.” 
“The guy who showed me up in the draft and got picked first? My rival? The one I’m stuck doing this stupid promotional material with?” Shane shoved his hands in his hoodie pocket so she wouldn’t catch the slight tremor to his fingers. “I’m just watching. Trying to figure out his moves."
“Shane.” Yuna sighed and Shane sighed louder, “Mom.” 
“I’m sorry, alright.” the Omega clicked her tongue soothingly at him, patting his arm. “I’m sorry, but this is important. If you aren’t in your skates, you have to be wearing–” 
“I am always in my skates.” 
“But when you aren’t–!” 
“I get it, okay?” The reminder of pressure, of expectations, the weight of his gender and ethnicity and all the little kids who were counting on him to be great so one day they could be great too made Shane’s shoulders slump. “Gotta do the commercials, gotta wear the brands, gotta have my press answers ready. Can’t dilly dally, can’t get lazy, can’t get distracted by any Alphas. I get it. Don't worry.” 
“Okay well, I didn’t say anything about getting distracted by Alphas.” Yuna frowned at him. “And honey, I’m not saying you can’t have any fun or make any time for romance, I’m just saying–” 
“I was kidding.” He moved past his slip up quickly. Didn’t look at Rozanov on the ice. Didn’t look at his mom. He knotted his fingers together in his hoodie and swallowed, “I was kidding about the Alpha thing. Obviously I’m not looking for romance. That’s crazy. I was joking.” 
“I can’t tell if you’re being funny or not when you’re all blocked like this.” Yuna’s smile was understanding but sad as she brushed the tips of her fingers at the suppressant patch on his neck. “I know it’s necessary for the practices and games, but I wish you’d take them off sometimes. You come home to visit and it’s like you’re standing behind a wall.” 
“It’s easier to wear them all the time, then to deal with the whiplash of being blocked, then open, then blocked again a few hours later.” the Omega shrugged like it didn’t bother him to be muffled to his friends and family’s scents, like he didn’t feel insulated and isolated and locked down all the time because he was already socially awkward, already not great with expressing himself and with his scent and hormones muted, his chances at connecting with anyone on any meaningful level had gone from slim to basically none. 
“No, I know. And I understand.” Yuna smoothed his hair back from his eyes with a quiet sigh. “I’m serious though. That video of you snarling at that jerk reporter for the pupped up comment is all over the place but I hope you know when you do find love, no one will think any less of you as a hockey player for it." 
“Yeah they will.” Yeah they would. The whole world would think of Shane different, look at him different, treat him different the very second he gave them any reason to think of him as an Omega. He knew it and Yuna knew it, but she was a good Mom with the sort of heart that never gave up hoping so he managed a smile when she murmured, “Shane sweetie, when you find the right girl and fall in love, your new team and all your friends and us, your family, will be so so happy for you.” 
“...Sure.” 
“Just don't get so busy being Shane Hollander super star, you forget to be Shane Hollander the human being with a sweet heart and enough sass to frustrate the Pope.” she reminded him. "Don't lose that part of you under all this."
"I won't." That time, Shane’s smile was a little more sincere. But right now all I care about right now is hockey. I’ll do the commercial, meet with that guy from CCM if that ever manages to happen and you know, I’m–” the Omega blew out a deep breath. “I’m still really focused on being a good role model. Breaking barriers as an Omega and all that so other kids like me get a chance. I am.” 
“You sound like a commercial for an after school program when you say it like that.” she scolded playfully, and when he rolled his eyes, Yuna trilled at him in gentle comfort and patted at his chest, “You promise you’re okay?” 
“Yeah, I’m okay.” Down on the ice, the producer called it quits for the day and Rozanov shouted something that made the whole staff laugh loud enough to echo up into the stands. Shane clenched his hands inside his hoodie and didn’t let himself react. “I’m fine. It’s all gonna be fine, Mom.” 
*****
…it wasn’t all fine. It was all quite suddenly insane.
“Do you…want to sit?” Shane couldn’t help touching, reaching for Ilya’s arm as the Alpha came through the door and circled him in the small entryway of the hotel room. “Or. Um. Talk?”
“Mmm no.” Ilya flexed his arm in Shane’s hold, then set his hand at the Omega’s side, backing him into the closest wall. “No, I do not want to talk and I do not think you gave me your room number so we could talk.” 
“No, I– I guess not.” Shane’s feet hit the wall and stopped, but Rozanov didn’t, coming closer and closer with his hand set distractingly, almost possessively at his waist. “So–” 
“So.” Ilya ducked his head to catch the Omega’s eyes, held the contact checking in as he set his fingertips over the wide blocker patch covering Shane’s scent glands. “This. Let me scent you?” 
“No.” Shane turned away from the press of fingers at his neck, over his bonding spot. “The patch stays on. It has to stay on. Um. Sorry."
“No, is okay.” Ilya was wearing a blocker patch too, his own scent all but erased behind the neutralizing hormones. He’d almost taken his off, but had thought maybe the Omega was gun shy enough to freak out at the influx of scent, he’d thought maybe Hollander would be turned off repulsed by the too obvious reminder of their genders, their biologies, by the blatant proof that they were breaking rules and taking risks. 
He was right. The Alpha would have stripped his off in a split second if Hollander had nodded yes, but instead the Omega turned away, dark eyes shading wary and shoulders tensing and Ilya didn’t want that, no. 
“Is okay.” He said again, and only once Hollander’s expression lightened relieved did Ilya lean in again, closer and closer again until he could fit the width of his hand around the Omega’s neck and rumble directly into his ear, “I want you anyway. And I know,” Ilya closed his fangs just barely at the tip of Hollander’s ear lobe, “you want me too. Do not need to scent you to tell that.” 
“Fuck.” Shane had turned away from the ask about his blocker patch, but he melted into the strong hand at his neck, the pressure over his throat and the heat of the Alphas palm. “Fuck, that’s—“ his eyes started to fall closed, his knees going weak, but he heard the Alpha huff a laugh and immediately stiffened again.
“Don’t.” Shane warned, and Ilya went very still, easing the pressure at the Omega’s throat and even shifting his weight backwards just in case, “Don’t what?”
“Don’t laugh.” Shane bit out. “Don’t laugh like me letting you put your hand on my neck is predictable submissive Omega behavior and you think it’s funny.” 
“That is not why I was laughing.” Ilya countered immediately, holding himself away in case the mercurial Omega changed his mind and wanted him out. “Was not a mean laugh.” 
“Then what the hell was it?” 
“I thought you would fight it.” Ilya squeezed Shane’s throat lightly, his thumb pressing in over the Omega’s bonding spot. “Fight me to submit.”
Shane swallowed hard, and the Alpha traced the motion with his fingertips. “You fight and challenge everything else. But you submit here. Is…” he hummed a moment, thinking. “Pretty.” 
“Pretty enough to laugh at?” All the ire was gone from Shane’s voice, the rush of irritation and defensiveness extinguished just as quickly as it had flared. “Cos that sucks. That’s a shitty thing to say right now.” 
“No. You know this word… awe.” Ilya tried to say. “Like surprised.” 
“Awestruck.” Shane supplied, then blinked, “You’re awestruck about– about me? By me?"
Ilya fit himself back into Shane’s space slowly, inch by inch slowly until they were pressed together from feet to shoulders, millimeter by millimeter slowly increasing the pressure at Hollander’s throat again until the Omega’s lips parted over a shaky gasp and his eyes went hooded, lashes fluttering. 
Awestruck, yes. It was a good word. Ilya knew more words in Russians, better things to say about just how perfect the Omega was pinned to the wall, pinned in place, willingly pinned under Ilya’s weight but for now, awestruck. 
And then, starving. Ilya bent careful and slow to cover Hollander’s mouth in a kiss and immediately he was starving. A single kiss wasn’t enough and neither was a second. He needed his hands in the Omega’s hair and groping over the Omega’s chest, a third kiss sucking at the Omega’s tongue and moaning ragged when Hollander kissed him back licking over his fangs and dragging blunt teeth at his bottom lip then yanking at his clothes, at his shirt and then at his pants and the noise the Omega made when he reached down into Ilya’s pants to grab him left Ilya reeling as the moment crashed quickly towards out of control.
“Fuck Hollander.” he growled and it was Shane’s turn to laugh, he wanted to laugh just a little bit delirious at how that kiss had been the best kiss of his life and how the Alpha’s big hands in his hair and grabbing at his body had him sweating after only a minute. Shane wanted to laugh but more than that he wanted to get down on his knees. The Alpha took his shirt off and Shane’s legs almost gave out, he couldn’t stop running his hands over Rozanov’s chest, down his stomach, dragging his nails through the trail of hair leading into Rozanov’s pants, he didn’t realize he was open mouth panting until the Alpha cupped his cheek and fed his thumb between his lips, He didn’t realize he was all but collapsing until Rozanov caught him, “Settle settle, Omega.” and eased him down so he didn’t just fall onto his knees scrabbling at the Alpha’s pants to get the heavy cock out and into his mouth. 
…it wasn’t fine. It was insane.
And afterwards, when Shane’s jaw was sore and his scalp tingling from the Alpha pulling at his hair and fucking his mouth, when every muscle in his body felt heavy, sated, useless and he was still trying to get his breath back, pressing gingerly at the scrapes on his throat where the Alpha had almost bit when kissing wasn’t enough and the threat of fangs registered as pleasure sharp enough to make him scream–
Afterwards when the Alpha rolled away to put his clothes on, Shane came back to himself enough to think, fuck.
It wasn’t fine. It was crazy and reckless and dangerous and Shane was risking everything for a fucking blow job, fuck. 
No way they could do this again. No way. One and done. They’d pretend it never happened, everything would go back to normal and then everything really would be fine. 
Out in the hall, Ilya took off away from Shane’s door immediately, hurrying down the walkway and taking the stairs so if anyone happened to see him he could shrug about being on the roof, about taking a phone call away, about just running the steps as a workout. 
Once he was far enough away and down enough flights of stairs for no one to suspect a thing, the Alpha braced his hands at the nearest window sill and pushed his forehead into the cold glass, screwed his eyes shut tight and let himself growl vibrating up through his chest and out from behind his fangs. 
He knew his eyes were burning red, he could feel the pressure and heat in his head as the wild in his chest ramped up greedy all over again demanding he go right back to the room, right back to Hollander and right back to the bed so he could get his face buried between the Omega’s legs and Hollander’s cock back down his throat. 
How he could be so hard up, hard pressed, hardly breathing for an Omega who blocked their scent and called him an asshole in between kisses was a helluva fucking mystery but Ilya growled and grinned and shook with satisfaction over it anyway. 
He already couldn’t wait for their first game together. 
Come and play, Omega. 
*****
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      Chapter 2: Simple (not even slightly)
  


    Chapter Summary

    They do be nekkid.








  It was only supposed to be a one time, spur of the moment, never mentioned and certainly never repeated sort of thing, but January brought the All Star Games and watching Shane break the shot accuracy record that Ilya himself had just set a few minutes previous proved to be too much for the Alpha. He skated close by Hollanders bench and leaned over the boards to hiss, “1221.” before skating away and hoping the Omega got it. 
Shane got it. He was shaking jittery nervous scurrying his way up to the Alpha’s room, shaking jittery nervous waiting outside the door for a thousand years worth of the few seconds it took Rozanov to let him in, shaking jittery nervous darting inside the hotel room and locking the door behind him. 
“Someone is chasing you?” The Alpha raised his eyebrows mockingly and Shane opened his mouth to fire back something snarky, but instead–
–instead. 
“Fuck.” Ilya caught the Omega in tight to his body when Hollander lunged for him. He’d thought maybe they’d take a minute to catch up on the last few months or at least talk some shit about the game, the contests, how pissed off the rather geriatric Scott Hunter would be about his longstanding record being broken twice by a pair of rookies in just a matter of minutes. But Hollander went from looking like he might jump out of his skin anxious to grabbing at Ilya like he wanted to jump his bones horny so the Alpha caught him into a messy, hungry kiss and growled his agreement around an insistent push of tongue. 
“This.” Ilya tapped his fingers in a restless, staccato beat on the patch over Hollander’s throat. “Take it off.” He wrenched away from the addictive heat of the Omega’s mouth to dig his teeth into the hinge of Hollander’s jaw, to suck hard kisses down the length of his neck and scrape his fangs over the patch covering Hollander’s scent and bonding glands. “Off. Let me scent you.” 
“No.” Shane buried both hands in Ilya’s hair and yanked him back up, crushing their mouths together and whining, Jesus Christ, he arched up against the bulk of the Alpha’s body and whined when the dangerous fangs cut at his tongue. Rozanov’s hands were everywhere, grasping at Shane’s waist and clutching at his ass, dragging down Shane’s back and framing at his hips to pin him between the wall and the bulk of the Alpha’s thigh wedged up against his crotch and Shane laughed a little, whined a little, ground himself down against the Alpha’s leg rutting his cock into the hard muscle but still managed. “P-patch stays on.” 
“Fine.” Ilya ignored the fleeting burn of rejection and switched to mouthing at the other side of Hollander’s throat, biting and sucking his way up to the Omega’s ear so he could order, “Then get down on your knees.” 
It was a test. Ilya was curious. If Hollander said 'no' or went even the tiniest bit stiff, Ilya was gonna get on his knees and see if he could make the Omega collapse dripping slick and spilling cum down his throat but if Hollander said 'yes'…
“Yeah. Yeah yeah yeah.” Shane said yes but then he grabbed the Alpha’s broad shoulders and yanked, grasped at Rozanov and forcefully spun them around fast enough for Rozanov’s back to hit the wall with a thunk and leave him wheezing.  
“Shit.” The Alpha’s mouth fell open shocked at the quick reversal, his blue eyes snapping red at the show of strength. “You are a brat, pushing Alphas around to get what you want.” 
“You gonna complain about it?” Shane shoved Rozanov’s shirt up out of the way and scraped his nails down the Alpha’s stomach, then bent in to map the red lines with his tongue as he went to his knees and started yanking at the Alpha’s pants. “Huh?” 
“Brat.” Ilya breathed out incredulously, but in the next second he was choking on his words, head banging back against the wall and both hands going over his mouth to cover a hoarse shout when Hollander’s mouth closed warm and wet around his cock. “Fuck. Fuck Omega–!” 
Shane probably should have pulled off and warned Rozanov not to call him Omega. The least the Alpha could do was talk to him like a person, not relegate him to his biology. Sure mated couples called each other Alpha and Omega as sweet names, pet names, affectionate and adoring and– and whatever, there was something about a mated pair acknowledging out loud just how special it was to call each other Alpha and Omega and what it meant for them to be two halves of the same whole, physically mentally emotionally. 
But that wasn’t them. They weren’t mated or bonded or even dating, they shouldn’t even be hooking up, but worrying about that particular technicality while Shane had the Alpha’s cock halfway down his throat and was drooling around him, humming and moaning every single time Rozanov pulled at his hair or lost control and thrust across his tongue was– it was– the thing about it was– 
Shane didn’t care. Rozanov pulled him up with a muttered explanation of ‘always so good’ and ‘here, c’mere pretty Omega’ before hefting Shane right off his feet and carrying him to the bed and Shane didn’t care about anything after that. 
The Alpha stretched out over him, covered him in a kiss while pulling over his cock and Shane grabbed at the bed, at the blankets, at Rozanov’s shoulders and humped up into his fist, planting his feet on the mattress trying to get more leverage and better balance, anything to make sure the Alpha didn’t stop.
He could scent Rozanov just a little bit, just the faintest hint of heady pine and sweet amber, and Shane pushed his face into the Alpha’s neck trying to find more, huffing and nosing over the blocker patch blindly searching for more. Rozanov was talking to him, rumbling at him, bass pitched and hypnotic as he moved his way down Shane’s body to lick and pull at his nipples, pinpricking his fangs razor sharp over the sensitive skin along Shane’s ribs, further to finally swallow him down with a low noise like he was starving. 
And Shane didn’t care about anything anymore. The whole room shrank down to just that, just them, just the bed in the low lamplight and the Alpha’s face buried between his legs, one of Rozanov’s big hands planted on Shane’s chest over his heart like the Alpha was holding him steady. 
Shane hadn’t realized just how badly he needed to be held steady until he was finishing shouting, arching off the bed and digging bruises into Rozanov’s shoulders as he came and the Alpha kept that same hand over his heart to settle him secure. 
Ilya pushed his face into the soft give of Hollander’s stomach and rutted off against the bed, eyes closed and fangs bared panting loud as he got himself off spilling into the sheets. The Omega slurred something half audible about how he would have helped, Ilya could have had his mouth again, but the Alpha shook his head wordless and exhausted and content to lay there for the very few minutes they had before their time was up. 
He lay there with his palm flat to Hollander’s chest feeling his heartbeat race race race and finally start to slow… and Ilya wondered if the Omega knew he was purring. 
****
“...good god, look at that hit. Ilya Rozanov just slammed Shane Hollander into the boards, that was downright brutal…” 
“...but see the way Hollander is up and after him immediately, I don’t know if there’s anyone as fast as Hollander when he’s going after that puck– oh! He’s got it back!...” 
“...here comes Rozanov again, racing after Hollander. He never pulls his punches with anyone, Omega or not and I’m sure Hollander wishes he would, but hey if you want to play with the Alphas, you have to play like the Alphas…” 
“... Hollander just hates him too, you can see it when they play. That intensity, that rivalry, Hollander has everything to prove if he’s going to get that Alpha’s respect and Rozanov has everything to lose if the Omega shows him up…” 
It was only supposed to be a two time, spur of the moment and adrenaline fueled never mentioned and certainly never instigated sort of thing, but Montreal was so goddamn cold during February and there was something to be said for sharing bodily warmth, right? 
Right. 
“You saw the news?” Ilya opened his hotel room door and motioned the Omega in out of the hall. “I hit you hard in the game tonight because of our rivalry. And you hate me. Did you know you hate me?” 
“I do hate you.” Shane shrugged out of his bulky jacket and hoodie, tossing away the sunglasses he’d felt really fucking stupid wearing while walking into the hotel. “But if you get me off, maybe that will change.” 
“Sex is better when hateful.” Ilya decided and he was treated to– rewarded with– the briefest flash of Hollander’s sunshiney smile before he got lost in the Omega’s mouth and all the noises Hollander made when clothes came off and just how fun it was to have an Omega push shove pull him around to get what they both needed. 
“Off?” Ilya ran his tongue around the edges of the blocker patch asking but when Hollander deepened the kiss filthy and canted his hips up to rub his cock into Ilya’s hip, the Alpha took it as the no it obviously was. 
And rejection, again. A fleeting zip of it, a quick pinch of it, there and gone and certainly not lingering in Ilya’s head, certainly not creeping roots of insecurity down into his heart when they weren’t even supposed to be doing this, absolutely not. 
“Fair trade, then.” Ilya bared his fangs teasing and let his eyes run red so the Omega wouldn’t catch the split second of uncertainty. “I will not scent your neck but I will scent you here.” he made a show of slithering down the bed to huff his way nosy around the base of Hollander’s cock, lower around his balls, lower so he had to prop Hollander’s leg up over his shoulder and shove his face close, tongue out ready to taste the slick leaking from the Omega’s entrance. 
“Fuck!” Shane yelped when the Alpha pushed his leg up and held him open like he was gonna lick him. “Roz– wait–!” 
“Smell good right here, Hollander.” Ilya grunted, nipping and licking at the curve of the Omega’s ass, gentler and wet with his lips and tongue mouthing at his balls. “Keep patch on, I don’t care, I live here now.” 
“Just gonna–” Shane gulped, propped up on his elbows wide eyed and panting, staring down at the Alpha between his legs. “Gonna camp out down there with my dick on your face?” 
“Mmm.” Ilya pursed his lips as if he were seriously thinking about it, nudging up under the Omega’s cock so the length of it lay across his nose and to his forehead. “Is worse places to be.” 
“I hate you.” Shane fell back into the pillows with his arm over his face, legs splayed shamelessly wide, his toes curling with every pass of the sharp fangs on the inside of his thigh, skin tingling where Rozanov was holding him tight enough to leave bruises at his hips. “Fuck. I– I hate you.” 
“Yes, I can tell.” Ilya waited until the Omega peeked back down at him, then stuck his tongue out and slowly licked a drop of precome from the tip of his cock, not looking away, not even blinking, his eyes burning scarlet as he swallowed it down and vibrated rumbling, “You hate me very much, don’t you?” 
“Rozy.” Shane whispered. “P-Please…” 
The Alpha relented and Shane collapsed back into the pillows with a ragged, desperate gasp once Rozanov’s mouth was working over him, calloused fingers cradling at his sac and pushing back towards his hole just enough to be tempting. Shane covered his eyes again and quit trying to muffle his cries, the way he whimpered every time the Alpha’s throat convulsed around him, quit trying to hold onto the bed and reached down to hold onto Rozanov instead. 
A familiar hand over his heart settling him steady, and this time Shane covered the Alpha’s hand with his own and wound their fingers together. Rozanov’s scent was too potent when they were in bed, surging too strong for the suppressants and blocker patch to cover it all and Shane open mouth inhaled the faintest twist of pine, that same sweetly tinted amber he couldn’t ever quite get out of his head and heart. 
“Smell good, Omega…” Rozanov hummed and yeah, Shane should have told him not to call him Omega, but he was too busy drifting in what felt like affection warming into the Alpha’s barely there scent. 
…you smell good too…
*****
They needed to stop. Spur of the moment, unplanned, yada yada yada– whatever. Shane needed to stop answering the Alpha’s texts and Ilya needed to stop sending Shane room numbers and times to meet and that was all there was to it.
But. 
“I can knot you?” Ilya planted his hand between the Omega’s shoulder blades, pinning him to the bed as he rutted against Hollander’s rear, driving his cock through the lube soaked cleft of the Omega’s cheeks. “When we fuck. You will let me knot you?” 
“Wh-what? No.” Shane turned his head on the pillows and groaned out loud, rolling his hips back into every push from the Alpha, his own cock neglected hanging between his legs cos Rozanov was laying so heavy over him Shane needed both arms to keep himself braced on the mattress. “No w-way. No knots. I’d be stuck on you for ages and we never have time–” he gasped loud when the next drive of the Alpha’s hips bumped the wide head of Rozanov’s cock directly against his hole for a dizzying split second. “--no time for that. C-can’t do that.” 
“You would like being stuck on me, I promise.” Ilya folded himself over Hollander’s back, stretching far so he could notch his chin over his shoulder and turn his nose into that damn blocker patch, unable to quell the bone deep need to try and scent the Omega. “You are obsessed with me.” 
“Fuck you.” Shane craned his head around searching for the Alpha’s mouth, trilling and clicking his tongue coaxing Rozanov closer for a kiss. “You’re obsessed with me.” 
He got bit for his sass, the Alpha’s fangs slicing into the meat of his shoulder and Shane howled in surprise, jerking up off the mattress and nearly kicking Rozanov right off when he whipped around and popped his teeth together snarling, “Ouch! Fuck!” 
“Bratty Omegas get bit.” the Alpha answered far too blandly for how hard he was breathing, his cock was still rock hard and glistening with lube, the bump of his knot starting to swell at the base. “Bend back over. Ass up. I am not done with you yet.” 
“Asshole!” Shane planted both hands at the Alpha’s bare chest and shoved him, and Ilya’s eyes went wide, “Brat!” and shoved him back. They fell to the bed wrestling, rolling across the blankets and grappling at each other. Ilya was stronger and heavier but Shane was fast and every time Ilya thought he had the Omega pinned, Shane wiggled free and flipped them again, hooked his feet around the Alpha’s waist not to drag him in but to shove him over. Ilya poked and tickled and Shane smacked and pinched and the blankets twisted up around their feet, the pillows falling every which way onto the floor, both boys panting and snarling and the bed rocking, headboard knocking against the wall as they wrestled. 
Finally, “Omega.” Ilya got Shane flat on his back, got his shoulders wedged in between the Omega’s thighs so Shane couldn’t close his legs too tight and crack his ribs, got his hand around the Omega’s throat and let his voice bottom out rough, “Yield.” 
“Fuck you, Make me cum.” Shane panted up at him, ready and more than willing to go another round. His cock was aching, body buzzing, he was sweating from the fight and slick between his thighs and the Alpha braced above him was close, so close, not close enough, Shane grabbed for Rozanov’s thick arms, groped at his chest, buried his fingers in the curly hair and arched up trying to drag the Alpha down against him. “Make me cum.” 
The Omega writhed beneath him, pulled at Ilya’s hair and hooked his foot at Ilya’s calf trying to get Ilya to move and the Alpha bent close to growl at him. lya was worked up, riled up, knotting up even without being touched because Hollander got under his skin and into his bones and the bratty, mouthy, fierce Omega was the most beautiful person, the most beautiful creature, he’d ever fucking seen. 
“...Rozanov?” Shane stilled beneath the Alpha’s frame when Rozanov leaned in nose to nose to growl at him, red eyed with fangs out on full display as he pressed tighter and tighter at Shane’s throat in a demand for him to submit. 
But there beneath the snarling and posturing and demand, a wisp of the Alpha’s scent escaped through the suppressants and blockers. It was pine and amber, wild and warm and the longer Shane stared up into blue eyes gone crimson, the more he realized the wild in Rozanov’s scent was tinted like possessiveness and the warmth syrupy sweet like adoration. 
Oh. 
“M-make me cum?” Less bratty, that time. Less demanding, that time. Shane whispered it and Rozanov kissed him, closed the scant inch of distance between their bodies and licked the words right from Shane’s mouth, muttering “Yes.” in immediate agreement, acceptance, obedience, for the Omega. 
“Okay?” Ilya checked in before shifting sideways so he could slip his fingers through the wet near the Omega’s entrance and use the slick to stroke slowly at his cock, his grip firm and motions sure but his eyes never once leaving Shane’s face. “Like this?” 
“Yeah. Fuck.” Shane sank back into the blankets, one hand resting at Rozanov’s hip, the other braced on the flex of the Alpha’s bicep as his eyes fluttered closed. “Don’t stop.” 
“Here.” Ilya picked Hollander’s hand up off his hip and set it at his cock instead, groaning under his breath when the Omega started to pull over him too, slow and firm and matching Ilya stroke for stroke, motion for motion. “Good?” 
“Mmms’good…” 
Ilya would never get tired of hearing the gorgeous Omega purr. 
Later while Hollander was still a little bit spacey licking his fingers clean from the mess of them spilling together, Ilya eased the Omega over in the bed and spooned up behind him, petting down his body in soothing motions, kneading lightly at the marks he’d left when they were wrestling, cuddling close and rumbling reassuringly as he slid his fingers back down along the cleft of the Omega’s ass to find where he was warm and slick and tight. 
“Have you ever…?” he let the question trail off, rubbing the pad of his thumb over the furled skin and watching close to see if the Omega flinched or winced hesitated. It would be easier of course, if Hollander would take off the damn patch and let Ilya scent him, Ilya would know everything if he could put his nose and mouth to the Omega’s glands and memorize every note of the Omega’s scent but Hollander had said no, so Ilya hooked his chin at his shoulder and leaned in close to check in. “Hm?” 
“...no.” Shane confessed haltingly. “Not outside of heat.”
“You use Alpha for heat.” Jealousy tasted acidic green and sickly yellow at the back of Ilya’s throat and he steadfastly put that away for later, wasn’t about to sit and think too long about why he was blindingly jealous about his the Omega using some other Alpha for heat. 
“Uh… no.” Shane shook his head and later Ilya would sit and think about why he was so happy to hear that particular answer, but right then the Alpha only prompted, “Omega, then. You share heat with another Omega.” 
“No. No, I’m trying to say.” Shane clenched his fist into the pillow and tried not to feel so goddamn self conscious about being a virgin in just about every fucking sense of the word. “I have a… toy.” 
“Ah.” Ilya dug his tongue into the tip of his fang so he wouldn’t audibly growl over the hesitant confession and the immediate accompanying mental image of the Omega twisting writhing sweating and gasping trying to fuck himself with a toy. “What color?” 
“Shut up.” 
“No, I need to know.” Ilya palmed over the Omega’s ass, jiggling him playfully before wrapping his arm at Hollander’s waist to hug him. “What color, is it purple? I will have to compete with– how is that old song– one eyed, one horned, flying purple people eater monster dildo?” 
“I hate you.” Shane informed him and the Alpha chuckled into his ear, nuzzling into his throat, “Yes, I can tell.” 
Then quieter, with his hand resting heavy and settling at the Omega’s hip, “You are scared?” 
“I’m not scared.” Maybe one day Shane would learn not to react so predictably pissed off to any and every insinuation that he wasn’t fully confident of all things at all times, but just then, “I’m not scared!” 
“No, is okay.” Ilya kissed his cheek, his temple, his lips when Hollander turned his head and offered up his mouth. “I will make it good. Promise.” 
“Oh yeah?” Shane rolled onto his back and clasped his hands behind his head, stretching his legs out so the Alpha would lay at least halfway back on to him. Rozanov was heavy but Shane loved it, being covered head to toe by someone strong enough to hold him down was a dizzying sort of relief even with the weirdly not awkward conversation and blunt way the Alpha talked about sex, and the immediate press of heat as Rozanov moved over him again was enough to make him smile. 
Enough to make him sassy. 
“You’re making a pretty big assumption there.” Shane tangled his fingers into the messy curls hanging into Rozanov’s eyes. “Assuming I’d let you fuck me at all. What if I get shy and say no?” 
“Would be a lie.” Ilya countered flatly. “I want to fuck you and you want me to fuck you and you are not shy about it. So.”
“Wow, those English words just roll right off your tongue, huh?” Shane poked him in the ribs. “Maybe you lost the chance to fuck me when you checked me into the boards so hard tonight.” 
“What?” Ilya’s jaw dropped comically wide. “No! That is not fair. On ice and off ice is different!” 
“Mmm no I don’t think so.” Shane mused out loud. “On-ice stuff is foreplay for off-ice stuff, so maybe you should’ve thought about that before you flipped me off after scoring that goal.” 
“Hollander!” The Alpha gasped faux offended. “No!” 
“Won the on-ice battle, but lost the off-ice war, huh?” Shane clicked his tongue reproachfully. “What a stupid knot head Alpha thing to do.”  
“Noooo Hollander!” Ilya locked his arms around the giggling Omega and pouted like situation was life or death for his dick– or maybe his heart. “No! I want to fuck you!” 
“Eat shit Rozanov!” Shane shrieked when the Alpha grabbed him tickling him in earnest. “Eat shit and die– ack! Stop! Stop!” 
“Yield!” Ilya demanded as he tried to keep his hands on the apparently overly ticklish Omega. “Yield and say I can fuck you.” 
“I’m gonna go home and use my one eyed purple monster!” 
“Noooo….!”  
****
“Hayden Pike likes you.” Ilya wasn’t proud of how sulky he sounded, but he said it anyway, adjusting the sheets over his bare lap so he didn’t have to look up and maybe see that his the Omega like Hayden too. “He wanted to punch me today.” 
“You almost put me through the boards.” Shane pointed out peevishly. “I wanted to punch you.” Then belatedly, “And he’s married, you know. He doesn’t like me, he’s just protective cos you are fucking mean to me.” 
“Aw, am I mean when I fuck you?” Ilya elbowed him and Shane elbowed him right back, “You know that’s not what I meant.” 
Ilya waited and it was Shane’s turn to fidget with the sheets a little as he admitted in a mumble, “I mean. Sometimes you’re a little mean when you uh– when we–” 
“Hollander.” All the sudden serious, Ilya sat forward in the bed, angling his head so he could try and catch the Omega’s eye. “I am mean to you?”
“No. It’s not–” Shane cleared his throat, scratching at his neck. “We both are, right? Push and pull or whatever. I mean. I haven’t told you to stop, have I?” 
“No, but sometimes your mouth is too full to say anything.” Ilya pointed out with only a small smirk because he loved when the Omega’s mouth was full but this was important. 
“You don’t let me scent you.” he said next, laying his hand heavy and warm over the patch on Hollander’s neck, sweeping his thumb over the bare skin around the edges. “And sometimes you are…” gone. Sometimes the Omega floated off somewhere mentally gone when they were together, carried away overwhelmed with dark eyes hazy and frame pliant, trilling his tongue and purring rather than using his words and talking. 
Ilya didn’t know how to describe the way the Omega submitted without sounding sappy and obsessive and greedy about it, so he tried, “Sometimes you are quiet. I cannot scent you, so I do not know how you feel.” 
“You don’t have to scent me to know if I’m uncomfortable, you’d be able to tell. I know you can tell.” Shane disagreed. “And if I wanted you to stop, like needed you to stop right away, I’d make you stop.” 
“I think I could tell.” Ilya agreed slowly, “But what if you are…” he made a vague motion with his hand, waving his fingers away to signify when the Omega went spacey. “What if your words do not work?” Sometimes Ilya felt like his words didn’t work. English was getting easier but when he was overwhelmed, trying to find the right words to make himself understood felt damn near impossible, so he asked, “What if ah…. Non verbal?” 
“Tell you what.” Shane had to go. He swung his legs over the side of the bed and picked up his pants. “If I ever feel like my words aren’t working, if I go non verbal or whatever, I’ll just bite you.” 
“Okay, but that is not the threat you think it is.” Ilya had to fold his arms so he wouldn’t reach out and drag the Omega back into bed, back into his arms. “Oh no, a pretty and fierce Omega wants to snack on me? What will I do, someone help me.” 
“No, I mean I’d bite your dick off.” Shane clarified bluntly but Ilya waved him off, “No. You like my dick too much. You would miss it.” 
“Fuck you.” Shane swiped a pillow from the floor and threw it at the aggravating Alpha like being called pretty and fierce didn’t make him quake, like the idea of Ilya enjoying being bit didn’t make him throb. “You guys play in Montreal next week?” 
“Yes.” 
“You um.” Shane put his socks on. Pants on. Shirt and hoodie and jacket. Layer after layer to cover up the smell of Alpha and sex on him for the quick walk back to his own room, layer after layer to cover up how lately he got lonely the second he left Rozanov’s bed. “You want to meet?” 
“Yes.” 
“I’ll text you.” Shane nodded jerkily, bending down to tie his shoes so he wouldn’t look up and lose his nerve. “I’ve got a new place and you– you should come see it. It’s private. Really private. You could come right after the game and stay until curfew. You know?” 
It was an offer of time. Usually the Alpha stayed up late partying with his team because Ilya Rozanov disappearing to be alone in his hotel room immediately after a game would be noticeably odd. Usually Ilya texted Shane close to midnight to meet and Shane would text him the room number he’d booked at the same hotel several floors up and then they had to be quiet and hurry just in case a teammate or coach or too nosy fan saw either one of them leaving. 
But a private, personal place was an offer of time. Ilya could leave from the locker room with a bland excuse of having plans and get to Shane’s condo well before midnight, he could stay until just before the two am team curfew because a quick cab ride would get him back to the hotel and walking through the doors in plenty of time. They would have hours together without worrying about the noise, about anyone who might overhear or see and more than that–
–more than that, the offer of time together came with the unspoken acknowledgment that they were several events past pretending their hookups were spontaneous and unplanned and not really meant to happen. 
The Omega was letting Ilya know he was ready and willing for them to purposefully plan to have time together and it was enough to about put the Alpha on the floor. 
“You will need extra large condoms.” Ilya laughed to cover the hitch in his breath, held his hands out miming an outrageously sized cock to cover just how widely goofy his grin was over his Omega offering something so fucking important. “Do not worry, I will fit inside you, but you will need the big condoms. And lots of lube.” 
“Fuck you, a real Alpha would get me so wet we wouldn’t need lube. But hey, if you aren’t up to the task?” Shane copied the Alpha’s hand gesture but pretended it was a dildo. “I’m sure I’ve got something that is.” 
“Fuck you and your purple dildo, Hollander.” 
“Show up next week and maybe you’ll actually get to, Rozanov.” 
Shane jammed his feet into his shoes and ran his hands through his hair trying to smooth it down a little. “Okay so next week. I guess I’ll see– oh.” 
He stopped when Rozanov got out of the bed and came towards him naked, all solid bulk and heavy muscle closing the few yards of distance between them with sure, steady steps.  The Alpha’s eyes flickered red as he came in close and his fangs scraped Shane’s bottom lip before he sealed their mouths together for a slow, searching kiss. His big hand closed at Shane’s throat, thumb pressing in hard over the blocker patch and circling over the bump of Shane’s bonding spot as he drew the kiss out long, licking through Shane’s mouth and pressing his other hand in over Shane’s heart until the Omega twined their fingers together and kissed him right back. 
And, “Soon, Omega.” Ilya pushed their foreheads together, nipping at the tip of Shane’s nose. “Yes?” 
Soon. 
*****
Montreal
“...you do not have a nest.” Ilya stood in the professionally designed bedroom of the professionally designed condo in the professionally developed part of the city and frowned towards the bed that looked like it had been purchased right out of an interior design magazine. There were at least a dozen throw pillows, a perfectly coordinated comforter, the room matched in the glossy fake way the rooms matched in furniture stores and he glanced from the bed to the Omega still standing by the bedroom door and repeated, “You do not have a nest?” 
“Uh no.” Shane’s brows lowered in confusion. “No? Why?” 
“Why not?” Ilya emphasized and Shane shrugged, “I don’t really live here. This isn’t home, you know? So I don’t nest here.” 
“Your apartment.” Ilya asked next. “You nest there?” 
“No. Nope.” he shook his head. “That’s not really home either, I’m only there in between games, you know? I’m on the road most of the time so–” 
“So home is… your parents.” It bothered Ilya, the lack of nest, the lack of personality in the space, the lack of Shane. The condo scented like nothing. Neutral cleaning products and inoffensively bland air fresheners, the kitchen was pristine, the furniture unused, the air cold because the heating hadn’t kicked in yet because the Omega didn’t live there.
Yes, it was private but it was no more personal than the hotel rooms, maybe even less personal because there were no clothes or belongings scattered around, not phone chargers or food wrappers or anything.
“You nest at your parents.” he tried again, not judgmental but disappointed somewhere deep down in his bones because he’d thought– the Alpha had hoped– Hollander was bringing him to his home, to his most comfortable space, to his nest. 
Apparently not. 
“I don’t nest at my parents house.” Saying it out loud, admitting out loud that he didn’t have a single place in his life where he felt comfortable and home enough to build a nest was mortifying, and Shane hunched his shoulders and folded his arms against the truth of it. 
He wore suppressants and blockers every single day so he was insulated from the influx of hormones and scent of the Alphas on his team. If he wasn’t traveling for a game he was out of the house training or practicing so he didn’t have time to hang out in a nest anyway. He was too old to keep his Mom’s sweater or a blanket from his parent’s bed around and he didn’t have close friends or– or a romantic partner’s clothing to layer into a nest, it wasn’t as if he was going to keep Rozanov’s clothing in a nest even if he had a nest–
Shit. Shane had been so dialed in, focused in, purposefully dedicated busy for the last several years, he hadn’t had the time to be bothered by his lack of nest but now the Alpha was standing there staring at him like the lack of nest was crazy and that sucked. 
It sucked. 
The scent that made it past Rozanov’s suppressants was tinted blue like Rozanov was sorry for Shane, sorry sorry what a lonely Omega, too busy and too isolated to have anything to put in a nest, sorry sorry. 
Shit. 
“It doesn’t matter.” Shane rubbed a hand over his mouth. Over his chin. Over his chest where his heart felt bruised blue by the sympathy in the Alpha’s faint scent. “Why does where I make a nest matter to you, it doesn’t matter.” 
“Doesn’t matter.” Ilya agreed with a short nod, lying for the sake of erasing the miserable furrow in the Omega’s brow. “But I had to know for sure.” 
“Why?” 
“So I could make fun of you for buying whole place just to fuck.” he flashed his fangs in an obnoxious grin, purposefully changing the subject and exhaling relieved when the Omega’s shoulders dropped and the mood in the room lightened again. 
“I did not buy this place just so we had a place to fuck.” 
“Obviously you did.” Ilya tossed his coat onto the nearest chair and spread his arms wide. “You bought whole place so no one hears you beg for my knot.” 
“Jesus Christ.” Shane rolled his eyes and the Alpha nodded very seriously as if he’d figured it all out, “No one in building to hear you scream very loud. Is it sex? Is it murder? No one will know.” 
“You need to stop talking.” Shane finally laughed and Ilya dropped his arms back to his side and countered, “No, you need to stop talking.” 
A beat, then the Alpha held his hand back out, palm up and fingers curled coaxing. “Come here.” 
“No.” Shane shook his head, smiling. “You come here.” 
“No,” Ilya started moving towards him. “You come here.” 
“My place, my rules.” Shane denied as he hurried forward to meet the Alpha in the middle of the room. “You come here.” 
“Here, Omega.” Ilya caught him, grabbed him, wrapped him into a hug and one of these times, one of these times Shane would get around to reminding Rozanov to not call him 'Omega' but the kiss was more important and scrabbling at layers of clothing to get to bare skin was more important and holding on to the Alpha while blunt fingers opened him up and the Alpha kept asking, “Still want? Is okay? Tell me, tell me, tell me.” was so so important. 
“Still okay, Omega?” Ilya asked as he lined his cock up to the Omega’s slick hole and pushed pushed past the clenched rim. He grit his teeth groaning as the flared head popped past the tight muscle and slid in another inch, and when Hollander grabbed for him, Ilya lurched up to cover him in a kiss, rocking deeper in tiny increments and splitting the Omega open from the inside out. “Still okay?” 
“So good, Rozy, fuck.” Shane’s eyes were wet, chest heaving and the tendons in his neck straining with the effort of staying open and still and relaxed enough for the Alpha to bottom out all the way in him. Rozanov leaned in to kiss him and Shane clutched at him, hands in the Alpha’s hair to drag him closer and then at the back of the Alpha’s neck, holding him tight so he could mouth and kiss and tremble against the crook of the Alpha’s throat. 
“Do you want mine off?” Ilya tilted his head opening his throat up to the Omega’s lips and teeth, shuddering through a hard bite at his jaw and offering, whispering encouraging when Hollander kept coming back to nuzzle over his suppressant patch, “Take it off, scent me, it’s okay.” 
“Just don’t stop.” Shane looped both arms at Rozanov’s neck and exhaled loudly through another push of the Alpha’s cock into his core. “D-don’t stop.” 
It was too much. 
“Too much– fuck. Too much, Roz holy shit—!” Shane’s shoulders fit right over the Alpha’s shoulders and Rozanov damn near folded him in half in the bed, holding him open with a hand under his knee and his other hand over Shane’s heart, groping and squeezing at his chest in time to each deep, dirty grind at his hole. “F-fuck–!” 
“Tell me.” the Alpha ordered hoarsely but Shane didn’t answer, couldn’t answer, he opened his mouth and only managed a whine, high pitched and needy as he kept coming back over and over to the patch at the Alpha’s throat. Every raspy breath brought the scent of pine and amber into his lungs, the Alpha’s suppressant muted scent just present enough to make Shane’s mouth water like he was starving. 
“Is okay, Omega.” Ilya leaned into the scrape of the Omega’s fingernails at the blocker patch. “Take it, you need me, need to scent me, it’s fine. Take it off, is okay, come on.” 
Shane lunged up to sink his teeth into the Alpha’s shoulder instead, into the corded muscle at his neck, craning lower to dig his blunt teeth into Rozanov’s chest and feel the Alpha vibrate through a growl against his tongue. 
Twice Ilya had offered the Omega to take off his patch and scent him and, twice Hollander had declined, but Ilya didn’t let him bother him, didn’t let it distract from the way Shane rippled clenching around his cock and bit into him hissing begging for more. 
It wasn’t a rejection when the Omega was clutching him close begging for more, it wasn’t. 
“So good, Omega, you are being so good.” Ilya panted once he’d gotten Hollander turned over face down on the bed, once the Omega fell into presenting with his face in the pillows and back bent into a graceful arch so beautifully easy Ilya could scarcely believe it.
He fit back inside with a single thrust, punching a groan out of the gorgeous Omega when the new angle let Ilya fuck him harder, pounding into him with hands clasped bruising tight at Hollander’s and eyes turned needy scarlet watching the Omega rock back eager into every stroke. Hollander pleaded for more with gasped cries and thready mewls, bitten off whines and sharp little chirps and when the words and noises failed him, the Omega reached back and just grabbed for Ilya, rolling his hips into each hard push and scratching his nails at Ilya’s leg, up to clutch at Ilya’s ass and keep him close and inside and everywhere. 
And. 
“Knot me.” the first hard shove of the Alpha’s knot at his rim made Shane wail, had his arms giving out so he face planted on the bed and he curled his fingers into the pillow case stammered out from lax lips, “W-Wan’ you t’knot me…” 
“Fuck, Hollander.” Ilya’s eyes slammed shut, his fangs cutting bleeding into his bottom lip as he forced himself still for a moment, fighting for every ounce of his self control. “Fuck. Ask me,” he clenched his teeth hard, didn’t trust himself to move until he got the words out, “Ask me again but when you are calm, when you have words and I–” 
“Alpha, please…” 
“You are going to kill me.” Ilya stretched as far as he could to get his mouth at the nape of the Omega’s neck, digging his fangs in as hard as he dared before he thought he’d break skin and spill blood. “Fuck, you are going to kill me calling me Alpha like that. Here then, greedy Omega, here is more.” 
Ilya didn’t knot him. Not really. Not when the Omega had said no weeks before and not when the Omega was only purring pleading yes when he was too far gone to even put together full sentences.
Instead, Ilya prodded his fingers at Hollander’s hole and stretched his entrance wider, pushed his fingers into the slick channel then crooked the digits stuck next to his cock so with every thrust the Omega could feel the pressure and weight and heft like a knot was catching locked in him.
“Al-Alpha…” Shane slurred out, stunned pliant in the bed with his whole body moving with each of the Alpha’s strokes, a tremble running up and down his spine with every of the simulated knot at his rim. “Fuck...S’good, that’s good, don’t stop…”
“Omega.” Shane. Ilya grit his teeth and locked his jaw so he wouldn’t bite when he came, hooking his finger-knot deeper into the Omega’s body and snarling from behind his fangs, grinding against his ass. “Fuck.” 
“F-full…” Shane came without being touched, the heat of the Alpha over his back and the weight of the Alpha in his core more than enough to bring him finishing, his cock jerking and spilling all over the bed. “Fuck Alpha, m’so full…keep me full..."
"Ask me again later." Ilya wrapped his arm around the Omega's chest to hold him steady as he rolled to the side and brought Hollander spooning up against him. "Later when you-- when you know what you are saying."
He pushed his face into the curve of the Omega's throat and rumbled low and adoring, "Ask me again later. I'll keep you full."
****
“We won’t see each other during the Olympics.” Shane sat himself gingerly on the hard stairs at the back exit to his building, his hoodie pulled up over his head and his arms folded close to his body. He was sated loose and tightly sore all at the same time, shivering not so much cold as he was overwhelmed and he hugged the Alpha’s jacket against his chest without really noticing, nuzzling into the fabric trying to catch a hint of the the Alpha’s scent without even realizing. “Your family must be happy the Games are in Russia?” 
“Mmm.” Ilya knew his brother didn’t care, and his father would only care if he was coherent enough to even know what was going on, so he shrugged. “Yes. I suppose.” 
“My parents are psyched for me. They can’t come but,” Shane was rambling, filling the silence and prolonging the moment, holding onto Rozanov’s jacket and talking so the night didn’t have to be over quite yet, so he didn’t have to go back to being alone again quite yet. “My mom’s threatening to wake up at like four in the morning so she can–” 
“The car is here. I have to go.” It was almost curfew. Ilya reached for his jacket, tugging at it only lightly waiting to see if Hollander would tug back like he wanted to keep it to wear or to bury in his nest or just to have for next time. 
Shane let go. It wasn't really a rejection. The Alpha told himself that Hollander not wanting his jacket, his knot, his scent wasn’t really a rejection, not in any way that mattered. 
It was fine. Only sex between them. Simple. Everything else about life was messy and stressful and chaotic, but these moments with the Omega were so beautifully, peacefully simple that Ilya wasn’t willing to ruin it by overthinking himself into a depression over a jacket.
“Come here.” He leaned in for a kiss, short and sweet and then in again for longer, lingering over the Omega’s lips and rumbling soft when Hollander turned to bump their noses. “Good luck in Sochi.” 
“Good luck.” Shane nodded, nodded, then hooked his fingers in the Alpha’s shirt and brought him back for a third kiss, sighing into the warmth of Rozanov’s palm at his cheek and smiling loopy and sweet when the Alpha eased away. “Bye.” 
“...bye Omega.” 
Right when he pulled back and started to straighten up, Ilya thought the Omega’s dark eyes ringed briefly brilliantly bright, he thought Hollander was slow blinking up at him with molten mated gold sparking deep in his gaze the same way Omegas in love looked up at their chosen Alphas. 
Oh. 
Suddenly nothing about anything was simple at all.
*****
Chapter Notes: 
Very Big Feelings for Alpha!Ilya trying not to take Shane's boundary of wearing the patch as a rejection of intimacy, and then him offering up his own scent/intimacy to Shane without expecting Shane to offer the same.
Could write an entire separate fic on Shane's lack of nest and how Ilya helps him change that.
Sceaming over the boys wrestling and Shane threatening to use his big purple dildo vs letting Ilya fuck him.
Next Chapter: Russia and The Vegas Scene.
Thanks for reading!
 
 






      

  












      Chapter 3: Olympians (I hate it here)
  


    Chapter Summary

    This was supposed to be a 1000 word short scene in Sochi before we moved on to The Vegas Scene but instead, the short scene jumped the train tracks, careened wildly off into the woods and plummeted right off a cliff into like 8k words of angst and emotional trauma.

Also it's my birthday, so happy birthday to me, I expanded the hell out of the originally planned scenting scene and now we get like 1000+ words of Shane being absolutely turned inside out upside down by the way his Alpha smells. It's what he and us deserve (holla)








  
Sochi Olympics 
 
2014
 
Somehow Shane wasn’t surprised when he looked way up into the stands at the men’s figure skating event and saw Ilya Rozanov standing on the skywalk. 
 
It felt like it made sense for the Alpha to live at the rink, to haunt the rink, to watch over the rink and all the different events from some high above it all place, monitoring the ice with his cold eyes and cold features and coldly blank expression. Shane wouldn’t have been surprised to learn Rozanov stayed and watched every single event, that he took to the ice to practice on the rare occasion when the rink was empty, there was something about the brutal Russian winter contrasted with the gaudiness of the Olympic spectacle that made it seem normal for Ilya Rozanov specifically to retreat to the highest walkways behind the nosebleed seats and just watch. 
 
Not that Shane knew the Alpha well enough to assume anything like that, no.
 
He probably didn’t really know Rozanov and couldn’t with any degree of certainty figure out what Rozanov was thinking at any given time. Even after several years of doing... whatever it was they were doing, the Alpha and Omega weren’t familiar like friends, they were only familiar as rival players who studied each other’s plays and methods and as the occasional hook up. There wasn’t any real reason for the Omega to spy Rozanov way up high in the seats and think ‘oh it makes sense’, but Shane thought it all anyway with a small sort of smile and a press at his chest where something shifted eager at the chance to see the Alpha for the first time weeks. 
 
It would have been risky for Shane to make a point of seeking Rozanov out if they were back home. Shane Hollander leaving his teammates to go and chat with his arch rival nemesis Ilya Rozanov before a game in Boston or Montreal would have been obvious and awkward and noticeable in all the worst ways. But in Sochi when it was about countries instead of teams, when Shane barely knew the guys on the Canadian team but by virtue of the media fabricated rivalry certainly knew Rozanov, when they’d played together just a few weeks previous and were due to play together a few weeks after the Olympics– 
 
–well, that didn’t seem quite so risky, and that’s what the Omega told himself as he slipped away from Hunter and Vaughn. He made his way out of the main seating area and took a roundabout path through the arena corridors until he found the steep stairs that led up and up into the nosebleed seat, up to the walkway where Rozano stood propped against a pillar with his hands in his pockets, staring down at the ice. 
 
Fuck, he was beautiful. Objectively, Ilya Rozanov was a good looking man and no one in their right mind could deny he was a virile attractive Alpha, but as Shane slowed his steps making his way towards the Alpha, he was struck for the first time, tenth time, the hundredth time by just how beautiful Rozanov was. 
 
Something about Russia looked good on him. Maybe it was the all black clothing, maybe it was the freezing fucking weather washing his skin pale and making his blue eyes glow, maybe he’d lost weight, Shane thought maybe Rozanov had lost weight cos his cheekbones were sharply defined, his jaw tense and nose outlined in the shitty rink lights and he looked incredible. 
 
Shane touched his throat unconsciously instinctive as he approached the Alpha, stunned a little bit speechless by just how beautiful he was. 
 
The Omega pressed the patch over his bonding spot and scent glands unconsciously instinctive as he thought about the last time he’d seen Rozanov, stunned a little bit speechless by the way his stomach went topsy turvy and heart rate picked up racing just from the anticipation of waiting for Rozanov to turn and smile at him. 
 
Except. 
 
“Hey.” Talking to Rozanov as fellow Olympians wasn’t as risky as talking to him as rivals back in the states, but for the sake of appearances, Shane didn’t get too close. He stopped at the next closest pillar from the Alpha and leaned against it casually, didn’t let himself stare and tried to sound entirely nonchalant when he offered a quiet, “Hey.” 
 
But.
 
“Not here.” Rozanov cut a sideways glance at him, then turned back to the ice. “Go away.” 
 
“Oh. No. I didn’t mean um–” immediate embarrassment made Shane blush. Rozanov was understandably pissy after the Russian team had been eliminated from the Games, he was probably every bit as worried, maybe two or three times as worried as Shane was about Russian being so specifically dangerous for people who chose same-gendered bed partners, it made perfect fucking sense for him to shut down an attempt at a hook up right then and there. 
 
“Not that. I’m not here for that.” The Omega scrambled to fix it, to reassure Rozanov that no he wasn’t wandering around in the nosebleeds hoping to hook up, and yeah he knew how fucking dangerous it was, he was just there as a–a friend. 
 
They were sort of friends… right? 
 
“I saw you up here.” he tried again, awkwardly. “I wanted to see how you’re doing?” 
 
“Fine.” Rozanov was fine. Cold eyes, cold features, cold expression. He gave away nothing, offered Shane nothing, kept his hands in his pockets and eyes on the rink, nothing. “Go sit down.” 
 
“We,” Shane started to say something about getting a cup of coffee. About watching the next couple games together since plenty of teams and players mixed together in the stands to watch the Games progress. About how Hunter and Vaughn were way nicer than Rozanov might think and would be fine with him joining them in the seats. 
 
He started to say, “We,” but he barely got the syllable out before the Alpha shook his head, “We are not anything. Go away, Hollander.” 
 
Rejection. Shane couldn’t count how many times Rozanov had called him Hollander over the last few years but it hadn’t ever sounded like that. Even in the beginning, in the very beginning, the Alpha had never said Hollander like that, like a warning, like he didn’t like how the word tasted on his tongue or sounded coming from his mouth. 
 
Rejection and it stung into Shane’s eyes. Prickled at his skin. He took a whole step away without even noticing, bumping his back at the cold pillar and stumbling to an unsteady stop, fuck. 
 
“Um.” he cleared his throat, cleared his throat, scratched at the patch over his bonding spot and cleared his throat, scratched at his jaw and scratched at his chest cos it stung and tried, “Are you… okay?” 
 
“Go.” Rozanov didn’t even look at him that time. “Please.” 
 
“You didn’t,” oh it was pathetic, Shane was being pathetic, the sting of rejection should have him turning heel and leaving, maybe snapping and snarling cos who the fuck did the Alpha think he was being so goddamn rude, but instead, “You didn’t answer my text.” 
 
Rozanov hadn’t answered his text. Not the one Shane had sent the day he boarded the plane for Russia, not the one he’d sent right after the opening ceremony when the Alpha had held his country’s flag high as Captain of the hockey team, not the one he’d sent after the humiliating loss that had squashed the Russian team’s hope for a medal. 
 
Shane felt like he was being pathetic and the desperate ick of it was clammy at his palms, cold sweat at his temples, his feet scuffing the unforgiving concrete floor as he shifted his weight back and forth, back and forth unable to stay still. 
 
He felt a thousand percent worse when Rozanov finally turned from watching the ice and levelled the full weight of those coldly blank blue eyes on him. 
 
“No, I did not answer your boring text.” he hissed out from behind his fangs. “Now will you go?” 
 
“Fine.” Rejection and it stung. It swept up Shane’s body paralyzing from his toes clear to his shoulders, closed at his throat and fuzzed into his ears until the noise of the rink and the roar of the crowds muted behind a peculiarly creeping numbness that weighted into his lungs and made his next breath loud, his next word little more than a whisper, “Fuck.” 
 
Rozanov had nothing else to say. Shane turned himself around and left. He shuffled down the concrete walkway and plodded his way down the steep stairs. Got turned around in the winding corridors of the main arena and absentmindedly, unintentionally, bit his nails right down to the quick as he tried and failed, tried and failed to focus enough to follow the signs and make his way out into the pale, wintry sunshine. 
 
It was a relatively short walk from the ice rink to the dorms where the hockey players lived, but by the time the Omega stumbled into the lobby of his assigned building, he was freezing. He was tugging at his hair, pulling at his ear, rubbing numb fingertips at the edge of his blocker patch until the skin-safe adhesive pilled up under his nails and the patch started to pull away from his skin. 
 
“Hey, whoa Hollander, you okay?” Hayden scrambled up from his bed, voice pitched in alarm when Shane walked through the door, stumbled through the door, literally physically almost didn’t make through the door of their shared room before his feet caught on the rug and nearly sent him pitching face first to the floor. “Holy shit, kiddo. What’s up?” 
 
“M’fine.” Shane went right to his bed and laid down fully dressed, clothes on, jacket on, shoes on. He crawled under the blankets then grabbed for the extra blankets. Burrowed into the pillow and pressed the other pillows at his back so he was surrounded. “S'okay.” 
 
“You're fine.” Hayden repeated skeptically. “Cos uh, you just got into bed fully dressed with your shoes on and that’s weird for you. So…” 
 
“So what.” Shane scratched at his hair. At his earlobe. At his neck over and over, the ragged ends of his nails catching on the patch. “What, Hayden?” 
 
“I just uh,” the Alpha propped his hands on his hips and blew out an uncertain breath. “Do you need help? You seem all shaky, do you need,” he held his hand out cautiously, motioning to where Shane kept rubbing at his throat. “You want me to settle you?” 
 
“Settle me?!” the Omega’s voice cracked frazzled with disbelief and Hayden hurried to explain, “I just mean, you’re self soothing real bad right now. Your hair, your face, over your bonding glands. And I get it, alright? First Olympics, your parents aren’t here, you’re around all these knot heads all day. I can help. Do you want me to help? Cos I’m a safe Alpha, you know? I can settle you and you don’t have to worry about me trying to hump your leg or whatever,” 
 
He tried for a laugh to dissolve the awkwardly tense moment. “I’m just saying.” 
 
“You wouldn’t offer to settle another Alpha.” Shane bit out, folding himself further into the blankets and screwing his eyes shut. “Don’t treat me like that. I appreciate you rooming with me to– to keep me safe or whatever, but don’t act like–” 
 
“Let me stop your whole over-compensating Omega schtick right there.” Hayden was a good Alpha, a traditional Alpha, a happily mated and married family man Alpha and he wouldn’t ever encroach on a single Omega’s space to sit on their bed uninvited, but he did reach and close his hand around Shane’s ankle under the blanket to give it a firm shake. “Because if an Alpha came in acting like he was a half a tick away from shutting down, you better believe I’d offer to settle him too. That sorta shit is common courtesy for the sake of the team, taking care of each other cos one of us freaking out just leads to everyone else freaking out. I’d offer it for an Alpha so of course I'm gonna offer the same thing to you, my teammate and my friend who just so happens to be an Omega.” 
 
“...sorry.” Shane mumbled into his pillow, and Hayden shook his ankle again, “You don’t have to be sorry. But what’s up? What’s going on?” 
 
“Nothing. I’m just cold.” it was only partly a lie. The Omega really was fucking freezing but it had nothing to do with the Russian winter or spending all day at the rink and everything to do with Rozanov so quickly, brutally dismissing him when all Shane had done since the night at his condo was dream about the Alpha’s hands and mouth and tongue and teeth and the way his eyes went red and the way his faint scent tinted warm. 
 
“I’m just cold.” Only partly a lie. Shane closed his eyes and told himself it was the whole truth. “I’m fine, Hayden.” 
 
“You’re a really bad liar, but I’ll let it go so you don’t threaten to bite me or whatever.” Hayden went back to his own bed, shrugging into a heavy jacket and grabbing his phone. “I’m gonna go wander for a bit. Jackie and the girls will be home in an hour so I’m gonna call them, then I’ll get some food and bring it back here to eat. Do you want anything?” 
 
“No.” 
 
Hayden left. Shane stayed there on his bed fully clothed, fully buried, fully sick to his stomach. 
 
From Lily: 3pm
 
Shane’s phone buzzed two hours later with a series of texts from the Alpha. First a time, then an address. The name of an expensive but reputable car company to get him there. There was a door code so Shane wouldn’t have to go through the building’s main lobby and announce himself as a visitor, then general directions through the residential complex to an apartment on the sixth floor. 
 
From Lily: If you can
 
“Fuck.” Shane closed his eyes, rocked back and forth on the bed a few times, then pried his eyes open and typed out an answer with clumsy, numb fingers. 
 
From Jane: I’ll be there
 
*****
 
From Lily: Door is unlocked 
 
The designated building was every bit as blandly square and generically gray as the other dozen buildings the car passed on the way to drop Shane off. He tipped the driver extra for dropping him off around the corner, then pulled his hat down and his hoodie further up around his face and hurried to the back door, punching in the code and breathing a quick sigh of relief when it opened immediately. 
 
Six flights of stairs up seemed like a better idea than risking cameras in the elevator and Shane checked the texted directions again as he climbed so he wouldn’t get confused with the long hallways, multiple corners and endless identical doors. 
 
Rozanov had sent the apartment number and a reminder that the door would be unlocked and Shane glanced both ways down the hallway before trying the knob and slipping inside–
 
– "You’re here.” Ilya was barely out of the shower, crossing the living room with a towel wrapped around his waist and mid-looking for his phone to see if the Omega had texted that he was on the way over, when the door opened and Hollander stepped into the apartment foyer. 
 
And, “You’re early.” he said because he didn’t know what else to say. He’d held off showering so he wouldn’t nervous sweat himself into stinking worrying about whether or not Hollander would actually show up, he’d thought he had at least another ten minutes to collect himself dressed with a drink in his hand and the mental composure to get through seeing the Omega after the disastrous rink conversation but shit. 
 
Shit. The Alpha gripped his phone until the case threatened to crack in his palm and ran his tongue over his fangs anxious, “You didn’t text and now you are early.” 
 
“Yeah well, you know what they say.” Shane shoved his hands in his pockets, his shoulders hunched. “If you’re not ten minutes early, you’re already late.” 
 
“That is boring, no one really says that.” Ilya tightened the towel around his waist then turned to yank the curtains over the window. Shane blinked a few times when the room was suddenly quite a bit darker and asked hesitantly, “Are we… safe here?” 
 
“Yes, is private.” Ilya went to the next window and pulled the blinds at that one too, turning on lamps as he made his way through the living room. “Is my friend’s place and I stay here sometime before, nothing weird for anyone to see if I am here. You used code for back door?” 
 
“Yeah. Yeah, I did.” The Omega swallowed nervously, scratching at the reapplied blocker patch at his throat. “So, I didn’t think you would text. I mean, after earlier--"
 
“Come here.” the second the windows were covered and the lamps were lit, Ilya went to him, almost ran to him, crossed the room in a few big steps and grabbed the Omega up into a smothering hug, crushed their mouths together in a searing, biting kiss. 
 
“Omega.” Ilya buried his fingers into Hollander’s black hair and tugged hard at the silky strands,  framed his rough palms on either side of the Omega’s face and held him in close, noses knocking and breath coming strangled behind the too hard press of lips. He brushed the back of his knuckles along Hollander’s cheek, swept his thumbs gently gently over the damnable beautiful freckles, then cupped the Omega’s chin, dug his fingers in hard and ordered, “Open here, let me in. Let me in.” 
 
Shane opened up maybe obediently, definitely needy and the way the Alpha groaned like he was starving as he surged forward to lick and fuck his tongue into his mouth made Shane whimper. His knees buckled and the Alpha caught him, Ilya didn’t hesitate to wrap an arm like steel low at the Omega’s hips and set his stance wider to counter Hollander’s weight when the gorgeous Omega went weak against him. 
 
“You are cold.” the Omega was cold and Ilya didn’t like it. He ran his hands in restless lines up and down Hollander’s strong arms, massaging and kneading at the bulk of his bicep, around to the lean muscles in the Omega’s back. He held Hollander’s waist, at his hips, up to palm at his chest and back again into his hair, sank into the heat of Hollander’s mouth and twist of the Omega’s tongue pushing at the tip of his fangs and cursed against the Omega’s lips because he didn’t like that Hollander was cold. “You need a better jacket.” 
 
“No, I’m fine. I’m fine.” Shane plastered himself to the Alpha’s bare chest, scrambling to get out of his jacket and shoving his hoodie sleeves up so he could get his hands spread wide over the flex and tense of Rozanov’s abdomen, scratching lightly through the trail of dark hair leading into the still damp town and digging his nails in harder at Rozanov’s back just to hear the Alpha growl for it. “It’s not– I don’t need another jacket, it’s from earlier.” 
 
“...earlier.” Ilya leaned back to look at him, ducking his head to try and catch the Omega’s eye as his heart sank and stomach twisted up guilty. “The rink. That is earlier.” 
 
“Um.” Shane kept his eyes down, his index finger tugging lightly at the towel. “Y-yeah.” 
 
“Fuck.” Fuck, Ilya took his hand off of Hollander’s waist only long enough to rub frustrated over his own mouth. He knew he’d been too mean to the Omega but he’d been fighting for control, for his sanity, he’d been dodging his father’s calls and the pissed off, pointless texts from his useless brother. Ilya hadn’t even been watching the figure skating competition, he’d been staring at the ice mentally replaying every second of the game, every second of his loss, every single second where he’d failed as Captain of the Russian hockey team and let down his father, his family, his country, himself, fuck. 
 
Not answering Hollander’s text had been a form of self imposed punishment. 
 
Objectively, staying away from the Omega was about safety. In the States they could flirt on camera with teeth bared and eyes rolled, push and shove each other and get in one another’s space and it was all seen as fun and games, rivalry, embarrassing one another and hamming it up for the press and no one thought anything of it. 
 
In Russia, it would be seen as truth. He could not flirt and tease and push at a male Omega without someone being suspicious. He couldn’t be seen texting anyone beyond Svetlana with any regularity or one of his teammates would spread rumors and he would be bullied coerced into answering intrusive questions from his Father. Ilya could fake it in Boston and Montreal, but in Russia the truth was harder to hide and that truth would be taken as perversion and disgusting and illegal, so yes, it was safer to stay away and stay quiet no matter how many times Hollander texted him. 
 
But really, Ilya was punishing himself for losing. He was refusing himself the comfort of one of Hollander’s smiles. Denying himself the chance to see a hint of gold in the Omega’s dark eyes, the same hint of gold that had haunted Ilya’s dreams since Montreal. He didn’t know how many hours he’d stood there staring at the ice hating the game and his father, the country and himself but he’d been more or less miserably settled into his self loathing until the Omega had found him. 
 
His Omega had found him. Hollander had appeared as if summoned from Ilya’s best dreams and worst fears, voice pitched soft and dark eyes warm, his hand half reaching and a smile already tilting at his mouth and Ilya had been mean to him. Seeing the Omega, knowing Hollander had gone out of his way to come and find and check in on Ilya had been everything, but he’d been too far in his head to be anything other than vicious. 
 
“Sorry.” the next kiss was gently apologetic, nearly chaste so Ilya could form the words directly against the Omega’s mouth. “I’m sorry, Omega.” he shook his head, setting his fangs featherlight onto Hollander’s bottom lip so the Omega knew he was serious. “Sorry I left you cold.” 
 
“It’s fine now.” Shane tilted his head up into a real kiss. It wasn’t all the way fine, but it was getting better the longer they kissed, the longer the Alpha kept sort of obsessively petting him, smoothing up and down his back and tugging at his hair, massaging the nape of his neck with an arm settled secure at his waist, tapping over his heart in a soothing rhythm before flattening the weight of his palm into Shane’s sternum to hold him steady. “It’s– I’m better now.” 
 
“Good.” Ilya hooked his finger under Hollander’s chin and covered him in a harder kiss. “Good.” he slid his tongue wet along the whorl of the Omega’s ear and nipped at his ear lobe. “Good.” he pushed his hands under the waistband of Hollander’s pants and grabbed big handfuls of his rear, dragging the Omega into his body and growling wanting over the sound of the Omega’s startled moan, “Take patch off.” 
 
“Wh-what–?” Shane lolled his head back gasping over the scrape of fangs at his jaw, clutched at the Alpha’s broad shoulders and trusted Rozanov to hold his weight when he couldn’t seem to stand cos the hypnotic sucking pull of the Alpha’s mouth at his pulse was enough to make him gush slick between his thighs, his cock straining behind his zipper. “What did you say?"
 
“Off.” Ilya clasped his hand at the nape of the Omega’s nape again and pressed his thumb over the blocker patch, searching for the bump of Hollander’s bonding spot and scent glands beneath the material. “Take it off. Let me scent you.” 
 
“Wait, no.” The pressure over his bonding spot certainly got Shane’s attention, and he straightened up out of the kiss, even backed up with a hand held protectively over the patch, “No. What? That’s crazy. No.” 
 
“You wear them every time,” Ilya pointed out half pleading, half exasperated and Shane shook his head, backed up another step, “Yeah, I do. All day, every day and you know there’s a reason for that. Especially here on the Olympic team, there’s a reason I wear them all the time. I can’t just take it off. No.” 
 
“Just here it is okay, though.” Ilya kept one hand on the hem of his towel and waved the other hand around the apartment. “We cannot be loud or take too much time and it would be easier– would be better if we– if–” 
 
Words failed. The Alpha snarled out something Russian and frustrated. He wanted the connection with his Omega, needed the reassurance of having Hollander there with him. He hadn’t realized until the Olympics, until Sochi, just how much he hated Russia and hated his family and his Omega had come to him twice now, once at the rink and now at Svetlana’s apartment, that was twice and Ilya was vibrating out of his skin needing to be close.
 
But the words failed and the snarling wasn’t helping, how he supposed to say such a thing when he’d never said anything like it before?
 
“No, that is crazy.” The Alpha’s snarling wasn’t helping. Shane kept shaking his head, shaking his head, shaking his head, it was a bad idea. “We’d smell like each other all damn day."
 
“That is what shower is for.” Ilya tried impatiently, but Shane cut him off, “It would take way more than one shower to get our scents off each other.” 
 
“Okay, but is normal.” Some secret, primal part of the Alpha wanted to howl at the thought of his Omega needing multiple showers, multiple days to wash his scent away. “I scent like Omega, you scent like Alpha, that is what we are supposed to scent like after sex.” 
 
“Ok but–!” 
 
“No one would know is my scent on you.” he interjected hurriedly. “You could tell them it was whore.” 
 
“A whore.” Shane breathed out an incredulous laugh. “You want me to tell my teammates, my friends, that I was with a whore when I go back to the Village reeking like an Alpha.” 
 
Then with something uncomfortably cold unfurling in his chest, “Is that what you tell your teammates and friends? After we hook up or– or whatever. That you were out with a whore?” 
 
“No.” No. The very idea set Ilya’s teeth on edge. “No, of course not.” 
 
“What does that mean, of course not?” 
 
“It means I would never call you a whore.” Ilya snapped, darkly possessively furious at the thought of anyone calling his Omega a whore. “They do not know who I am with, but when I mention you– Jane– whatever, no. Never would I say you are whore.” 
 
“But you’d be fine with me calling you a whore?!” Shane didn’t get it, and Ilya sliced his hand through the air irritably, “I do not care. I do not care how you talk about me Hollander, but we do not have much time today and you are talking so much, can we please–” 
 
“What is going on with you today?” Shane finally asked what he’d wanted to ask at the rink, what he’d wanted to ask when the text came in, what he’d wanted to ask the second the Alpha had kissed him like he was desperate and angry and hurting all at the same time. “Are you okay?” 
 
Ilya nodded shortly. “I am fine, Hollander.” 
 
“You’re not though.” Shane shook his head adamantly. “You were really weird at the rink and now you’re all worked up and I know you’re upset about your team losing and maybe it’s cos we haven’t seen each other in a while, but it seems like something else is–” 
 
“You’re not going to take them off.” Ilya cut in and Shane paused, “I’m not going to what?” 
 
The Alpha motioned to his neck, then put a hand at his own throat covering his own patch. “You won’t take them off.” 
 
“Jesus, no.” Shane tried for a disbelieving laugh. It came out an anxious, upset trill of his tongue as he tried to understand,“What is going on with you?” 
 
“You let me fuck you.” Ilya’s jaw set, his fangs clicking together loud in the sudden, uncomfortable silent. “But not scent you. That is too much?” 
 
“I mean.” Shane spread his hands helplessly. “Yeah.” 
 
“Why?” 
 
“I told you why!” 
 
“No, you told me bullshit reason.” Ilya adjusted the towel at his waist and went to get a drink, turning his back on the Omega so he had a minute to try and control himself. “Tell me real reason. What is real reason you won’t let me scent you? Has been years, yes? Years we are doing this and I keep secret, you keep secret, we fuck all the ways but still you say no. What is real reason?” 
 
“The real reason.” Shane cast about for an appropriate explanation, a valid excuse, any sort of cobbled together assortment of words that would make sense to the volatile Alpha. “It’s because my scent is– it’s–” 
 
Rozanov’s shoulders went tense where he stood at the sink pouring far too much vodka into a concerningly small glass, and Shane rubbed at his eyes, at his mouth, at his bonding spot and at his heart before admitting in a near whisper. “My scent is… me. All of me. And I need to keep that private.” 
 
“Private.” Ilya drained half the glass of vodka and refilled it to the brim before turning around. “Your scent is private but your hole is not?” 
 
“Fuck you Rozanov!” Shane lurched forward snarling, teeth popping together loud and fists clenching at his side, his heart bruised from the cruelly callous remark. “Fuck you. That is bullshit! You don’t get to talk to me like that!” 
 
“Is not bullshit.” It bothered Ilya right down to his soul to piss the Omega off, wounded him way down deep in his bones to see betrayal in Hollander’s dark eyes the same way it wounded him to see the disappointment in his Father’s eyes. 
 
Actually it was worse. It was worse to see pain and anger in Hollander’s eyes when not that long ago, so damn long ago, the Omega had been slow blinking gold at him. 
 
But Ilya set his jaw and let every bit of hurt from all the times Hollander had rejected him come out all in one terse accusation, “Is not bullshit. I can have your body, but not your scent. Can know you with my mouth and tongue and hand and cock, I can know what you smell like when you cum in my bed and on my face, I have licked you–!”
 
He raised his voice and the Omega cringed away flushing embarrassed, “off my fingers and bruised the back of my throat letting you fuck my mouth when you are upset about losing game, but I cannot have your scent. That is too private?"
 
“Holy shit.” Shane shook his head and stammered, shook his head and stuttered, shook his head and dug the heels of his hands into his eyes because he hadn’t known until right fucking then just how personally Rozanov had taken every single time he said no. “Shit. Rozy, I– no. I mean–” 
 
“What.” 
 
“It’s just that–” 
 
“What?!” 
 
“If you know my scent, then you know me!” Shane finally burst out. “Not just my body and how I– how I taste.” Jesus the reminder of just how many times Rozanov had learned in explicit detail how Shane tasted, how he sounded when he finished, how he smelled soaking the bed with slick and spend made him tremble. “You’ll know me. You’ll be able to tell what I’m thinking pretty much all the time. You’ll be able to pick it up even under the suppressants cos once a couple starts scenting one another, it becomes harder for the suppressants to work around each other, you know that. Everyone knows that. I could be just fine on the ice with all the other Alphas, but if you get on the ice and my suppressants start bleeding out, everyone will be able to tell and that’s–” 
 
“Unfair.” Ilya finished flatly. “Is unfair because if you were Alpha, no one would care.” 
 
“Well yeah, no one says anything when you guys get all rutty and violent and the suppressants fail and you all fight.” Shane closed his eyes briefly. “But it’s– with you and me, it’s–” 
 
Ilya gulped at the vodka and tried not gag sick when Hollander stood there quiet and quieter unable to verbalize just what it was about Ilya knowing his scent that was unacceptable. 
 
The Alpha was so goddamn tired of being unacceptable. 
 
“With you and me, it’s–” Terrifying. Exhilarating. Intimate. Shane didn’t know how to say any of it, and he sure as hell couldn’t just bare his throat and whine so the Alpha would fix it so– so– 
 
“Is unfair. Fine.” Ilya chugged the rest of his drink and set the glass aside with a thunk. “I make it fair.” He was desperate. Shaking. Off center and off kilter and lonely and he was willing to whatever it took if it meant his Omega would come close smiling and gentle with him. 
 
“Here.” he peeled off his own patch, lifting the adhesive and stripping the material away with one quick jerk, tossed it into the sink and spread his arms wide. “You scent me first. See that it’s okay.” 
 
“What are you doing?” Nearly inaudible. Shane’s eyes darted from the discarded patch to the swatch of bare skin exposed on Rozanov’s throat. It was such a small patch of skin too, only a few inches, insignificant in the grand scheme of just how much of the Alpha’s body that Shane knew by taste and touch alone but his throat went dry, chest seizing up tight when he saw the bump of the Alpha’s bonding spot, a few beauty spots over his scent glands that had always been hidden until right then. “Rozy–” 
 
“Come and scent me.” Ilya kept his arms wide open, eyes locked on his Omega's face watching the uncertainty and disbelief be slowly taking over by growing need lighting into Hollander's eyes. “You will see is not a big deal. Come here.” 
 
“I don’t– we can’t–” Shane folded his arms over his midsection maybe shielding himself, maybe holding himself back. “Why,” faintly, “Why does this matter so much to you right now? Why here? Russia is dangerous for this sort of thing and you– you’re being weird about it. Are you okay?” 
 
“Does not matter.” Ilya deflected, but Shane shook his head pleading, “It matters, Rozanov. Talk to me.”
 
“Fine, you want reason?” Ilya shrugged and dropped his arms back to his side. “Fine. Sex is better with scents. Otherwise is like fucking blow up doll. Plastic sex doll.” 
 
“A doll.” Shane didn’t believe it for a second and he snorted incredulously. “You’re going to stand there and tell me you care so much about knowing my scent because otherwise, fucking me is like fucking a plastic sex doll? Give me a break.” 
 
“You wanted reason,” the Alpha scoffed but Shane snarled at him again, “You mean to tell me, all the other Omegas you fuck, you let all of them scent you? You scent all of them and let them scent you too?” 
 
And Ilya blinked. “Yes.” 
 
“You son of a bitch, you’re lying.” he shoved both hands into his hair and yanked at it, cursing out loud. “You’re lying! Why are you lying to me!” 
 
“It doesn’t matter!” Ilya denied louder. “Is not– not same. Is not–” he snapped his fingers searching for the word, “Applicable. It is different with other Omegas. You ask for reasons, but they do not matter, none of it matters because I want your scent. Not theirs. That is all.” 
 
“Why?!” 
 
“Because they are not people to me!” the Alpha yelled, jabbing his finger towards the window and the nameless, hypothetical others he’d been with over the years. “You and I, we are people to each other. You are people to me. I do not know them,” another jab out the window, “like I know you and no Alpha knows you like I know you!” 
 
“So it’s all about you knowing me?” Shane didn’t get it. Rozanov had always wanted his scent, but now he seemed desperate. The Alpha was saying alot but not really saying much at all. The argument was circling, cycling, going nowhere and they were running out of time and Shane didn’t get it. “It’s not about me knowing you, you want my scent so you can know me, is it– that sounds one sided as hell!” 
 
“Then come here and scent me!” Ilya threw his arms out wide again, but this time his patch was off, the suppressants already fading from his system, and the motion scent a wave of scent towards the antsy Omega. “Come here and know me.” 
 
“No, I can’t,” Shane stumbled back a step, shaking his head as the very first bit of amber reached his nose. “We– we shouldn’t. It’s not safe. Or smart. But it’s– it’s really not safe here. You know that, I don’t understand why you keep acting like you don’t know that.”  
 
“Fine.” Ilya poured another drink, covered his shaking hands with a too large gulp and closed his eyes against the burn of the liquor down his throat, against the blistering sting of rejection from his Omega. “Then leave.” 
 
“Leave.” Shane’s mouth fell open. “You want me to– no. No way. We haven’t seen each other in weeks and we won’t see each other again for weeks. No. Put your patch back on so I can think straight and let’s just talk about this.” 
 
He was missing something, he knew it. Somewhere between Rozanov’s fury at fumbling the Games and his callous comments about how sex without scents was ugly and plastic, the Alpha was trying to tell him something and Shane didn’t understand. 
 
Rozanov was hot and cold with his responses, terrifyingly vulnerable one second and then bruisingly nonchalant the next and sometimes like in Montreal Shane thought he knew the Alpha’s heart and intentions and other times like at the rink and there at the apartment with Rozanov snapping about being people to one another and making things fair, Shane didn’t understand him at all. 
 
…But that’s what he got for hooking up with an Alpha like Ilya Rozanov, right? 
 
Fuck. 
 
“There is door.” Ilya leaned back against the counter and crossed his feet, folded one arm across his body so he could keep drinking. “Do not take unmarked cab or you will end up dead in alley and that would be a shame.” 
 
“You’re going to tell me to go.” Shane took a step backwards and watched the Alpha’s eyes snap scarlet, though Rozanov didn’t move a single twitch forward to stop him. “Called me over here and apologized for blowing me off earlier, but you’re going to let me go,” another step back. Rozanov’s next drink came with a click of teeth as his bared fangs hit the rim of the glass. “And we’re not gonna see each other for months all because I won’t let you scent me.” 
 
“Is that what you think I’m doing?" Ilya didn’t move but he could feel the red in his eyes, the strain in his fangs as every bone in his body rebelled against letting his Omega walk out the door. “You think that is whole reason why I’m telling you to go.” 
 
“I don’t know.” Shane admitted hoarsely. “But you won’t talk to me and I can’t read your mind. So.” 
 
“If you would scent me.” Ilya turned his head, baring the length of his throat. “You would know what I was thinking.” 
 
Shane stopped two steps away from the door and just stared at the Alpha. 
 
Ilya stayed braced against the counter, white knuckled holding the glass and red eyed desperate to be understood, and stared right back. 
 
Silence, thick and weighted and suffocating. Alpha and Omega stood on opposite sides of the apartment and watched each other, unable to look away and unable to figure out what to say, both stubborn and both conflicted and both bruising hurt from the terse words and distance and lack of time. 
 
Until. 
 
“Shit.” Shane took a breath, took a breath, took a breath… then took a step forward. Ilya straightened up with a jerk, dropping the vodka glass into the sink and dropping his arms back down at his side waiting. 
 
“Oh Christ.” it was a big deal. Scenting an Alpha for the first time was a big deal. Shane started forward and stopped, started forward and stopped, started forward and when Ilya huffed in a burst of nerves and insecurity, “Do not force yourself, Hollander,” the Omega snapped, “Fuck you, I’m not forcing myself, you know I want to scent you, you know I want–” 
 
He shut up. Bit his tongue to shut himself up. But the Alpha rolled his shoulders and relaxed a notch, loosed the tight clench of his fists and eased the tension from his spine. Hollander wanted to scent him, had said it out loud that he wanted to scent him, just hearing the words settled that wild, clawing, starving part of Ilya’s heart and he could immediately breathe easier. 
 
“Can I,” Shane stopped right in front of the Alpha, close enough for their toes to touch. He kept his chin down and his voice soft, partly because he was shaking anxious, partly because it felt right to tuck his chin and ask soft, “Can I scent you?” 
 
“You are formal and old fashioned and boring.” Ilya took a chance and leaned in until he could rest his forehead against Hollander, closing his eyes when the Omega’s hair tickled his nose and against his lips. “Yes.” 
 
Shane turned his head only the slightest bit, not disrupting the Alpha’s forehead against his own, not moving in any closer to close the distance between them. He parted his lips and inhaled shakily, angled his head a little further and inhaled again and just as Ilya was going to ask if it was alright, if the Omega was okay–
 
“Oh fuck.” Shane didn’t recognize the noise that came from his lips, wordless and starving and torn from his chest, burning up his throat and propelling him right up against the Alpha’s body. “Fuck, Rozanov.” 
 
“Hollander?” Ilya caught him with hands braced at the Omega’s waist. “Hollander, what–” 
 
“Alpha.” Shane twisted his fingers into the Alpha’s curly hair and dragged him in, fell forward crashing into Rozanov’s body and shoved his face into the Alpha’s neck, nuzzling over the bump of the bonding spot with his tongue out soaking spit wet all over the potent scent glands. His body lit up buzzing, electric in his veins and skittering along his skin in a wash of goosebumps, his core clenching and cock stirring up hard, throat suddenly parched and teeth and tongue aching with the need to taste. “Fuck– fuck you smell so good.” 
 
Ilya’s eyes rolled back when the Omega bit at his throat, blunt teeth digging in hard enough to make his head spin and he scooped Hollander into a hug, full body holding the Omega just as tight as he could as Hollander mouthed and licked and nipped sharp bites up and down the line of his throat, always always back to his bonding and the glands where his scent was the strongest. 
 
“Alpha.” Shane open mouth scented up Rozanov’s throat to his ear, into his hair, trilling and clicking his tongue coaxing the Alpha to hold him tighter, licking and sucking over the glands so he could inhale the dizzying heat of syrupy amber and the too sharp, too potent bite of pine right into his lungs.
 
So close it was more, plastered into the Alpha’s frame with his face smushed into the Alpha’s throat it was more, not just amber but honey sappy sweet on his tongue, not just pine but grounding resin and potent herbs stinging at his teeth. Shane bit down hard enough to pull a bruise to the Alpha’s collarbone, sealing his lips and suckling at the fragrant skin like he was starving, whining low in his throat when the pain of bruising ran blue into the Alpha’s scent, the rush of pleasure from being bit sparked red and he could feel the uptick in Rozanov’s heart rate beneath his lips, pounding pulsing driving higher and higher the longer they held each other.
 
And, “Omega.” Ilya growled it out, one hand buried in Shane’s hair and the other planted at the Omega’s ass, dragging him forward so the Omega could drive his cock into Ilya’s thigh, grinding off rutting in time to every desperate little gasp, and sweetly panting mewl. Hollander couldn’t stop moving against him, his hands everywhere kneading and grasping at every inch of skin, plucking at the towel and reaching low to grope at his cock, pulling and teasing at his nipples but always always coming back to hold at Ilya’s hair like he’d die if the Alpha moved, always always coming back to cut his nails demanding into the Alpha’s throat like he’d collapse if he didn’t get every bit of the Alpha’s scent soaked into every pore of his body. 
 
“You smell so good.” Shane was slurring, purring, the words fading away into a vibrating, ravenous little noise as he rocked against the Alpha’s leg with aborted little thrusts. His head was spinning, senses wholly overwhelmed and mind blanked out to nothing more than the Alpha’s scent and the sound of the Alpha growling into his ear as they rutted frantic against each other. “Alpha— Alpha—” 
 
“Tell me.” Ilya angled his head so he could get his fangs at the Omega’s neck too, careful not to twist too far and dislodge Hollander’s teeth and lips from his throat, but scraping and licking and noisily huffing at the still present blocker patch over the Omega’s bonding spot. “T-tell me what I scent like.” 
 
“L-like I need you.” Shane panted choppily, chest heaving and voice breaking, breath catching audible in his throat and his tongue too thick too properly form the words, speech garbled and body wired tight tight tight as he humped against the Alpha’s thigh and let the drugging scent, the addicting syrupy sweetness and settling solid heat drive him right over the edge. 
 
“Alpha…you scent like I need you…” 
 
Shane came with a muffled cry, his teeth set into the Alpha’s throat and entire body compromised with the influx of scent, slick between his thighs and soaking through his underwear, spilling cum into his pants and rubbing a wet spot onto the towel still just barely hanging onto the Alpha’s hips. Ilya held him close, held him tight, rumbling into the Omega’s ear, “Good job, you did so good, gorgeous fucking Omega, you are beautiful. You are perfect, Omega let me see you, let me see you.” 
 
He tried to lean away to see Shane’s eyes, tried to lift his Omega’s chin to catch the gold sure to be present in Hollander’s dark gaze, surely now that the Omega knew his scent and knew him and had come apart at the seams, had finished spilling in his pants losing control because Ilya’s scent fit settling right into his soul, surely—
 
“H-holy shit.” 
 
All too soon, all too devastatingly abruptly, Shane started to straighten up and lean away. 
 
“Omega?” Ilya tried to check in, to lift his chin but Shane muttered something disbelieving and backpedaled out of the Alpha’s grasp, halfway back across the room before he remembered to stop and wipe the saliva from his lips, to adjust his pants where they clung tacky to his cock and between his thighs. 
 
“Hollander.” Ilya tightened the towel at his waist, his stomach twisting nauseous all over again. “There see. Is not– is not a big deal. Now you know me, so–” 
 
“Not a big deal.” Shane stared at him horrified, eyes wide gaping at the Alpha still standing there so casual against the counter. Rozanov was breathing hard and his cock pushed out against the towel very obviously ready for more but he didn’t move to drag Shane back, his eyes were red but his words calm and Shane was gonna be sick about it. “N-not a big deal?” 
 
“It doesn’t have to be a big deal.” Ily clarified slowly, carefully, terrified. He didn’t know if Hollander wanted it to be a big deal or if the Omega was upset that apparently it was a big deal, Hollander just kept staring at him and Ilya didn’t know what to do. “Now you know my scent and it’s fine. Let me scent you and it will be fine too. Make it… fair.” 
 
“Fine.” Shane repeated dully, touching his mouth where his lips were rubbed raw from mouthing along the Alpha’s neck, his jaw aching from how hard he’d bit, his head ringing with the bass pitch of the Alpha’s growl in his ear. “That was… fine?” 
 
“It can be fine.” The Alpha nodded. “If you want it to be… fine.” 
 
“That was very much not fucking fine.” 
 
It was very much not fucking fine. Shane kept his own scent locked down for privacy reasons but he’d never thought– even with how the faintest hint of Rozanov’s scent affected him when they were in bed together, he’d never once thought that openly scenting the Alpha would turn him fucking mindless. Embarrassingly desperate. Downright goddamn pathetic drooling and whimpering and getting off against Rozanov over his goddamn scent. 
 
And the worst part, the worst part, was that Shane was too scared to take his own patch off because what if the Alpha reacted the same way and all the sudden their careers and lives and futures were derailed? 
 
And somehow infinitely worse, what if Rozanov reacted completely normal the way he was completely normal about hooking up and talking about sex and fucking other Omegas and it was only Shane who was head over heels lost? 
 
“Hollander.” Ilya took a step forward, hand up and palm out towards the Omega. “Come here, Omega. Come here and–” 
 
“I need to go.” 
 
No. Ilya had to blink blink blink to clear the immediate, desperate red from his eyes. “No, that is silly.” he tried. “Is not a big deal. Does not have to be–” 
 
“I can’t think straight right now.” Shane stumbled and almost fell backing towards the door. “You um– you scent like–” he shuddered, his entire body trembling through a shaky sigh. “Clearly I’m gonna do something really stupid if I stay, I’m gonna– the way you scent is– I can’t. Shit. I–” 
 
“Omega.” Ilya tilted his head and rumbled. Held his hand out and crooned pleading, “Omega.” 
 
“That’s not fair.” Shane jerked away like he’d been hit when the Alpha crooned at him. “Not f-fair. That’s what I thought would happen. We’d do the scent thing and now I can’t– now it’s like you can fuck with me with just a few words and it’s– no we can’t–” 
 
The Omega had been afraid ever since he presented that sharing his scent with an Alpha would give them some sort of control of him. He hadn’t put any thought into how knowing an Alpha’s scent would compromise him to the point of incoherency and the lack of control, and the idea that Ilya Rozanov of all people was the Alpha who somehow matched into his biology perfectly enough to reduce him down to his basest instincts was terrifying.
 
Russia wasn't safe, the Alpha wasn't safe, nothing about them hooking up in secret for years was safe but now for some insane, inexplicable reason Shane had scent locked imprinted on Rozanov and it was terrifying.
 
“I gotta go.” He fumbled for the door knob, sweaty hands slipping on the cold metal. “I gotta go. I’ll um– I’ll see you around? Next time? I’ll text you, okay? I’ll text you. I promise. This is insane, but it's not-- it doesn't have to be weird if we talk about it later so um-- I'll text you."
 
The Omega was gone a second later, the door slamming shut behind him with a damning, depressing, thunk. 
 
Ilya slid down the counter until his butt hit the floor, then covered his face with both hands and bit his tongue until it bled so he wouldn’t scream. 
 
He hated it here.
 
*****
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Shane only had a few seconds in the bathroom to try and stave off a panic attack before Rozanov opened the door and let himself in uninvited, turning the lock cha-chunk behind him and crossing to the other side of the bathroom, propping himself all too casually against the wall, his arm resting along the top of the hand dryer. 
 
Shane had to force himself to lift his head. To pry his eyes from the gray floor and the tops of his shiny shoes and look at the Alpha. He had to brace himself, steady himself, lock his knees and clench his jaw and mentally order himself to stand his ground and meet the Alpha’s gaze. 
 
And Ilya Rozanov had the gall to laugh at him. He chuckled like it was funny, shrugged his shoulders like didn’t care, made a vague motion like he was telling Shane to 'get on with it' and break the silence with some quippy comment or stilted greeting or teasing, snarky intro to all their usual meet ups. 
 
Shane had nothing. He stood there with knees locked and jaw clenched and stared until the smile dropped from Rozanov’s mouth and a furrow wrinkled at his brow and the air in the bathroom went soupy thick with everything one of them needed to say. 
 
“You are upset.” Ilya was nowhere near as casually callously unaware as the Omega assumed from his posture and expression and silence. He’d been sick to his stomach twice before running to meet Hollander on stage to present that stupid, pointless award. His hand still tingled from the all too brief few seconds where he’d trailed it down Hollander’s back as they crowded close but not too close for the stiffly stilted selfie stunt. He was wearing his blocker patch of course and Hollander was wearing his blocker patch always but still the Omega’s ire and upset burned at his skin and Ilya had to remind himself that Hollander had hurt him by walking out in Russia, not the other way around. 
 
Hollander had hurt him, so the Alpha could be forgiven if he wasn’t ready to hand wave it all away. 
 
…he still couldn’t help the concerned dip to his voice when he asked, “You are upset?” 
 
“You think?!” Shane snarled out and Ilya folded his arms, and crossed his feet at the ankles, “I cannot tell.” 
 
“Bullshit.” Shane shook his head. “That is bullshit.”
 
“Take off your patch so I can tell.” Challenge. 
 
“No.” Rejection. “No. Just talk to me. You followed me in here, I didn’t ask you to come in, so if you’re gonna be here, talk to me.” 
 
“Words are not always easy.” he pointed out the glaringly obvious problem between them with a little shrug. “No patches would be easier. We could just scent each other.” the Alpha raised his eyebrows pointedly, mockingly, “You know. Like what Alphas and Omegas are supposed to do.” 
 
“Right. And when do we,” he motioned towards Rozanov brusquely. “Ever do what we are supposed to do?” 
 
“I always do.” Ilya tapped his chest with two fingers and Shane’s lip curled in a near sneer, “Oh yeah? So inviting me over to that apartment in Russia, that was what you were supposed to do, huh?” 
 
“You are mad about Russia.” The Alpha’s blue eyes narrowed, “You are mad because I took my patch off.” 
 
“No!” Shane snapped, then, “Yes. But not.” he retreated a step until his back hit the bathroom wall, folding his arms tightly over his body. “Maybe. But–” 
 
“Because I should be mad about that.” Ilya interrupted. “I should be mad about that. I share my scent with you in a safe place so you can know me and you get off humping my fucking leg then leave? I am who should be mad.” 
 
“I–” the Omega hesitated genuinely surprised by Rozanov’s answer, but he shook himself out away from a ribbon of sympathy and barged right on to retort, “I've been texting you for six months and you haven’t texted me back once. I said what happened in Russia didn’t have to be weird, I told you I was okay with talking about it once I could think straight, but you never texted me back! Not once!” 
 
Rozanov’s jaw worked as he ground his teeth, the muscle in his cheek jumping with the pressure but he didn’t answer, didn’t blink, didn’t move and after another tense moment of unbearable silence, Shane raised his voice and demanded, “What the hell do you want from me, Rozanov?!” 
 
“I want you.” The plainly delivered statement made the Omega’s eyes go wide, and Ilya made a point of unbuttoning his shirt collar slowly, made a show of tugging the crisp material away so he could watch Hollander’s gaze drop helplessly, greedily to his throat as he peeled the blocker patch off his scent glands and folded it away into his pocket. “To suck my dick.” 
 
“Oh fuck you, you are unbelievable.” Shane couldn’t look away from the bare patch of skin, the scatter of beauty marks, the bump of the Alpha’s bonding spot. Fuck. “You are unbelievable. Why don’t you suck my dick?” 
 
“Maybe you should ask nicely.” Ilya pushed off the wall and advanced on the Omega with slow, steady steps, crowding into Hollander’s space and fitting his big hand to the Omega’s neck, cupping his chin and forcing Hollander to look up. “Hm?” 
 
“Fuck off.” Shane didn’t push Rozanov away but he didn’t flinch from the hand at his throat or the red circling the Alpha’s eyes either. He was pissed off after being ignored for six months, furious at himself for being so goddamn sad for last six months, and he wasn’t about to cave and crumble and submit to the asshole Alpha just because Rozanov was looming over him bossy and gorgeous and– and– 
 
“If you want me to get down on my knees on this filthy bathroom floor and suck your dick,” the words were callous, but Ilya’s touch was gentle, he couldn’t help being gentle with his fingertips brushing along the Omega’s flawless skin, over the length of his throat, to the corner of his gorgeous mouth. The aftermath of Sochi had left him spiraling, but the moment Ilya was close enough to count the freckles decorating his Omega’s cheek and see the flutter of dark lashes when Hollander inhaled affected by his scent, he suddenly needed to be gentle the same way he needed to breathe. “You will have to ask nicer than that.” 
 
“Please.” The Omega whispered please and Ilya slid his hand around to the nape of Hollander’s neck to hold him, to pull him in close and shiver when the beautiful Omega swayed forward and folded into him. 
 
“P-please.” Shane was pissed at the Alpha, but Rozanov’s hand was warm at his neck, strong fingers massaging into the tense muscles settling him with familiar motions. Rozanov was all but bristling with anger but his touch was gentle, petting and soothing and Shane wanted to melt into it. The Alpha’s scent wasn’t overwhelming yet, the suppressants hadn’t bled out all the way gone and Shane notched into the curve of the Alpha’s neck, nudging over his bonding spot and sighing when a tint of sweet amber and ripple of earthy pine settled into his senses. 
 
“Omega.” Ilya told himself not to, but he turned his nose into the Omega’s hair anyway. Told himself to back up and maintain control but he hugged his other arm around Hollander’s waist and held him close a moment anyway. He’d had a plan for the inevitable conversation, several vicious things he’d wanted to snarl after Sochi, he’d had every intention of putting a stop to all the bullshit and calling it quits with an Omega who sent the world’s most fucking mixed signals about what should have been simply sex. 
 
But, “Please…” Hollander lapped his tongue at Ilya’s neck, purring over the resulting bump in scent and the Alpha shut his eyes tight when his entire body rocked with immediate need. 
 
Fuck. Six months of silence and nothing had changed, fuck he was fucked. 
 
“Later.” he finally managed to say, though his resolve faltered all over again when Hollander trilled a confused, curious little noise into his ear. “Later. Right now we are going to go back to our seats, watch the rest of this boring show, and then go to boring after party. And after you have been waiting all night,” 
 
Ilya leaned back enough to nip a sharp bite to the tip of Hollander’s nose. “You’ll come up to my penthouse and if you are lucky, if you have been very good,” he couldn’t help pushing his thumb at the corner of the Omega’s mouth, testing and teasing and aching thinking about all the ways the Omega used his tongue. “Maybe I will do more than suck your dick.” 
 
Ilya expected Hollander to pop his blunt teeth and snarl at the drawn out rebuff. He expected an eye roll and pissy huff and maybe a push from the bratty Omega, maybe Hollander would push him and then Ilya could push back and they could skip all the awful talking and go back to normal, Ilya would be so willing to ignore the Sochi shaped bruise at his heart and ego if it meant he could get back to that biting, pushing, addicting normal with his Omega. 
 
Instead, “When did your English get so good?” Shane almost planted both hands at Rozanov’s chest and shoved him away. It wasn’t fair how easy the Alpha could play him, that was half the fucking problem with what happened in Russia. Rozanov didn’t see any goddamn issue with being able to strip Shane right down to his basest instincts with nothing more than his scent and his hands and Shane wanted to be mad about it– hell, he was mad about it. 
 
Mad and confused and terrified and a thousand other things that had all seemed to matter a nauseatingly huge amount right up until Rozanov started talking and then all Shane had been able to notice was, “You sound really good. Have you been taking a class?” 
 
“I have been reading the New Yorker.” Ilya had been reading the New Yorker, he’d been reading English versions of his favorite books, he had an app on his phone that helped him learn too. Maybe if he had enough of the right words, what happened in Sochi wouldn’t ever happen again. “It is very boring. I hate it.” 
 
“No, that’s cool. Um. My Dad reads the New Yorker.” It didn’t matter in the slightest but there was something very domestic, very settling about Rozanov reading the same paper his Dad did and when the Alpha’s still faint scent bolstered with a bump of amusement, Shane couldn’t help smiling about it. 
 
“Ah, so being boring is,” Ilya knew the right word and he pronounced it carefully, “genetic. Boring father reads boring New Yorker, boring son thinks it is cool. Boring is genetic with you.” 
 
“Wow.” Shane couldn’t stop smiling and Ilya couldn’t stop touching him, tracing the curve of the Omega’s lips and drowning in the warmth of the Omega’s dark eyes as Shane whispered, “Genetic, huh?” 
 
“My room.” The noise of the crowd in the auditorium down the hall reached a fever pitch. They were missing the ceremony and both were up for a few different awards, they had to go. Ilya didn’t trust himself to kiss the Omega only once and stop, so he reluctantly let go and moved back a few steps. “The penthouse. Here.” 
 
Shane took the key card, tapping it nervously against his palm. “We should talk when we’re up there, right?” 
 
“Talking is boring.” The side of Ilya’s mouth tilted up into a half smile. “I think maybe we will find something better to do. Good luck tonight.” 
 
“Yeah. Shit. Um.” Shane moved so the Alpha could scoot by him to the door. “Good luck.” 
 
The door closed behind Rozanov and Shane turned back to the mirror, braced his shaking hands on the porcelain sink and closed his eyes so he wouldn’t have to see how flushed he was after just a few minutes with the Alpha. 
 
The key card lay on the counter insanely obtrusively obvious for being nothing more than a thin piece of plastic and Shane hung his head, swearing softly. 
 
It was a bad idea. 
 
How the hell was he supposed to survive a night with Rozanov with his sanity intact if the Alpha kept his blocker patches off? 
 
It was a bad idea. 
 
Shane snatched the card and shoved it in his pocket anyway.
 
Fuck. 
 
*****
 
As it turned out, Shane didn’t have to worry about surviving a night with a patchless, scent heavy Alpha because when he let himself into Rozanov’s penthouse at a few minutes past one am, the room didn’t smell like anything. 
 
“You put it back on.” Shane paused awkwardly halfway into the room when he got close enough to realize he couldn’t scent the Alpha at all. “Your patch. You put it back on?” 
 
“You never took yours off.” Ilya didn’t move from his spot leaning against the windows. “So.” 
 
“Right. So.” Shane set his jacket aside and put his hands in his pockets, unable to keep from staring at the Alpha practically posing with his shirt unbuttoned, the gleam of the golden chain over his bare chest, his pants sitting low on his hips. The Las Vegas lights lit him up in washes of color and then shifted hiding him in the shadows, illuminating the sharp line of his jaw and nose then softening along the bow of his lips and breadth of his chest, and he looked huge posted up by the windows, imposing and dominant and stunning. 
 
Shane wet his lips and shifted his feet and tried to figure out what to say so they could get past the awful talking part of it and back to some semblance of them– whatever the hell it meant to be them. 
 
“You said Sochi would not be weird if we talked about it.” Ilya spoke up first, taking a long drink of vodka and watching the Omega closely over the rim of the glass. “But I think talking about it will make it weird.” 
 
“So what, then?” Shane’s brow furrowed. “You don’t want to talk? We just aren’t going to talk about it? About anything?” 
 
“Well.” The Alpha’s smile was half sardonic, half regretful. “We never do. If the way we do this is not broken, why mess with it, hm?"
 
“...right.” Shane’s Dad liked to say that too, except he made it a joke when he said it like ‘if it ain’t broke, don’t fix it’ whenever his Mom got it in her head to rearrange the house or change the way they’d done chores or switch up their holiday traditions. ‘If ain’t broke, don’t fix it’, meaning if something had worked relatively well up to this point, why go through the trouble of changing it? If it wasn’t an issue, why make it a problem? 
 
“Right.” The memory and implication of Sochi wasn’t so easily moved past the way they’d moved right past Yuna’s rather insane suggestion of skipping their usual movie marathon to go caroling on Christmas Eve, but Shane buried the uncertainty of it all way down deep and nodded, “Okay. So. Should I leave, then?” 
 
“You can if you want.” Ilya didn’t know if he was upset or relieved that the Omega hadn’t pushed for a conversation, and the indecision set heavy in his chest right next to the weight of insecurity when he asked, “Do you want to leave?” 
 
“Fuck.” Shane shook his head. “No.” 
 
“I do not want you to leave either.” Ilya glanced out the window so the strobing, changing lights from the Strip would cover the crumple of vulnerability on his face before he managed to school his expression. “So stay. We do not have to talk. Things will go back to normal.” 
 
“Okay.” The answer sounded less sure than Shane intended, so he tried again. “Yeah, it’s better that way. Normal would be a fucking relief, right?”
 
“Right.” Ilya bared his fangs in a smile and lied right through his teeth. “Good. Now then.” he held both arms out wide and tilted his head, waggling his eyebrows. “I won tonight. Are you going to congratulate me.” 
 
“Jesus Christ.” Sochi wasn’t the sort of thing that could be ignored and Shane didn’t think there was ever a way they’d go back to whatever the fuck normal was, but god he really was proud of him, proud of Rozanov for winning the cup and winning a laundry list of awards, so he smiled genuinely thrilled for the Alpha, “Congratulations.” 
 
“Thank you.” Ilya took another long drinks and tested the bounds of their so called return to normal with a bluntly delivered, “Take off your clothes.” 
 
Shane took off his clothes. First his bow tie, slid out from under the crisp collar of his shirt and lay carefully over the nearest chair. Then his shirt, untucked and unbuttoned and set aside. His pants, shimmied down his hips and off his legs and folded onto the top of the couch. He put his hands at the waist band of his black boxer briefs and the Alpha–
 
“Stop.” 
 
Shane stopped, half bent awkwardly with his underwear pushed a few inches off his hips. 
 
“Fuck.” Ilya scrubbed a hand at his mouth, over the patch at his bonding spot, over his chest. Six months of silence hadn’t dampened anything about his obsessive, possessive attraction to the Omega and he had to work to cover the tremble in his voice, had to blink to ease the ravenous red from his eyes. 
 
“With me.” he grabbed the first chair he saw and started dragging it towards the penthouse bedroom, barely able to hear the scrape of the legs along the expensive floor over the pounding of his heart. Back to normal for them or fucking not, he was not going to have his Omega undress in front of the windows for any and all of Las Vegas to see, no. 
 
“Get on the bed.” No one would have seen them in the other room. They were dozens of floors up. The penthouse with it’s floor to ceiling windows was just as private as the smaller, boxed in rooms where they hooked up, just as private as Svetlana’s apartment in Sochi but Ilya took a chair to the bedroom anyway and oh it soothed the most ragged edges of his worn raw emotions when the Omega listened and obeyed and followed. 
 
“Good job, pretty Omega.” Ilya let himself have that, just that compliment, let it roll rough and crooning over his tongue as he planted the chair at the end of the bed and dropped into it, feet planted wide and knees spread open, eyes trained on the Omega reclined against the pillows of the oversized bed. 
 
“Now touch yourself.” he ordered and the Omega froze, “What?” 
 
“Touch yourself.” he poured another measure of vodka into his glass. “Show off for me. I won tonight and you are my reward. Go on.” 
 
“You’re being an asshole.” Shane told him flatly. “I didn’t say anything about being your reward tonight if you won.” 
 
“If you had won,” Ilya motioned briefly with his glass. “I would do same for you. Is fair.” 
 
“No, cos if I’d won, I wouldn’t want you to sit across the room from me touching yourself.” the Omega denied and Ilya leaned forward in the chair, his elbows on his knees and gaze shading red burning into the Omega’s dark eyes, “What would you want then? If you had won?” 
 
“I’d want… you.” Not just the Alpha’s touch, but his mouth and tongue too. Not just his cock but his scent, fuck. Shane dug his fingers into his thighs and hissed out a tremulous sigh admitting to the Alpha and to himself, “I’d want you.” 
 
Fuck, how were they ever supposed to go back to normal? 
 
“Show me.” Ilya slumped back in the chair, posture loose but every nerve strung tight, expression purposefully neutral but heart racing. “Show me how you would want me.” 
 
“Fuck you.” A ball of anxiety clogged up into Shane’s throat but he finally managed a tiny nod. “Fine.” 
 
He started slow, uncrossing his feet and spreading his legs open on the bed. Slow, reaching to touch his own chest, pressing and kneading and pulling at his nipples the way Rozanov did every single time they hooked up. Slow, up to his neck and over the blocker patch at his bonding spot and Shane’s head fell back against the tufted headboard, eyes closing so he could imagine it was Rozanov’s big hand on him. He ran his fingers up the of his throat to tug at his ear, into his hair to grip a handful and pull enough to arch his back a little and from across the room, he heard the Alpha take a sharply audible breath. 
 
Slow, over his chin and along his bottom lip and Shane sucked his index and middle fingers into his mouth, tonguing at the digits with lewdly loud licks then switched to his thumb so he could spread his hand over his face and keep sucking in a motion far too obvious, far too reminiscent of so many of their times together for the Alpha to miss and, “Fuck, Hollander.” Rozanov muttered over the sound of fabric shifting on the chair.
 
Slow and down, the Omega ran his spit soaked fingers and palm down his abdomen and over his underwear, bending his knee up to make room so he could grope along the length of his cock as it filled out hard under the tight briefs. He cradled his balls and tugged enough to make himself gasp, spread his legs further so he could press his fingers back behind towards his entrance and–
 
“Do you want to know how it feels?” The Alpha’s voice was hoarse, deep, cracking with the effort of speaking from behind his fangs, and Shane opened his eyes slowly, looked at Rozanov from beneath his lashes and smiled just a little bit at the obvious attempt at distraction. The Alpha was breathing hard, eyes faded scarlet and fangs bared, his cock tenting up obscene behind his tight dress pants but of course he had something to say, of course he was going to open his mouth and try to keep control of the moment. 
 
Alright, well that was normal. Rozanov getting close to losing control and trying to deflect with some verbal nonsense was normal, had always been normal, and Shane took a few seconds to bask in the power he’d discovered he held over the Alpha after their very first hook up when Rozanov admitted to being awestruck by him, then took the proverbial bait.
 
“How what feels?” he asked, and Rozanov ran his tongue over his fangs before answering, “To hold the cup.” 
 
“You’re an asshole.” there was no heat in the words. The Omega said it the way the Alpha said 'brat'. 
 
He said, “You’re an asshole.” and meant it but he smiled over it and smiled wider when Rozanov tipped his head back exclaiming about how holding the cup was indescribable, how Shane would never understand it, how it had been the best moment of his entire life. 
 
The Alpha shut up when Shane stripped out of his underwear and flung it at him. 
 
Shane had to squeeze his thighs together over a jolt in his core and a rush of slick from his entrance when Rozanov brought the silky material to his face and with his red eyes trained on Shane, inhaled deep and then exhaled on a rumbling growl. 
 
“Open.” the Alpha ordered and Shane opened his legs right back up. “Keep going.” 
 
“No.” Enough was enough. Rozanov was ready to break and Shane was clenching empty missing the Alpha way down deep inside, so enough was enough. He circled his finger around his hole, spreading the slick around the puckered skin and dipping his fingertip inside enough to coax more slick to leak out and only when the Alpha growled again, did he say quietly, firmly, “I need you.” 
 
“Then show me.” Rozanov’s hand tightened on the arm of the chair, his fingers scratching restless at the material as he watched the maddeningly slow, now where near deep enough press of Shane’s finger at his entrance. “Show me. What are you waiting for?” 
 
“You.” Shane repeated, but that time he let his head fall back, turned to bare his throat and let himself whine. “I need you.” 
 
“Fuck, Omega.” the vodka glass slid from his fingers and bounced, maybe broke, on the thick carpet when Ilya got to his feet and stripped out of his shirt. He fumbled at his pants, yanking his belt off and ripping at the button and groaned out loud when the Omega moved forward to meet him immediately, crawling across the bed and grabbing for the back of Ilya’s thighs immediately, pushing his face into the Alpha’s crotch and open mouth panting over the bulge of his cock, soaking the front of the dress pants with his tongue and drag of his teeth. 
 
“Fuck.” Ilya shoved both hands into Hollander’s hair, scratching his fingers at the Omega’s scalp. “Omega, I–” 
 
Missed you. Need you. Don’t know if I can be normal about you. 
 
“Get on your stomach.”  Ilya didn’t say any of it out loud, didn’t tap at the Omega’s bonding patch and ask him to take it off, didn’t offer to take his off either. “I want you on your stomach. Get on your stomach.” 
 
Hollander turned over right away, sank into presenting beautifully and Ilya cursed as he fumbled trying to get the condom out of his pocket and open. He unrolled it over his cock and left his pants open but on as he clambered onto the bed and lay himself over the fully naked Omega, pressing Hollander harder into the pillows with his fingers curled tight into the Omega’s hair. 
 
And for a second, neither Alpha nor Omega moved. They didn’t even breathe. Shane closed his eyes and melted pliant beneath the Alpha’s weight and Ilya wrapped his arm around the Omega’s waist simply for the sake of holding him, then put his lips to the Omega’s ear and asked, hoped, begged, “Yes?” 
 
“Yes.” Shane fisted at the blankets and moaned at the thick bump of the Alpha’s cock against him. “Alpha… yes…”  
 
Please.
 
*****
 
They didn’t even kiss. 
 
From Jane: We didn’t even kiss. 
 
Shane didn’t send the text. He told himself the Alpha didn’t care. 
 
Rozanov had been distant even when he was buried balls deep inside him, they hadn’t kissed, they hadn’t cuddled, they hadn’t laughed or teased or talked for more than a few sentences afterwards. Everything about what had happened in the penthouse had been different like Rozanov was finally drawing boundaries for this crazy, stupid thing they were doing and that was good, that was good, they needed boundaries about blocker patches and how the Alpha always called him ‘Omega’ and especially after Sochi, they needed rules and parameters and to maybe chill out about each other and it was fine. 
 
Shane tugged at his hair and his earlobe and burrowed into the blankets in his room freezing fucking cold the same way he’d been freezing fuckin cold after seeing Rozanov at the ice rink in Sochi, but that didn’t necessarily have to mean anything bad.  
 
They had boundaries now. It was normal. A new, safer normal where they didn’t have to talk about the intense stuff and didn’t have to kiss all the time, honestly, it was probably what their stupid risky hook up situation should have been all along because now Shane could compartmentalize the quick, impersonal hook ups in a far away part of his brain and still focus wholeheartedly on hockey and his growing brand sponsorship and carving out the rest of his life. 
 
Normal and it meant he could lock in and focus and grow up. 
 
It was time for him to stop daydreaming and grow the hell up. 
 
From Lily: I wish I would have kissed you. 
 
Ilya didn’t send the text. He told himself Hollander didn’t care. Told himself if the bratty, fierce Omega had wanted a kiss, he would have taken one. 
 
Hollander hadn’t pushed to talk through Sochi so Ilya had let it go, because if so many years of hooking up hadn’t changed Hollander’s mind about them and scent blocking patches and Ilya, then it was for the best that they figured out a new normal. 
 
He had a couple more years in his contract with Boston and with a new normal ensuring he wasn’t scattered all over the place making himself crazy with the Omega, Ilya could buckle down and put in the work to ensure he had the money and connections and opportunity to one day never ever have to go back home to Russia. 
 
Normal, and it meant he could lock in and focus and grow up. 
 
He needed to stop dreaming about gold lit eyes and grow the hell up. 
 
It was gonna be fine. 
 
*****
 
2014
 
“...you know, it’s been crazy to watch these two boys grow up. This insane rivalry between Rozanov and Hollander started like six years ago and that constant push and pull of competition has turned them into the best players in the league…” 
 
“...the old guard is really struggling to keep up too, people say Scott Hunter is having a bad few seasons but you know, the way Rozanov and Hollander have redefined the parameters of greatness in this sport might mean Hunter isn’t just having a bad few seasons, maybe he and the rest of the old timers are just entirely out classed…” 
 
They didn’t talk about it. Russia. Vegas. How Ilya stopped asking Shane to remove his blocker patch and never offered to remove his again. How the Alpha dosed extra suppresants so not even the slightest hint of his scent came through when they met up and how Shane never quite got over the impulse to try and scent at the Alpha’s throat anyway. 
 
The 2014 season kicked off and by mutual, unspoken decision, both Alpha and Omega locked into their new normal as if Shane didn’t still dream about the Alpha’s scent and Ilya didn’t notice every time the Omega blinked gold at him. 
 
Normal. Totally fine. Perfectly simple. 
 
“Fuck, we gotta hurry.” Shane wiped the sweat out of his eyes and kept pulling over Rozanov’s cock, jerking him fast and hard as they huddled in a too small closet several halls into the construction zone of the mid-renovation ice rink. “Come on, come on, come on.” 
 
“Most Omegas want an Alpha to last longer for sex.” Ilya groaned, then clapped a hand over his mouth to cover the noise so it didn’t echo through the door and into the abandoned corridors. The team was flying out in a couple of hours, there was no time for hotel room or condo so they’d stumbled into the basement where construction crews were redoing the old locker rooms and unbuttoned just enough to touch each other, just enough to spit into their hands and jerk one another off quick and dirty and rushed. 
 
“Yeah well most Omegas don’t let sketchy Alpha’s coerce them into sexual situations in creepy basements.” Shane fired back, and when Rozanov burst into startled laughter, Shane jolted forward and kissed him to cover it. 
 
…yeah, to cover it. That’s what he told himself. If Rozanov laughed too loud, it would echo out and then any security guard wandering the halls and construction zone would find them and ruin it and a kiss was the fastest way to quiet the Alpha down, yeah. 
 
The Omega jolted forward to kiss him and Ilya bent down to kiss him back, sealing their lips together and shoving his tongue through to lick and taste through Hollander’s mouth, nipping and biting at his bottom lips, drawing it out sucking until Hollander moaned, “Fuckkkk Rozy…” and finished spilling into Ilya’s hand, dripping over his knuckles. 
 
“You are a slut for my tongue.” Ilya informed him and Shane laughed a little high pitched and dizzy after cumming, smeared his hand through the mess on Rozanov’s fingers and used the added slick to keep stroking the Alpha until Rozanov was swearing and cursing and biting at the hinge of his jaw shaking apart too. 
 
“All that talk about Omegas liking Alphas who last, and you’re up and down in like three minutes flat.” Shane curled close into Rozanov’s chest when the Alpha lay an arm at his shoulder and coaxed him in. “Absolutely pathetic.” 
 
“Shut the fuck up, Hollander.” Ilya kissed the top of his head and closed his eyes content to breathe together for a few minutes they had before he had to go. “No one likes a mouthy Omega.” 
 
“You shut the fuck up, Rozanov, you love my mouth.” 
 
Ilya kissed him again and Shane smiled about it. 
 
*****
 
“...Shane Hollander taking the ice tonight wearing the Captain’s C and everyone is surprised by the announcement…” 
 
“...actually, no one except the anti-Omega bigots are surprised by Hollander getting the Captain’s slot. The rest of us knew he was incredible the entire time…” 
 
“Mmm Captain.” Ilya grinned, fangs gleaming when Hollander came to his room still wearing a jersey after that night’s press event. “Big man, big C on your chest, you were very bossy on the ice tonight, are you going to be bossy with me too?” 
 
“Shut up.” Shane flushed clear to the roots of his hair. “That press conference was bullshit. All they did was ask me sixteen different ways if I was worried about my teammates not respecting me as Captain since I’m an Omega, or if I felt extra pressure to withhold certain standards because I’m an Omega, or if I’ve ever held any sort of leadership role because you know, as an Omega…” 
 
He rolled his eyes and kicked out of his shoes. “It was bullshit. I’m tired of that sorta stuff, so don’t you start. I don’t want to hear it.” 
 
“Fine.” Ilya tossed the Omega the cold can of ginger ale he’d gotten from the vending machine down the hall and sidled closer as Hollander cracked it open to take a drink. “I will only ask one thing.” 
 
“One thing?” Shane eyed the Alpha suspiciously over the top of the can. “What’s that?” 
 
“Do you want to fuck me?” Ilya dropped to his knees in front of the Omega, running his rough palms up Hollander’s legs and under the hem of the jersey, hooking into the waist band of his jeans and lifting his chin so he was staring up and up at the Omega. “Captain?” 
 
“Oh fuck.” Shane’s core twisted hot. “Wanna fuck your face, maybe.” 
 
“Yes. Come on.” Ilya undid the button of the Omega’s pants and yanked them down along with his underwear with a quick jerk. He snuffled forward on his knees and pushed his face into length of jersey hanging over the Omega’s crotch, huffing a hot breath against him through the material. “Leave the jersey on.” 
 
“Jesus Christ, Rozanov.” Shane wanted to scoff, but his mouth was too dry, throat too tight. He brushed his knuckles at the Alpha’s cheek, tracking along the defined cheekbone and down to the curve of his lips and when Rozanov turned to nose at his palm and leave a tiny, sharp bite at the pad of his thumb, Shane shuddered through a sigh and nodded, “Yeah. Okay. Please.” 
 
“Hold right here.” Ilya moved the Omega’s hand from the side of his face and put it in his hair instead, directing the long fingers to twist into his curls and pull. “And try not to fall on me.” 
 
“Fuck you, I’m not gonna fall on you.” Shane denied breathlessly and the smile the Alpha sent his way was fifty shades past devilish, “Okay. When I suck your brain out through your dick, we will see if you fall.” 
 
“Oh my god!” Shane laughed at the sheer ridiculousness of it all, but then “Oh my god, Rozy fuck…!” he shoved his other hand into the Alpha’s hair and held on for his life when Rozanov opened up and took him deep. 
 
The jersey was in the way, but Ilya didn’t care. He gathered the material up in one hand and pushed it up the Omega’s stomach so he could seal his lips warm and wet around the slender length, hollowing his cheeks and careful to keep his fangs out of the way as he swallowed down and down taking more of more of the Omega across his tongue and bulging at his cheek until the blunt head knocked the back of his throat. 
 
Predictably, Hollander did that same little shocked yelp he did every time he bottomed out in Ilya’s mouth and predictably, the Alpha growled for it, the noise vibrating around the Omega and making Shane thrust forward helplessly, driving himself a half inch deeper in until Ilya’s throat convulsed clenching at him. “Fuck, that’s so good.” Shane panted and Ilya dug his fingers into the Omega’s ass, his nails leaving crescent markls as he dragged him in enough to choke on him, then pushed back impatiently miming for the Omega to use him. 
 
“You sure?” Shane checked in the way he always checked in, the way the Alpha always checked in, and the answering groan was the Alpha was permission, the way Rozanov’s eyes bled hungry scarlet as he stared up at Shane with his mouth open and tongue out was permission. 
 
“Fuck.” Shane knotted his fingers in the Alpha’s hair and used him, fucking his cock across Rozanov’s tongue and shoving at the back of the Alpha’s throat, splitting the spit soaked red lips with the blunt head and driving in deep grinding against the bump of Rozanov’s nose shoved into his stomach. The Alpha kept trying to shove the jersey up and out of the way so Shane could see the Captain’s C blurry in his peripherals but every time his team jersey slid and fell over the Alpha’s face, he had to breathe out a curse and thrust harder, faster, obsessed with the choking gagging noise coming from the Alpha’s stretched lips, the mess of saliva and drool gathering on the Alpha’s chin, the way his colors laying on the Alpha’s stunning features stirred up something feral and selfish in his soul. 
 
And when his legs gave out and he almost fell, because of course his legs gave out and he almost fell when he was close to finishing and his head was spinning, breath too fast and balance compromised by the pull of the Alpha’s addictive mouth–
 
Then, Ilya pulled off only enough to rumble, “Here Omega, here I won’t let you fall, come on.” and held him secure so Shane could drop to his knees and then fall back onto his butt. The Alpha crawled up between his splayed legs and swallowing back around him with one hand planted steady at his chest and the other pressing low on Shane’s stomach so when he came with a loud cry, the Alpha could feel his entire body twist and clench as his cock throbbed spilling clear down his throat. 
 
“F-fuck. I c-can’t— I can’t—” 
 
“Is okay, Omega.” Ilya slid up the Omega’s frame and covered him in a whole body hug, laying down the length of him solid and weighted and warm cos Hollander was shaking, his eyes screwed shut and breath catching over a overstimulated sob. 
 
“Shh shh shh, is okay.” he crooned into the Omega’s ear then leaned in and caught his mouth in a slow, sucking kiss, lingering long and pressing the tips of his fangs into Hollander’s lip until the pinprick of pain was enough to bring the Omega out of the overwhelmed head space and back to breathing normally. 
 
And once Hollander had reached to hold his hand and was smiling sated up at him, Ilya tugged at the brand new jersey and decided, “It looks good on you… Captain.” 
 
*****
 
“...Ilya Rozanov celebrating his fifth year playing for Boston this year and the fans have come out in full force tonight to honor him with signs and cowbells and I even heard he got flowers delivered to the locker room from a fan…”
 
“...oh! What a hit from Rozanov! He went after Hollander like he has a personal grievance!...” 
 
“Flowers?” Ilya grunted as he slammed the Omega into the boards. “You send me roses. You are trying to distract me?” 
 
“It was meant to be congratulations for five years playing with Boston.” Shane took off Rozanov on the ice, skating hard and swooping in to steal the puck right away, turning sharp on the skates and racing back the other way, “It’s your own fault if you’re distracted.” 
 
“Everyone is wondering who sent me flowers.” Ilya informed him quietly as they headed to another face off and Shane glanced around to make sure none of their respective teammates were listening before asking, “Did you tell them it was from me?” 
 
“No, of course not.” Ilya shook his head negatively. “Is weird enough they think I have an Omega sending me roses. Would be worse if they thought Captain of my nemesis team is sending them.” 
 
“Fair enough.” Rozanov won the face off. Shane took off after him, chasing the Alpha down the ice, dodging the Boston defense, twisting and turning every which way matching Rozanov stride for stride. “Did you at least like them?” 
 
Ilya scored and his team surround him too fast and too loud for him to reply. Shane returned the goal with one of his own a few minutes later just in time for the end of period buzzer, and as they skated over to their respective benches, the Alpha lowered his voice and rumbled, “Yes. I will have to think of good way to say thank you.” 
 
“Okay well while you’re thinking about that,” Shane winked real fast before he had to hurry and join his teammates trudging towards the lockers rooms. “I’m gonna go ahead and win this game.” 
 
“Mmm, we will see about that.” 
 
Montreal won the game. Ilya put the flowers by the window in his apartment so when the Omega pushed him into the bed and rode him hard that night, he could see the brilliant red roses contrasted as a backdrop to the stunning circle of mated gold ringing round his Omega’s dark eyes. 
 
“Knot me.” Hollander panted and Ilya braced a hand at the Omega’s lean hips and crooked two fingers on his free hand alongside his cock just past the stretched entrance, crooked two fingers and tugged them stuck so when Hollander tossed his head back, “C-coming, fuck–!” he was full and then fuller again when Ilya slammed his hips up a few times before was cumming too, holding the Omega down over him and grinding into his hole until they were both hissing from overstimulation and panting gross from the spill of spend and sweat drying on their skin. 
 
“So was this my thank you for the flowers?” Shane wiggled himself a little firmer onto Rozanov’s thick cock and stretched his arms up above his head, arching his back and stretching with a self satisfied little moan. “Because frankly, it seems like I did all the work here tonight.” 
 
“You are a brat.” Ilya informed him flatly and the Omega grinned down at him, “I need a drink. Get outta me and go get me a drink.” 
 
“No.” Yes. Ilya rolled them out of the wet spot on the bed and eased out of the Omega, dotting kisses all over Hollander’s face as he pulled free, hushing the plaintive little whimper from the Omega at being empty. “You will have water?” 
 
“Thanks.” 
 
Ilya went to get water, but paused at the door to his bedroom when he found the Omega laying curled into the bed with his eyes closed and a contented smile lifting his mouth, the blankets and sheets and one of Ilya’s hoodies grabbed up from the floor and mussed up circled around where they’d laid together as a nest. 
 
Totally normal. 
 
Yep. 
 
*****
 
2015
 
“...it seems like the entire world is obsessed with Ilya Rozanov lately. He’s been on the cover of every tabloid, every blog, every magazine all damn summer, not to mention every time he’s out in public he has a different, beautiful woman on his arm, even though we have yet to see any of them make a repeat appearance for a second date…” 
 
“...you have to admire his dedication to the game you know, an Alpha like that could have any girl he wanted, but he chooses to pursue hockey instead and that’s what makes him a champion…” 
 
“...Speaking of beautiful people the world can’t get enough of, I heard Shane Hollander just signed another sponsorship contract and maybe even a modeling contract? It’s such a shame he keeps himself too busy to make any time for romance, he can’t play hockey forever and he might just age himself right out of finding a decent Alpha to help him settle down…” 
 
“I have to say, we are so excited to have you on board.” the social media rep for some fancy clothing brand, something French and unpronounceable and wildly unaffordable, reached across the table and clasped Shane’s hand eagerly. “Not just a hockey player but an Omega and you know, you are every bit as stunning as everyone says. I’m actually a little flustered by it, are you sure you didn’t miss your calling to be a supermodel instead of a hockey player?” 
 
“Uh no, I think I’m much better suited to the ice than the runway.” Shane withdrew his hand and forced a laugh, mostly because Yuna was standing just off camera sternly mouthing for him to smile and play along and be nice. 
 
“I’m sure everyone in Montreal and honestly, all of Canada agrees, you are doing amazing out there!” she tapped the screen on her tablet to pull up the contract details and a list of questions the company had for him. “Now then, we just have some super dry, super boring contract stuff to run over and then we can get you in front of the camera, so I’m gonna jump right into it and you let me know if you have any questions?” 
 
“Yep. Sure.” Shane had read the contract three times already. His Mom had read the contract six times, underlined everything she didn’t like, highlighted what needed to be changed and had added an extra zero to the end of the proposed compensation amount. It would be an interesting conversation when they got to that part of the contract, but for just then as the rep rattled off some standard information, Shane pulled his phone out under the table and sent a quick text. 
 
From Jane: If one more brand shows up to bother me talking for half an hour about how they’re so excited to meet The Omega Hockey Player, I’m gonna lose my mind. 
 
From Jane:  This one messed up and put ‘the omega’ into the contract instead of my name. I might actually start throwing tables. 
 
From Lily: If I call you ‘omega’ will you throw me ON a table. 
 
From Jane: I might throw you THROUGH a table. 
 
From Lily: That is not the threat you think it is.
 
It was late afternoon in Montreal, but in Moscow it was almost midnight and Ilya had been out partying with Svetlana for hours. 
 
Or rather, the Alpha had been sipping absentmindedly at his drink for hours while scrolling through his messages from Hollander, scrolling through the Omega’s Instagram, typing then deleting texts because he’d been the one to initiate the conversation the last few times and initiating it again had felt maybe like whatever they were trying to pretend was normal was dipping right back into Ilya being obsessive territory and he didn’t want that. 
 
But then the Omega texted him, so Ilya forgot about the rest of his drink and kept texting back. 
 
From Jane: What are you doing? 
 
From Lily: Partying with my adoring public. Obviously. I am very popular here.
 
From Jane: Obviously. 
 
From Lily: 71 days
 
From Jane: ?? 
 
From Lily: Our first game. So we can see each other. 
 
From Jane: I figured you’d be too busy partying with your adoring public to bother counting down the days until you can see me again. 
 
From Jane: And it’s actually only 70, you guys will fly in the day before because it’s an early afternoon game so we can hang out once you land. 
 
Ilya swept his thumb over the message, a small smile tugging at his mouth at the proof that maybe his Omega wasn’t being super normal about things and them and this either. 
 
From Lily: 70 days is better. Not counting down to see you, by the way. Counting down to fuck you. 
 
From Lily: If I could have your ass and not your sass it would be perfect world. 
 
From Jane: I hear they have sex dolls for that sort of thing. 
 
The comment about sex dolls reminded the Alpha of Sochi and he frowned a little, hesitating over the phone keyboard until he got brave enough to send, 
 
From Lily: I do not want a sex doll 
 
From Lily: I want you
 
From Jane: … … … 
 
From Jane: Fuck. I want you too.
 
*****
 
“...here we go into a highly anticipated game tonight, first time for the new season that Boston and Montreal are playing one another, first time for the new season that legendary rivals Rozanov and Hollander will be face to face since Hollander led his team to a Cup victory…” 
 
“...look how big Rozanov has gotten, I dunno what it is about those Russian summers but he comes back looking like he spent every second of those months away in the gym…” 
 
“...Hollander had a busy summer too, in between all those honestly sort of sexy commercials all the girls out there are just eating up, he broke a longstanding speed and stickhandling record, then turned around the broke his own record by setting another, what a great few months for everyone’s favorite Omega…” 
 
“Just heard through the grapevine that Hollander won’t be playing tonight.” the Boston coach checked his phone and clicked his tongue. “Something about a medical issue. That’s too bad for him but it’s actually great for us because without him on the ice, we can adjust our plays—” 
 
Ilya didn’t hear a single word the coach said next. The Alpha grabbed his phone and fired off a text, a second text when the first wasn’t answered immediately, a third text less than thirty seconds later when the Omega still hadn’t replied.
 
“Rozanov!” The coach called startled when Ilya lumbered to his feet in most of his gear and started to leave the locker room. “Where the fuck are you going? We have to be on the ice in ten minutes for warm ups!” 
 
“I will be back in five.” Ilya hit call on his phone the second he stepped into the hallway, hurrying down the corridor as it rang rang rang. “Pick up, pick up, pick up, fuck.” 
 
“Rozanov.” The Omega answered on the third ring, sounding wholly exhausted and but also worried over hearing from Rozanov so unexpectedly. “H-hey. The game starts in like forty five minutes, why are you calling—?”
 
“They said you have medical emergency.” Ilya cut in tersely. “What is wrong?”
 
“What?” rustling on the other side of the line as if he was sitting up in bed. “No, no nothing’s wrong. Nothing’s wrong. I’m just…” a beat of hesitation. “In heat.”
 
“Heat.” Ilya went stock still, eyes slamming shut and fingers clenching into a fist. “You are in heat right now?”
 
“Yeah. Um, usually I time my suppressant doses so when I do have to go off them for a few weeks, my cycle show up during the off season but I was super busy this summer and traveling alot so.” The Omega cleared his throat. “It’s not a big deal. Not an emergency, though I guess I’m glad they said it was medical instead of announcing to the whole goddamn league that I’m in heat.” 
 
“Hollander–” 
 
“It’s no big deal.” He reassured him again. “I’ll be back at practice by Friday and able to play the next game, it was just bad timing this time around so–” 
 
“Tell me no.” The Alpha ducked into an open office and locked the door behind him, leaning back against the door and dragging a hand through his hair, down his face. “Right now. Say no to me. Tell me no.”
 
“What?“ Fully ensconced in his bed with a heat bag over his midsection and an elephant’s dose worth of pain meds trying to counter the crippling heat cramps, Shane was confused about both the phone call from the Alpha and Rozanov’s odd demand. “I don’t get it, what do you mean–” 
 
“I will skip game.” Ilya cut in. “And come help you with your heat.” 
 
“Holy shit.” Shane’s eyes went wide. “Rozy, what? That’s–” 
 
“Tell me no.” 
 
“N-no.” the Omega stammered. “That’s crazy. Don’t skip your game. No. Definitely not.” 
 
“I will come over after game.” He bit out from behind his fangs. “Tell me no.”
 
“No.” Fainter, that time. Shane lay back in the pillows and held the phone close to his ear as the sound of the Alpha’s rumbly voice cut through some of the hormone induced haze and skittered hot through his veins. “Um no. Don’t do that.”
 
“It would be a bad idea.” The Alpha hated every word, cutting his fangs into his knuckles as he forced it all out. “And risky. Stupid. Would ruin our regular normal and we do not want to do that. So tell me no.”
 
“…no.” 
 
“You can handle heat just fine alone, you do not need me and you do not need my knot.” 
 
Silence. 
 
Ilya slammed his fist down on the floor and snarled helpless and starving, “Tell me no, Omega. No, you do not need me. You do not want me. Tell me no.”
 
Silence.
 
Then whisper soft and edged over a careful, coaxing purr, “Alpha….”
 
“...did you see Rozanov tonight? He always plays handsy against Montreal but he was downright brutal tonight. I think without Hollander on the ice to keep his attention, he was taking out all that aggression on any one unfortunate enough to get in his way…” 
 
“...kinda fun for the fans though, you know. Rozanov has come along way from that mouthy brawler when he was just barely eighteen, now he plays like a machine, all tight control and precision and if you listen to that crowd tonight, they had the time of their lives watching him smash his way through the Montreal defense… 
 
“...served more penalty time this game than he has all season, maybe even all last season, I think he needs to call one of those supermodels he spent the summer with and work off that edge of rut, huh…” 
 
“...not to make things weird here fellas, but uhhh I volunteer as tribute…?” 
 
From Jane: What the fuck, you almost killed someone out there last night, what got into you?
 
From Lily: You watched game while in heat? Watched me play?
 
From Jane: Yeah, me and my very favorite purple dildo. It was… inspiring. 
 
From Lily: Fuck
 
From Lily: FUCK!
 
*****
 
2016
 
“...Montreal arrived just a few hours ago to face Boston on their home turf and we caught up team captain Shane Hollander to ask how he felt about the upcoming game and Rozanov’s insistence that this year they will take the Cup…”
 
“...I really do love watching these two face off, it’s so funny because you know Rozanov’s mouth never stops running and Hollander is always so focused in, even from way up in the stands you can physically feel the tension and irritation…”
 
“...one day this rivalry between them is gonna turn ugly and they’ll actually have to do something about it, either fight it out or fuck it out and hey, the franchise could use some Hollanov super genes to create a team right?...”
 
“Don’t say it.” Shane warned when Rozanov dragged him in from the hall and right into a long kiss, and the Alpha leaned away to cock an eyebrow at him, “Say what?” 
 
“What the news guys said.” Shane kicked off his shoes and shed his jacket then reached for the Alpha again, running his hands up Rozanov’s chest before looping at his neck and pulling him in tight. “About how you should pup me up.”
 
“What are you talking about?” Ilya’s entire body went hot when the Omega breathed words pup me up into his mouth and he had to work to settle that initial claiming, possessive reaction. “Who said that?” 
 
“The news guys.” Shane repeated impatiently, tugging at the Alpha’s shirt so he could get to skin. “They said at some point something’s gotta give with our rivalry and we’d either have to fight it out or fuck it out and that hey, the league could use some Hollanov players with super genes, or some shit like that. Like ha-ha it's so funny for them to talk about you knocking me up for the sole reason of providing super hockey players to the league."
 
“If only they knew.” Ilya stripped Hollander’s belt off and shoved the Omega’s pants down, automatically shifting his weight so he could hold the Omega steady long enough to kick out of the jeans. “How often we are ‘fucking it out’ right beneath their noses.” 
 
“That’s true.” Shane acknowledged with a begrudging huff as he let the Alpha herd him towards the bed. “But the point stands. I don’t want to talk about it, don’t want to hear about it and you sure as shit don’t get to laugh about-– oh.” he wheezed when a too hard push sent him tumbling right onto the mattress. “Fuck you, don’t push me.” 
 
“No, I do what I want.” the Alpha countered blandly while smoothing his hands up Hollander’s legs, petting at his side, rubbing at his chest, checking the Omega all over to ensure the push onto the overly plush bed hadn’t actually hurt him at all. “And I will not laugh about pregnancy thing. It scares me too much.” 
 
“Pregnancy scares you.” Shane propped up on his elbow just in time to see Rozanov’s eyes fade red, and he sucked in a loud breath when the Alpha braced a big hand on either of his thighs and shoved them open. “Wh– wh–” Rozanov bent to lave a kiss to the inside of his leg, high up at the vee of his hips and Shane’s brain briefly shut down. “Um what– shit. You um–” 
 
“Good sentence.” Ilya nosed his way deeper, snuffling and nuzzling through the short, fine hair on the Omega’s sac and base of his cock. “Is very good English. Good job.”
 
“Asshole.” Shane threaded his fingers into the Alpha’s hair and jerked hard in retaliation. “You said pregnancy scares you.” 
 
“Mmm yes.” Ilya settled in heavy between the Omega’s legs, his broad shoulders wedging Hollander’s knees wide, his chin propped low on Hollander’s stomach. “I would be scared to lose my abs. And my tits would get big and sagggy, nobody wants that.” 
 
Shane’s eyes crinkled as he fought against a smile and the Alpha continued very seriously, “Not to mention, cravings would make me a bitch. Stretch marks? Ew. And I hear after baby, if you laugh, you pee. I cannot piss myself every time I make excellent joke about you being boring. No. Sorry to sports announcers, but I will not get pregnant, super hockey player babies or not." 
 
“You’re stupid.” Shane’s stomach flip flopped butterflies when Rozanov scrunched his nose and winked at him. “And hey, I thought you liked my stretch marks.” 
 
“I do.” Ilya ducked his head to get his mouth, his tongue, his fangs onto the faint lines decorated pale on the inside of Hollander’s muscular thighs, biting in until the Omega swore and went tense, then easing back to lick and lap and suckle soothing kisses over the indents from his teeth.
 
“I do like your stretch marks.” Another bite, another slow kiss, Ilya smushed his face into his Omega’s thigh and open mouth inhaled the faint scent of slick, of arousal, the heady reminder of just how badly and how often the stunning Omega wanted him. “Maybe is weird how much I like them.” 
 
“I’m pretty used to you being weird after all these years.” Shane didn’t mean to sound quite so smitten but it all came out in his voice anyway, affection and amusement and honest to god enjoyment of every minute he spent with the Alpha. “And for what it’s worth, I like yours too.” 
 
“Is lie, I do not have stretch marks.” Ilya did have stretch marks at his back and his shoulders where presenting as Alpha had layered on bulk and where working to be the best in the league had layered on mass. Shane set his fingers to the faint lines and huffed a quiet laugh, “Sure you don’t.” 
 
“I am sculpted by the gods.” the Alpha denied hotly. “Was born swole.” 
 
“Born swole–!” Shane cracked up laughing and Ilya finally grinned too, sliding up the Omega’s body to taste the laughter right off his lips. “Jesus Christ, Ilya!” 
 
Too late, Shane realized what he’d done, realized that he’d used the Alpha’s name the way they never once had used each other’s name before. 
 
And that was stupid, right? It was stupid to hook up for years and never say one another’s name, but it was also stupid to do what they did every damn day, stupid to hook up with a rival player, stupid to risk their careers for the sake of sex, stupid for Ilya to call him Omega like an endearment and for Shane to purr calling him Alpha and begging for a knot, stupid stupid stupid to pretend everything was normal after Shane had scent locked imprinted back in Sochi…
 
So really in the grand scheme of the piles of stupid things they had done and kept doing for years and years at this point, maybe finally calling the Alpha Ilya wouldn’t even make the list. 
 
“...Shane.” It shook Ilya right down to his core to quite suddenly realize how intimate his name could sound coming from the Omega’s mouth, but he played it off like it was really fucking normal thing for long term, long distance, friends with benefits to do and brushed the pad of his thumb along the freckles under the Omega his Omega’s eyes and murmured, “Shane. After Sochi and after Vegas we said normal, yes?” 
 
“Fuck.” Shane went very still. “I um–” 
 
“So no matter what sports announcers say about Hollanov super genetics, we will keep doing normal thing.” he lay the softest possible kiss on the Omega’s eyelids, the tip of Shane’s nose, the corner of his mouth. “I will fuck you until you are gagging for it, you will not get me pregnant–” 
 
“Oh my god.” 
 
“--and everything will be fine.” 
 
“Fine.” Shane knew he looked goofy smiling so wide, he knew he did. “And thank you. For not– you know. What the announcers said. Hearing shit like that makes me so mad all the time and you’re an asshole about basically everything, but thanks for not being an asshole about that.” 
 
“Do you remember interview before draft when the reporter asked how long it would be before you let an Alpha teammate pup you up?” Ilya sat back on his heels and coaxed himself to full hardness with lazy, leisurely strokes. Shane’s eyes dropped to the Alpha’s cock and he wet his lips before nodding “Vividly, yeah. Think it’s the closest I’ve ever been to ripping someone’s throat out with my teeth. I was like seventeen and it was such a gross thing for him to say.” 
 
“Mmhmm.” Ilya tore open a condom and tossed the trash away. “I jerked off to that interview and you snarling all pissy like that for weeks.” 
 
“Fuck you, no you didn’t.” Shane’s mouth dropped right open. “Really? So when we met in Regina…?” 
 
“You were so nice that day.” Ilya bared his fangs in a snarky, snarling grin as he lay back over his Omega and fit his fingers into the slick hole. Shane’s eyes fell closed and Ilya pushed deeper, prepping him fast so there was room for him inside. “But I like you better when you are mean.” 
 
“Mean, huh? I’ll show you mean.” In a show of that same athleticism that made him a star hockey player, Shane twisted free of the Alpha’s grasp and in a single powerfully fluid motion had Ilya pinned to the bed, his hand holding both Ilya’s wrists up above his head and knees braced on either side of Ilya’s frame so he was well and truly trapped. “How’s that?” 
 
“Oh no, the most beautiful Omega I’ve ever seen wants to wrestle.” Ilya drawled the words out slow, his blue eyes fading scarlet in anticipation. “Please please have mercy, I am ever so frightened of what will be very good time.” 
 
“You should be frightened, Ilya Rozanov.” Fuck, Shane knew his smile was big enough to be stupid, he just didn’t care. “I’m a beast.” 
 
The Alpha ran his tongue over the length of his fangs and growled up at him, “Then come and take it, Shane Hollander.”
 
Ilya didn’t bring up the pregnancy comment again that night, not even to tease about him being the one who would get pregnant when the asshole announcers had very obviously meant it would be Shane who’d get knocked up. 
 
He didn’t bring it up but when Shane craned his neck baring his throat and that damnable blocker patch, purring out Ilya’s name, calling him Alpha, writhing wriggling begging for a knot, the Alpha let himself wonder for a very short minute if he hadn’t insisted on being normal after Vegas, if maybe they would be much closer to a real conversation about all that sort of thing. 
 
Shane didn’t bring it up again either, but when he bit into the Alpha’s throat as he came and didn’t find a single tendril of amber or pine scent, when Ilya growled out his name like a prayer and hammered into him chasing his own release, when they collapsed together and Ilya immediately settled him, soothed him, eased away only after checking in and went to get them a washcloth and some water–
 
For just a very short minute, Shane wondered if it was normal to feel his heart break a little more every single time they were together, but no where near actually together. 
 
Fuck. 
 
****
 
“...word on the street is that Ilya Rozanov still has not signed a renewed contract with Boston. He’s still got one season to go before he’s officially a free agent, but teams from all across the country are lobbying to steal him away and I know Boston must be panicking…” 
 
“...I think we’re all curious to see where Rozanov ends up. Playing for Boston has been his life for the better part of a decade and you have to wonder where he wants his life to go. He’s had an amazing career already, maybe he’ll take the chance to slow down, find an Omega and start a family like so many other players…” 
 
Ilya was on the phone when Shane arrived at his place, and he grimaced apologetically as he waved the Omega in, motioning to the phone and rolling his eyes. 
 
“Hi.” Shane mouthed and Ilya nodded, tugging him in for a kiss and a silent “Hi.” in return. 
 
“Is everything okay?” the Omega checked in and Ilya held the phone down against his chest to muffle it, “No. I mean yes, is fine. But–” a burst of Russian from the side of the line and Ilya jerked the phone back up, rattling off a frustrated sounding answer before he covered it again and whispered, “There is food in kitchen. Still hot in oven. Eat.” 
 
“You made food for me?” Shane’s eyebrows rose impressed when he turned the corner and stepped into the massive kitchen with it’s high end appliances and custom island, the rows of seats and the oversized dining room table taking up an absurd amount of space on the highly polished floors. “Holy shit Ilya, this place is amazing. Do you know who built it? Or did you have it designed?” 
 
“Your real estate fetish is weird.” Ilya whispered at him over the sound of the phone call. “And I made food for me. But you can have some.” 
 
Shane almost declined the offer of food if only because Yuna had raised him to be painstakingly polite in all situations and taking someone’s meal that they were clearly too busy to eat because they were stuck on what seemed to be a stressful phone call was pretty fucking rude. 
 
But when he opened the oven to peek at the food, he found not one but two fully prepared plates warming on the racks, not one but two obviously carefully crafted tuna melts, not one but two sets of silverware on the counter, not one but two glasses chilling in the fridge for whatever they wanted to drink. 
 
“Didn’t make food for me, huh?” Shane grabbed his food and smiled, found a seat at the kitchen island and smiled, leaned back into the sweep of Ilya’s hand up his back as the Alpha paced his way past still embroiled in the conversation and smiled, took a sip of the ice cold ginger ale Ilya poured into the glass and pushed his way and smiled. 
 
“Is okay?” Ilya checked in when he paced past again, pausing to set his nose in Shane’s hair and nuzzle at him. 
 
“Still good?” Another check in, and Ilya covered the phone so he could turn the Omega into a short kiss, crooning teasing when Shane mumbled something about at least waiting until he finished his bite of food before trying to kiss him. 
 
“Almost done.” Ilya came up behind the chair and set his hand on the Omega’s shoulder, at the nape of his neck, around to spread his fingers wide to cover Shane’s throat and the always present patch. His father was still talking, rambling about basically nothing but worked up upset about it like always and Ilya grit his teeth frustrated about it until his Omega tilted his head back to rest against his chest, blinking slow up at him with a small, pleased smile. 
 
Fuck, he was beautiful. 
 
“Ty krasivyy.” Ilya said in it Russian, exhaling the words into a kiss dropped onto his Omega’s forehead. Then in English, “Sorry. Almost done.” 
 
“No worries.” Shane covered Ilya’s hand at his neck for a few seconds. “Where’s your bathroom?” 
 
The big house had four different bathrooms, but Ilya took Shane’s hand and towed him along to the master bathroom, the en suite directly connected to his personal bedroom, before ducking through the sliding glass door and out into the yard so he could get loud enough to get a word in edgewise to his father’s ramblings and finally finish the badly timed phone call. 
 
Shane washed up in the sort of obscenely large bathroom, scrubbing the smell of tuna off his hands and rifling through the medicine cupboard to find some mouth wash to rinse the aftertaste of pickles and mustard away. He ran some water through his hair and took a second to straighten his clothes, then meandered into the big bedroom and decided to be nosy. 
 
It wasn’t as if he hadn’t been in Ilya’s space before. They’d hooked up at the Boston condo several times and hotel rooms were basically just all in one bedrooms, so it wasn’t as if the Omega had never sat where Ilya slept, or looked through his dresser to borrow a pair of sweats. But the newly acquired house was very clearly home in a way hotel rooms certainly weren’t and even the apartment hadn’t been and with Ilya outside on the phone, Shane took the opportunity to be nosy. 
 
He wandered through the room running his hands along the furniture, pausing to pick up a few different books from the shelves and flipped through any title that caught his eye, making a mental note to add them to his Kindle later. He prodded curiously at the pillows stacked on the Alpha’s bed, counted at least six full size pillows and snorted remembering how Ilya took so much glee in teasing him about his pillows on his bed, why the hell did the Alpha need half a dozen of them?
 
Ilya had left a hoodie over a chair by the window and Shane picked it up, bringing it to his face and rubbing it against his cheek, eyes closed and lips unconsciously parted as he tried to find the scent of Alpha beneath the neutrally clean detergent. The whole room smelled clean. Bright, but generic. Maybe Ilya wasn’t there enough for his pine and amber scent to infuse into the furniture, maybe he’d just had it professionally cleaned before Shane came over, maybe he wore his patches and suppressants so much lately that his scent had all but blanked from his house the same way Shane wore patches and suppressants so long term that his house didn’t scent like him either. 
 
Shane rubbed his cheek into the hoodie anyway, nosing into the gathered folds then shaking it out to hold it over his face and down over his throat, audibly inhaling and quietly sighing into the soft material, missing the scent of his Alpha way down deep in that very secret place he never let himself think about. 
 
Alpha. 
 
A noise at the door made him jump, and Shane dropped the hoodie back onto the chair, even stepped away and shoved his hands into his pockets self consciously when he saw the Alpha posted up at the door watching him. 
 
“Shit. Sorry, Ilya.” he offered with an embarrassed smile. “Guess it’s rude to be nosy, huh?” 
 
“You put all my books back exactly where you found them.” Ilya twisted his hair around his fingers, tugging at his ear lobe, rubbing at his neck, pushing his tongue at his fangs trying to distract himself with the pain, shifting on his feet stressed out by the phone call but trying to calm himself, soothe himself with the sight of his Omega scent marking in his bedroom. “I think you are most boring form of nosy.” 
 
“Yeah, that’s fair.” Ilya was stressed, visibly physically so and Shane instinctively mirrored the Alpha’s actions, messing with his own hair, touching the side of his throat unconsciously miming settle towards his Alpha. “How um– how’s it going? Is everything okay with your Dad?” 
 
“My Dad.” Ilya’s stomach swooped nervous. “How did you know— what, you speak Russian now too?” 
 
“Oh no, I just– I mean, the word for Father or Dad or Papa or whatever is pretty universal.” Shane shifted on his feet when the Alpha did, matching, miming, mirroring trying to ease the tension hovering near palpable at the Alpha’s shoulders. “Is everything okay with your family?” 
 
“Everything is fine.” It wasn’t fine but Ilya didn’t really want to talk about it. 
 
–well no, Ilya desperately wanted to talk about it, but not right then when he hadn’t seen Shane in a few weeks and the Omega was scent marking exploring his room and they had the entire afternoon and maybe the entire night together before their game tomorrow afternoon if Shane was willing to stay. 
 
Please please stay. 
 
“Is fine.” he said again, and cast about for a plausible explanation to give his Omega that wouldn’t be a lie but also wouldn’t be the entire, devastating truth. “My brother Alexei and my Papa, they are… stressed. I will be a free agent next year and I have not signed another contract. They have lots to say about it.” 
 
“Is it like…” Shane tried to keep his tone neutral like the idea of Ilya leaving didn’t make him want to gag, “They want you to go back home and play for a European league?” 
 
“No.” Ilya denied bluntly. “They do not care what league I play for so long as there is money.”  
 
“Oh.” Shane nodded, then nodded again with his lip curling in disgust when he realized, “Oh. It’s about the money. Shit.” 
 
“Does not matter.” Ilya shrugged it off. It mattered, but not as much as his Omega kneading at the blankets on his bed and pushing at them with little nudges trying to rearrange them, he wondered if his Omega was aware he was kneading at the blankets and pushing them around trying to rearrange the into a nest. 
 
“So.” the bedroom was big, huge, honestly a little bit ridiculously overcompensatingly large, but it felt small, small, privately cozily small with the Alpha standing at the door watching him with an expression that could only be described as fond. 
 
“So.” Shane fussed at one of the pillows, arranging it sort of sideways on the bed. “Why haven’t you re-signed? Boston is panicking about you maybe leaving next year. Is that your plan? Are you going to leave?” 
 
“I don’t know.” Ilya pushed off the door frame and sauntered in to the room, circling around his Omega and the bed to lean against the desk on the far wall. “Last time I made big decisions about my life I was eighteen. Nineteen. I chose Boston.” I chose you. “Now is chance to choose again and I need to think about it.” 
 
“Right. Sure. I get that.” Shane got it. He had two years left on his contract with Montreal but his mom had already started talking about different teams, different contracts, pay raises and compensation, trying to prep and prepare him for the next big step in his life. “You know, my mom is like, scary good with all that sort of thing. She has binders worth of research on the different teams and pay scales and everyone’s stats. If you want, I could–” 
 
“I do not want to talk to your Mom-ager about my career, Shane.” 
 
“Mom-ager.” Shane pulled out his phone and waved it teasingly. “I’m gonna text her and tell her you said that.” 
 
Ilya rolled his shoulders and blew out a deep breath, his chest aching with just how goddamn thrilled he was to have his Omega there smiling at him. 
 
“I am glad you’re here.” 
 
“Me too.” Shane held both hands out, grabby hands style and raised his eyebrows. “Come here?” 
 
The Alpha smirked as if he adored him, “No. You come here.” 
 
“You come here.” Shane made grabby hands again and this time Ilya’s fangs showed when he grinned, “My place, my rules. You come here.” 
 
“You’re bossy.” Shane informed him as he moved close and the Alpha nodded, nodded, caught him into a searing kiss and replied, “And you are a brat, but I do not complain about it.” 
 
“Fuck you, all you do is complain.” 
 
“I promise not to complain if you take your pants off.” Ilya hefted Shane into his arms and carried him right back to the bed, laying him out in the half assembled nest the Omega had obliviously rumpled into place. “Deal?” 
 
“Mr. Rozanov, I accept the terms of your proposal.”
 
“Business talk is not sexy foreplay talk.” the Alpha chastised, but Shane slid his hand down the front of Ilya’s pants to close around his cock and stroke him a few times, “Mmmm let’s agree to disagree cos it sure seems like sexy business contract talk gets you hard as hell.” 
 
“Is just you.” Ilya grabbed the Omega’s chin and kissed him hard. “Is just you.” 
 
They didn’t talk. They never did. Or rather, they talked plenty but not about what they needed to talk about and when they really really needed to talk about something, they talked extra during sex like any words would do, like the sound of each other’s voices saying anything at all would compensate for all the conversations they kept refusing to have. 
 
They didn’t talk. But Ilya kept up a running stream of praise for his Omega the entire time, all the way through fingering him open slow and torturously thorough until Shane was grabbing at the blankets, at the sheets, at Ilya’s hair and popping his blunt teeth and demanding that the Alpha get in him, that Ilya move, he wasn’t going to keep being a good Omega if Ilya didn’t fuck him sometime before the next century, Jesus Christ, Alpha Alpha Alpha please. 
 
They didn’t talk. But Shane’s voice went high pitched and needy when Ilya put his legs over his shoulders and fit into him slowly, splitting him open with short rolls of his hips and devastatingly precise nudges of his cock against his prostate until the Omega was gushing slick and his toes were curling, tears gathering in the corners of his eyes as he gasped out, “Don’t move, don’t move, Ilya no no wait, you have to wait or I’m gonna cum, I’m gonna cum–!” 
 
Ilya moved. Shane fell apart. The Alpha shifted inside him just enough for the wide bump of his knot to knock at the Omega’s stretched rim and Shane fell to pieces with a cry that was almost a scream, his cock jerking and spilling untouched across his stomach, his legs locking strangling tight around Ilya’s neck and fingers tearing at the blankets. Ilya turned his face into the crush of Shane’s legs at his head and sank his teeth into the shuddering muscle in his Omega’s thigh, pushing his fangs against the sweat damp skin until he pierced through and tasted the copper tang of blood on his tongue along with sweat and slick and the taste of his Omega.
 
“Damn you.” The bite at his thigh only made Shane whimper. No pain, only heat. No sting, only the sucking, slick pull of his Alpha’s mouth soothing the red marks and licking him clean. “D-damn you. Asshole. I t-told you not to move. I fucking t-told you…” 
 
“Mmm I’m sorry.” Ilya murmured with his lips still moving whisper soft across the bite mark, and Shane reached to touch him, to card his fingers through Ilya’s wrecked hair and to brush down the Alpha’s cheek, “No you aren’t.” 
 
“Here. Come here.” Ilya waited until Shane’s legs loosed at his neck and eased out of his Omega slowly, hushing the quiet whines and huffs about being sticky with a trail of kisses over Shane’s sternum and heart. He turned them sideways in the bed and tucked Shane into his chest, spooning up behind him and checking in, “Yes?” before fitting back inside the Omega with a single, smooth thrust. 
 
“Fuck…” Shane sighed once he was full again, body moving with every shallow thrust. “Ilya…” 
 
“Hey.” Ilya tucked his face into the curve of the Omega’s throat and hid a smug smile. “Remember when I made you cum hands free? That was a neat trick.” 
 
“I hate you.” 
 
“Yes.” Ilya wound their fingers together and set their hands over Shane’s heart, holding his Omega steady and close and warm. “I can tell.” 
 
*****
 
It was dark outside when they woke up again, the sun having set at some point while they were wrapped up together holding one another tight in the big bed. The pillows had been pushed and kicked around, tugged and pulled into a haphazard circle by a sleepily incoherent Omega, the blankets rumpled and crumpled and arranged around them to look a little more like walls every time Shane had woken up enough to shift in the bed then burrow back into the heat of his Alpha’s body.
 
Ilya woke every time Shane did, not enough to open his eyes or manage any words but every time he felt the Omega move, he loosed his hold with a comforting rumble so Shane could get comfortable, then scooped him in tight with a contented growl once Shane was back in his arms. 
 
They slept long enough for it to get dark outside and then it was Ilya who fully woke up first, Ilya who checked the time and was genuinely surprised at it being so late into the evening, Ilya who fumbled for the closest lamp to click on to the lowest setting, Ilya who saw the makeshift nest and felt the swell of pride in his chest at giving his Omega a safe place to be comfortable, then skated his lips over the ever present patch at his Omega’s bonding spot and snuggled in close again ready to sleep the rest of the night away so long as Shane stayed there purring with every slow, drowsy breath. 
 
Eventually, “Ilya?” Shane stirred enough to remember where he was, and he squinted up at the Alpha in confusion. “Hey. Did we fall asleep?” 
 
“You did, yes.” Ilya propped up on his elbow and coaxed Shane onto his back so he was laying half over his Omega. He tapped his finger at the tip of Shane’s nose and smiled, “I did not. You were snoring like chainsaw, not even the dead could sleep through that.” 
 
“Fuck you, I don’t snore.” Shane ran his hand up Ilya’s arm, gripping lightly at his bicep. “I messed up your bed too, huh?” 
 
“There are worse things in life than beautiful Omega turning my bed into a nest.” he decided quietly and when Shane flushed in surprise and pleasure, Ilya leaned down to kiss him. “I think I will let it go at least this once.”
 
“I appreciate your understanding of my nesting instincts.” Shane met the Alpha in another kiss, pulling him down and drawing it out long, tangling their legs and arching up to rub into the Alpha’s body, soaking in the attention and adoration and the gentleness in every brush of the Alpha’s hands along his skin, the barely there sting of the Alpha’s fangs, the steady rumble vibrating bass pitched and content from the Alpha’s chest like Ilya was purring. 
 
“I’m happy you’re here.” Ilya whispered into the quiet. “Shane. My Omega–” 
 
“Alpha.” Shane gasped over the possessive my, the claim stunningly loud for being a single short syllable. “Alpha. Holy shit.” 
 
“My Omega.” Ilya said it again, then brushed his thumb lightly, gently, reverently over the scatter of freckles just below his Omega’s gorgeous eyes, the stunning dark eyes filling in brighter and brighter with brilliant, mated gold. “Gold is my very favorite color, I think.” 
 
“Gold is?” Shane shook his head a little. “What do you mean?” 
 
“Your eyes.” Ilya rubbed their noses together. “When they shine gold for me even with our patches on, even with suppressants and blockers and not knowing each other’s scent. When you blink gold for me, it is most beautiful thing. My favorite color.” 
 
“My eyes.” Shane went very still beneath him and Ilya leaned away, his stomach dropping uncomfortably, “...You didn’t know?” 
 
“My eyes.” the Omega repeated. “Gold? What? No, I didn’t–” 
 
Ilya could see the very instant realization set in, he clocked the exact second when Shane put it all together and started to panic. 
 
“Omega.” Ilya tried to grab him, but Shane was already moving, already rolling, almost falling off the bed in his haste before he got his feet under him and stumbled away. “Hey, wait. Wait. Is okay, please just–” 
 
“I gotta go.” Shane grabbed for his pants and shoved his legs into them. “I gotta go. Um thanks for the– for the food and um–?” he snatched at his shirt and yanked it on, it was inside out and the tag was backwards but he didn’t care, he had to go, he couldn’t breathe, he had to go. 
 
“Shit. Maybe you shouldn’t call me Omega cos um– you know–” He didn’t know where his socks were. Shane crammed his feet into his shoes anyway. “Like holy shit, that’s some mated shit right there and you and I aren’t– we aren’t–” 
 
“Shane.” Ilya should have kept his fucking mouth shut and he cursed cursed cursed himself even as he held his hand out and tried to reassure him, “This is like Russia, okay? You are fine, it is fine. It doesn’t have to mean anything. Doesn’t mean anything.” 
 
“This isn’t like Russia!” Shane lunged for his coat. “That– that was like stress and being horny but we just– fuck, we just slept together like all day–” 
 
“Is normal thing to do after sex!” Ilya tried desperately to say anything at all that would put a stop to the spiral, anything at all that would undo whatever damage he’d just done. “People sleep together, it’s–” 
 
“You can’t just casually fucking tell me that its pretty when I blink gold at you, Ilya that is– that is–” Shane dug his hands into his hair and pulled until tears filled his eyes. “Mated Omegas do that. Mated Omegas do that and I am not mated, we are not mated, you can’t be so goddamn nonchalant the first time my eyes go gold for you and expect me to just–!” 
 
“Not the first time.” Ilya should have kept his fucking mouth shut and stopped ruining this beautiful perfect thing that was his Omega blinking gold in a nest made in his bed, but he couldn’t lie about it. Not anymore. 
 
“What does that mean.” Shane’s face went very pale, his voice very quiet. “What does that mean, it’s not the first time. How many times have I–” 
 
Ilya sat up in the bed, pulling the sheets over his lap and his knees up to his chest and Shane stared at him, “Ilya. How many times?” 
 
“I do not know how for sure.” the Alpha said quietly, and Shane covered his face with his hands, “How long, Ilya? How long?!” 
 
“Since the condo.” 
 
“The condo.” Shane echoed blankly. “The condo? You mean, my condo?” then with a disbelieving, devastated noise, “Since our first time? Since the first time we actually–!?” 
 
Ilya just nodded and Shane stumbled back towards the door. “Jesus fucking Christ. Are you serious? So years, then. Since way before Sochi when I– when we— Oh Jesus fucking Christ! You knew this entire time?!” 
 
“What do you want me to say?” Ilya clasped his hands tight and dug deep for his self control, searched deep for every bit of composure so he wouldn’t shatter to pieces in the wake of his Omega’s horror. “What can I say so you will not run away again?” 
 
“I’m not running away again!” Shane spat, but when the Alpha only looked at him half dressed and panicking and holding his hoodie between them like a shield, he started hyperventilating, “Shit. Shit! I’m not— I’m not–!” 
 
“Go and freak out.” Ilya said woodenly. “Go and freak out and text me after you calm down. We can be normal again. We won’t talk about it, I won’t talk about it, go and freak out and then we can–” 
 
“We cannot be normal again when you know I’ve been signaling mate at you for years.” the Omega cried. "For years? You knew about it for years!"
 
"WIll be fine." Ilya cut his tongue bleeding on his fangs as he lied, "We were normal after Sochi. We will be normal about this too. Go. Text me when you are ready to not talk about it.” 
 
Shane turned and ran, turned and fled, turned and sprinted from the Alpha’s bedroom and the Alpha’s house and the weight of the Alpha he’d been scent locked, imprinted signalling mate on to for years. 
 
What in the fuck was happening? 
 
****
 
“...This might be the worst game we have ever seen Rozanov and Hollander play ever. Boston managed the win but it was ugly and Rozanov doesn’t look happy about it. And where the hell was Shane Hollander all night? He wa acting like he got his knees cut out from under him…” 
 
“...Its funny how the competition between these two has made them such good players, but tonight something was just really really off. If I was a betting man, I’d think so many years of playing together turned the rivalry into respect and took the heat right out of their rivalry so now the game is boring…”
 
“...Can you imagine, Rozanov and Hollander as friends? No way, its much more likely they finally hooked up, and what a fucking disaster that would be…” 
 
The announcers laughed about it. 
 
Ilya went to a bar, picked up a drink and didn’t stop drinking until some point past three am when a pretty, flirty, touchy feely male Omega put his arm around the Alpha’s shoulder and purred into his ear, “Tough game tonight, Rozy, but don’t worry, Boston still loves you. I’d be happy to make you feel better and I’m very discreet so you don’t have to worry about–” 
 
“Get your arm off me or I’ll rip it off and beat you with it.” Ilya answered coldly, and the Omega recoiled from him, “What did you just say?” 
 
“Leave me alone.” Ilya let his eyes run scarlet, scraped his tongue along his fangs until it bled down over his teeth and snarled out savage, “Leave. Me. Alone.” 
 
The announcers laughed about it. 
 
That night Shane called his parents and when Yuna picked up the phone with an immediate, “Hi baby, how are you? Tough game tonight, huh? You feeling okay?” Shane curled into a ball on his bed and held the phone tight to whisper, “Can I come home?” 
 
“What did he ask?” David wanted to know in the background and Yuna supplied, “He asked to come home. Shane, honey of course you can come home. Do you want us to go over to the cottage and get it set up, or–?” 
 
“I want to come home. Your house.” Shane sniffed and his Mom’s voice immediately frazzled concerned, “Shane? What’s wrong?” 
 
“I tried really really hard to be normal about it.” the Omega started crying, breath hitching loud and the words coming out choked. “Mom, I tried really really hard but I can’t pretend anymore, I’m tired of pretending that normal is okay, I’m not– it’s not–” 
 
“Come home, kiddo.” David took the phone from his mate and rumbled comfortingly down the line at his son. “Come on home. We’ll make up your bed in the spare room and get some extra blankets so you can build a nest and–” 
 
The reminder that he didn’t have a nest in his condo, in his cottage, at his parents house, that the only place he’d ever even felt half right to nesting was with Ilya ripped an ugly sob from the Omega. 
 
“Shane!? Shane! Baby, talk to me!”  
 
“Trying to be normal is killing me Mom!" he put the phone down on the blankets so his parents wouldn't hear him scream. "It’s killing me…”
 
*****
 
Chapter Notes: 
 
How's everybody doing? Still with me? Crying and/or wailing over these boys? Good, me too.
 
I could actually talk for thousands (more) words about these boys so I'll just very quickly list off my favorite things from this chapter: 
 
I struggled with the big time jumps in the book and a little bit in the show too, so writing it as like, sports announcers talking about the boys helped me keep it all straight in my head? I hope y'all liked that format for the time jumps, that outside POV contrasted with how the boys are together was so fun to write. 
 
Especially when the announcers are like "ilya doesn't do second dates, they hate each other so much, maybe Shane should settle down before he gets out of his prime" meanwhile, Ilya is worshiping Shane's stretch marks and joking about HIM getting pregnant to keep Shane smiling, and Shane is sending Ilya roses and making nests in Ilya's bed. 
 
Ilya being fully willing to live in denial so long as Shane sticks around, and Shane thinking he's been maybe possibly slowly catching feelings while they do Very Normal Things together only to realize his body and heart are lightyears ahead of him and have already fully claimed that Alpha as *his*. Ilya knows, has known, and is willing to wait, Shane had no fucking idea and has to play years worth of catch up with his own emotions. The angsty chaos is killing me. 
 
The heat convo. Boy howdy. A scene where they actually share a heat will have to be a different fic cos I will need all the words for that *event*. We love and adore an Alpha who is strong enough to maintain boundaries for his Omega even when they are both half out of their minds. 
 
Modified Ep 4 scene still managed to make me cry as I wrote it, so that's fun but stay tuned for more cos I'm already writing MORE and I'm about 53% sure the next chapter will be the last chapter. 
 
Thanks for reading and commenting, and you can find me on TUMBLR if you wanna screech about the fic and let me ramble about all my super detailed, overly specific, not important to anyone except me details and head canons. 







      

  












      Chapter 5: Honest (i'm begging you for mercy)
  


    Chapter Summary

    Remember when I said I was 53% sure this would be the last chapter? Spoiler alert, it's not. I wrote another chapter.

This is 17k words of angst and realizations, honesty and risk taking, confessions and scenting, nekkidness and knotting (holla!!) and soft boys being soft.

Content Warning: I TOLD y'all my biting/growling/grrrr kink isn't subtle in my Omegaverse fics and the last like 6k words of this fic proves that in extremely specific detail. Sooooo....

Remember to hydrate!








  
Shane never texted.
 
They didn’t go back to normal. 
 
The next time Ilya saw the Omega’s name on his phone, it was tagged under a photo where Shane was bent close almost nose to nose, smiling down in that sweet, secret way while a stunning Alpha by the name of Rose Landry grinned up at him with her fangs flashing and eyes lit up adoring and her hand set over Shane’s heart like it belonged to her. 
 
“Look at that shit!” Marleau crowed from the other side of the team workout facility. “That frigid fucking Omega bagged Rose Landry?! Spent like eight years acting he’d rather shit himself than let any of us Alphas look his way twice, and then outta the blue shows up on her arm?! What the fuck!” 
 
“In Hollander’s defense,” Connors had his phone open too, and was scrolling through the related photos and posts as fast as he could. “Rose Landry is a girl, so your ugly ass wouldn’t stand a chance with him anyway, Marleau. All that outrage about him never letting you look is a moot point.” 
 
“Damn Rozanov, I never thought I’d see the day when Hollander one-upped you in the significant other area, but you better go call that hot Russian chick you like so much and–!” 
 
Ilya left. He yanked his hoodie on and turned his music up and took off from the training facility at a full out sprint trying to put as much distance as possible between himself and the rumours, himself and the photos plastered all over social media, himself and his stupid fucking teammates who never knew when to shut the hell up… his heart and the glossy toned, professionally edited, romance-filtered, hi-res proof that his Omega the Omega Shane Hollander had moved on. 
 
Ilya ran and ran and ran and when he eventually finally had to stop because the stitch in his side was too painful to breathe around and the fatigue in his legs was making him stumble, he fell to his knees and dry heaved, dry heaved, vomited into the grass so he could blame the ache in his chest and the tears in his eyes on running himself sick. 
 
Shane wasn’t going to text. 
 
They weren’t going to go back to normal. 
 
The Alpha crawled to the nearest bush and rocked back onto his heels, folding his arms at his knees and hiding his face. 
 
Fuck. 
 
*****
 
Being with Rose was… nice. 
 
The Alpha was stunning, she was vibrant, she was genuinely hilarious and honestly kind, and every single time she smiled at him with delicate fangs gleaming and bright eyes glittering, Shane thought maybe it warmed him clear through to his bones. 
 
It didn’t matter that Shane had to clear his throat hesitating the first few, several, dozen times he started to say her name and caught himself almost saying Rozanov. Or that he jumped a little when her blue eyes flickered red at him in open interest. That didn’t matter. And it certainly didn’t matter that the first time Rose leaned in to kiss him, Shane took a startled step away before managing a lame excuse about how many people were watching and his need for privacy, and tried to laugh it off with a self deprecating dig at his own social anxiety. 
 
Rose hadn’t laughed at him. She hadn’t rolled her eyes and called him boring. The gorgeous Alpha had apologized, “I live in front of the camera, you know? I forget other people aren’t used to being photographed or watched all the time, sorry about that.” then linked their hands and changed the subject, dragging Shane along to one of her friend’s boutique opening and talking fast enough that the Omega didn’t have the time to sit down and break down over his stupid fucking reaction to a simple kiss.
 
He only freaked out once, though. The next time they had dinner and Rose raised her eyebrows so very obviously hoping for a kiss, Shane gave her one. He took a breath and steeled himself and focused on the color of her lips, the way she always set her hand over his heart, how he heard her inhale sharp like she couldn’t wait just before their lips met and it– it was nice. He did it, got through it, and it was fine. 
 
Absolutely everything about being with Rose Landry was downright, undeniably, without a doubt fine. Holding hands was easy and the way she crooned into his mouth when their kisses lingered long was flattering, and when she clapped her hands the first time she saw him naked and cheered, “Congratulations to me for getting the hottest hockey player ever.” helped him be less self conscious about being naked in front of someone other than–
 
Nope. Shane didn’t think about before. About him. Shane focused himself wholeheartedly on the pretty Alpha with her sharp wit and often scathing social commentary. He learned about Rose’s high fashion and fun hobbies and met her eclectic mix of friends. She made him smile and the conversation was easy, their dates were fun and Shane was able to laugh, to really laugh and relax and feel like himself and it was incredible.
 
Rose  wore his jersey to games and blew kisses when the camera found her in the stands. She didn’t ask him to take his patch off and Shane never offered, so there was no pressure. She called him Shane and 'honey' and 'sweetie' and every once in a while 'cutie pie' but never ever 'Omega' because that particular endearment was reserved for mated pairs, and that was a good boundary to have. When their dates ran long and Rose rumbled soft pitched and coaxing at him, Shane always took her hand and said yes because he liked the Alpha so so much and he liked the rest of it pretty much fine, so it worked. 
 
It worked-ish.
 
And mostly it was nice. Shane got through the kisses and learned to use his fingers and mouth the way Rose liked and he always told her it was great, it was amazing, when she asked what she could so he’d enjoy it as much as she did. No no, she was fine, the Alpha was perfect, he was just stressed. Shane was just tired. Hockey was taking alot out of him and he was booked fulfilling contracts with his sponsors and hey, he’d been traveling and was jet lagged, he didn’t sleep great the night before, it wasn’t her, she was perfect, it was just him but don’t worry. Everything was fine. 
 
…yeah.
 
“Hey beautiful.” Shane kissed the Alpha’s cheek when they met for dinner at the end of a very busy week and that time for maybe the first time in the almost two months they’d officially been a couple, Rose didn’t purse her lips for a real kiss. 
 
Shane told himself he wasn’t relieved about it. The Omega wasn’t relieved she didn’t push him for a real kiss– not that she pushed him, no it wasn’t that, it was perfectly normal for a girlfriend to think her boyfriend wanted to kiss her, and he did, he did want to kiss her but–
 
But. 
 
“Hi, beautiful.” she said back with that same sweetly stunning smile she always had. “How are you today?” 
 
“Really happy to see you.” Shane answered honestly, but he hesitated when her blue eyes dimmed a little, the corner of her mouth pulling down at the edges. “Hey.” he reached across the table and took her hand. “Are you okay?” 
 
“I just think.” she swept her thumb over his knuckles lightly. “I think maybe we should talk.” 
 
“...oh?" 
 
They took a walk. Rose was gentle and she was kind but it only took a handful of diplomatically leading questions for Shane to start fidgeting, for his leg to start bouncing, for his face to itch and head to hurt and when he started pulling at his ear, tugging and twisting and obviously trying to self soothe, the Alpha tossed a handful of cash on the table for their mostly uneaten meal and grabbed Shane’s hand to help him escape. 
 
It was easier to breathe once they were walking. Rose held the Omega’s hand and Shane counted his steps, counted the cracks in the sidewalk, counted the streetlights and trash cans and bus stops until he wasn’t shaking anymore, and then Rose asked without a hint of censure or judgment or hurt in her soft voice, 
 
“So it has nothing to do with you preferring Omegas or Betas or anything like that. When it comes right down to it, I’m not the right girl for you and… neither is any other girl.” 
 
“I’m sorry.” Shane was sorry. “I’m sorry, Rose.” 
 
“No no.” she clicked her tongue soothingly at him. “No, don’t do that. It’s fine, Shane. It’s okay. I was a theater kid, remember? A solid seventy five percent of my boyfriends have been gay, it doesn’t even faze me anymore. You want something else. It’s fine.” 
 
“Not something else.” Shane counted his steps, the cracks in the sidewalk, the streetlights and trash cans and bus stops. “I mean, yeah, I guess I’m obviously not into girls if I’m not into you, but it’s not that I want something else, I think– I think it’s that I want–” 
 
“Shane.” she tried to stop him, to comfort him, to reassure, “Honey, you don’t have to explain yourself.” 
 
“--it’s someone else.” the Omega finished miserably, and Rose’s pretty mouth dropped right open, “Someone else? Wait. Do you mean– wait, do you already have an Alpha?” 
 
“I–” fuck, it hurt to say out loud. Shane scrubbed a hand over his mouth because it felt like it hurt his goddamn teeth to say it out loud. “Imprinted on him. Scent locked on an Alpha. Two, almost three years ago.” 
 
“What?!” Rose didn’t mean to yell, but out of everything she’d expected the Omega to admit during the evening’s conversation, a years long scent locked imprint had not been it.
 
“You what?!” she jerked away in shock, but came close again immediately, winding their fingers together and pressing close with a low rumble when Shane’s face creased like he might panic. “Sorry. I’m sorry, but what? Three years ago?!” 
 
“It gets worse.” he said quietly and the Alpha swore through her fangs, “Surely not?!” 
 
“The last time we were together.” Shane hadn’t talked about it once. Hadn’t talked about it ever. He’d gone home to his parent’s house that single awful night and slept in his old bedroom and he hadn’t made a nest, hadn’t slept a wink, hadn’t talked about it even a single syllable before forcing himself to leave the next day and trudge through the hellscape of coping. But now with the sweet Alpha holding tight and pressing at him reassuring, it all crowded up suffocating through his throat and onto his tongue and Shane closed his eyes tight to admit, “The last time I saw him. He told me his favorite color was uh– was when my eyes went gold.” 
 
The Alpha went very still beside him and Shane had to put a hand to his heart, to his neck and the ever present patch before he could finish, “He told me I’d been blinking gold at him since before the scent imprint.” 
 
“What the fuck are you even doing with me?” Rose darted in front of him and put both hands on the Omega’s chest to make him stop. “Shane. What in the fuck,” she stood up on her toes and dragged him into a hug, arms wrapped tight around his neck. “Are you doing with me? Why–?!” 
 
“I’m trying to be normal.” Shane hugged her back, folded into her warmth and hid his face in her shoulder, in the soothing scent of her delicate perfume. “M’trying to be normal cos he and I aren’t– we have no business being together. We weren’t even actually together. We snuck around and kept it a secret for years. Went months without seeing each other sometimes. And we never talked about anything, never anything important until the one time we did try to talk and everything fell apart.” 
 
He blew out a heart sick, soul sick sigh. “Something had to give. It wasn’t fine, it was insane and something had to give, so I moved on. I– I tried to move on.” 
 
“Okay, okay.” Rose hugged him tighter, nearly strangling him with all the strength in her slim arms as she tried and mostly failed to understand how the hell the Omega was even walking around upright carrying that sort of heartbreak. “So when I asked you out…?” 
 
“I said yes because I wanted a chance to figure out a normal that was actually normal and not the kind of thing to land me in the fucking loony bin.” Shane trilled quietly apologetic to the Alpha, “And I’m sorry. Because you’re beautiful and amazing and you deserve more than to be my fucked up rebound attempt at a real relationship.” 
 
“Okay, but you deserve more than that too.” Rose slid her fingers into the Omega’s hair and tugged lightly. “I don’t even know how you’re with me without being sick to your stomach every single time we kiss– oh fuck.” 
 
Her eyes went wide, her scent shocking so strongly horrified that Shane caught a hint of it bleeding out from behind her blocker patch. “Fuck, Shane. I've asked you to bed like four times--!” 
 
“No.” He shook his head to shut her up, to stop the line of thought before the sweet Alpha worked herself into a bout of misplaced guilt. “No. Being with you wasn’t like– I didn’t force it and you didn’t force it. I wasn’t sick about it or anything. It really was okay every single time, being with you was okay every single time. It just wasn’t… right. For me.” 
 
“Promise me.” 
 
“I promise.” he kissed her forehead. “Promise.” 
 
“Okay.” Rose linked their fingers and tugged his hand so they could start walking again. “Well for the record, I want you to know I’m pissed at your Alpha for not chasing you down and dragging you back home after the fight. But I’m also pissed at you on your Alpha's behalf because you blinked gold at him and now you’re out with me all the time and I can't imagine how heartbroken he must be."
 
"Oh shit." She bared her small fangs in a playful grimace. “He’s going to kill me, isn’t he? He’s actually going to kill me and I can’t even blame him for it. Please give me a heads up before you two reconcile because I’ll need three to five business days to get my affairs in order and pre-emptively plan my funeral.” 
 
Shane smiled the tiniest bit, but shook his head, “We’re not going to reconcile, Rose.” 
 
“What?!” there the Alpha went yelling and jerking away in shock again, but she came right back close with an apologetic trill and tucked back into his side. “Shane, what do you mean you aren’t going to reconcile?” 
 
And with a closer, searching look into the torment reflecting in the Omega’s dark eyes, “You’re too scared to try again? Scared he won’t take you back? What is it?” 
 
“I just think after almost ten years,” 
 
“Ten years.” Rose covered her mouth, “Jesus Christ.” 
 
“If we haven’t figured it out by now, maybe it’s time to stop forcing it.” he finished lamely. "Last time we broke up, I texted him non stop for six months and he didn’t text me once. This time we broke up and I haven’t texted him and he– he hasn’t texted me either. So maybe it’s time to just…” oh it hurt. “Move on.” 
 
“Shane, listen to me.” Rose pulled them to a stop again, taking both his hands and holding them tight. “You don’t move on from signaling mate on someone. You just don’t. And furthermore, you shouldn’t make yourself try, because look how sad you are,” she cupped her hand at his cheek. “You are too lovely a person and too pretty an Omega to be this sad. You should call him and talk to him.” 
 
“I don’t know.” Whispered. “Communication isn’t exactly our strong suit.” 
 
“The beautiful thing about being imprinted matched with your Alpha is that you don’t even really need words, right?” she tapped her nails lightly on his blocker patch. “You’re scent locked with him. Let that do all the talking.” 
 
“Yeah. Maybe.” They were quiet a moment standing on the sidewalk in the snow, and when Shane finally looked up, his eyes were wet with tears. “Thank you. And. I… love you.” 
 
“I love you too, sweet Omega.” she stood on tip toe to hug him again, dragging him in close and flurrying kisses onto his cheek. “Oh my god. I really do, I really really do. Go get him, okay. Go get your Alpha.” 
 
Rose called a car to come pick her up, offered Shane a ride of course, but the Omega waved her off with a quickly grateful kiss and press of fingers, then pulled his phone out of his pocket and scrolled down and down through his message chains until he found the last one from Ilya. 
 
The last one from his Alpha. 
 
From Lily: Game isn’t until Friday afternoon so come to the house tomorrow and we can have the day together. Longer, too if you want. 
 
From Lily: You could stay, if you want. 
 
From Lily: I want you to stay, Omega
 
Shane read and re read the texts until his eyes were blurry, then tapped at the keyboard and sent the Alpha a text for the first time in months. 
 
From Jane: Heard we’re on the same team this year for All-Stars. 
 
From Jane: Should be fun.
 
From Jane: What do you think?
 
*****
 
“What is this?” Svetlana tossed Ilya’s phone out of the way when she came back to bed with a bowl full of popcorn, but she paused when the phone landed with a bounce and lit up with a handful of unread notifications from Jane. 
 
“Jane is texting you again?” the Omega’s eyebrows raised curiously. “I thought you’d mostly stopped talking to… them.” 
 
“I am not talking to them.” Ilya snatched the phone up and plonked it on the bedside table as if he hadn’t been staring at the message notifications for the last ten minutes, for the last half hour, for the last day.  “Is why the notifications are unread.” 
 
Svetlana stretched over Ilya’s lap and tried to pick the phone up again, but the Alpha popped his fangs at her warning, “No.” and took it right back. 
 
“Well we certainly aren’t doing that.” Entirely unimpressed with both the flash of fangs and the rumbling growl, Svetlana flicked Ilya right in the nose, “Don’t you growl at me Ilya Rozanov, I’ll take your teeth and use them for jewelry.” 
 
“Don’t touch my phone.” Ilya waved her hand away and leaned back against the pillows, folding his arms tight to his body and staring resolutely at the flickering TV and whatever pointless, dramatic, guilty pleasure trashy reality show Svetlana had picked for the night. “Is none of your business.” 
 
“Hm.” The Omega flopped back into the pillows too, pulling the blankets up over her long legs and idly twisting one of her curls around her finger, darting quick looks at her life long friend and sometimes– thought never recently– lover. “Why haven’t you texted them back? Usually if Jane texts you, I have to confiscate your phone just to make you pay attention to me for more than half a second. How come they’ve sent you three messages and you haven’t even read them?” 
 
“Is none of your business.” Ilya repeated flatly, the muscle in his jaw jumping as he clenched his teeth. “Leave it alone.” 
 
“Why haven’t you texted Jane back?” she prompted, and when the surly Alpha slanted her a look, she leaned forward in the bed to meet his stare head on and send him a look right back. “What’s going on?” 
 
“Nothing. Nothing is going on with him. He is just–” 
 
Svetlana’s full lips parted in quiet surprise when Ilya said he. It had taken the intuitive Omega all of three minutes to figure out the 'Jane' Ilya had started texting years ago was a him, but she had always been careful to say they and up until right then, Ilya had either avoided identifying pronouns all together, or simply shrugged along with they and even occasionally her. 
 
But there were unanswered messages on Ilya’s phone. The Alpha was stressed out enough to say he. Svetlana had known something was wrong, of course she had, for all his bluster and bullshit about being stoic and strong, Ilya wore most of his heart right out on his sleeve but she hadn’t known it was bad enough for Ilya to slip up and be honest. 
 
“Hey.” she said softly, quietly, and that time Ilya’s eyes slammed shut and his fists clenched and the Omega immediately, “Okay, no no, you aren’t going to growl at me but you don’t have to be this sad about it either, we don’t have to do that. Come on, come here.” 
 
She spread the blankets over her legs just in time to catch the Alpha as he tilted sideways and buried his face in her lap, one of his arms wrapping around her waist and the other hooking under her legs so he was holding her tight and Svetlana smiled just a little as she ran her fingers into his curly, messy hair and trilled her tongue comforting at him. 
 
“Now then.” she said once Ilya's breathing had evened out and his grip at her waist let up, “Tell me why you are being a pussy about your Jane, Ilya Rozanov.” 
 
Silence, and the Omega let it sit for a moment before she added, “Bawk bawk bawk chicken… bawk bawk bawk…” until she could finally see the edge of a tiny smile at his mouth. “Tell me what happened.” 
 
“He scent locked on me.” Ilya didn’t know what he was going to say, how he was going to begin, but he opened his mouth and, “Imprinted. I took off my blocker patch and he scented me and imprinted.” was what came out.
 
“Wait.” Svetlana stopped playing with his hair. “What?” 
 
“In Sochi.” the word was bitter on Ilya’s tongue for so many reasons, too many reasons, and he almost gagged getting the syllables out. “He imprinted on me in Sochi.” 
 
“Sochi. Two years ago?” Svetlana’s voice lifted a notch towards incredulous. “No wait, three years ago?” a notch towards hysterical, “You came home that summer and fucked me! Ilya! How dare you?!” she slapped him in the shoulder hard, “How did you even get it up for me with his scent in your nose?! What the fuck, I am mad at you for him, that poor Omega. Get off me, I’m going to kick your ass.” 
 
“I didn’t imprint on him.” Ilya didn’t move when Svetlana pushed and shoved and tried to heave him off her lap so she could most likely slug him. “I’ve never scented him.” 
 
“WHAT?!” 
 
“Stop yelling.” he half ordered, half pleaded, but the volatile Omega shot right back, “Stop being so insane, then! What is going on with you two?!” 
 
“It gets worse.” Ilya said dully and when Svetlana scoffed like she couldn’t believe it, he tapped at the corner of his own eyes and added, “Gold. He blinks gold for me. Since before Sochi.” 
 
Svetlana muttered a string of disbelieving Russian curses and Ilya nodded along tiredly every single one, every single word he’d screamed to himself in empty rooms and after brutal workouts and vomit inducing runs for the last few months. 
 
“So this Omega, your Omega,” Ilya flinched like he’d been hit and Svetlana murmured a quick apology, going back to petting through his hair with quick touches. 
 
“Your Omega,” she tried again, quieter. “Imprinted gold on you, scent locked imprinted gold on you three years ago and not only did you decide not to mate him up bonded for some insane reason, but suddenly the two of you aren’t even talking? You aren’t answering his texts? Why?” 
 
“After he scent locked on me, he ran.” the memory crushed at Ilya’s chest until he couldn’t breathe, until his heart and soul and bones hurt with it. “After I told him about the gold, he ran. Every time we try to talk to each other,” the Alpha shrugged as if it didn’t matter, because the fact was, it didn’t matter anymore when the Omega had moved on. “He runs. So. No need to answer texts.” 
 
“I see.” Svetlana trailed her fingers down along the Alpha’s throat, her long nails light over the his ear, through the baby fine hairs curling at the nape of his neck, to the patch stuck secure over his bonding spot and scent glands. “Well.” she dug her fingers in a little harder to the patch when Ilya made a muffled noise and pressed his face tighter to her leg for a moment. 
 
“Love can be scary. Terrifying even, I suppose.” she finally said, and Ilya lifted his head long enough to disagree, “I have never been afraid to love you.” 
 
“Medvezhonok.” the Omega chirped at him affectionately, “That is because there is no risk in loving me.” 
 
“No risk?” Ilya rolled over to clasp his hands over his stomach, frowning up at her. “You stabbed me with scissors once.” 
 
“But I didn’t stab you all the times you deserved it, did I?” She flicked his nose again and finally finally the morose Alpha smiled a little, “Tell me about him. About your Jane. I don’t know anything at all about him.” 
 
“He is,” Ilya swallowed past the rock of grief in his throat. “He is… boring.” 
 
“Boring.” Svetlana repeated skeptically. “He cannot be that boring if you’ve been with him for so many years.” 
 
“He is boring.” Another tiny, tiny smile. “He reads the New Yorker and texts his Papa about the articles to compare opinions. He does crosswords in pen because he knows he will not make mistakes. He laminates a weekly schedule for his fridge and has color coordinated markers for every activity so he can see what his day looks like color coded.” 
 
“Bozhe moy, he does sound boring.” 
 
“He folds his clothes.” Ilya said next, his voice muting with affection. “All of them. Even underwear. Even before sex. He ironed his jeans until I bullied him to stop. He drinks ginger ale because he likes the fizz and he doesn’t party ever, not even with the team. He hates press conferences and interviews but then has slutty commercials in his underwear and is shocked when everyone pays attention.” 
 
Team, press conferences, commercials. The Omega all at once realized with a jolt that Ilya was in love with another hockey player.
 
“He listens to same music every day for years because it is predictable and new music stresses him out.” Too caught up talking about his Omega for the first time ever, it was the first time Ilya had ever been able to openly talk about Shane and he was too carried away reminiscing to catch the dawning recognition on Svetlana’s face. “He dresses terrible. Is always same t-shirt and same pants and bozhe moy, Svet, he leaves his socks on during sex like an old man.” 
 
“Ilya.” She started to ask, started to pry, started to comb through the Alpha’s hair again and be nosy because she was quite suddenly nearly certain she knew who the mysterious Jane was after so many years. 
 
But then Ilya said it again, “He is boring.” and Svetlana told him instead, quiet and gentle and understanding, “You say ‘boring’ the same way other people say ‘beautiful’.” 
 
“Yes well.” Ilya rolled onto his side again, hiding his expression and staring blankly at the TV. “He is beautiful, too. So.” 
 
“Hm. You know, you and I have not fucked in a long time.” Every line in Ilya’s body went whip cord tense, and she tugged at his hair lightly, “Not since the summer after Sochi, the summer after you won the Cup and the MVP award. And it was not good sex, you know. You had to get so drunk before you could even kiss me, your dick barely worked. I have never seen you like that before and we have not fucked since.” 
 
“What is point?” Ilya asked tersely and Svetlana pursed her lips, “My point is, even after your Omega broke your heart, you had to get blackout drunk to make yourself—“
 
“He did not break my heart.” Ilya barely got the lie out, almost choked forcing the words past his fangs. “Not that time and not this time.” 
 
“No, of course not.” Svetlana didn’t bother disguising the fond skepticism in her voice. Ilya had never been a good liar, not when it came to her and the way they’d kept one another’s secrets for decades now, and she didn’t bother pretending to believe him. 
 
“My heart is not broken. I am only–” Lonely. Miserable. Cold no matter how many blankets he piled on. Unable to sleep unless he was drunk and too busy training to have time to drink, going for longer and longer runs every single day so he didn’t stop and look at his phone, studying contracts for European teams or West Coast teams or any team that would take him out of the rotation of playing Montreal so many times in a season and then tossing the contracts in the trash because he couldn't bear the thought of any more distance between them. 
 
Fuck. 
 
“Tell you what.” The beautiful Omega gave Ilya a minute to silently process all the things he couldn’t say out loud but couldn’t keep from flaring tortured red in his eyes, then tapped her longer fingernails at his cheek and coaxed him back to laying flat so she could see him. “If you text your Jane and things do not work out, you and I will get married, hm?” 
 
“You would marry me?” Ilya’s brow furrowed in confusion. “Why?” 
 
“Because I could get you American citizenship.” she lifted one slim shoulder in a shrug. “They would not question it because you have been playing there for years and you and I have been friends and seen around as lovers for years. You could become a citizen so easy and then you wouldn’t have to go back to Russia, not to deal with your father, not to deal with Alexei or your stupid step mother.” 
 
“Mmm, what is catch?” he wanted to know and she leaned down to kiss him, not on the mouth but on the tip of his nose, his cheek, his forehead, “You would have to put up with me every single day for the rest of your miserable life and my love, I can promise you I would endeavor to you make you miserable every single day for the rest of your life."
 
“There are worse things.” No one had ever loved Ilya the way Svetlana did, and not for the first or hundred or millionth time, the Alpha wished wished he could love her the way he’d always thought he would. All through growing up, through school, through the very early years of his hockey career, Ilya had assumed one day he’d wake up and want to claim Svetlana as his… but then he’d met Shane Hollander and everything had changed. 
 
“There are worse things,” he started again, but this time it sounded like a no, he was already saying no to her suggestion and it came along with a wash of grief that felt like goodbye to a peculiarly tender part of his heart, “than to marry my best friend?” 
 
“There are worse things.” Svetlana blinked blinked blinked when the tears in her eyes reflected the same quiet grief and knowing in Ilya’s gaze. “But trapping one another in a marriage we don’t really want because it is safe and because you are too scared to try one last time with the Omega who loves you? I think that might be the worst thing of all.” 
 
“He does not love me.” Ilya almost believed the whispered, devastating confession, but he couldn’t even finish the next sentence, “And I do not– I don’t–” 
 
“Text him.” she interrupted. “And if the Omega who is scent imprinted on you and has been blinking mated gold at you for years is not willing to try again, then we will stage a car accident, pay off the police to look the other way and bury his pieces in the hills behind the Moscow house, and you and I will get married anyway.” 
 
“You are not allowed to hurt him.” Ilya picked up her hand to kiss her palm, her knuckles, the tips of her fingers and Svetlana purred down at him sweetly, “Ilya, if that Omega breaks your heart, I will eat his soul.” 
 
“You are terrifying.” Ilya informed her fondly. “This is why you do not have Alpha, you scare them all away.” 
 
Svetlana bared her teeth playfully growling at him and Ilya sat up to wrap his arms at her shoulders, shifting and rolling on the bed so he could tumble her into a hug and tuck her in close to his heart. “Ya tebya lyublyu.” 
 
“Ya tebya lyublyu.” she whispered back. “I love you too. Now leave me alone with my trash TV and popcorn and go text your Omega.” 
 
From Lily: Same team for All Star Game
 
From Lily: Maybe we will find something in common with each other. 
 
From Jane: 19 days 
 
*****
 
2017 All Star Game
 
Florida 
 
“...welcome welcome to Florida for the 2017 All Star Games and this year promises to be extra fun because for the very first time, Ilya Rozanov and Shane Hollander are playing on the same team…” 
 
“...well we all hope it will be fun, but considering how bad it went the last time they shared the ice, who’s to say if this time will be any better…” 
 
“...maybe playing on the same team and having to share the glory will bring back some of that fierce competitiveness we’ve been missing the last few months…” 
 
“...god, I sure hope so, otherwise it’s gonna be downright boring out there. Here’s to hoping All Star Weekend brings all the heat back to their rivalry…” 
 
The hotel in Florida was booked full for All Star Weekend. It was meant to be a fun time, a relaxing time, a mid-season reset and refresh for the players and their families and by the time Ilya arrived to check into his room, the pool was full of screaming kids and the bar was full of noisy players and the attached spa was full of exhausted wives and girlfriends ready to get some high maintenance, high priced pampering in before tightly packed schedule of events kicked off.
 
The league comped all the basic rooms for the players, but those with girlfriends paid the additional fee for balcony rooms with views of the oceans, those with families sprang for the extra cost of the top floor suites, and Ilya paid out of pocket entirely for a reservation at one of stand alone bungalows at the farthest edge of the hotel property, something private and far removed from the noise and mayhem, something peaceful and safe and secluded. 
 
Half the players assumed the Alpha had booked something so far away because he hated the noise of kids and WAGs and the general chaos of the weekend. The other half assumed Ilya needed privacy because he clearly had plans for to charm at least one if not a few of the pretty girls working the front desk into sharing his little bungalow for a few nights. 
 
Both assumptions were wrong. Ilya loved kids and the assorted wives and girlfriends sure loved him even when he made it a personal habit to outskate, outplay, and generally outshine their boyfriends and husbands every single time he hit the ice. The girls at the front desk were pretty, but the Alpha didn’t care about them or the slim male Omega behind the bar who winked and comped his drink and let his fingers slide along Ilya’s hand when the Alpha peeled off a few bills for a tip. 
 
Both assumptions were wrong. Ilya had booked a bungalow clear down on the far side of the beach not because he needed the privacy to hook up with anyone, but because he needed the privacy to break down and isolate and be sick if his Omega the Omega Shane Hollander strolled into the hotel and spent the entire weekend acting like everything was normal. 
 
Ilya was so fucking tired of trying to pretend like he was okay with being normal. 
 
From Jane: Flight lands at 2pm, should be at the hotel by 3. 
 
From Lily: Ok
 
From Jane: See you soon.
 
The players all erupted into cheers and hollers and good natured heckling when Shane finally arrived and the Omega laughed it off, waved it off, brushed it off with the same gracious humility he always did as he made his way right through the crowd, straight to the bar, directly to Ilya’s side. He didn’t take the roundabout way through the room, didn’t stop and bullshit with other people like he was stalling, the Omega didn’t even hesitate before pulling the chair out right next to Ilya and asking the bartender to bring him a beer. 
 
And, okay. Ilya told himself as he finished off his third beer of the afternoon and motioned for another one. Okay okay okay, you can do this, is fine, is fine, is–
 
“You look pretty.” Shane broke the hyper tense, hyper anxious silence first, and the Alpha blinked at him, “...what?” 
 
“I said,” the Omega took a long drink of his fresh beer then rotated enough on the stool to nudge his foot there and gone at the top of Ilya’s shoe, turned enough to look the Alpha over from his styled curls down to the sheen of chapstick on his mouth, to the necklace hanging against his shirt and the fit of his shorts. “You look pretty.” 
 
“I–” Ilya waited for Shane to look away, to look down, to shake his head and make an awkwardly quippy joke and break eye contact, but the Omega didn’t. Shane looked him over head to toe and back again, lingering at the pull of the khaki shorts over Ilya’s thighs and the humidity damp cling of his thin shirt to his stomach, pausing at the glitter of his necklace against his collarbones and the skin tone patch covering his scent glands, staring at Ilya’s mouth before finally meeting his gaze again. 
 
The overt, unexpectedly public attention made the Alpha flush, and Shane thoroughly enjoyed watching a wash of red sweep up Ilya’s neck and bloom into his face, clear up to tint pink at the tips of his ears. 
 
“Florida looks good on you.” Shane said the quiet part out loud, got the words out and into the open because he’d spent alot of time over alot of years not saying what he wanted to in the important moments and sometimes not even letting himself mentally acknowledge what he wanted to say in the important moments, and he was all done with that. 
 
He was trying to be all done with that. Undoing a couple decades worth of anxiety and stuttering and second guessing every single emotion in his body wasn’t easy to do, but the Omega was willing to try so long as the Alpha his Alpha was willing to listen.
 
“I think maybe you’re meant for a beach life, than life on the ice.” he said next. “Sunshine looks better on you than snow.” 
 
“Fuck you, I am good looking in every weather.” Ilya’s usual snark didn’t land as well as he intended. He felt tongue tied and a little bit stunned by the full on focused attention from the Omega and and he barely made it through, “Is– is lie, I am good looking in all climates.” 
 
“All climates.” Shane rolled his eyes, then lowered his voice agreeing. “Yeah, you really are.” 
 
The Omega smiled at him and all at once and all over again, the Alpha was awestruck by just how beautiful Shane was, his striking features and adorable freckles, his dark eyes and gorgeous mouth, flawless skin and all the strength and grace evident in the way he moved, the way he held himself…
 
…Shane’s smile slowly faded the longer Ilya stared at him, but the light in his eyes didn’t dim and the Alpha realized fuck, he realized oh hell he must have been telegraphing all his thoughts right across his face and Shane was reading it, not shying away but reading it and watching him and Ilya felt quite suddenly bare and seen and it made him shake. 
 
“Did you bring anyone?” He needed to know immediately, needed to know before he took even one more breath in the Omega’s presence, and because Ilya had never been subtle about anything a day in his life, he finished with a tense exhale, “Did you bring Rose Landry?” 
 
“No.” Shane took the subject change in stride. He’d expected the question, he’d hoped for the question, he’d mentally practiced answering the question to make sure he could tell his Alpha everything important in as few words as possible. 
 
“No, that would be weird.” he rolled the empty beer bottle between his palms. “Since she and I broke up a few weeks ago.” 
 
“Broke up.” Ilya’s heart thudded to a stop in his chest. “You and her are not–” 
 
“Compatible.” Shane supplied carefully. “Nope. Not compatible in super specific, super important ways.” 
 
“Compatible.” the Alpha felt fucking stupid repeating after Shane, but a buried down deep hurt part of Ilya’s soul had fully assumed if the Omega was showing interest, it was because he was going to cheat, because both of them were already so good at keeping this particularly dirty little secret, that they’d manage to keep it for All Star Weekend and then go their separate ways with no one else the wiser. 
 
Worse, that same down deep hurt part of the Alpha’s soul had already known that despite his protests and anger and insistence towards Svetlana that he was done, he was always going to take what he could get from Shane even if it left him ripped to shreds come Monday morning.
 
But, “Compatible.” he echoed dumbly and the Omega nodded, “Not compatible. In super specific ways. So.” 
 
“So.” Ilya knew what that word meant. He’d been reading the New York Times, reading his favorite books in English, using the app on his phone every single day trying to get better at English for years now, he knew what 'compatible' meant but he was going to look it up anyway. Just to double check. Just to be sure. 
 
“So.” He tried again, clearing his throat and nudging his foot just once, just lightly against Shane’s shoe. “You are drinking beer? What happened to ginger ale?” 
 
“I still drink ginger ale.” Shane held up a finger for the bartender to bring him another drink. “But I thought I’d cut loose this weekend. All Star Weekends are meant to be relaxing, so you know.” he tapped their feet together again. “I’ll start with a beer and see where the day takes me. It’ll be nice to get out of my head and have some fun.” 
 
“I think two beers is most boring way to cut loose.” Ilya said very softly, his blue eyes trained on the stunning Omega sitting close, so amazingly close, and still nowhere near close enough. “But. I could want to have fun this weekend too.” 
 
“Good.” Shane smiled at him again, let his gaze heat hot looking the Alpha over again from the brilliant color in his eyes to the gleam of his fangs, the glisten of sun kissed skin at his collarbones and the breadth of his shoulders beneath the ugly tropical print shirt, the dip of his waist and the length of Ilya’s legs beneath the shorts. “I’ve gotta make my rounds, but I’ll see you soon?” 
 
“Yes.” Omega. Ilya almost said it, might have said, maybe could have said it if it weren’t for the painfully hopeful ball of anticipation lodged in his throat. “Soon.” 
 
“Kay. the Omega turned into Ilya when he got up, rotated on the seat and stood up facing the Alpha close, so close, so Ilya’s entire scope of vision filled with Shane’s arms, his chest, the warmth of his body brushing at his shoulder as he scooted past. 
 
And, “Fuck.” Ilya picked up a fresh beer and tried his damndest to drown a shaky, helpless smile into a long drink. “Oh fuck.” 
 
*****
 
The weekend was fun. 
 
Playing on the same team as one another was a dizzying sort of delight, an insane sort of chemistry. No one knew Shane Hollander as a player the way Ilya Rozanov did and no one had studied, obsessed, trained in tandem with Ilya Rozanov’s routine like Shane Hollander had, so when they played against one another the games were edge-of-your-seat intense but when they played together, it was–
 
“...I mean honestly, it’s like no one else is even on the ice. Who needs a full team when you have Hollander and Rozanov out there side by side. The goalie looks bored, he honest to god looks bored because a single puck hasn’t even made it past the blue lines in his direction all damn game…” 
 
“...can you imagine if these kids had been picked by the same team way back on their rookie year? Look at them go, I can’t take my eyes off them together but what’s really crazy is I don’t think they’ve actually had to look at each other once…” 
 
“...its really a testament to how serious both players have taken this almost decade long rivalry, because after so long fighting one another, they don’t even have to look to know where the other one will be, Shane Hollander is the fastest skater in the league but he doesn’t hesitate to pass because he knows Ilya Rozanov can damn match him and that shot– that winning point from Rozanov, the assist from Hollander was flawless. Not a beat skipped there, they play like they’re reading each others minds…” 
 
“...where’d we all land on the attempts to hook those two up and pump out some super babies, because I’m telling you..”” 
 
“...you know what Roy, that’s a really fucking gross comment to make, so why don’t you just shut the hell up and let us all enjoy some top class hockey without your weird pregnancy fetish, huh?...” 
 
Shane and Ilya’s team won. It wasn’t even close. It was so far from being a close game that the other team couldn’t do much more than laugh about it, then leave the benches and flood the ice to cheer right along with the winning team because every single one of them loved the game enough to appreciate the skill and effort and talent showcased on the ice right in front of them. 
 
Alpha and Omega played together for the first time ever and it was incredible. Shane laughed and talked and joked around with his teammates and friends and it was easy. Ilya locked into Fun Uncle Play Mode both on the ice and in the pool with all the kids, helping the smaller ones skate their wobbly way around the boards and showing off in the water challenging the big ones to races and it was fun. 
 
Every single time Ilya glanced over to find Shane– and he glanced over alot– the Omega was already there, already laughing at something dumb, already watching Ilya from behind those dark sunglasses. There were good natured jokes from the wives and girlfriends about how Ilya should retire and become an honorary WA so they could spend more time together, well intentioned teasing from the fellas about how in another life Ilya and Shane would clearly be best friends, it was clearly only the rival teams that made them mortal enemies. 
 
Shane rolled his eyes when Ilya bragged, “Don’t worry, once back on ice, all bets are off and I will go back to making Hollander cry over every loss.” and Ilya cupped his hands around his mouth boo-ing loudly when Shane tried to be diplomatic, “So long as we all love the game, we can get along, right?” and when Marleau and Vaughn lined up an intimidating amount of shots and started demanding the Alpha and Omega go toe to toe, drink for drink, Ilya tapped his foot at Shane’s shoe checking in and Shane tapped his foot right back ready to go. 
 
Let’s fucking go. 
 
The last night there was a big cookout, half a dozen grills laden with an obscene amount of food, more than a dozen coolers stocked to the brim with copious amounts of liquor, a volleyball net set up on the sand and cornhole boards for the kids and chairs scattered every which way so when the alcohol started flowing and steps started stumbling, there were plenty of places to land. 
 
Shane stood next to Hayden giving him grief about the proper way to cook a burger and Ilya sat himself a ways away and watched the sun set over the ocean, over the sand, over his Omega, framing Shane in fiery red and stunning orange, then blending yellow and softening blue, deepening purple, fading away black as the last bit of light disappeared and the stars started coming out one by one dotting across the sky. 
 
It felt like a goodbye. The Alpha rubbed his chest and picked at his food and tried to breathe his way through the first stirrings of melancholy because the cookout, the sunset, the entire weekend felt like a goodbye. 
 
Something had changed with Shane, with them, with whatever normal had been and Ilya didn’t know what to do or where to go or what to expect moving forward. The entire weekend felt like a good-bye, one last brilliant moment to cap off the past and kick off the future and Ilya should have been content with what felt like closure on the years long uncertainty but he sat there and watched Shane swoop up one of Hayden’s kids and hug them up close and the Alpha had to rub at his chest when his heart threatened to break. 
 
He couldn’t do this. 
 
From Jane: I have en early flight. Not super early, but like 9am, so I have to be up and gone on the way to the airport by 8. 
 
Ilya was out of his chair ready to throw his plate away and fucking flee clear to his purposefully secluded bungalow to break down in private when his phone buzzed with a text. 
 
He glanced at the screen, glanced over to where the Omega was still chatting with Hayden, a baby propped on his hip, then glanced back down at his phone. 
 
From Jane: What room are you in? 
 
From Lily: 8
 
Ilya wished he could have hesitated, wished he could have ignored the text, wished he could have done anything except set himself up to be cut to shreds by the Omega for a third fucking time, but he slumped back into his chair with a hand over his mouth as he texted again,
 
From Lily: The bungalows on the beach. Last one. 8
 
Shane didn’t text back, but the next time Ilya looked over towards Hayden’s grill, the Omega was gone. Ilya stayed sitting frozen in his chair with his heart pounding and stomach twisting, forcing himself through tasteless bite after tasteless bite of food, watching silent and stressed as the party went on and on around him. 
 
Eventually the families started disappearing as tired kids got cranky and worried moms scooped them away from the drunken shenanigans on the sand. Couples started to disappear into their rooms for some alone time after a sun soaked, adrenaline spiked day. The remaining players were getting rowdy, the coolers full of beer getting empty and sometime around midnight when someone rolled a new keg out onto the sand and started hollering about a keg stand contest, the Alpha finally got himself together enough to slip away into the dark down the beach towards his bungalow and the Omega he was honest to god terrified might be waiting for him. 
 
And, “Hey.” Shane was sitting in the shadows on the small porch when Ilya trudged his way up the sandy stairs. “Is it okay that I’m here?” 
 
Yes. No. Fuck. 
 
“Did anyone see you?” Ilya stalled for time before unlocking the door, kicking the sand off his shoes as if it were the most interesting activity in the world.
 
“No, no one saw me.” Shane stood up but didn’t get too close to the Alpha, straining his eyes in the near dark trying to read Ilya’s expression. “It’s dark and everyone’s wasted and I went to my room first, so everyone thinks I’m in the hotel.” 
 
There was no answer from the Alpha and Shane ran his sweaty palms down the front of his shorts and tried for a lighthearted jab, “Plus, if anyone did see me, I planned to tell them I was going to shove a dead fish into your suitcase as a prank. They’d laugh and I’d laugh and you’d get teased about smelling fishy for the rest of the season. It um– it seemed like a pretty good plan.” 
 
“Okay.” Ilya pulled his key out of his pocket. “Listen. Hollander–” 
 
“I have an early flight.” Shane interrupted and Ilya nodded stiffly, “Yes. You said that.” 
 
“I didn’t want to leave without talking to you.” the Omega inched closer on the porch, fingers twitching as his side because he wanted to take Ilya’s hand and hold it, he wanted to reach for the Alpha and hug him, but Ilya was stiff set and tense and Shane couldn’t blame him for that. 
 
He kept his distance, kept his voice quiet and didn’t reach out to touch, “I know we’ve found out in repeatedly shitty ways that talking isn’t exactly out strong suit, but I’m gonna try anyway. If you’re willing to listen. But it’s,” it was permission and an immediate acceptance of whatever boundaries Ilya put down, “it’s up to you.” 
 
There was no answer from the Alpha, and Shane breathed in, breathed out, steeled himself, “Can I come in?” 
 
“Yes.” Ilya said, “Yes.” and the Alpha said, “Of course.” as he opened the door and motioned Shane through because he’d spent eight fucking years opening doors and letting the Omega in, he wasn’t about to stop now. “Come on.” 
 
“Thanks.” Shane scooted past Ilya to sit at the edge of the bed, posture purposefully loose and hands clasped between his knees as he waited for Ilya to toss the key down and turn on some lights, opening a window to let the night breeze off the ocean in to the suddenly too small, too stuffy, too confined room. “So.” 
 
“So.” Ilya didn’t sit down. He leaned against the small, wicker dresser and folded his arms. Crossed his feet. Squared his shoulders and set his jaw and braced himself for the terrifying unknown of what next. “So what?” 
 
“I’m gonna say sorry first.” Shane started carefully, and jumped a little when the Alpha retorted, “So say it, then.” 
 
“I’m sorry.” The words were far too simple for everything they were meant to encompass, so Shane said them again, “I’m sorry.” then kept right on talking, “I’m sorry for freaking out at your house. Sorry for freaking out in Sochi, too, actually. I’m sorry for leaving this time and– and last time and Jesus, I’m sorry for going radio silent for so long and um.” 
 
He ducked his head a minute, stomach flip flopping nauseous as he tried to brave enough to say, “Also I think I’m gay. Or I mean. I know I am. And I’m sorry it took me so long to figure that out.” 
 
“I do not need a sorry for that.” Even uncertain and upset and angry, Ilya couldn’t let the Omega carry guilt for something like that, “You do not say sorry to me for figuring out you are gay. No. Even if it took you so long.” 
 
He folded his arms tighter and shook his head, “It took you so long. When um– when did you start to think maybe you were the tiniest bit gay? Was it when you drooled over my cock or when I hold you down and fuck you, or–” 
 
“Ilya.” Shane said softly, simply. The Alpha was talking bullshit, trying to keep control of the moment, being brusque and a little bit awful because he was scared and Shane knew that about him, he knew so much about Ilya but it had only been recently that he started taking all the things he knew about the Alpha his Alpha to heart and keeping it all close. So he said softly, simply, “Ilya.” and the Alpha’s mouth clicked shut exactly the way Shane knew it would. 
 
“Why,” Ilya stared down at his shoes, at the sand smudged into the laces and the dirt collected on the toe so he wouldn’t have to look at the Omega when he asked, “Why are you telling me this?” 
 
“Who else would I tell?” Shane spread his hands vaguely and the Alpha scoffed, “Oh, so when you have no other option, I am convenient option?” 
 
“That’s not what I’m saying, Ilya.” 
 
“Then what are you saying, Hollander?!” 
 
The switch to last names was a slap in the face. Purposeful. Pointed. Distant. Shane had told Ilya not to call him ‘Omega’ any more but every time the Alpha tried to say ‘Shane’ it sounded like he was begging, so he said Hollander and only let himself think Hollander and held his sanity together by the slimmest of measures by relegating the Omega he loved to Hollander. 
 
“I am trying to say–” 
 
“You know what?” Shane was being patient and careful and direct with his words, but Ilya wimped out. He could almost hear Svetlana calling him a pussy and making chicken noises at him, but it didn’t matter. Their old normal hadn’t worked out, but at least it had been predictable and not this awful, stilted, anxiety inducing wordy mess, so the Alpha wimped out and slashed his hand through the air to shut down Shane’s attempt at explaining, “We don’t have to do this.” 
 
“What?” 
 
“This.” Ilya motioned between them with a stressed, frantic motion. “Is fine. The weekend is fine. You are single and I am single, so if you want to fuck, then fine. Clothes off and I will fuck you. Simple. We don’t need to talk.” 
 
“Ilya.” Shane persisted. “We really really do. You know it and– and I know it and fuck, maybe if we would have actually talked at some point between being rookies and what happened at your place, we wouldn’t even be in this mess but–” 
 
“No.” That time Ilya’s voice cracked. His voice caught. “No. Because every time we talk, I mess up and you run away and I don’t want to do that anymore.” 
 
“I’m sorry.” the Omega whispered, and Ilya repeated louder, “We don't need to talk Hollander! I want to fuck you and laugh with you and I want to see you, I want to be,” 
 
He was honest without intending to be, rubbed raw by the moment, the day, the weekend, the last several months, the Alpha was honest and it was raw and ugly the way he felt raw and ugly on the inside, “I want to be friends with you. I want to be with you and I want it to be normal. Let’s just go back to normal.” 
 
“Like after Sochi?” Shane had to blink away from the Alpha’s upset stinging at his skin. He couldn’t scent Ilya and wasn’t close enough to touch but the Alpha’s words were razor sharp, the emotion bit out from behind his fangs caustic in it’s truthfulness.
 
But it would have hurt worse to go quiet and silent and back to normal without talking anything through, so Shane barged on, “You mean normal like after Sochi. Cos newsflash, Ilya. None of that was normal. We spent two years acting like things were normal after Sochi and it definitely fucking wasn’t.” 
 
“But it worked.” It had worked so long as Ilya didn’t mention the gold eyes or how Shane never stopped trying to scent him. It had worked so long as they parted ways right after sex and treated every thing like it was joke. “It worked for us.” 
 
“Right.” the Omega’s smile was sad, his dark eyes dimming weary. “It worked so well I imprinted scent locked and was signalling mate claim at you for years but was too far in my own head denying it all to even notice and you were too scared to even bring it up. Until you did.” 
 
He tapped his knee for emphasis. “You did say something and I ran away. Twice. I think that’s pretty solid proof that our normal wasn’t fine, it was fully fucking insane and I’m sorry it took me this long to figure out, but Ilya, I don’t want that anymore.” 
 
And carefully, “You don’t want that version of normal anymore either… right?” 
 
The Alpha didn’t deny being scared, but he also didn’t acknowledge wanting something else and Shane let the silence stretch until he just couldn’t take it anymore and had to whisper, “Ilya, I’m sorry.” 
 
“You already apologized.” Ilya muttered, and the Omega clicked his tongue, “Well I owe you like six, so maybe just start keeping count for me.” 
 
There was a crinkle of plastic, the fzzhh of tape being pulled free and Ilya’s head snapped up, his mouth going dry and eyes going wide when he realized the Omega was peeling the blocker patch off his scent glands and bonding spot. 
 
“What,” Ilya croaked. “What are you doing? What are you– what is happening?” 
 
“It’s easier this way, right?” Shane’s heart was pounding, fingers shaking as he rubbed over his bonding spot to wipe away the topical suppressants but he didn’t stop, didn’t hesitate, he was ready. “What we’re supposed to do when the words don’t work?” 
 
“You– you are using words just fine.” Ilya couldn’t tear his eyes away from the bump of the Omega’s bonding spot, the few inches of skin he’d never ever seen. “Hollander, what are you doing?” 
 
“It’s better this way.” Shane folded the patch up and tossed it towards the trash can in the corner. “Because now you’ll know I’m telling the truth, right? You’ll know I mean everything I say. Cos I mean it. Every word. So.” 
 
Silence. The Omega stayed on the bed with his throat bare and blocker patch in the trash and the Alpha stayed stock still leaning against the dresser with his arms folded and eyes wide and chest heaving with choppy, harsh breaths as the very first hints of his Omega’s scent filtered free of the quickly waning suppressants and blurred into the air. 
 
“Fuck.” Ilya’s throat jerked trying to swallow an immediate flood of saliva when he tasted first citrus and then floral on his next inhale. Not just citrus but something bright, not just flowers but something specifically purple and it made his tongue swell, made his fangs ache. 
 
“Fuck. You– you scent–” Ilya bent double, his arms wrapped around his waist and eyes screwed shut, fangs bared as he grit his teeth and hissed out a breath fighting for control. “You scent so sweet.” 
 
“Like most Omegas, I guess?” Shane offered, but the Alpha groaned out, “No. Just you. Is just you. Fuck. I have never smelled,” he shuddered, his whole body reacting to the scent growing thicker with every passing minutes. “Anyone like you. Fuck. Fuck, Hollander.” 
 
“I’m sorry.” Shane whispered, and his orange tinted scent darkened red with sorrow, bruised blue with regret and Ilya choked on it, stumbled and almost fell from the influx of everything he could suddenly hear and know and see from the Omega. “I’m sorry for running away and sorry for getting so far in my head that I didn’t see what was happening right the hell in front of me. Sorry for being scared and for ignoring the scent imprint and freaking out over my eyes going gold and Jesus Christ, Ilya." 
 
He huffed a laugh and his potent scent ribboned in affection to match his gratefully disbelieving smile as he said, “Thank you for ignoring it? For giving me space? I don’t know how you did that for two years, cos I barely made it through those two years at all. I worryied every single day that I was maybe possibly, slowly, potentially starting to fall for you. I thought I was being nonchalant but that wasn’t the case at all, and then I freaked out and ran and I’m sorry. I’m sorry about Rose because there’s no way that was easy for you, and I’m sorry I went radio silent on you and also,” 
 
Another quiet laugh, “I’m sorry for dumping all of this on you in the span of like ten minutes. You know, like a psychopath.” 
 
“Yes. You are terrible.” Ilya’s head was spinning, his self control fracturing, every cell in his body waking up wanting, then his Omega laughed and everything beautiful about Shane’s scent brightened up blinding and the Alpha almost collapsed for it. “You are,” panting, “the worse.” 
 
“I know.” Shane stayed on the bed giving his Alpha time to process, even though he had to curl his fingers into the blankets and hold himself still every time he saw Ilya’s powerful frame visibly tremble reacting to every minute shift and change in his scent. “Ilya--” 
 
“Did you fuck her?” Ilya didn’t want to ask it, but he had to know. He didn’t want to know, but he needed to hear-scent-feel the truth from his Omega. “Rose Landry. Did you fuck her?” 
 
“The way you fucked other people the whole time we were sort of together?” There was no anger in the words, no heat or censure in the Omega’s scent, only understanding and acceptance and a passive sort of sadness for all the time they’d wasted. “Yeah. Sort of.” 
 
“Sort of.” Oh Ilya hated it, he hated it, but he had to know. “What does that mean, sort of. You know where everything goes, yes? Even if reversed from normal.” 
 
“You’re an asshole.” No anger, no heat, no censure. “And yeah. We did some stuff. Hands and mouths and I never fucked her cos I uh,” embarrassment tinted pink into the Omega’s scent. “I’ve never actually done that to anyone and we broke up before it got to the point where maybe I would try. And she didn’t fuck me cos we were mostly taking it slow and again,” he blew out a deep  breath. “We broke up before it got to that point.” 
 
“So even though she was an Alpha, she was not the right girl for you.” 
 
“Yes.” Shane confirmed. “I mean, yes you’re right, no she wasn’t the right girl but that’s cos I figured out that no girl is the right girl.” 
 
“Because you only like boys.” Testing. 
 
“Yes.” Emphatic. 
 
“Alpha boys or Beta boys.” Ilya still couldn’t straighten, still couldn’t take a full breath without risking collapsing beneath the weight of his Omega’s scent, so he kept staring at his shoes and biting out quick sentences so he could know. “Omega boys or all boys? Are you picky gay or slutty gay?” 
 
“That was a really fucking rude thing to say.” Shane informed him dryly, but took mercy on the struggling Alpha and nodded, “I’m picky gay, apparently. Because when it comes right down to it, I only like…you.” 
 
Ilya looked up then, his eyes fading helpless, overwhelmed red and Shane trilled his tongue reassuringly at him before repeating, “I only like you, Ilya. Rose wasn’t you so it didn’t matter if she was the most beautiful Alpha or Omega or Beta I’d ever seen. It wouldn’t matter if Rose was a guy and was an Alpha or Omega or Beta. Sure, the sex might have been a little less of a disaster if she’d been a guy, but you know, maybe not. Because she wasn’t you.” 
 
And again, because being honest after so many years of feeling bottled up, stuffed down, forced quiet by his gender and his biology and his career and his own goddamn insecurities, “Ilya, it’s always been you. It took me a long time to figure it out but then again,” he lifted one shoulder in a shrug, thinking about the night at his condo and the day in Sochi, “maybe it didn’t take as long to figure out as I thought.” 
 
Ilya just kept staring at him, red eyed and breathing hard and Shane wet his lips to ask a question that had kept him up at night nauseous,
 
“Ilya.” quiet. “I don’t care about you sleeping with other people besides me, I know you date when you’re in Russia over the summer but–” 
 
“No.” the Alpha shook his head. “No.” 
 
“No, it’s fine.” Shane tried to say, “It is. Especially since we were about as broken up as we’ve ever been for the last few months. And I won’t be mad, I don’t have the right to be mad about it, I know. But–” 
 
“No!” Ilya said louder. “No, Hollander. No dates, no anything. No. Not since before the condo.” and then with a wince, “One time after the condo. After Sochi. But it was not fun, and it was not with random girl, and it’s– I told you about her. Svetlana. She was it and then no one else. Not since the condo.” 
 
“The condo. My condo.” the Omega checked one more time just so he knew for sure. “Before Sochi. Since then?” 
 
“You were gold for me.” Ilya tapped the corner of his eye, his mouth twisting miserable. “What was I supposed to do?” 
 
“Oh holy shit.” Shane lit up with a grin. “Can I tell you how happy that makes me?” 
 
“I can tell.” the Omega’s scent burst with happiness, buffeting warm against Ilya’s senses and he had to open mouth gasp through it when his throat closed up in response to knowing just how happy he’d made his Omega with the confession. “I– I can tell. Can scent it on you.” 
 
“I’m gonna say it anyway cos we’ve spent like eight years never saying anything.” Shane leaned forward on the bed and let the joy shine right through his eyes. “That makes me so fucking happy, holy shit.” 
 
“Fuck.” Ilya was blushing again, or not so much blushing as he was overheating, his face flushing pink and eyes filled in solid red as the influx of scent and so many words, too many words he’d waited TOO goddamn long to hear overwhelmed him almost to the point of incoherency. 
 
“Fuck.” Maybe they needed to keep talking, maybe there was more to say, surely Ilya needed to apologize for things too and a few confessions didn’t immediately fix everything that had been wrong but the Alpha’s vision was starting to pin point, his eyes starting to dilate, he was sweating and shaking and it all came down to the single question that would irrevocably change everything, “Can I scent you?” 
 
“Alpha.” The rush of heat in Shane's scent made Ilya’s head snap back, his mouth falling open in a desperate pant. 
 
“Please.” he tried again, tried for patience and gentleness and the very last vestiges of his self control. “Is okay to scent to you?” 
 
“You are formal and old fashioned and boring.” The Omega whispered over an adoring, relieved smile. "I must be rubbing off on you after all these years."
 
“You did not say yes.” Ilya pointed out nervously. "You did not say--"
 
“Yes. I’m saying yes. Of course it’s a yes.” Shane jolted up from the bed and moved towards him, arms open and hands out ready to hold his Alpha. “Yes. Alpha, please– fuck!” 
 
Ilya was on him in an instant and Shane yelped startled when the Alpha grabbed him by the waist, by the arm, by the throat and shoved forward propelling him backwards into the nearest wall to pin him there hard between the drywall and the length of his body. 
 
“Shit.” Shane was startled but he didn’t back down, didn’t flinch, didn’t blink. He stared right into his Alpha’s scarlet eyes and closed his fingers around his Alpha’s wrist not to push Ilya away, but to keep him close, to offer permission by way of rubbing his thumb over the thrum of Ilya’s pulse. Ilya’s gaze dropped to the line of Shane’s neck, the bare skin at his throat, the bump of his bonding spot and Shane nodded so his Alpha knew he was saying yes, then turned his head and submitted. 
 
“...Shane?”
 
Shane submitted, dropping his shoulders, lowering his eyes and tucking his chin. He kept one hand on Ilya’s wrist drawing soothing circles over the Alpha’s pulse and hooked his other hand carefully into the delicate chain of Ilya's necklace, tugging in steady, rhythmic little pulls to keep the Alpha close, he needed to make sure the Alpha knew he wanted him close.
 
“Shane.” Ilya’s fingers were shaking as he reached to touch the Omega’s chin, his cheek, the spray of freckles decorating the delicate skin under the Omega’s eyes. “C-can I–?” 
 
“Yes.” the answer was, “Yes.” and Shane submitted further, turning his head and baring his throat, offering his bonding spot and scent glands up to his Alpha’s touch and tongue and teeth. “Yes.” 
 
Ilya took a breath, took a breath, took a breath, tightened his hand briefly instinctively possessive at the Omega’s neck, then leaned in to tuck his nose into Shane’s throat and properly scent him for the very first time.
 
And.
 
“Bozhe moy, you smell good.”  The Omega was citrus and floral and Ilya ran his nose over the scent glands first cautiously curious, then came back to drag his tongue over the fragrant skin for more. Citrus and floral and then Shane's scent tinted orange and suffused purple and the Alpha groaned and fit himself closer, his mouth sealed tight sucking at the bump of the Omega’s bonding glands. 
 
“Shane, fuck.” Ilya’s voice wore ragged with a rush of need and Shane mewled something wordless and pleading when Ilya pressed him tighter to the wall, using his grip on the Omega’s neck to turn his head more, opening Shane’s throat up more so he could huff and sniff and open mouth scent his way deeper. 
 
“Smell good.” Ilya set his teeth at the Omega’s bonding spot and bit down until Shane whined for it, until his scent shocked for it, until the tint of orange blended fuller perfuming like the brilliant blossoms from the sweet fruit Ilya’s Mama used to put in his Christmas stockings and until the purple darkened lush into lavender, soothing and settling and layering into the Alpha’s mind and heart and soul familiar like he’d always known it. 
 
“Omega.” the Alpha snarled it, scarlet eyed and panting, his hands at Shane’s hair, at his throat, down his chest to his waist and grabbing at his ass to drag the Omega off the wall to rut against him, wedging his leg between Shane’s thigh to grind at him when the stunning, drugging scent clarified addictive in his nose and snapped every muscle tense, his cock hard, fangs bared and every instinct dialing in towards mine and mine and Omega and rut and mine. 
 
“You scent so sweet, Omega.” Ilya started pulling at his shirt, at Shane’s shirt, yanking at buttons and tearing hems trying to get to skin. “Fucking gorgeous Omega, come here.” buttons scattered when he set both hands at Shane’s shorts and yanked and the Omega laughed at him, buzzing and delirious and thrilled with it. “Here Omega, need you here.” the words garbled away into a groan, into a rumble, as he bit at the hinge of Shane’s jaw and bit at the curve of his throat and jerked his hips forward into the grip of Shane’s hand over his cock and begged, “My Omega, please.” 
 
Shane pulled away and grabbed at Ilya’s face, cut his nails hard into the Alpha’s jaw until Ilya stopped grinding and rutting and open mouth gasping on him and met his gaze, “What, Omega, what is, tell me. Tell me.”
 
Ilya was willing to wait, he was trying very hard to be willing to wait, but he couldn’t help touching his Omega, petting through Shane’s hair and obsessively over the Omega’s bonding spot, always always gentle over his freckles, lost and drowning in the Omega’s orange blossom and lavender scent but still trying to stay focused enough to check in, “What is it, what is wrong.” 
 
“Say it again.” Shane dragged his thumb over Ilya’s bottom lip, sucking in a harsh breath when the Alpha automatically tried to lick him, tried to bite the tip of his finger, tried to draw him into his mouth and suck. “Alpha, listen!” 
 
Ilya snapped to attention, went very still listening and very still waiting and Shane could have been lightheaded damn near giddy with the power he held over the Alpha, but right then he very much needed, “Say it again.” 
 
“I– I have said like a thousand things.” Ilya’s mouth worked helplessly as he tried to pinpoint exactly what his Omega was asking. “What thing do you want?” 
 
“Call me your Omega again.” Shane prompted quietly. “Say that. Say ‘my Omega’ again.” 
 
“My Omega.” Ilya set his hand at the side of Shane’s face, his fingers in the dark hair and thumb sweeping the line of Shane’s cheekbone. He leaned in to rest their foreheads together and as reverently as a prayer, murmured, “My Omega. Mine.” 
 
“Fuck...” Shane whispered awestruck, and without leaning away, Ilya picked up Shane’s hand and brought it to his neck, to his blocker patch and nodded, “Off. Take it off. Is yours, take it off.” 
 
Shane took the patch off, careful peeling the adhesive away and less careful crumpling the bandage up to throw it to the floor and not careful in the slightest digging his fingernails and then his teeth into the Alpha’s bonding spot and moaning loud over the immediate rush of scent, warm amber and sharp pine and bubbling, boiling, searing possessiveness swamping into his nose and leaving him reeling. 
 
“Ilya.” he dragged the Alpha closer, notched their bodies closer, whined into the slow grind of his Alpha’s cock against his thigh. “Ffffuck. You scent like–” 
 
“Yours.” Ilya finished hoarsely, “I scent like yours, so you need to call me Alpha.” He slid his hands down under Shane’s thighs and let his strength surge so he could haul the Omega off the floor and right into his arms, directing Shane’s legs around his waist for the few steps it took to get them off the wall and onto the bed. 
 
“You call me Alpha.” Ilya ordered as he lay his Omega out on the blankets. “When you are open and bare with me, only me, yes?” he punctuated the question with a bite at Shane’s bottom lip. “Only me. Tol’ko ya. Only I know you like this.” 
 
“Yeah, only you.” Shane lifted his hips so Ilya could drag his shorts off and away. “Only you for me and only me for you now, right?” 
 
“Not just now.” Ilya kicked out of his shorts too and braced himself over his Omega. “Uzhe mnogo let. I was never normal about you, Shane Hollander. Not even for one day.” 
 
“Oh my god.”  Nearly inaudible. “Ilya…” 
 
“I am your Alpha.” 
 
“My Alpha.” Shane whispered, and the accompanying rush of scent, of brilliant orange and intoxicating purple made the Alpha swear, made him curse, made him crush a hard kiss to his Omega’s mouth and beg, “Let me fuck you. Want to be in you, let me in you, my Omega.” 
 
“I want you to keep me full.” Shane said then, and Ilya instantly, “Yes, like always—” but Shane grabbed at his Alpha’s face to shut him up again, scrambled back against the pillows so he could sit up on the bed and make sure his Alpha was hearing him. 
 
“Alpha, listen.” he said it sternly, if only to watch Ilya go still listening, eyes trained on Shane’s mouth watching, hands paused waiting. 
 
“You are bratty.” Ilya murmured without moving, without taking his eyes off his Omega’s mouth. “Boss me around because you know I will listen.” 
 
“There’s a chance I get a kick out of bossing you around, yeah.” Shane pressed his finger to the bump of Ilya’s fangs behind his top lip. “But listen.” 
 
“Ya slushayu.” Ilya had been practicing his English, reading writing practicing but when he was spinning spiraling sinking so fast so far towards rut with his Omega’s scent locked into his psyche, he could barely speak at all, much less manage English when all he wanted to do was sink his teeth in growling to Shane’s bonding spot and mark the Omega up claimed. 
 
He settled for Russian, “Ya slushayu.” he was listening to his Omega and “Ty mne nuzhen.” he needed his Omega but Ilya sat himself waiting just as patiently as he could. 
 
“I want you to keep me full.” Shane said again, and Ilya’s eyes flickered red but he didn’t move, didn’t speak, stayed still waiting. 
 
“I want you to knot me. The right way.” the Omega said next, and the bed shook with the force of the Alpha’s ravenous growl but Ilya didn’t move, didn’t speak, stayed still waiting. 
 
“I ask you every time.” Six weeks ago, six months ago, six years ago Shane might have been embarrassed to admit just how often he outright begged the Alpha to knot him up full, but he didn’t even blush over the confession right then. “And you always say yes,” he nodded when Ilya’s brow furrowed, “Yeah, I know I go pretty fucking spacey when things get intense, but I know I ask every time and I know you say yes every time but then you use your fingers?” 
 
He did blush that time, squirming on the bed as his body went slick, cock twitching at his thigh with the memory and anticipation of Ilya’s fingers inside him. “And then you tell me, if I ask you again when I know what I’m saying, that you’ll do it.” 
 
“Ya ns znal…” The Alpha hesitated. “I did not know you knew I said those things.” 
 
“Every time.” Shane confirmed, and he knew he was blinking slow and lovestruck and fluttery at the Alpha, but he couldn’t help it. So many times he’d begged Ilya to knot him and every single time, “You tell me yes to soothe me, but don’t ever really do it cos you know I’m at least half outta my mind and then you tell me to ask when I’m sober or– or present or whatever.” 
 
It was very important just then for the Omega to trace over his Alpha’s mouth and tell him in no uncertain terms, “You’re a good Alpha, Ilya.” 
 
“Fuck.” Ilya’s eyes faded back blue, then shimmered glittering emotional, his throat moving over a hard swallow and his shoulders dropping like the weight of some impossible, hidden standard had suddenly lifted up and away. His potent scent mellowed hazy, the amber sweetening like vanilla and honey and the sharp pine blurring earthy as something in his soul settled down soothed and roughened his voice husky, “Omega.” 
 
“You’re a good Alpha.” Shane nodded nodded nodded and slid his hand from Ilya’s face down to his neck to cover the Alpha’s bonding spot and rub over his scent glands. “And I’m sober. Present and here and real fucking aware of what I’m saying so listen. Listen.” 
 
Ilya listened. 
 
“I want you to knot me.” The very corner of Shane’s mouth tilted in a smile when the Alpha’s cock jerked in response to the blunt demand. “Keep me full. For real this time. Please.”
 
Then with the cheekiest smirk he could possibly manage because the power he held over the volatile Alpha was intoxicating, “You can move now, by the way. But good job staying put when you were told to.”  
 
“Brat.” Ilya lurched forward to kiss him, knocking their noses and teeth together clumsy, shaking as he petted down Shane’s side, grabbed at his hip, hauled him up onto his knees so he could knead and grasp and grip at his ass and nodded into the messy kiss, “Yes. Anything you want. Stay here. Right here. One minute.” 
 
The Alpha made to roll off the bed and Shane grabbed his hand, “Where are you going?” 
 
“Condom.” Ilya bent down to kiss him again, again, squeezing Shane’s fingers in restless anticipation. “In my toiletry bag. I have nothing in here because I did not think–” 
 
“No, wait just–” 
 
“Shane, one minute and I am yours, but first–” 
 
“Wait.” Shane grabbed Ilya’s hand and yanked, grabbed Ilya’s arm and pulled, took advantage of the Alpha teetering off balance for a few seconds and dragged Ilya down to the bed, rolling over quick so Ilya thudded onto the mattress and Shane could scramble to straddle his lap. 
 
“Wow.” Ilya loved when Shane grabbed and wrestled and shoved him around and he laughed about it, framed his big palms at his Omega’s butt, then smoothed up over Shane’s ribs, to the stretch of his shoulders then down to grope at his chest before setting his hands low on Shane’s waist, rubbing both thumbs through the crease at the vee of the Omega’s hips, nearly touching the wiry curls at the base of Shane’s cock. “Bossy. What do you want, do you want my mouth first?” 
 
“Fuck.” Shane’s dark eyes went wide and Ilya grinned, licking over his fangs then offering out his tongue, “Come here and sit here,” he tapped his nose. “And I will–” 
 
“Next time.” Shane clapped his hand over Ilya’s mouth to quiet the Alpha before the idea distracted him from what he really wanted. “Or maybe,” after a half second of consideration, “maybe just later tonight. Or in the morning. Yeah.” 
 
“You are a slut for my tongue.” Ilya mumbled into Shane’s palm and the Omega didn’t have a single ounce of shame in admitting, “I really am.” 
 
“Come here, then.” 
 
“Later. And the condom can wait until later too.” Shane wriggled on ilya’s lap until the Alpha’s cock flexed beneath his ass, then said slowly, distinctly, “I just want you this time. Can I just have you?” 
 
“You have me.” the Alpha emphasized the promise with a squeeze at Shane’s waist, but then his brows drew together when he paused and thought about exactly what Shane had said. “You want–” Shane waited, and Ilya’s grip tightened to bruising on him, “You are sure?” 
 
“Yes.” 
 
“Will be…messy.” 
 
“Oh, I'm counting on it.” 
 
“Shane.” Ilya’s scent spiked hot. “I will be obsessed with you after this. Stalking, maybe. I will be creepy and weird and not let you go."
 
“You’ve been creepy and weird with me for like a decade, what else is new?” It was hard to sound teasing and nonchalant when the Alpha was staring up at him like he wanted to devour him– and maybe like he wanted to bundle him somewhere safe and protect him. 
 
“What are you waiting for? I thought you’d go all caveman Alpha on me if I asked that.” Shane brushed his fingers at Ilya’s cheek a little self conscious. “What’s wrong, why are you looking at me like that, you don't think we're ready? Or-- Or--" 
 
“I am waiting to wake up.” The Alpha told him very very softly. “I wonder if this is dream, if I will wake up.” 
 
“Ilya.” Shane’s dark eyes shaded gold and Ilya’s voice caught husky again, “There is my favorite color. Ty krasivyy. You are beautiful, Omega.” 
 
“If this is a dream, don’t wake up yet.” Shane kissed him lightly, notching their noses together so he could rest forehead to forehead with his Alpha, all urgency momentarily banked so they could lay together a few seconds and breathe. “Not yet. Please?” 
 
“Come here.” Ilya pulled his Omega in for another kiss, soft and gentle and chaste. Another kiss, slow and firm and rumbling coaxing for his Omega to open for him. Another one, with his hand cradling the back of the Omega’s head and scratching at the Omega’s scalp as he sucked at Shane’s bottom lip and nudged the kiss deeper, licked through Shane’s mouth and crushed the kiss wetter, cut his fangs bleeding into Shane’s tongue and escalated the kiss messy and when the Omega jerked back swearing over the pain, Ilya sat up to chase him, pushing Shane off his lap and down onto the bed, following him into the blankets to cage the Omega in with his weight and bulk. 
 
He checked in once, “Still yes?” before pushing Shane’s knees apart and laying heavy against him, and Shane, “Yes.” canted his hips rubbing up against his Alpha, “Come on.” 
 
He checked in twice, “Still yes?” as he got one, two, three fingers circling pushing prodding at his rim, dragging through the leaking slick and using it to ease his way inside, opening Shane up as quickly and thoroughly as he could with the Omega writhing and gasping and cutting his nails into Ilya’s shoulders trying to get him in faster. “Come on, come on, come on, Alpha, fuck–!” 
 
“You’re sure.” Ilya checked in one more time, always one more time even though the Omega’s scent was drenched needy, Shane’s eyes still circled trusting, claiming gold as the Alpha lined the blunt head of his cock up against Shane’s entrance and rocked forward the tiniest bit, “My Omega, tell me–” 
 
“Yes.” 
 
The first press of the Alpha bare made them both shout and Ilya almost covered Shane’s mouth to shush him, almost covered his own mouth to force himself quiet until he remembered they were alone in the bungalow, alone on this far end of the beach, and then Ilya set his hand on his Omega’s chest, over his Omega’s heart and let himself groan loud as he slid in deeper. 
 
“Oh holy shit.” the Omega’s orange blossom scent fractured at the edges as he gasped and gasped and buried his hands in his hair pulling hard, arching his back gasping at how stripped down intimate it was to have his Alpha inside him without any sort of barrier. Not physical, not mental, not suppressants, there were no condoms, no hiding their feelings, no blocking their scent and Shane grabbed at his hair, grabbed at the bed, grabbed at his Alpha’s hand planted over his heart and cursed, “Fuck, Alpha.” when it was all too much overwhelming. 
 
“Almost there, almost there.” Ilya’s eyes were wide, hazed red and locked down staring at where he was disappearing inch by inch inside his mate, jaw set and nostrils flared breathing hard trying to keep track of every shift and ripple of his Omega’s scent as he nudged deeper, deeper, tonguing at his fangs and sweating cos Shane was hot enough to be searing inside, wet and tight around his cock and Ilya could have very easily been lost for it. “Almost all in, co close, almost there.” 
 
“Jesus Christ, why does it feel like you won’t fit?” Objectively Shane knew the Alpha wasn’t bigger or thicker or any longer without the condom, that wasn’t how condoms worked, that wasn’t how biology worked and objectively the Omega knew that.
 
But fuck there was nothing objective about how the stretch burned so much sweeter without the latex barrier, how his body split open slower beneath the relentless push of the Alpha’s cock, how Ilya bottoming out with a hoarse, “There, you have all of me.” and grinding the beginning bump of his knot at Shane’s rim was infinitely more gratifying when he knew Ilya wasn’t going to stop, wasn’t going to just use his fingers, was going to spill inside him messy then keep him plugged up full. 
 
“Ilya, oh my god.” Shane covered Ilya’s palm at his chest and wrapped his other hand at Ilya’s wrist, squeezing hard not to make the Alpha stop, but to make sure the Alpha stayed right there in him and on him and all the way around him, “D-don’t stop. Ilya–” 
 
“I am your Alpha.” 
 
“Alpha.” The first thrust snapped Shane’s head back onto the bed and he cried, “Fuck!” and the Alpha echoed in a voice dragged ragged over an endless snarl uncurling from his chest, “Fuck, Omega.” 
 
“More.” Shane held on, held on, held on. “Don’t stop.” 
 
Ilya didn’t stop. The Alpha pulled out until the Omega whined at him, withdrew from the slick heat of Shane’s body until the Omega popped his teeth and asked, warned, demanded, “Don’t. Don’t. Closer. Please.” then stroked back in, rolled his hips and filled his Omega with a single solid thrust and when Shane laughed in relief like he was hazy, spacey drunk on the Alpha’s scent and body, Ilya covered his mouth in a hard kiss and promised, “You have me. You have me.” 
 
“Don’t stop.” 
 
Ilya didn’t stop. Shane held on to him and the Alpha set a punishing pace fucking him hard, one hand steady over Shane’s heart and the other gripping at Shane’s knee, at the underside of his thigh, finally just hooking Shane’s leg over his shoulder so the Omega stayed open to every shove of his cock but Ilya had a free hand to hold at his Omega’s hip, at his waist, at his slender cock to pull over him with fast strokes. 
 
The bed was creaking, rocking, slamming into the wall, the cheap hotel artwork rattling on their nails and the lamp on the bedside table wobbling, pillows falling onto the floor and sheets twisting up sweaty under Shane’s back, but the noise didn’t bother the Omega and neither did the mess. He kept his eyes open and staring up watching his Alpha who was staring down watching him and Shane wet his lips and nodded, licked his lips and tangled his fingers into Ilya’s hair, scraped his nails down to press hard at Ilya’s bonding spot and panted, “More, Alpha. I need more.” 
 
“Greedy fucking Omega.” He was teasing but it sounded like I love you, red eyed and half fallen towards rut but he meant every word, “Anything you want.” and it sounded like I love you as Ilya bent far over Shane’s body so he could get his arm under Shane’s head, propping the Omega up and in the same motion grabbing at the mattress for leverage so he could take his mate harder. 
 
Whatever Shane was going to say was buried behind a loud moan, all his words lost when the next snap of his Alpha’s hips punched all the air from his lungs and left him stunned. 
 
“You are beautiful.” Shane went abruptly speechless, quiet with his face turned into the crook of Ilya’s arm but he never stopped pressing at Ilya’s bonding spot and his gorgeous scent never once wavered from lush and wanton and needy, so Ilya took over talking for his mate. He kept his hand over the Omega’s heart and punctuated every thrust with sweet words, every harsh breath with reassurance so Shane knew the quiet wasn’t a problem, it wasn’t a problem. 
 
The Omega was safe to go quiet because Ilya knew his scent now and would immediately know if anything changed uncomfortable or uncertain. He stayed close and stayed talking, a mix of Russian and English falling from his lips as he whispered anything and everything that had lain ignored in his heart for so long. 
 
“Shhh Omega, my Omega, is okay. I’m here. You have me, I’m here. You smell so good, scent like mine. Ty ideal’na, ty krasivyy, spasibo lyubimy, thank you for choosing me, you are safe, safe, stay with me, pozhaluysta ostan’tes, stay with me…” 
 
Shane bit Ilya when the Alpha’s knot caught at his rim the first time and tugged solid. He gasped out something shocked at the jolt in and the stunning second of stuck, then sank his teeth biting into Ilya’s arm, cut in deep almost bleeding. It hurt and the Alpha popped his fangs together loud in instinctive reply but the pain was very quickly replaced by the primal, primitive pride of knowing he’d driven his Omega to bite, he’d stripped the fiercely independent Omega down to his basest instincts and held him safe enough for Shane to be rendered non verbal and biting and Ilya grinned for it, licked over his fangs and growled for it, “You have sweet bite, Shane. Omega. So sweet. Bite me again.” 
 
Shane didn’t bite him again but he did lave his tongue over the red marks and set his mouth to the nearly torn skin, eyes closed and lashes fluttering needing something of his Alpha in his mouth to keep him grounded while everything else spiraled out of control. 
 
“Here, Omega.” Shane didn’t have to talk, he was safe to be non verbal and quiet now that Ilya knew his scent, but the Alpha still cupped his chin and eased him into turning, into meeting his eyes for at least a second so Ilya could check in again, again always, “Still want?” 
 
“Y-yes.” the hesitation was only because his mouth was dry, head empty and senses full. “Al-Alpha yes.” 
 
“Here.” Ilya fed his thumb between the Omega’s slack lips and Shane fell back into the crook of his arm limp, shivered through the next catch and jolt of the thickening knot, then went pliant beneath his Alpha with his lips pulling around Ilya’s thumb and his eyes filling in further molten, mated gold with every slow blink. 
 
It would have been easier to knot the Omega if Shane was face down and presented. Easier, but the thought of stopping long enough to change positions, of dislodging his fingers from his Omega’s mouth and bringing Shane up from that floaty headspace before the Omega was ready made Ilya want to howl in denial. 
 
No. It would have been easier to knot the Omega if Shane were presented in the bed with his back to Ilya and his golden eyes hidden in the pillows, but Ilya hadn’t fallen imprinted for his Omega because everything so far had been easy. 
 
“Deep breath, Omega.” Ilya pressed the weight of his knot against the Omega’s stretched entrance and crooned, “This is alot, I am alot, more than my fingers, yes? Deep breath, you have to breathe for me.” 
 
Shane breathed and Ilya snapped his hips forward shoving the bulk of his knot past the stretched rim. Shane breathed stuttering and almost choking and Ilya rocked into him, fucking his knot deeper with every little push. Shane craned his head to the side offering up his throat submitting with Ilya’s fingers on his tongue and the Alpha’s knot inflating pressure pressure pressure in his core and Ilya dragged his nose over Shane’s neck inhaling his scent, set his fangs into the bump of Shane’s bonding spot and kept up the same, steady grinding pressure as he ordered, “Breathe.” 
 
Shane breathed, “Alpha, p-please…” 
 
Breathe.  
 
They were plastered so close that Ilya felt the Omega cum between them, Shane’s cock twitching and spilling untouched and striping white up his chest, spend puddling into his navel and dripping down the side of his stomach as he breathed breathed breathed sobbed falling apart in the bed. 
 
“Omega.” Ilya growled and Shane set trembling fingers at the Alpha’s bonding spot and slurred mumbling, “Keep me. Alpha my Alpha, keep me…” 
 
“I will keep you.” Ilya bowed his head and grit his teeth so he wouldn’t bite savage into Shane’s throat as he came, clenched his jaw and shook through a growl so he wouldn’t slice his fangs into the Omega’s bonding spot and spark a heat while Shane’s eyes were still filled in mated gold. One day, some day, at some point eventually they would be able to do that, but for just then Ilya covered his fangs and locked his knot another half inch deeper stuck into his Omega and promised, “You are mine.”
 
“Oh.” Shane’s mouth dropped open, his hand going to his stomach when the Alpha started cumming with no condom to catch it, no barrier to stop it. “Fuck, that’s– I can feel you. Fuck."
 
“You are doing so good.” Ilya pushed their foreheads together and groaned through each throb of his cock, the heat and clenching pressure around his knot milking him dry with heavy spurts and wet spasms. “So good. Good job Omega, pretty Omega, you are perfect, you are mine.” 
 
“M’yours, yeah. But shit.” Shane was panting again, breathing hard and whining, toes curling and whimpering as he pressed low at his abdomen and felt his stomach start to round out as the Alpha pinned him down and kept filling him. “Shit. M’so full, Alpha. Full. Oh fuck, I can’t– I can’t. You won’t fit, too much, m’too full, Ilya–” 
 
“I will fit.” Later, Ilya would tease his Omega at every socially inappropriate opportunity about whining over being full. Right then, he covered Shane’s hand over his taut stomach and rumbled through a sucking, claiming kiss, “And I will keep you full, like you always ask. My Omega. You are mine.” 
 
And softer, with his hand spread wide and possessive down low where Omega was full,
 
“Lyubimy moy. I am glad to finally be yours.”
 
*****
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      Chapter 6: Clarity (here comes the sun)
  


    Chapter Summary

    All y’all voting for the 7% chance this wouldn’t be the last chapter? You win. I should have taken myself seriously when I was like “haha! I’m as much on this ride as you guys are, who knows where it will end up!” because well…

Anyway. Hoorah and yeehaw and here we go. This is soft dorky boys being soft and dorky for a hazy, golden afterglow-y morning before they have to go back to real life.








  
The room was bright when Ilya woke up, and for a minute, the Alpha panicked. 
 
Shane had an early flight, he still had to make it back to the main hotel before too many people were up and about, he still had to pack and get to the airport, Alpha and Omega had fallen asleep wrapped up together and Ilya had slept better than he’d slept in weeks, in months, maybe in years but then he jerked awake and the little bungalow was bright and oh shit, they were out of time. 
 
They were already, again, always out of time. 
 
“S’the lamp.” The spike of anxiety in his Alpha’s scent stirred Shane halfway awake, and he mumbled with his face still smushed in the pillows, “We never turned off th’lamp.” 
 
“The lamp.” It was the lamp, not the sunrise. Yellow toned artificial light, not daybreak brightening over the ocean and coming through the window. The clock next to the bed said 4:30am, it wasn’t the sun, it wasn’t morning, the night wasn’t all the way over, it was just a lamp. 
 
“Just the lamp.” Ilya lay back down with his Omega, scooting up behind Shane’s sleep heavy frame and looping his arm around Shane’s waist. “Okay.” 
 
Just the lamp. 4:30 am. They still had time. 
 
“D’we have time?” Shane was thoroughly buried into the blankets but he felt his way under the sheets to lay his hand at Ilya’s thigh. “Not like– like time t’gether, we’re all done bein’,” he yawned. “stupid so we have s’much time t’gether now, but d’we have time left today?” 
 
“A few hours, yes.” Ilya set his nose to the bump of his Omega’s bonding spot and took a deep breath, closing his eyes and reveling in the way Shane’s scent was overly lavender in the early morning, dark and drowsily purple, calming and settling and heavily sweet enough to ease all the tension right back out of Ilya’s body between one breath and the next. 
 
“You're still here.” Ilya folded in tighter around his Omega, resting his hand low on Shane’s stomach, his fingers low in the wiry curls at the base of Shane’s cock, his palm low where Shane had complained about being so full the night before. “I am glad,” he dotted a kiss to Shane’s hair, “you are still here.” 
 
“To be fair.” Shane pointed out with a bump of amusement in his drowsy scent. “I fell asleep stuck on you, so it wasn’t like I could go anywhere even if I wanted.” 
 
“But you did not want to go anywhere?” Ilya nipped a bite at the Omega’s ear to cover a wriggle of insecurity and Shane turned his head enough for Ilya to kiss his cheek then lay back down, “I didn’t want to go anywhere.” 
 
“Good.” Ilya massaged slow circles onto Shane’s stomach. “You are uncomfortable?” 
 
“I feel like if I roll over too fast I’ll make sloshing noises.” the Omega hissed when Ilya pressed harder down low where he was full. “M’not uncomfortable but things might get awkward if you don’t quit pushing at my stomach.” He covered the Alpha’s hand so he’d quit prodding at him. “What part of full don’t you understand?”  
 
“Sloshing noises?” Ilya couldn’t quite quell the urge to keep pressing at his mate’s belly, but he settled for spreading his hand as wide as he could across Shane’s stomach and holding the Omega secure against him. “You are gross, Shane Hollander.” 
 
“It’s your fucking fault.” It was so early. Shane wanted to close his eyes and go back to sleep in his Alpha’s arms, but Ilya was half hard pressing against the small of his back and fully awake ready to be annoying, so Shane wasn’t surprised in the slightest when Ilya promptly replied, “Yes, is my fault and I am not sorry. But now you should say more things about how you fell asleep stuck on me, I liked that.” 
 
“Ilya.” The chances of Shane being able to enjoy a slowly quiet morning coming down from the intense evening with his Alpha were rapidly dwindling, and he sighed mostly resigned but maybe a smidge fond, “It’s too early to cater to your macho knothead Alpha ego.”
 
“No no no, I need to know.” Ilya insisted petulantly. “Shannnnnnne. How stuck were you on me and were you more stuck than when you fall asleep on that ugly purple dildo you keep in your nightstand?” 
 
“You have got to let the dildo thing go.” Shane groaned. “It’s been like three years and that stupid toy has never done anything to you. Let it go.” 
 
“It’s been like five years.” Ilya countered mullishly, “And it does things to you. On principle, I hate it. Is my right as your Alpha.” 
 
“Big bad Alpha.” The Omega burrowed deeper into the pillows in a futile attempt to shut out the impending morning and his Alpha’s bullshit. “Jealous of a neon, glittery,” he hid a smile when Ilya’s scent soured acidic and envious. “light up, vibrating, ten inches long and six inches thick…” 
 
“You are on thin ice, Omega.” 
 
“Jesus Christ, fine.” Shane untangled his arm from the blankets and reached up to thread his fingers into Ilya’s hair, tugging the Alpha in until Ilya curved in close to scent along his throat.  “I was very stuck on you, kay? Comfortably stuck. Happy to be stuck. You did a very good job keeping me stuck. Is that better?” 
 
“Slightly better.” the Alpha admitted begrudgingly, but the effect of being pouty was largely lost behind the featherlight, adoring kiss he left over Shane’s bonding spot, and the sweep of adoration was instantly erased by his next comment, “You did a good job too. You took my knot like a champ.” 
 
“Fuck. Right. Off.” Shane was not amused. “Leave me alone so I can sleep some more.” 
 
“Here, my Omega.” Ilya’s amber scent brightened at getting the last snarky word in, but he was all things gentle moving his hand from down low on Shane’s stomach to resting over his heart, tucking Shane closer into his chest as he went. Shane hummed something quietly content and slid his bare toes up and down Ilya’s calf a few times before tangling their legs together and setting his hand back on Ilya’s thigh again, holding on just enough to make sure his Alpha knew to stay. 
 
They snuggled in spooning, legs tangled and breathing slow, heart rates settling as their scents mellowed blending in the very early morning quiet. 
 
The smothering lavender in Shane’s scent eased to make room for lighter notes of orange blossom, threading through the darker heat of amber and curbing the sharply wild edge of pine in the Alpha’s scent with a layer of syrupy sweetness. Ilya pressed his nose to the glands at the Omega’s throat where the scent was strongest, pressed his mouth to the fragrant skin and crooned under his breath curious as he learned all the ways Shane’s scent shifted and changed, rumbled from deep in his chest thrilled when he recognized his own scent wound through balancing the sugary floral of his mate. 
 
Then, when Shane’s scent bumped with amusement and warmth and relief, Ilya nudged him, “What is it?” 
 
“What is what, I didn’t say anything.” 
 
“No, but now I know your scent.” The Alpha was positively, unashamedly smug about it. “And you are a chatterbox to me. You say you want to sleep, but you are thinking too much. What are you thinking?” 
 
“Damn.” Shane clicked his tongue regretfully. “There goes all my mystique, huh?” 
 
“You have no mystique, Shane.” 
 
“I was an international man of mystery, but now you know all my secrets.” he faux mourned and Ilya countered, “Mmm no, never an international man of mystery but yes. Now I know your secrets. Tell me what you were thinking.” 
 
Shane hesitated and Ilya scraped his fangs along the Omega’s neck, prompting, “Tell me, Omega.” 
 
“I was thinking,” Shane covered Ilya’s hand at his heart a moment, thinking his words through so he could say it in a way that wouldn’t end with Ilya making fun of him. The scent thing was amazing, not having to spell everything out was incredible, but the Omega really was determined to talk the way they’d never bothered to talk before, so he pressed at Ilya’s hand and offered, “I’m glad it’s still… fun. With us.” 
 
“Fun. You thought we would take off patches and immediately be boring old men?”  Ilya frowned and Shane elbowed him with a huff, “No. Just.” he hesitated again and the Alpha bit him lightly, teeth pinpricking sharp at the curve of his neck until Shane shivered beneath the attention and found his words,
 
“I’m glad you’re still an asshole.” he finally said. “That’s all. That’s what I wanted to say, I guess.” 
 
“Hm.” Ilya hooked his chin over his Omega’s shoulders. “You are glad we are still normal. Glad we still laugh. Because–” 
 
“Because every other time we’ve tried to have anything close to something like this,” the Omega nodded into the pillows. “it all blows up in our faces,.” 
 
“Then you run away.” Ilya pointed out, not mean but matter of fact, and Shane nodded again, “And I’m fucking sorry about that. Yeah.” 
 
“You did not run this time.” Not a question. A statement. A relief. “I did not either. So yes. I am still an asshole and we are still normal. We are fun. I am glad for it too. But.” 
 
Ilya twined their fingers together and held their hands up into the light, his pine scent suddenly dampening uncertain. “Shane. My Omega. I am sorry, too.” 
 
“You’re sorry.” Shane flexed his fingers against Ilya’s, then tucked their hands under the blankets again. “For what? I don’t mean that I expect a list or whatever, I mean I don’t think you owe me an apology.” 
 
“I do. And I am sorry.” Ilya pushed his tongue into the tip of his fangs and braced himself to be honest, “I am sorry for–” 
 
For not claiming you immediately when I knew I wanted you. For not telling you when your eyes went gold. For pushing to share our scents before you were ready, then pushing you away. For pretending normal was fine when it killed me every single time. 
 
For trying to leave you, for wanting to leave you, for never being able to leave you. 
 
Ilya was sorry, so so sorry Omega, and he had a list eight years long of all the times he should have done things differently for his Omega, but he didn’t know where to begin and his scent drowned miserably apologetic blue when he hesitated hesitated hesitated but couldn’t get anything out. 
 
Shane had come to his door with a list of things to apologize for, had been able to articulate it all with the same rapid fire precision and determination he showed off on the ice every single day, he’d been thorough and specific and honest and Ilya had been stunned by it. 
 
He didn’t have anything to offer his Omega that was remotely close to so eloquent an apology or so coherent a confession and claim and need as what Shane had given him, and not for the first time, not for the hundredth time, Ilya’s confidence was crippled by his words not working.  
 
“Hey hey, okay.” Shane turned over the very second he felt his Alpha’s scent bottom out devastated. “Hey, come here. Come on.” he rolled in the bed so he could plaster up against Ilya’s chest and push their foreheads together, framing the Alpha’s face in his hands and clicking his tongue reassuringly, “I know. It’s okay, Alpha my Alpha, it’s okay. That’s the thing, right? About knowing each other’s scents. If one of us goes quiet, the other one still hears and sees and knows it all, right?” 
 
“Fuck.” Ilya wrapped him into a hug and the Omega trilled at him, petting through his hair and rubbing over his bonding spot, chirping softly trying to settle the tremble set deep into Ilya’s frame as the Alpha shook with the effort of trying to say it all and shook with the relief of not having to say anything because his Omega saw him and heard him and knew. 
 
“Mne zhal’.” Ilya managed, and Shane held him tighter, “Mne zhal’ za vso. I am sorry.” 
 
“I’m sorry too.” Shane nudged in close to kiss him. “You’re sorry, I’m sorry, can we be done with that now?” 
 
“Okay.” Ilya blinked the wet from his eyes and nodded into another kiss. “Okay. All done.”
 
“Kay.” Shane poked and prodded at his Alpha until Ilya lay back and Shane could put his head on his chest and sigh, “Fuck. This is nice. How come we’ve never done this before?” 
 
Shane knew why they’d never laid together lazy and sated and whispering honest things to each other early in the morning. Ilya knew why they’d never bundled up close under blankets and held hands while apologizing and sharing scents. 
 
But the Omega sighed again comfortable and content, so Ilya splayed his big hand at the back of Shane’s head and dropped a kiss onto his dark hair and agreed, “Is nice.” and softer, “My Omega.” 
 
“MmmAlpha….” Shane nuzzled a kiss over the Alpha’s heartbeat and closed his eyes… 
 
Bzzzzz!
 
The Omega’s phone rang loud on the side table, jarring and jangly and shattering the quiet of their bungalow shaped sanctuary and they both jumped, Shane grabbing for his Alpha with a startled curse and Ilya's arms locking down protective around his Omega, growling furious from behind his bared fangs before the obnoxious ringtone registered as familiar, rather than threatening.
 
 “Shit. Sorry.” Shane scrambled to the edge of the bed to turn his ringer down, skimming through the half dozen texts that had come through all within a few seconds. “It’s Rose. She's checking in on me.”
 
“Rose.” The Alpha repeated blankly, then with his eyes flickering red and his scent sharpening warning, “Rose Landry.” 
 
“Yeah yeah, she’s wrapping a film in LA and said she’d call on the way home from the party.” Shane explained as he opened the text chain to type a quick reply. “She says if I need to talk, she’s got some time before getting back to the apartment and passing out from too much champagne.”
 
“Mmm.” Ilya ran his tongue over his lips, over his teeth, over the wicked tip of his fangs. “Why would you need to talk to Rose Landry at five in morning?”
 
Shane paused mid text and shot his Alpha a look over his shoulder, “So on the off chance I flew all the way to Florida to have a heart to heart with my Alpha and he rejected me, I had someone to scream about it with after the fact.” 
 
“Ah.” Ilya made a face like every individual syllable of the words tasted gross, “So. She is nice, then. Not many people would check in with ex lover to make sure new lover didn’t make him sad.”  
 
“Don’t say lover, that’s weird.” The text sent with a swoosh and Shane silenced all notifications except for the alarm so they wouldn’t be interrupted again until it was time to leave. “And yes, Rose is very nice. Nicer than you, anyway.” 
 
“Ty sechas ser’yezno.” Ilya rolled his eyes. “You just said you are glad I am still asshole.” 
 
“I am glad you’re still an asshole. But that means Rose is nicer than you.” The Omega lifted one shoulder in a blase, half shrug. “Do what you want with that information.” 
 
“What I want.” Ilya nodded, nodded, sat up against the pillows and pulled the sheets over his bare lap and folded his arms and nodded. “Fine. I will do what I want with that information.” 
 
“What does that mean?” Shane narrowed his eyes suspiciously. “What are you going to do?”  
 
“Only tell you that I have a nice woman friend too.” Came the downright deviously casual answer. “A nice beautiful woman friend who also texts me very early in the morning to check in.” 
 
Shane didn’t answer, but his face went tight, his lips thinning in immediate disapproval.
 
“Svetlana.” Ilya continued as if he didn’t notice the flare of warning in his Omega’s scent. “She said she will marry me. We are long time friends, sometime lovers, she knows everything about hockey and is very funny. We are a good match. Marriage to her would give me American citizenship. What do you think? Is good to have back up plan, yes? Especially with nice beautiful women.” 
 
The Omega didn’t answer and Ilya gave the tension a very uncomfortable moment to marinate before he took a breath ready to break into a smile, to push at his Omega playfully, to explain and reassure that he had already told Svetlana no, that it would have only been for a green card but he’d already told her no, Ilya had told Svetlana no before he and Shane had even made up, the answer to marriage with Svetlana was always going to be no. 
 
Ilya took a breath ready to laugh it off and soothe his cranky Omega that he was only teasing—
 
—Ilya took a breath and then nearly choked when every iota of the Omega’s scent evaporated from the air. Shane’s lavender and orange blossom scent snapped gone, warm and then abruptly frigid, suffusing delicate and expressive into every breath and then unexpectedly, disturbingly blank. 
 
“Shane?” Ilya gulped when the scent zapped empty, his senses and instincts recoiling from the wall of nothing suddenly blocking him out. “Uhhh …Omega?”
 
“You would marry Svetlana.” Shane’s voice was flat, eyes flat, scent flat, “Is that what you just said to me?” and Ilya— Ilya didn’t know what to do. 
 
“Because I could burn this fucking bungalow right to the ground with both of us in it, too.” Shane’s voice was flat, eyes flat, scent flat. “See how we can both say stupid shit and laugh about it?” 
 
“Oh h-holy shit, Omega.” Ilya didn’t know if he’d ever been in so much danger in his life. “Holy shit, I didn’t mean—“ 
 
“I called you Alpha.” All at once, the Omega’s scent ignited furious, searing orange and bone deep bruising purple and Ilya’s jaw dropped right open when Shane didn’t so much as blink or change his tone while his scent fractured frazzled burning at Ilya’s nose.
 
“I called you Alpha.” Shane repeated, leaning forward in the bed and pinning the Alpha immobile with the fury blazing in his dark eyes. “That makes you mine. And the next time you make a joke about marrying or mating up another Omega, I’m going to take your tongue and blend it into one of those gross watery shakes Scott always drinks.”
 
“Oh my god.” Ilya whispered, then louder, practically crowing with glee, “Oh my god! What a vicious Omega you are! You are so scary, bozhe moy, come here. Come here!”
 
He grabbed for his mate and got punched in the shoulder for it, smacked Shane’s hand away and snatched at the Omega’s waist to drag him into a hug but got a knee to the midsection as retaliation as Shane used the momentum and motion to roll them across the bed and just about toss Ilya right off the other side and onto the floor.
 
“No, here.” Ilya was laughing too hard to try all that much, “Here, brat. Let me see you and listen—wait wait just listen!!” and he barely got Shane onto the mattress and pinned, barely managed to get his knees on either side of the Omega’s thighs and trap him immobile, barely got his hand around both Shane’s wrists and held them up above his head and even then— even then the Alpha had to pop his fangs and snarl, “Listen!” before Shane quit fighting and yielded enough to lay glaring up at him.
 
 “You are jealous.” He decided smugly and Shane hissed, “Ilya, I will bite the shit out of you if you don’t let me go right now.”
 
“Not a threat.” Ilya shifted his weight higher so Shane had to choose between fighting or breathing, and the Alpha nodded satisfied and at least temporarily safe when Shane went still beneath him.
 
“You are jealous.” He repeated, less smug and more asking, checking in, trying to make sure he understood exactly what his Omega was feeling because Shane’s scent was still arcing violent but Ilya knew his mate well enough to recognize the anger was masking something else. “Yes?”
 
“YES!”
 
The answer was snarled but beautifully, painfully honest, savage but vulnerable and insecure and Ilya thought, fuck, he thought fuck he never should have given his Omega a reason to be jealous and insecure even once over their eight years, but instead Ilya had given Shane dozens of reasons, dozens of photos all over social media, dozens of one-time-only dates with stunning women and gorgeous Omegas, dozens of times in dozens of other cities after dozens games when Shane had assumed Ilya was with someone else. 
 
Shane snapped “Yes!” with his scent pitched dangerous and Ilya thought fuck and added it to the list of reasons why he needed to apologize to his Omega, then brushed his knuckles lightly at Shane’s cheek and moved so he was laying next to Shane instead of holding him down. 
 
“Shane.” Ilya pressed close the way he knew the Omega liked, stretched warm and solid along the length of Shane’s body.
 
“Omega.” he waited for the burn in his mate’s scent to ease a little and for Shane’s eyes to stop darting all around the room as the Omega tried to get himself back under control, then stated very firmly, “Svetlana offered marriage only for me to get American citizenship. Only so I could leave Russia for good if I wanted. And if I said yes,” 
 
He tilted his head trying to catch Shane’s eye, “If I said yes, it would be for only those reasons and also because it would be easier for you and me. Not so much hiding, maybe. I could have reasons to be in Canada for her work and see you. It would be easy fake marriage and eventually, maybe easier for us.” 
 
“We can figure it out on our own, though.” Shane still couldn’t quite look at the Alpha, his jaw clenched and body stiff as he tried to sort through the crash of emotions overloading every one of his senses. “There are other ways besides you marrying Svetlana.” 
 
“Mean Omega,” the show of jealousy from his Omega was equal parts humbling and possibly the hottest thing Ilya had ever seen, and his eyes flickered red as he smiled slow and indulgent down at his mate, “You say her name like a poison.” 
 
“Say her name again and you might get poisoned, alright?” 
 
“Omega, you have no reason to be jealous.” the Alpha shook his head, and Shane scoffed, “Fuck off Ilya Rozanov, you’re jealous of my sex toy. At least I’m pissed off about you marrying a real person.” 
 
“Yes, but I am an Alpha so is fine to be jealous of anything that fucks you.” Ilya nudged Shane playfully, but the Omega wasn’t having it, “Right now isn’t the time to be an asshole, Ilya. It’s not funny.” 
 
“There is nothing to worry about with—” 
 
“I’m not worried.” 
 
“Nothing to be scared of–” 
 
“I’m not scared!” 
 
“Shane.” Ilya grabbed his chin and held him tight, forcing the Omega to finally look at him, forcing Shane to focus and see and listen, “I told you. It is just you for me for years. I am not normal about you. Never normal. What Svetlana said–” 
 
“I called you Alpha.” Shane said it like a promise, like a claim, like a threat. “That makes you mine. And I’m not scared about it or worried about it, but after eight fucking years, I am gonna be selfish about it so watch.your.step.” 
 
“Wow.” quiet and quiet and awestruck. “Selfish about me.” the Alpha covered Shane’s bonding spot, sweeping his thumb along Shane’s cheek and when the Omega couldn’t help but instinctively turn into his palm, nosing at his fingers and letting out a harsh sigh, Ilya hooked his thumb at the corner of the gorgeous mouth and drew him up into a slow kiss. 
 
“Okay.” he set his fangs at the Omega’s bottom lip and dug them in stinging until the pressure and presence and weight of the bite eased the last of the fury from Shane’s scent. “Not worried, not scared, only selfish. Okay.” 
 
“Ilya.” Shane started, but Ilya cut him off, “I am your Alpha.” 
 
“Alpha.” 
 
“Yes.” Ilya kissed him again, sharp and solid and reassuring with his hand heavy at Shane’s throat. “Yours. You never need to be jealous but I want,” he didn’t let himself hesitate that time, “I want you to be selfish for me always. You be selfish and I will be selfish and we will be…” 
 
The Alpha hummed a little, “Toxic. Yes?” 
 
“It’s not toxic to claim my Alpha as my own.” Shane denied, and Ilya hushed him, “No. Fuck. Is so beautiful. You will be mean and selfish and I will be obsessed and selfish and it will be normal for us.” 
 
“Mean and obsessed is not the same thing as beautiful.” Shane fought and fought and fought against a smile, but it finally broke through. “But so long as it’s a better normal than after Sochi?" 
 
“Konechno, da.” Ilya promised. “Eight fucking years and we will figure out a good way to be normal.”
 
“Eight fucking years.” Shane’s scent finally lifted floral again, orange blossoms and lavender sweet in the Alpha’s nose and blanketing comforting on the anxious edges of the conversation. “We’re bad at this sort of thing, aren’t we?” 
 
“Getting better at it, I think.” Ilya dotted tiny kisses to the tip of the Omega’s nose, his forehead, his temple and Shane closed his eyes when one landed at his brow. “Yeah. I think we’re getting better at it.”
 
“We are okay?” the Alpha checked in, and when Shane nodded up at him, the Alpha waggled his eyebrows and grinned, “Okay. Good. Because holy shit, you are scary Shane Hollander.”  
 
Crisis averted, uncertainty soothed, and the difficult important conversation finished, Ilya pinched his Omega in the side and screeched, “You are so mean! You scared me when your scent disappeared, what is that? Is Canadian super power? You turned it off like,” he snapped his fingers, “a switch, was like a horror movie. So scary.” 
 
“I hate you.” Shane groused and Ilya laughed and laughed, “I know you do, Omega.” he hauled Shane into a hug, shoulders shaking and a happy, relieved grin stretched wide across his face, “Bozhe moy, I know.” 
 
He rubbed Shane’s back for a few minutes, then decided to test his Omega’s patience one last time with, “You know Svetlana will love you? Both of you are so fierce. So mean. You are not jealous and she is my best friend, so you will be best friends too. Scary Omegas. I will put you in the city with my credit card and a bottle of vodka and set you free to terrorize the masses. It will be so fun.”
 
“Alpha.” Shane sighed like he was hanging on to the last infinitesimally thin thread of his severely taxed patience, “Shut the hell up.”
 
****
 
They peeled apart only long enough to use the bathroom and find a drink, then crawled right back into bed again together. Shane made sure to click the lamps off as he went and Ilya made sure his phone was on silent before opening his arms to his Omega and cuddling Shane into his chest so they were laying face to face, almost nose to nose and sharing air with the blankets pulled over their shoulders so they were cocooned hidden away from the coming sun rise and the impending good-bye. 
 
Shane didn’t want to think about it. About good-bye. He trailed his fingers up and down the Alpha’s abdomen instead, starting low in the trail of hair below Ilya’s navel and pausing at the bump of scar tissue on Ilya’s bellybutton that was the only evidence left of what had apparently been an attempt at self-piercing his navel. He spread his hand wide to cover the flex and shift of defined muscle in the Alpha’s midsection, slid his palms around to brace at Ilya’s ribs then carefully moved the gold necklace out of the way so he could sweep his fingertips over the Alpha’s nipple, coming back to pluck and pull until Ilya’s breathing picked up and his cock twitched thickening at Shane’s thigh, then the Omega smiled and slid his hands back down to start all over again.
 
He didn’t want to think about good-bye. About how it meant see you later but never in the see you soon sort of way. How it meant distance and limited conversation and maybe not even a guaranteed meet up because schedules changed and flights got moved and the team was a priority first and foremost so stealing an hour or two hooking up with the Captain of the rival team realistically was the first thing to be cancelled, pushed back, shrugged off. 
 
Shane didn’t want to think about how good-bye after Sochi had lasted six months, how good-bye after Ilya’s house had been silence and Rose and learning all the ways his heart could fucking shatter, and he really didn’t want to think about how the upcoming good-bye more than all the other good-byes would be the worst because now he knew his Alpha’s scent and the weight of his Alpha’s knot and the brilliant heat of his Alpha’s honest calling him claimed. 
 
How the fuck was he supposed to go back to real life, his packed schedule, weeks of distance and maybe only getting an hour or two together at a time after that sort of thing? 
 
“Here, my Omega.” Ilya didn’t want to think about good-bye, either. His Omega was quiet, but the orange blossom scent was tinting melancholy, the lavender darkening lonely and Ilya knew Shane’s mind was most likely following the same spiraling path as his own. Sunrise meant good-bye and neither Alpha nor Omega wanted to think about it but they couldn’t stop thinking about it and Ilya’s heart started racing anxious the way it had when he’d jolted awake to the lamp-bright room and thought it was sunshine and morning and time’s up. 
 
So, “Here.” he rolled on the bed to lay on the pillows and brought the Omega with him, resettling Shane on his chest and fitting his leg between Shane’s knees so they were touching from shoulders down to toes. Shane rubbed his cheek over Ilya’s heart with a snuffling, content little noise and Ilya kissed the top of his head before sinking his fingers into Shane’s soft hair and massaging lightly at his scalp and then at the nape of his neck, harder at the Omega’s bonding spot and scent glands until Shane’s breath hitched and he readjusted up against Ilya’s body, his nose in the hollow of Ilya’s throat and cock pressed at Ilya’s hip so he could rut forward slow and unhurried as the pressure at his bonding spot quieted his mind and woke everything else up. 
 
“There you are.” Ilya rumbled in approval and kissed his head again, patted at Shane’s side encouraging him to move as much as he wanted, then went back to the Omega’s hair, to the nape of his neck, to his bonding spot, up to tug at his hair, to massage the nape of his neck, to lay solid pressure and purposeful strokes over the bump of Shane’s bonding spot until his scent blurred wanting. “Smell good, Omega.” 
 
“You feel good.” Shame mumbled and the Alpha, “Shane, fuck.” groaned under his breath when Shane’s fingers closed around him beneath the blankets, slow strokes up his half hard cock in time to each rhythmic pull at Shane’s hair and press of Ilya’s fingers at his bonding spot. 
 
“Ilya.” Shane’s voice caught when the Alpha finally moved lower, rubbing at his shoulders then smoothing down his back, lower to knead his knuckles into the knotted muscles at base of Shane’s spine then lower again to find the twin dimples tucked at the top curve of Shane’s ass, and the Alpha checked in, “Okay?” before lifting his knee to prop Shane’s leg up enough to make room, then trailing his fingers down the cleft of the Omega’s ass, “Are you sore?"
 
“No, I’m okay, it’s—.” Shane hissed at the first brush of Ilya’s fingers against him.  “Just a little sore. Doesn’t hurt.” 
 
“I should have tried harder, made you walk weird.” Ilya mused and Shane bit at his earlobe, “The hell you should—” but the words fell away into a gasp, into a whimper when the Alpha rubbed the pad of his thumb directly onto his hole, “Fuck, Ilya.”  
 
“We have time still.” Ilya kept massaging at the furled skin, prodding gently but purposefully at the puffy rim, his nose in Shane’s hair so he’d catch the very second his Omega’s scent might dampen uncomfortable from a too direct touch or too soon stretch. “Do you want…?” 
 
“Yeah. Fuck.” Shane’s grip at Ilya’s cock faltered when the next pass of the Alpha’s fingers loosened him open, and Ilya had to grit his fangs and quiet a hungry snarl when his fingers came away wet with slick and the immediate impulse to push inside was almost too much to resist. 
 
“Alpha.” The Omega bit into the meat of Ilya’s chest, at his shoulder then into his throat, digging his blunt teeth in over the Alpha’s bonding spot and rocking his hips pushing his cock into the Alpha’s side. “Please.” 
 
“Let me see you, I want to see you.” Ilya brought his other knee in to cage Shane in and Shane nodded permission, looped his arm around the Alpha’s neck and whimpered permission into another bite, held on tight and let the Alpha flip them over so Shane was in the pillows and Ilya was lying half on top of him.
 
“My Omega, ty krasivyy.” The slowly rising sun was only barely starting to hit the beach, rays creeping through the bungalow window and falling across the bed to highlight the Omega’s skin and Ilya bent to kiss his Omega, crooning awestruck, “Ty krasivyy, you are beautiful.” before propping an arm under Shane’s head and nudging the his knees open again so he had room to get his fingers back where the Omega was wet, leaking slick and opening warm with every touch. 
 
“Is okay?” he watched close for any flicker or wrinkle of discomfort as he carefully fit a single past the tender rim and into the slick channel, but the Omega was practically melting back into the pillows, slow blinking as his eyes filled with gold, purring soft as he relaxed pliant and open and fully trusting his Alpha. A second finger made Shane’s lips part and a third made him arch up a little, his hands fisting in the blankets as he cried out but his sweet scent stayed lush and he never took his eyes off his Alpha, never lost the dazed smile tilting at the corner of his gorgeous mouth, and Ilya had to kiss him. 
 
“Omega.” Ilya had to kiss him. He pushed three fingers deep inside his mate then bent in to capture the noise Shane made, licked it from the Omega’s tongue and swallowed it down alongside an answering growl from deep in his chest and pressed close to linger over it, to feel the shape of a smile against his mouth and inhale the jolt of adoration in the floral scent scent and to turn his head craning his neck into the press of fingers at his bonding spot. 
 
“Shane.” Ilya used his slick drenched fingers to pull over the Omega’s cock, stroking him from base to tip and staying pressed close nose to nose, “My Omega.” Ilya had to kiss him again, again and again, his chest aching and body spun tight with the enormity of the perfect moment—
 
BRRRRING. 
 
Ilya’s phone rang that time, lighting up bright and jangling obnoxious on the side table and Shane shoved at Ilya’s shoulder in exasperation, “I thought you turned that thing off!” 
 
“I did, but is only quiet mode. Um. Do not disturb.” Ilya hit the decline button. “No notifications unless certain numbers call or text.” 
 
“So who is it?” Shane opened his arms for the Alpha to settle in against him, groaning in appreciation when Ilya slotted in hard against his thigh. “Fuck, you feel good. Um who– who is calling? Is it an emergency?” 
 
“Not an emergency.” Ilya dropped a kiss onto Shane’s upturned lips and pressed close again, nuzzling at his Omega trying to sink back into the hazy golden moment from before. “And you're here, so it would only be Alexei calling and I do not care about that right now.” 
 
“Wait.” Shane dodged a kiss and the Alpha huffed at him. “No wait. You said I’m here, so it would only be Alexei.” the phone lit up ringing again and he glanced at it real quick. “Does that mean I’m one of the numbers on your important list? One of the numbers that come through even with Do Not Disturb on?” 
 
“Yes. Obviously.” Ilya grabbed the phone and turned it completely off, but when he turned back to Shane, the Omega braced both hands at his chest to pause another attempted kiss and wanted to know, “Since when?” 
 
“Since the condo.” Ilya met his Omega’s eyes steadily. “Before Sochi.” 
 
“The condo.” Shane yanked him in for a kiss, “Jesus Christ, since my condo?” He hooked his foot at Ilya’s calf and dragged the Alpha down onto him, lifting up to meet him faster so he could push his cock into Ilya’s stomach and curse, “Fuck. Alpha, oh my god.” 
 
“Is a big deal to you.” Ilya lay heavy on him, grinning thrilled when his feisty Omega immediately opened his legs and bent his knees to make room. “To be on my important number list?” 
 
“Yes.” 
 
“Why?” 
 
“Because that night at the condo was the night I realized like, ‘oh shit I’m falling for him.” Shane wriggled his way down into the push of fingers at his hole again, stuttering when Ilya crooked his fingers stretching him, “B-but it’s also the first night I blinked gold at you and you said it was the last time you were with anyone, and I imprinted scent locked on you a few weeks later… oh fuck.” He lunged up for a kiss, cutting his teeth at Ilya’s bottom lip as the Alpha lined up the blunt head of his cock and started to push. “It– it was the start of everything for us.” 
 
“No.” Ilya shook his head, hands braced on the bed and body straining as he willed himself slow through the slick entrance. “No, start was in 2008.” 
 
“Well sure, I guess– guess technically,” Shane covered his eyes with his arm, breathing hard as he split open tender around the wide cock. “Rookie year. But– but–” 
 
“No. 2008.” Ilya sucked a wet kiss onto the Omega’s chest, flicking his tongue over the budded nipple and suckling lightly to distract Shane from the slow burn. “Year before.” 
 
“Ilya–!” the Omega’s jaw dropped when Ilya sat himself another inch deeper. “Fuck. It’s– um–” 
 
“International Prospect Cup. You watched me play because you were studying form and technique and learning.” Ilya pushed Shane’s arm away so he could see his face, the color of his eyes, the flush filling in behind the beautiful freckles. “I watched you play because I could not stay away. For me, it was 2008. At the condo I knew there was a chance you felt the same, so after that,” he rolled his hips sinking deeper, “you were it. No other Omegas, no second dates, your number on the important list.” 
 
“And who says,” Shane’s chest was heaving, red mottling at his skin as Ilya moved into him another bit, “Alphas aren’t romantic?” 
 
Ilya pushed their foreheads together and growled, “Open for me, Omega.” then rumbled, “Good job, so good,” when Shane held his knee up out of the way so the Alpha could bottom out inside him. 
 
And, “Who says Alphas aren’t romantic?” he gasped out once he was all the way inside, and Shane set trembling fingers at Ilya’s bonding spot before sliding up to tangle into his hair, “P-people. They say Alphas don’t blush either.” 
 
“That is true, I do not blush.” Ilya grabbed Shane’s hand out of his hair and lay a kiss in the middle of the Omega’s palm, then wound their fingers together and held their hands on the pillows above Shane’s head so he could loudly scent his way from under Shane’s arm clear up to his throat. “Never in my life. Not even once. Russians and Alphas do not do this.” 
 
“Right. Of course. Sure.” The Omega wanted to purr over how happy it made him that Ilya was still Ilya, still an asshole, still snarky, still mouthy even after everything they’d put one another through and everything they’d finally figured out together. He wanted to purr about it, but instead he turned his head and offered up his throat submitting to his Alpha, “Tell you what, I’ll let you continue to operate under that particular delusion if you hurry up and fuck me.” 
 
“Mr. Businessman.” Ilya tucked his nose in over the Omega’s scent glands and set his fangs possessive over the bump of the Omega’s bonding spot. “I accept the conditions of your proposal.”  
 
****
 
The next time a phone disturbed their peace and quiet, it was Shane’s alarm ringing a shrill, unwelcome end to their time in the bungalow. 
 
“Shane.” Ilya hadn’t slept at all, but the Omega had fallen back asleep after being knotted again, not so much tired as he was full body, heart and mind sated and Ilya had barely got them rolled in the blankets so the Omega was on top straddling his waist and curled forward into his chest before Shane had dropped off to sleep. The Alpha had tried his best to slide sheets between their bodies so when his knot loosened the Omega wouldn’t wake up in a mess, he’d spent the almost forty five minutes of quiet rubbing Shane’s back and massaging his legs because he knew the position would leave his Omega stiff, and when the alarm went off at 6:45, Ilya scratched his fingers into Shane’s hair and murmured, “My Omega. Time to wake up.” 
 
Shane grumbled about it, but woke up. Grumbled about the strain in his legs and the spend dried tacky to his thighs, but bent to kiss Ilya as a thank you for the Alpha making every attempt to minimize the mess and keep him comfortable. He grumbled all the way into a very necessary shower, and Ilya listened with a fond smile as the Omega grumbled about the temperature of the water and quality of the hotel towels. Once Shane was under the water and washing up, Ilya did a little grumbling of his own, swinging his feet over the side of the bed and picking up his phone to see the number of missed calls and voicemails all from Alexei.
 
Fuck. 
 
When Shane re-emerged from a quickly thorough shower ten minutes later, he found his Alpha still sitting on the side of the bed with his phone open to a list of voicemails and his face hidden his hands, his pine scent frazzling with stress. 
 
“Ilya?” Shane paused before peeling the adhesive strips from a new blocker patch. “You okay?” 
 
There was no answer, and Shane tossed the patch onto the dresser so he could cross the room and stand between the Alpha’s knees. “Alpha. What is it?” 
 
Ilya made a negative noise, but didn’t look up and the Omega clicked his tongue, “Hey, c’mere.” then pried Ilya’s hands away from his face, guiding the Alpha in to rest his head at his stomach instead and looping his arms at Ilya’s shoulders. “What happened?” 
 
“...Alexei.” Ilya finally said after a few minutes of silence, his hands braced at Shane’s hips and fingers digging in almost bruising as he buried his face into the Omega’s stomach. “My father is sick and he is worried. But not worried for Papa, he is– ” his scent plummeted in distress and Shane hugged him tighter, “Greedy. My father is sick and Alexei is greedy for it and I–” 
 
He shook his head. “I don’t know what to do.”  
 
“Sick.” Shane echoed cautiously. “What, like cancer?” 
 
“Ah no. Is.. on skhodit s uma.” the Alpha hesitated. “Like dementia. Losing his mind and memories.” 
 
“Oh holy shit.” Shane hugged him in tighter. “I’m so sorry. Is it– how bad is he? Can I ask that?” 
 
“I do not know.” There was too much Ilya just didn’t fucking know about the situation. “He is too stubborn to see Doctor and admit something is wrong, but something is wrong. Alexei is supposed to take care of him, I pay him to look after Papa. But.” 
 
“But what?” 
 
“But Alexei does not care and does not try.” the admission of his family’s emotional and relationship failures was bitter on the Alpha’s tongue. “So my dad is alone and confused and scared all the time.” 
 
“Is he married?” Shane questioned and when Ilya nodded, “Yes.” the Omega huffed, “Well why can’t she help?” 
 
“Shane–” 
 
“Do you need to call him?” he interrupted. “Do you need to call Alexei back?” 
 
“No.” 
 
“I’ll wait, Ilya. I’m not going anywhere.” Shane checked his phone to make sure he still had a little bit of time before he absolutely had to rush back to his hotel room and then to the airport for his flight. “I can be here with you if you want to call him back.” 
 
“I do not want to talk to Alexei.” Ilya shook his Omega by the hips a little. “Leave it alone.” 
 
“Ok well do you want to call your Dad and check in? Cos I’ll wait for that too.” 
 
“Shane.” 
 
“Are you going to have to go back to Russia before the summer?” 
 
“I don’t know.” 
 
“Do you want me to help? I dunno what I could do but–” 
 
“Does your Mom-ager have a binder of information on dementia too?” Ilya asked exasperated and Shane frowned, “I don’t know. Maybe. She’s kind of insane. But I could do some research or whatever. I could send you stuff or look up–” 
 
“Omega.” Ilya cut in tersely. “Too many questions.” 
 
“Shit. Sorry.” Shane’s blossom scent dipped apologetically. “Sorry. I just want to help. And you’re allowed to let me help. You’re allowed to ask me for help or– or just talk about it if you want to talk about it, I know we’ve never talked about our families ever but– but we should.” 
 
Quieter, “Especially with this. Holy shit.” 
 
“Okay.” Ilya set his chin on the Omega’s stomach and looked up at him. “Okay. But not now.” 
 
Shane opened his mouth to argue that they weren’t going to see each other for a while so now was important, opened his mouth to insist that they keep talking honest the way they’d been talking honest all night for the first time in eight years, opened his mouth to beg his Alpha not to shut down and shut him out. 
 
But, “No.” Ilya stopped him. “No, Omega. I do not want to think about it when I am with you. Is the only time I can stop thinking about it. Please.” 
 
“Okay. Okay.” Shane relented with a quick brush at his Alpha’s bonding spot. “But come here then. Because you scent sad and I don’t like it. Come here.” 
 
Shane crawled back onto the bed and sat up against the headboard then opened his arms and motioned for his Alpha, “I have a few minutes. Come here and we can– we can just be quiet together?” 
 
The suggestion of quiet from the Omega, the offer of comfort, of silence and acceptance and support despite Ilya’s inability to fully open up and even with the clock ticking towards good-bye was enough to make Ilya’s throat close up with the threat of tears. 
 
He blinked blinked blinked them away and stretched out on top of his Omega, settled between his legs and shivered when the Omega brought his knees up to cage him in like a full body hug, nuzzled his nose into Shane’s stomach and closed his eyes breathing out shaky when Shane started combing through his hair, rubbing over his bonding spot, trilling and clicking at him with short chirps and tuneless little hummed melodies.
 
And Ilya loved it. The Alpha loved all the little sounds from his mate because he knew they were instinctive, most likely unconscious, Shane probably didn’t realize he was being so verbal but it was all the heartfelt little noises of an Omega trying to comfort his Alpha every single way he knew how and Ilya loved it. 
 
He sank into Shane’s arms, into the Omega’s warmth and let the lavender-heavy scent flood his senses until the edges of his mind felt fuzzy instead of too sharply stressed and his breathing slowed until he was hovering towards drowsy. 
 
“Thank you…” he mumbled, or at least the Alpha thought he mumbled it. Shane’s fingers tightened in his hair then went back to stroking hypnotic and soothing up and down the line of his throat, over his bonding spot and scent glands, steady pressure and quiet comforting noises and the Alpha thought he said thank you…
 
…but then he thought maybe he didn’t need to say it, cos it felt like his Omega already knew.
 
****
 
Boston 
 
The plane was still taxiing to the gate when Ilya pulled out his phone and texted his Omega. 
 
From Lily: Rumor has it you took two knots within a few hours and handled like a champ. Media outlets need to know– are you sore?
 
From Jane: *middle finger emoji*
 
From Lily: Is your official statement?
 
From Jane: Super official, yeah.
 
From Lily: Serious, now. Are you sore?
 
From Jane: No
 
From Lily: Liar
 
From Jane: Fine. Yes. I’m having a hard time sitting comfortably. 
 
From Lily: Regret it?
 
From Jane: No, of course not. 
 
From Lily: Worth the wait?
 
From Jane: Fuck. Yes. 
 
The freely given assurance made the Alpha’s heart race and he couldn’t help smiling as he grabbed his bag from the overhead compartment. 
 
From Jane: We don’t play each other for like ten days. Any chance I’ll get to see you before then?
 
From Lily: Slut
 
From Jane: I’m not asking to get knotted again, jfc. I’m asking to see my Alpha. 
 
Ilya was too busy grinning down at the message, too busy reading then re-reading the in text proof of his Omega being needy to notice the line finally moving, and he had to hustle hurrying to get out of the plane and into the terminal when someone behind him in the aisle snapped at him to get going. 
 
From Jane: Full disclosure though, if you don’t knot me next time we see each other, I’m probably gonna be a bitch about it. 
 
“Mr. Rozanov?” the Uber driver asked and Ilya looked up from the phone long enough to nod, then slid into the back seat of the waiting car and texted back, 
 
From Lily: Tell me no
 
From Jane: About what? 
 
From Lily: I could fly to Montreal right now. Fifteen minute layover in airport bathroom and make you sore enough to REALLY regret it.
 
From Jane: Jesus Christ. No, that’s crazy and also gross.
 
From Lily: I could fly in for the night then. Give you soft place to sit so your poor asshole isn’t hurt for practice tomorrow.
 
From Jane: A soft place to sit?
 
From Lily: My mouth. Tell me no.
 
From Jane: Fuck. Equally insane. No. Definitely not. I need to sleep. 
 
From Lily: I could be there in time for dinner. Tell me no.
 
From Jane: I’m supposed to have dinner with my parents tonight, so unless you’re ready for THAT conversation… no.
 
Ilya was looking up flights to Montreal as the car exited off the highway and headed towards his place, and he took a few screen shots just in case, then texted his Omega, 
 
From Lily: I could stay until breakfast, then fly back so we are both in time for afternoon practice. Tell me no. 
 
From Jane: No. That’s cutting it too close and running the risk of someone noticing.
 
From Lily: Yes. Right. We need to be careful. So tell me no.
 
From Jane: I AM telling you no!!
 
From Lily: Tell me you don’t miss me. So I shouldn’t bother looking up flights. 
 
From Lily: But if you tell me yes, I will turn car around and get on plane right now
 
From Jane: No, don’t do that. Don’t get on the plane and fly to Montreal. NO.
 
Ilya paid the driver when the car stopped at the end of his driveway, and put his bag over his shoulder as he walked the couple of hundred yards up to the house, frowning down at his phone and the repeated no from his Omega. 
 
He hadn’t actually expected Shane to say yes to any of his suggestions and he knew no was the right answer. They’d agreed on normal in Florida and even though it wasn’t going to be like the faux normal they tried after Sochi and Vegas, they would still have to sneak around. There was still distance. They still had to be careful, even with their code names in each other’s phones and it had been difficult enough to keep it all casual before the bungalow, so Ilya knew it was going to be damn near impossible afterwards.
 
The repeated no from his Omega was necessary and realistic and normal… but as Ilya trudged up to his hugely empty house, he took a chance on being honest and texted,
 
From Lily: We said we would be normal again, but it is not normal how I am ready to risk things for you. 
 
From Lily: I could switch teams when my contract is done. Move. Retire. You could knock me up and I could be a stay at home Mama while you win another cup. Something. Anything, maybe. 
 
A bubble with three little dots appeared as Shane read the text, maybe re read the text, maybe laughed at the text, Ilya didn’t know. The dots appeared then disappeared, appeared then disappeared as if the Omega was clicking in and out of the messaging app and Ilya muttered a curse and texted, 
 
From Lily: I said too much?
 
The text sent with a whoosh. 
 
And from up on the porch, a notification dinged loud as the text arrived in Shane’s phone. 
 
“So.” Shane got up from where he’d been sitting by Ilya’s front door and dusted off his shorts as he ambled towards the porch steps. “I’m gonna make an appointment with a doctor so they can explain to you exactly why the plan of you, an Alpha, getting knocked up by me, an Omega, is biologically impossible, but the rest of it sounded pretty good to me.” 
 
He braced his hands on the porch railing and let his eyes filter gold at the confused Alpha, “Because as it turns out, I’m very far from normal about you, too. 
 
“...Omega?"
 
“Alpha.” Shane ducked his head smiling a little shyly at the Alpha’s stunned surprise. “I changed my flight at the airport before I left Florida. But I didn’t actually know when you’d be home so I’ve been here for like two hours and yeah, it super would have sucked if you just booked a flight to Montreal when I was right here waiting for you. That's why I kept telling you no."
 
“What?” the Alpha spread his hands helplessly. “What–?” 
 
“I’m tired of having to tell you and me and us ‘no’ about everything.” he explained quietly. “And I was starting to get cold and shaky already missing you by the time I got to the airport and I know you weren’t as okay about your Dad as you said so I thought maybe–  maybe one more night before we have to start hiding and being normal again?” 
 
“Omega.” Ilya dropped his bag and ran up the few steps to get to his Omega, sweeping Shane up into his arms and crushing him into a kiss. “Fuck. Hi.” 
 
“Hi.” Shane blushed a little and Ilya crooned at him in Russian, a dozen different adoring phrases all running together in a low rumble as he caught him into another kiss. “Should we  talk?” 
 
“Probably definitely yes.” Ilya unlocked the door behind them and pushed his Omega through into the foyer. “But first I want you to go make a nest and I will order food. Then I will make sure you are very not sore,” he stuck his tongue out and waggled his eyebrows. “And after, we will talk.” 
 
“Okay but, the chances of your tongue being too tired to talk after you make me not sore are pretty high so…” 
 
“Jesus Christ.” Ilya locked the door again and crowded his Omega into the nearest wall, pinning him in and sealing their mouths together, dragging his fangs at the Omega’s tongue, “You are a whore.” 
 
“You’ve been actively bullying me into using your face as a seat for the last two days!” 
 
“And I meant it.” He swatted at Shane’s ass. “Now go nest so we have somewhere to lay together.” 
 
“Okay.” Shane reached for the blocker patch at his Alpha’s throat. “Take this off first?” 
 
“You take it off.” Ilya pulled the collar of his jacket away offering and Shane peeled the patch off and tossed it away behind him before notching in close and open mouth inhaling, huffing and trilling and purring as the Alpha’s amber tinted scent started bleeding through the topical suppressant and settled into his nose. 
 
“This too.” Ilya checked in, tapping at the Omega’s patch. “I can have this too?” 
 
“Yeah, of course.” Shane slumped into Ilya’s chest once his patch was off and his Alpha’s teeth were digging into his throat, Ilya’s hands spread at his waist and holding him steady. “Fuck. That’s so much better.” 
 
“My Omega.” Ilya pulled him closer and rumbled, “Better.” 
 
****
 
“…alright folks here we go, back on the ice for a hat is sure to be a great game between Boston and Montreal…”
 
“…here comes Ilya Rozanov skating up to center ice to face down his All Star teammate but now back to arch nemesis and rival..."
 
“Shane Hollander.” The Alpha's smile was all fang when he met his Omega at center ice. “Are you going to disappoint your adoring fans tonight?”
 
“Nah, no way.” Shane grinned right back. “We’re gonna win, and you’re gonna blow me in the shower after as congratulations.”
 
“Hmm. And if I win?”  Ilya caught the faintest twist of orange, the softest puff of lavender as Shane laughed quietly at him. Blocker patchers never quite worked right between an imprinted couple, once the relationship and match had been acknowledged and established, one partner could almost always find the others scent even with the chemical suppressants in the way and the Alpha's eyes shaded red when he found it sweet and floral in the cold air.
 
And he shouldn't flirt, shouldn’t push it, because if the blockers were already failing a little at the start of the game, it would only get worse once the adrenaline kicked in and sweat started pouring, hearts racing as the game got intense.
 
Ilya knew he shouldn’t flirt and tease and push but ten days without his Omega had been a lifetime and he couldn’t resist rumbling, “And if I win?”
 
“I can smell you.” Shane lowered his voice as the other players moved into position around them. “So you gotta cool it. But for the record.”
 
He cut a quick glance at the ref, “If you win, you can knot me up until I’m drooling and stay stuck in me all night."
 
“Oh fuck, Omega…” 
 
“…it isn’t every often we see Rozanov lose a face off but that’s okay he’s already got the puck back from Hollander and there he goes tearing down the ice…”
 
“...I heard a rumor that after their performance at the All Star Game, Montreal started drafting contracts to snatch Rozanov up once he’s a free agent next year…” 
 
“...well you can’t blame the coaches and owners for trying, both Hollander and Rozanov are the definition of the word unstoppable and any team would be lucky to have one or heaven help us, both of them…” 
 
“...speaking of unstoppable, there goes Hollander with the puck, that kid is so damn fast, you know Rozanov is skating his heart out trying to keep up and stay right behind…” 
 
“...Oh no! Marleau just came outta nowhere and crashed into Hollander, what a hit! He took the Captain down and has the puck now, advantage Boston as Montreal scrambles to readjust after so violent a reversal...”
 
“...hey wait, Hollander isn’t moving. Marleau just barreled into him at top speed and Hollander is down, he isn’t getting up, I don’t think he’s even moving…” 
 
“...half the arena is on their feet screaming and the other half is staring at the jumbotron terrified, this does not look good…” 
 
“...Jesus Christ, why isn’t Hollander moving…”
 
*****
 
Chapter Notes: 
 
Idk y'all, I just love them, like whole tickey bunches. 
 
Ilya Rozanov ,we see you being a weirdo Alpha who's obsessed with his Omega being full and being stuck on him and might just throw hands with a dildo factory for having the audacity to manufacture something that gets to be inside his Omega. Absolute King behavior. 
 
Shane who is so happy that Ilya is still an asshole. It's so valid to worry that once the risk/mystery is gone in a relationship, it will get boring and stagnant but them laying together sort of stunningly emotionally and physically vulnerable and still being snarky idiots is so great. 
 
There's something very good about the Alpha/top/Dom/scary dog character getting a chance to be pursued and snarled over by the quieter character. The obsession and need and love goes both ways and Ilya's reaction to Shane flipping out being a very particular blend of *scare-rousal* was so fun to write. "I called you Alpha, that makes you mine." is such a good line. 
 
Originally, the fic was going to end with the porch scene, Shane breaking the rules to come and see Ilya, proving that he's just as invested, etc etc. 
 
But *gestures briefly at the word count and still undefined chapter count* instead I cut out a few scenes from this chapter, added in some different ones and just kept writing so this ISN'T the last chapter and COMING UP: 
 
Shane's injury. The hospital scene. Hayden being the MVP we know he is. Some good old fashioned hurt/comfort. 
 
Thanks for reading, for commenting, and for coming along as I try to figure out where the hell this story is taking me. 







      

  












      Chapter 7: Fragile (don't breathe, I'll break)
  


    Chapter Summary

    I played swapsies with the canon timeline/events for this chapter cos yayyyy fan fiction.

Content Warning for canon typical injuries, brief mentions of what happened with Ilya's Mama, Ilya not being in a great mental place, Alexei being a generic twat waffle, all that sort of thing.

But shout to Hayden for being the literal MVP of the chapter, we love to see it.








  “…folks, if you’re just now tuning in to the game, you’ll have to bear with us a moment because we are still in shock over what just happened…” 
“...Marleau took Metros Captain Shane Hollander out with a brutal hit and Hollander is still on the ice, he does not seem to be moving…” 
Ilya’s entire world stopped when Shane went down. The Alpha caught every second of the collision in horrifying, hi-def slow motion because he hadn’t looked away from Shane once since the face off, hadn’t stopped watching his Omega once since the puck dropped, he’d been watching, focused, staring at his Omega carving up the ice and playing fancy with the puck just because he could, because Shane was just that talented, the Omega was brilliant and fast and fancy and Ilya hadn’t been able to stop grinning about it because that Omega was his, Shane was his and everything about it had been beautiful. 
Then everything about it had been terrible. The spectators were on their feet screaming. Shane was on the ice motionless. Marleau was apologizing and swearing. Shane was on the ice motionless. From somewhere off to the side, Hayden Pike slammed into Marleau, threw his stick and threw his gloves and pounded on Marleau shouting at him for being an asshole but Shane was on the ice motionless and all Ilya could hear was the sound of his own heart racing racing racing pounding in his ears and deafening in his head and crushing at his chest. 
Shane wasn’t moving. 
“...there goes Pike after Marleau, he’s always been protective of Hollander as a teammate and as the captain but of course like every Alpha on the team, Pike is extra protective because Hollander is an Omega …” 
“...Marleau isn’t even putting up a fight, for all intents and purposes, the hit looked legal, it just took Hollander by surprise and I think Marleau is just as stunned as we are…” 
“Shane. Sh–Shane?” Distantly, Ilya could hear Pike yelling at Marleau, he could hear his coach and the Metros coach shouting for him to back up, to back off, to get back to the bench with the rest of the players so the ice was clear for the medics, but the Alpha kept staking numbly towards Shane’s crumpled form, circling him slowly and leaning in to whisper harsh, “Omega? Omega, please.” 
“...what a devastating turn of events playing out on the ice right now. League rules state every player has to wear blocker patches but a blow like that would spike anyone’s scent out past the blockers as a cry for help, and that biological cry for help is so much stronger in Omegas so the Alphas on the team are starting to react to it, you can see them getting more and more agitated…”
“...there goes Marleau stumbling over his feet, and you can see Rozanov circling Hollander on the ice. It’s a show of good sportsmanship for the captain to check in on his rival for sure, but he’s probably choking on panicked Omega scent right now, probably can’t breathe at all and even over the roar of the crowd, we can hear the Metros players banging on the boards, some of them are snarling and trying to climb onto the ice to get to their captain and to ease that panicky scent…” 
“Shane. Fuck.” The scent of panic, of fear and pain and damage slammed into Ilya’s nose and the Alpha recoiled, his arm over his face and his chest seizing up as he choked out, “My Omega? Fuck.” and had to fight through the nauseating sick of spoiled fruit and moldy flowers to try and stay close to his motionless mate. “Come on. Come on and get up, sweetheart. Come on.” 
“Rozanov, you gotta back up!” the ref came racing up and set both hands at Ilya’s chest, cringing from the Alpha’s dark red eyes and bared fangs and spiking dangerous scent to try and push him back to make room for the medics. “Back up, kiddo! I know you’re worried about your pal here, but you gotta back up!” 
“Is he okay?” Ilya pushed away from the referee and tried to skate close again, shrugged off another attempt from a second referee to get between himself and went back to circling Shane, snapped his fangs together loud with a warning growl when a third tried to force him back, “Tell me if he’s okay! Hollander!” 
“...Rozanov is all of us right now, you know? They refs keep trying to force him away and he just won’t back up. There’s certainly no love lost between Rozanov and Hollander but its always devastating to watch another player go down and after almost ten years of rivalry, you have to assume there’s a level of respect between the Alpha and Omega that means Rozanov is just as sick as the rest of us waiting to see if Hollander is hurt bad…” 
“Get the fuck away from him!” Pike grabbed at Ilya and yanked him backwards, almost pulling the bigger Alpha right off his feet as he swung Ilya around and forcefully shoved him away from Shane’s prone form. “The guys are gonna fucking kill you!” 
Back back back, Hayden kept shoving, kept hitting, kept popping his own fangs and snarling into Ilya’s face in defense of his best friend, “I might fucking kill you, you asshole! What sort of game are you running with your team if they’re targeting our Captain like that, mother fucker! Did you sic Marleau on him? Just stood there and watched him take Hollander out, what the fuck is wrong with you?!” 
“...Pike swooping in to physically force Rozanov back and away, the coaches have their hands full trying to keep the Metros bench from emptying and the agitation is spreading to Boston, Pike is all over Rozanov and the Boston boys don’t like that, of course they don’t want to see Hollander hurt but they aren’t about to let Pike take it out on their Captain…” 
“... here’s the medics and they’re loading Hollander up. Oh Jesus it’s hard to see that neck brace come out, harder to watch them strap him immobile, it’s a necessary precaution of course but it doesn’t make it any easier to watch…” 
Hayden scrubbed his hand over his mouth swearing when the medics strapped Shane down, but when he turned back to Rozanov ready to yell at him again for not policing his players and for standing in the way and just generally for existing as an asshole every fucking minute of the last eight fucking years–
“Rozanov?” Hayden stopped when he realized Ilya was staring over his shoulder at the medics, his face gone pale and eyes gone scarlet and his scent gone terrified. 
“Rozanov?” The Alpha’s scent had bled out from beneath his blockers just like Marleau’s, just like Hayden’s, just like the majority of the other players as tempers flared and adrenaline spiked, but while Marleau scented guilty and the other players scented worried, Rozanov scented like sorrow and grief and like maybe he was the most scared he’d ever been in his entire life. 
Hayden glanced behind him to where the medics were carefully transporting a too still, too pale, too injured scenting Shane out of the rink, then turned back to Ilya Rozanov and realized, “Oh shit.” 
“Omega.” Ilya didn’t know he was speaking out loud, didn’t know he was mumbling for his Omega, staring after Shane and rambling in a mix of broken English and stuttered Russian begging his mate to please be okay, to please open his eyes, please please please… and Hayden looked between his unconscious best friend and the increasingly distraught Alpha and realized, "Oh shit."
“...the entire stadium has gone quiet, us and all the fans and even the benches watching in silence as the medics carry Hollander out…” 
“...Rozanov just jerked forward like he was going to try and skate after them and Pike grabbed him back pretty hard, that protectiveness from Pike might end in a brawl if he doesn’t get out of Rozanov’s face,but Pike isn’t about to let Hollander’s arch rival get anywhere near him…” 
“...I’m sure Rozanov has the best of intentions, he’s trying to do the responsible thing as Captain and ensure Hollander is alright, but surely Rozanov’s aggressive presence and scent would send the Omega panicking and no one wants that…” 
“Hey hey hey, okay. We can’t do that.” Hayden threw himself in front of Rozanov when the other Alpha jolted like he was going to try and accompany the medics out of the rink. “Rozanov– Rozanov– HEY!” 
Hayden punched Rozanov in the shoulder, then grabbed him by his helmet and shook him until the blankly terrified red in Rozanov’s eyes sharpened furious in his direction. Hayden held on for his life and tried to blurt just as fast as he could before Rozanov’s grief turned into rage, “You have got to get it together! You can’t be anywhere near Shane scenting like that or you’re going to set him off, okay? He’s gonna scent you panicked– Rozanov!” 
Hayden shook him again and tried not to flinch when Ilya bared those long fangs in his direction and snarled out something savage in Russian.
“Your Omega–!” he hissed, glancing around to make sure no one else over heard, “Your Omega will freak out and start screaming or something if you run after him scenting scared, okay? You can’t do that, if you freak your Omega out and he starts thrashing around, he might break something or make whatever’s broken already worse and you don’t want to do that! You don’t want to do that!” 
“...oh hell, Rozanov just threw up all over the ice, whatever Pike is yelling at him put the Boston Captain down on his knees and he was just sick everywhere. It is chaos down there, folks. Marleau is collapsed against the boards, the crowd is freaking out banging on the glass as the players on both teams get worked up, the entire place scents like panic and rage and they might have to call this game a forfeit if they can’t get everything under control here very quickly…” 
“Okay bud, okay okay.” Hayden took a knee next to Rozanov and jostled him lightly, eyes darting around as the coach left the bench and came slipping and sliding in their direction trying to figure out what the hell was going on. “You’ve got to get it together or whatever you and Shane have been keeping a secret is going to get very public very quickly. Get it together now.” 
“...Rozanov standing up and shoving Pike away, brushing off his coach’s attempt to check on him and going right to the bench to get his players under control, look how fast he locks in and gets the entire place back in order. This is why he’s the Captain, right here…” 
“...I hate to say ‘I told you so’ but this really is the detriment of letting Omegas play in such high level sports. An Alpha getting hurt wouldn’t have this level of effect, but since the arena reeks of hurt Omega, we’ll have to pause the game, clean the ice, every player is going to have get fresh blocker patches, several spectators are having panic attacks from the influx of scent and hormones…” 
“...Jesus Christ Roy, would you just shut the hell up, that is an awful thing to say when we have a player hurt this bad, it has nothing to do with Alphas or Omegas…” 
“...I’m just saying!...” 
“...well stop saying it!...”
***** 
The game didn’t matter. It didn’t fucking matter. Ilya locked himself down and locked himself in and pushed his team to a win but every point was hollow and the cheers from the revived crowd were senseless and the apology he gave to the Metros coach on Marleau’s behalf was sawdust on his tongue. 
Ilya’s eyes stayed blankly blue and his fangs stayed covered, he barked out orders and grunted in reply to questions and when the press crowded around him outside the locker room, the Alpha walked right past the cameras and microphones, right past his team arguing and snapping at each other, right past his coaches thrilled to have a chance in the playoffs and went to get showered, to get dressed, to get gone. 
And. 
“Rozanov.” Hayden was waiting out by Ilya’s car, eyes calm and shoulders dropped passive and both hands held up peacefully. “Hey.” 
“Get away from my car.” Ilya threw his bag in the backseat then opened the driver’s side door. “Or I will run you over.” 
“God, you really are an asshole.” Hayden huffed out a growl, but rolled his shoulders and set his jaw and tried again, “Look, I know you don’t like me and I sure as hell don’t like you, but me and Jackie are Shane’s emergency contacts, okay?” 
Ilya froze halfway into the car, one foot on the floor and the other still on the ground, his hand white knuckled gripping tight at the top of the door. “You are emergency contact. Why?” 
 
“Because his parents live full time in Canada, and me and Jackie are a stable mated couple with the space and resources to step in and help if he needs it.” Hayden explained with an impatient hand wave. “David and Yuna are trying to get back from their resort in Mexico, but in the meantime Jackie went to the hospital to sit with Shane, so here.” 
He held out his phone, the screen turned all the way bright so the other Alpha could see the string of messages from Jackie, then took a step back and waited for Rozanov to read them all, his arms folded and head tilted watching the Alpha who was apparently apparently in love with his best friend. 
Ilya was completely blank reading through the texts, eyes empty and face expressionless, his scent zeroed out by the reapplied blocker patch and a bump of chemical neutrality that meant he’d swallowed an extra dose of suppressants to keep himself calm. Rozanov was cold, nothing but his eyes moving through the messages, barely breathing and barely blinking, he looked ghostly in the glow of the off-white streetlight and the lack of reaction, of emotion, of life gave Hayden the creeps. 
Add it to the thousand other questions Hayden very suddenly had about why the fuck the brutal Alpha had scented like soul shredding grief when Shane was hurt. 
“Um.” Hayden took the phone back when Ilya brusquely shoved it in his direction. “You okay?” 
“Yes.” came the clipped retort and Hayden pursed his lips, “Well, you don’t look okay.” 
“Is none of your business.” Rozanov cut those empty eyes at him. “Fuck off.” 
“Alright, let’s take ten to twenty percent off the top there, bud.” Hayden blew out a deep breath. “Listen. Whatever is uh,” he waved his hand towards the rink, then back towards Rozanov, “Whatever that is? No worries. I’ve got nothing to say about it.” 
He waited a beat, then emphasized, “At all, okay? I won’t even say anything to Shane because I don’t want to stress him out–” 
“Do not,” Ilya’s eyes flickered red for a terrifying second, “Stress him out.” 
“No, that’s literally what I just said, I don’t want to stress him out.” Hayden only resisted rolling his eyes because he knew there was a solid chance the other Alpha might actually rip his throat out. “I’m not going to say anything. Not to Shane, not to Jackie, don’t worry about it. But. Do you want my number?” 
“No.” 
“So I can update you on Shane’s condition.” he snorted at him, “Motherfucker, you really are so goddamn mean. What my super nice friend sees in you, I will never understand.” 
Rozanov just looked at him. Hayden raised his eyebrows and looked right back. 
“Fine.” Rozanov nodded shortly and rattled off his phone number, and Hayden typed it in, sent off a test text so the surly Alpha had his number as well, then pocketed his phone and jerked his thumb towards his car, “You want a ride back to your place?” 
“I can drive.” he denied stiffly, but Hayden shrugged, “Feel like maybe you shouldn’t. I’m freaking out about Shane too, but not near as much as you are, so do you want a ride back to your place so you don’t drive yourself off a bridge or drive someone else off a bridge cos you’re so stressed out?” 
Rozanov blinked, blinked, then his shoulders slumped and he rubbed at his eyes with a muttered, “Okay.” 
“There it is. Come on, I got you bud.” Hayden clapped a hand on the big Alpha’s shoulder, but when Ilya’s fangs made an immediate re-appearance, Hayden snatched his hand back, “Yep. I thought maybe physical contact was too much. Just come on, I’m parked over here.”
Ilya grabbed his bag, locked his car and dropped into the front seat of Hayden’s ride, immediately pushing the seat back and closing his eyes–
–but bolting upright and forcing his eyes back open wide when all he saw behind his lids was his Omega laying crumpled on the ice. 
Fuck. 
“Thank you.” he managed woodenly as Hayden pulled out of the parking lot and headed towards the highway. “For the game. And. The phone. And for–for not telling–” Ilya scrubbed over his mouth, pressing at his fangs in agitation. “For um–” 
“No, don’t worry about it.” Hayden took pity on the stressed out Alpha and shook his head. “Don’t even worry about it, man. It’s fine. Totally fine.”
His phone lit up with another message from Jackie and they both glanced down at it. 
From Jackie: Shane still hasn’t woken up. They had to up his sedation because he’s panicking, scent out of control and trying to get off the bed every time he’s even a little bit coherent. 
From Jackie: He kept asking for them to ‘tell Lily I’m okay’ or something like that.
From Jackie: They don’t know why he’s so agitated. Hopefully when his parents arrive, he’ll calm down with the scent of family around.
Fuck. Ilya bit into his fist and tried tried tried to keep his breathing under control, and in the driver’s seat, Hayden shot him a concerned look when the scent of anxiety like rotten pine leeched out through the Alpha’s heavy duty suppressants. 
It wasn’t fine at all. 
*****
Ilya hated hospitals. 
The lights were too bright, the floors too smooth, the temperature always a few notches too cool. The caustically clean smell was exacerbated by the legally required medical grade suppressants every member of the staff wore to keep their patients calm and compounded by the less intense but still specifically neutral blockers every visitor was required to apply upon entry. Everything was white and anything that wasn’t white was red warning or orange hazardous or blue sympathy because hospitals were sometimes a place of life, mostly a place of sickness and all too often a place of death. 
Ilya hated hospitals. The nurses were always understaffed and the janitorial crew overworked and some doctors were fine, but other doctors didn’t fucking care, and other other doctors decided their paycheck and payoffs were more important than listening to an Omega mother begging for help because she was sad all the time, she was sad all the time and the pills weren’t helping, the doctor shouldn’t keep prescribing her pills, please top prescribing her pills and ignoring how sad she is, didn’t the doctor know the pills were going to kill her, didn’t the doctor care when he got the call from a twelve year old little boy crying his eyes out because the pills had killed her? 
Ilya hated hospitals and he hated seeing his Omega’s name on the patient list in the recovery ward and he hated how the nurse at the desk by the elevators clicked her tongue and winked about how she’d always known Ilya Rozanov was a nice guy no matter what anyone said, he and Shane might be rivals but she’d always known he was a decent Alpha, it was so goddamn nice of him to come and wish his arch nemesis a speedy recovery, that was just so nice. 
Ilya hated hospitals for a hundred different reasons, but when he opened the door to Shane’s room and saw his Omega laying on the bed bandaged up, bruised up, drugged up and surrounded by beeping machines because they’d had to sedate him heavy to keep him from calm–
–right then Ilya was so goddamn grateful there’d been a hospital close enough to get his Omega settled and stable and safe, he could have dropped to his knees and wept. 
Instead he slipped inside the door and shut it as quietly as he could, wet dry lips nervously and whispered, “Omega?” 
“Al–Alpha?” Shane blinked his eyes open slowly, sluggishly, his lids heavy and movements lethargic as he tried to pull out of the medication induced drowsiness and focus. 
Then, “Alpha!” Shane lit up with a loopy, goofy grin and Ilya had to look away, look down at his shoes and muffle a curse into his hand because his Omega’s smile affected him so much. 
“Allllpha!” Shane cried sing songy and sweet. “Hi! You came to see me!” 
“I needed to.-- Ilya pushed the tip of his tongue into his fangs and tried to breathe. “I just wanted to--” 
Shane waited, eyes bright and smile happily expectant and the Alpha tried again, “Are you okay? I had to know if you were okay.” 
“Yes!” The Omega nodded quickly, then paused, “Uh no. But sort of? It’s a concussion and I banged up my ribs annnnnnd my collarbone! Fractured. Yes. Could be worse though!”  
“C-Could be worse.” Ilya tried to smile under the roiling, strangling need to bundle his Omega up over his heart. “Shane. Um–” 
“Hey.” Shane tilted his head and frowned comically exaggerated, his hair falling floppy into his eyes. “Heyyyyyyy!” he held out his hand and made grabby fingers. “Come here. Here, Alpha my Alpha.” 
“Shh shh Omega, settle.” Ilya shot a look through the small window to make sure no one was walking by, then hurried to the side of the bed and picked up Shane’s hand, bringing it to his lips to lay a gentle kiss on his knuckles. “I’m here.”
“That’s better. You listen so good when I'm bossy.” Shane sank back into the pillows with a dopey little smile. “You’d bark if I told you to, wouldn’t you?” 
“Shane–” 
“I think you mean bow-wow.” the Omega laughed at his own terrible joke. “Right? Cos the barking thing?” 
“Cos the barking thing, sure.” Ilya brushed his finger tips just lightly at Shane’s cheek, at the freckles standing out vivid against his too pale skin. “I can’t.” he swallowed. “I can’t scent you?” 
“It’s the drugs.” Shane turned into Ilya’s hand, nosed at his palm and sighed out happily. “They gave me so many drugs. Had t’sedate me. I didn’t want to be away from you and I kept saying, I kept saying they needed to tell Lily I was okay but they don’t know who Lily is so it didn’t work and you know?” he shrugged. “You know, I don’t even usually take Tylenol but whatever they gave me is whooo….” 
The Omega waved his fingers airily, then turned his hand over a few times and frowned at it, “So they call these things fingers? But I’ve never seen them fing.” 
“Omega.” Some other time Ilya would laugh at how ridiculous his usually composed Omega was while loopy on pain medication. Right then, Ilya only whispered. “You scared me.” 
“Sorry.” Shane’s brows lowered. “Sorry. I should have texted you.” 
“No, do not be sorry for that, fuck. No.” Ilya bent to kiss him, touching his lips just barely to the Omega’s cheek. “I am just glad you are okay.” 
“Oh wait, I want to try something.” Shane struggled to sit up and Ilya slid an arm under his shoulder to help, propping his Omega up carefully into the pillows and checking at the door again before leaving one more quick kiss at his cheek. 
“Look at me right here, Alpha.” Shane pointed at his own eyes, “Right here, Rozanov. Pay attention to teacher. Look right here. Right here in my eyeballs.” 
The Omega’s lashes fluttered, then his dark eyes started to lighten, first circling yellow around his pupil then spreading out brightly brilliant until he was blinking gold up at his Alpha. 
“Omega.” Ilya rumbled helplessly. “Eto moy lyubimyy tsvet. My favorite color.” 
“I’ve been practicing so I can do it on command!” Shane announced cheerfully. “Because you do it to me, you get all red and sexy and growly at me, but now I can do it too!” 
“You are so high.” Ilya choked out an emotional laugh, cupping Shane’s cheek and dotting a kiss to his forehead, at the very corner of the beautifully golden gaze. “My Omega. Mne bylo tak strashno.” 
“Oh and!” The Omega had no idea just how much havoc he was wreaking on his Alpha’s heart by smiling loose and gesturing big, giggling and spacey while blinking gold and being unintentionally deliriously romantic. “And, I’m going to learn Russian.” 
He whispered it a second time, his eyes wide and a finger to his lips to keep the Alpha from sharing the very important information, “I’m going to learn Russian. Because you’ve been talking alot of Russian lately and I want to know all the dirty things you’re saying to me.” 
“Dirty things.” Any time Ilya spoke Russian to his Omega, it was to call him beautiful, to call him darling and sweetheart and love and promise forever while praising him for being so so good.  “Do you think I talk dirty to you in Russian, Omega?”
“Of course you do.” Shane’s eyes crinkled up at the corners when he grinned again. “That or maybe you talk love things to me. It’s probably love things, right? You love me so much you look stupid about it.” 
“I think is maybe a good thing you won’t remember any of this when the medication wears off.” The Alpha said quietly, as if he hadn’t already tucked the words down in the same secret part of his heart where he’d hidden the scent imprint and the mate claim gold in his Omega’s eyes for years. “You need to rest.”
“Come rest with me!” Shane patted the bed hopefully. “With me! You need to sleep. You look like death. Still wanna fuck you, but you look like exhausted death soooo….”
“Shane."
“Knock knock!” the same nurse from the front desk poked her head into the room. “Oh no, Mr. Rozanov, you aren’t trying to smother my favorite patient are you?” 
“No, pillow fights are unfair if one person has broken bones.” Ilya forced a smile past his fangs, then cleared his throat and met his Omega’s eyes for one last, too brief second, “Get well soon, Hollander. Get back out on the ice so I can beat you.” 
“We hate each other.” Shane stuck his tongue out and informed the nurse confidently, “Like so much. So much. Super true rivalry. Definitely.” 
“Well, your heart rate is doing just fine and your blood pressure is a lot lower than it was this morning, so if finding the energy to beat your mortal enemy,” she winked at Ilya, “is what it takes to get you on the road to healing, then so be it. I need to check a few things on you, okay?” 
“Okay.” Shane smiled at her, but when she turned to grab his chart, he lifted his chin and blinked gold at his Alpha for a second before waving his fingers in a silly little gesture and blowing Ilya a kiss. 
Ilya forced himself out of the door, then forced himself very quickly down the hall and into the staircase so he could find a place to sit and hyperventilate in peace. 
But. 
“Alexei, what?!” His phone had been ringing all night. All day. Over and over until Ilya had turned it completely off on the way to Shane’s room, and once he sat down on the cold concrete steps and turned it back on, it rang and rang over and over and he put it to his ear with a snarled, “I do not have time for you and your bullshit, Alexei! I have important things right now, important things and I do not care about—!” 
“Dad’s dead.” 
...what? 
****
From Lily: My father is dead. 
From Lily: I have to go
It was over twenty-four hours before Shane saw the texts from his Alpha. 
Yuna and David blew in from their cancelled vacation in Mexico and thoroughly disrupted the relative peace of Shane’s healing. David was mostly quiet, sitting beside Shane’s bed and reading him articles, asking calm questions and offering the same settling support the Alpha had given Shane every day of his life growing up but Yuna was less quiet and more flustered, or rather not so much flustered as the Mama Omega  was anxious and unintentionally overbearing as she promptly tried to learn everything about the circumstances of Shane’s injury, how much time had passed before he’d been taken to the hospital, the true extent of his injuries and projected healing time, if being off the ice and out of the playoffs would affect anything about his sponsorship and brand deals, if the league’s insurance would be paying out for the hospital stay directly or was there paperwork to be filed and calls to be made and i’s to dot and t’s to cross…
“Dad. Help.” Shane groaned the morning after they arrived when Yuna hadn’t so much as stopped for a refill on her coffee before launching into another round of questions with the physical therapist she’d already enlisted to help with Shane’s recovery. “Mom’s acting crazy.” 
“Yuna, sweetheart.” David slipped an arm around his mate’s waist and took the phone out of her hands. “Let’s go get a snack, hm?” 
“I don’t need a snack, David.” she denied immediately. “But what Shane probably needs is–” 
“A breather from his stuffy old Dad and his intensely loving Mom?” the Alpha suggested teasingly, but Yuna huffed, “David, I am only trying to–” 
“My love.” The Alpha’s voice dropped a notch towards commanding, nothing more than a half step lower than his usual genteel cadence, and Yuna’s mouth snapped shut immediately. “Shane hasn’t had to be sedated since yesterday morning, they are already lowering his pain pill dose now that he isn’t so stressed out, and nothing you are worrying about right now is going to be resolved any time within the next few days, so why don’t we go for a walk. Just a half an hour so Shane can at least get up and use the bathroom without feeling like you’re going to micromanage that too.” 
“Shane, honey–” 
“Mom, for the love of God.” 
The moment his parents were out of the room, Shane breathed an immediate sigh of relief. He did have to use the bathroom and certainly didn’t want his mom wondering if he was taking extra long because he’d been on pain pills for three days or if there were some sort of other injury affecting his stream, Christ.
They’d let him off the heavy sedation and upper dose pain pills after Ilya had come to see him. Shane didn’t remember a whole lot of his Alpha’s visit but he knew he’d slept better after Ilya had left, he’d woken up with the echo of his Alpha’s rumble in his ear and his heart had finally stopped racing, his chest had finally stopped aching, and in the just over twenty four hours since Ilya’s visit, Shane had been calmer, more coherent, more settled. 
He missed him, though. Shane missed his Alpha every day after the bungalow and the impromptu overnighter in Boston, but now that he was trapped in the hospital with no realistic way to see his Alpha despite being in the same city and with communication limited because too much screen time wasn’t good for his concussion and privacy was non existent with his parents hovering nearby, Shane missed Ilya with an itchy gnawing sort of need that got under his skin and set into his teeth and hummed in the background of his consciousness. 
Yes, he needed to use the bathroom, but first he was going to check his phone. The Omega dug out his phone from the little set of drawers by the bed where the nurses had stashed his belongings and turned it on, drumming his fingers at his side as he waited for it to load and all his notifications to come through. 
From Lily: My father is dead.
From Lily: I have to go. 
Fuck. 
When Yuna and David came back from their snack-and-breathing-room walk, two nurses were in Shane’s room and the entire hall smelled like spoiled fruit, like desperately panicked Omega. 
“Shane!” Yuna shoved her container of yogurt into her Alpha’s hands and sprinted to get to her son’s bedside. “What happened? What the hell happened!” 
“Honestly, we’re not really sure.” one of the nurses answered while quickly adding a dose of suppressant to the IV bag, “I’m assuming he got up to use the bathroom, then a few minutes later we got an alarm that his blood pressure had skyrocketed. He was agitated and trying to get out of the bed, we tried to tell him to calm down and move slow but he moved too fast and jolted his shoulder and collarbone really badly.” 
“Damn it!” Yuna swore and David hooked an arm around her tiny waist to pull her back against his chest, his hand spread wide over her stomach to keep his Omega calm so he could ask the other nurse, “You’re giving him suppressants?” 
“Yesterday he calmed enough that the pain medication’s dulling effects was blanking out his scent,” she answered firmly, “but whatever has got him stressed out now is overruling the medication so yes, we will need to administer suppressants to mute his scent so he doesn’t panic the other patients on the floor, then we’ll go back to the sedation routine to make sure he doesn’t jostle his collarbone again and cause any worse damage.” 
“We’ll have to do another x-ray.” the first nurse informed them with her lips thinned in disapproval. “It was our recommendation to keep him sedated for at least forty eight hours, but he took such a turn for the better yesterday morning that the doctor lessened the dose and clearly that was a mistake.” 
“I don’t understand what the hell he’s so stressed out about?” Yuna hissed frantically. “Is it– did he hear that the team is out of the playoffs with him benched? Is he upset about being out for the rest of the season? He’s always had such bad anxiety but he’s doing so much better handling it lately, what is it?!” 
“I don’t know, my love.” David bent down to pick up Shane’s phone from where it had fallen nearly all the way under the bed, and frowned at the on-screen notification in confusion, “Hey, who’s Lily?” 
****
Moscow
Grigori Rozanov passed away on a Thursday.
Ilya arrived in Moscow by Friday evening.
The flight landed and the sky outside the plane windows was dark. Svetlana met him at baggage claim and they walked hand in hand through the airport, then stepped onto the freezing cold to find her car parked somewhere out in the dark. He opened the door to the house he hadn’t lived in or called home since he was seventeen, and everything about it was dark.
Dark flooring, dark paint, dark curtains. Heavy wooden furniture with dark upholstery, heavy framed windows with windows tinted dark from decades of smoke. Winding stairs ended in a dark hallway, the mirrors all shrouded in dark cloth for superstition's sake and the bed where the man had breathed his last breath was fixed with dark sheets, dark blankets, lamps off and lights off, it was all every last inch of it oppressive.
“Has it always been like this?” Ilya asked, and Svetlana pressed at his hand, “Like what?”
“Dark.” He said from behind his fangs, his fists clenched and shoulders hunched defensive against the aura of something ghostly hanging in the air. “Has this room, the house, always been so dark?”
“I think.” The pretty Omega pursed her full lips and said quietly, carefully, “You have been around the sun so much lately, you have forgotten the shadows of this life.” 
“Maybe.” Ilya reached to touch his father's dresser, the medals displayed in a velvet box, the awards from a life of service to his country, but his hand fell away at the last second. “I have work to do.” 
“Let me help.” Svetlana offered with a brush of her long nails at his face. “I know this isn’t easy, and Alexei and Polina will be useless, so let me help you.”
“I can do it.” The Alpha set his jaw and straightened his posture, then resolutely flipped the wall switch to banish the gloom with a wash of artificial yellow light. “I— I can do it.”
*****
From Hayden: Shane is back on sedation as of Friday morning. Idk what happened but he got super stressed out, tried to get out of bed too fast or something and hurt himself again. Nothing too serious but they doped him up again so he doesn't get frisky and really do some damage.
From Hayden: I went to visit and his dad asked me who Lily is. He thinks she’s Shane’s Alpha and he just hasn’t told them about her.
From Hayden: I told them she definitely wasn’t his Alpha cos I would know if—
From Hayden: Wait
From Hayden: It’s you, isn’t it? You’re Lily.
From Hayden: MOTHERFUCKER YOU’RE BOSTON LILY THAT HE’S BEEN WITH FOR YEARS?!?!
*****
Taking care of the funeral arrangements was Alexei’s job, really. Ensuring his father was buried, the memory honored and last wishes carried out was Alexei’s job as the oldest son, oldest brother and familial patriarch now that Grigori was gone, but the Beta wasn’t sober when Ilya arrived in Moscow on Friday night, and he wasn’t sober on Saturday morning when the laundry list of preparations had to be tackled, so Ilya did it. 
He pushed open the doors to his father’s closet and searched through the suits to find the carefully wrapped dress uniform Grigori had worn for each of his promotions through the ranks of law enforcement and eventually, for his retirement. Ilya lay the uniform out onto the bed then went back into the closet to find the coordinating shoes and if he sat for half an hour on the bedroom floor polishing and buffing and shining the already polished, buffed and shined shoes until his chest stopped hurting and he could breathe again… well, that wasn’t anyone’s business, was it?
An appointment with the priest to schedule a service and viewing had to be set before the time slot for a graveside ceremony could be confirmed, there was a death certificate to be signed, and an obituary to be written and Alexei was drunk again, or maybe drunk still, so with his fangs grit tight and his eyes tinting red with the effort of trying to stay calm, Ilya did that as well. 


Celebrated police officer and dedicated family man Grigori Rozanov passed peacefully from this realm on Friday—





Grigori Rozanov was preceded in death by his loving wife Irina–





Grigori Rozanov leaves behind two devoted sons and an adoring granddaughter–



Svetlana wrote the obituary. She came to bring Ilya something to eat and found the Alpha passed out at the kitchen table with his face smushed into a notebook full of scratched out scribbles and an article on how to write a proper obituary pulled up on his phone. 
“Enough of that, I think.” the Omega decided, and while Ilya was stumbling to the couch to try for a few hours of uninterrupted sleep, Svetlana typed out and submitted a politely worldly obituary that would honor Grigori’s dedication and commitment to his country without pretending as if he were the doting, devoted father figure he never bothered to be.  
When Ilya woke again, he didn’t comment on the scribbled pages of notes the Omega had tossed in the trash, and Svetlana didn’t comment on how badly the Alpha’s hands shook as he pulled her into a hug. 
The church service was somber, the graveside ceremony even more so. The priest prayed for Grigori’s soul and for comfort for the many who would miss him while Polina cried and wailed and clutched at anyone close by as if she’d perish from grief despite only having flown in from somewhere in France only a few hours previous. Alexei’s eyes were bloodshot, his shoulders slumped and his wife held onto his hand with limp fingers, her eyes dull and expression vacant. 
Ilya held his niece up on his hip and turned into his chest over his heart so she could close her eyes and not have to see the adults grieving, and when Svetlana came to hold his hand, he squeezed at her fingers and blinked his dry eyes and wondered why the hell he couldn’t feel anything other than empty. 
*****
From Hayden: He is heading home to his parent’s house. He’s moving okay but super emotional, Doc said something about how the injury disrupted his hormones really bad, but then the heavy duty suppressants and sedation they had to keep him on scrambled everything up even worse. 
From Hayden: It’s like the worst case of PMS I’ve ever seen and you know it’s super frustrating for him cos he’s usually so controlled. I laughed at his hair and he snarled at me, then cried and apologized. Super fun for everyone involved. 
From Hayden: Guess it will be a few weeks before everything’s out of his system and he can go back on regular suppressants/blockers. 
From Hayden: Don’t wanna tell you not to text him, but just so you know, his mom is the most helicoptery of parents and he’s so extra emotional right now a text from ‘Lily’ might set him off which would set her off and nobody wants that. 
*****
The dinner was formal and silent and terrible. The seat where Grigori should have sat was hauntingly empty, the glass of vodka and piece of bread placed as offering and remembrance of his soul glaringly obvious for being so small a gesture. The atmosphere of faux reverence for a man who had been overwhelmingly terrible was stifling, the scent of stress and grief and tension from the gathered family members was suffocating, and Polina’s dramatic performance of hugging on Alexei and Ilya and talking about family, crying about time lost, blubbering about pulling together and taking care of one another in their grief made it all the worse. 
Alexei stared at Ilya half challenging, half angry for the duration of the meal but his wife was too meek, too shy, too browbeaten to even meet Ilya’s eyes when she offered condolences and though Svetlana set herself firmly at Ilya’s side and didn’t let him wallow alone for even a second, Ilya still couldn't take it. 
“I need some air.” he leaned in to tell Svetlana, but when the Omega set her napkin aside and started to stand too, he shook his head, “No. I just—” he shook his head again. “Please.” 
He needed some air. He needed some space. He needed to be out of the stuffy, low ceilinged room and away from the cloying cigar smoke and out of sight from the single glass of vodka and piece of dark bread in front of his father’s empty chair, Ilya needed to be gone and the side room just out of sight from the rest of the party wasn’t gone enough but it would give Ilya a chance to catch his breath and blink the stressed red from his eyes so it was fine. 
Everything was— was fine. 
From Jane: I can’t wait to see you tonight. 
From Jane: I don’t think we’ve ever said that, which is crazy. How’d we do like eight years and never once tell each other we were looking forward to spending time together, we’re so bad at this. 
From Jane: 1919. It’s the code for the front door of the condo. 
From Jane: No need for you to make some gross innuendo about how you prefer to cum in the back entrance, just use the front door this time. 
From Lily: *devil smile emoji*
The texts were a week old. Ilya had been getting dressed for the game when his phone chimed four times in quick succession, Shane had texted fast trying to get it all out before hitting the ice to warm up and Ilya had only taken a few seconds to read the texts and send back that single stupid emoji as reply before putting his phone away. 
And that was it. That was it. A week since he’d heard from his Omega, ten days before that since he’d seen his Omega. Their night at the bungalow felt like a dream, some distant fuzzy thing that Ilya had hardly believed was real even when Shane showed up at his house to extend the night longer, and now that Ilya was twenty days, several time zones and several thousand miles removed from the bungalow, it all felt….impossible.
Impossible. 
Ilya had been born a disappointment. A child so unexpected, Grigori had assumed Ilya was some other Alpha’s bastard until it was proven otherwise. His Mama had been sad every day of his young life until she’d been too sad and then she’d gone and Alexei hated him for disrupting his life, for taking Mama’s attention, for usurping Alexei’s accomplishments at a young age, for escaping maybe. Some days Ilya thought Alexei hated him for escaping the stifling dark of their life in Russia and maybe that was why his older brother’s lip curled every time their eyes met. 
It didn’t matter. None of it did. Ilya was Grigori’s child through and through, no matter how bitter that unfortunate truth tasted. His Mama was gone and Alexei resented his entire existence and Ilya thought, impossible, he closed his eyes and leaned his head against the wall and thought, impossible, because how had the universe thought to give a disappointment like him an Omega like Shane, no no no, too good to be true, it was just too good to be true. 
And the Alpha laughed, just a little bit. Quiet and hoarse and only to himself with his eyes shut tight and his jaw clenched hard, because he had gone years with only seeing Shane a few times, a few hours, a few moments and texts and conversations here and there and he’d never questioned, worried, doubted himself and his place in the Omega’s life more than he doubted it now that they’d had the bungalow, now that Shane had been so viciously selfish declaring the Alpha his, now that they were twenty days, several time zones and several thousand miles removed from the night they’d found sanctuary in finally being fucking honest. 
Impossible. 
From Lily: … … …
Ilya opened the text chain and re read the messages, re read the messages, re read the messages with his thumbs hovering over the keyboard trying to talk himself out of texting his Omega. 
It was selfish. He was selfish. Hayden had texted updates about Shane needed additional sedation, about the Omega getting stressed and accidentally hurting himself, about David and Yuna taking Shane home after days in the hospital and how his emotions and hormones were spiraling out of control after the injury, how he had to be watched all the time, he had so much going on and Ilya was going to text and bother him because he needed—
–what? What did the Alpha need? Acknowledgment? Confirmation? Reassurance that after eight years of doing it all wrong, one night in Florida and one night in Boston had set it all right and when he flew back to the States, the time and distance and circumstances wouldn’t have changed Shane’s mind about him? 
Fuck. Ilya put his phone down. 
Fuck. The Alpha picked his phone back up. 
From Lily: My Omega, my mate, I miss—
“You talkin’ to your boyfriend?” Alexei found him. The Beta stank of vodka and stress, of cheap cigarettes and resentment and he bullied his way into the small room with his chin up and eyes narrowed and chest puffed out challenging. “Just can’t wait to get back to the States, huh? Can’t wait to run away again? I’m surprised you showed up at all.” 
“Alexei.” Ilya put his phone in his pocket and turned around slowly, his arms down by his sides and shoulders forcefully relaxed and fangs covered. He didn’t want to fight. “What do you want?” 
“What do you mean, what do I want?” Alexei shook out another cigarette, bleary eyes narrowing at his younger brother. “What do you think I want? I want to know what’s going to happen next.” 
“Next.” Ilya echoed flatly. “You are executor of Papa’s estate. You take care of what happens next.” 
“Right. The executor.” Alexei’s lighter didn’t work and he flick flick flicked it in annoyance before it finally sparked and he could light his cigarette. “Except. There is nothing.” 
“Nothing.” 
“No.” the Beta blew out a cloud of bitter, pungent smoke. “He left the house to Polina and she is already talking to a realtor to sell it and move. She bled him dry before he passed and now that he is gone, she will take whatever is left and leave. There is no money to pay the rent on our apartment any more, the vehicles have to be sold to pay off his debts. There is nothing.” 
“Hm.” Ilya braced himself for the question he knew was coming. “So what do you want from me?” 
“It is your familial responsibility— “
“You are the family patriarch now, Alexei! Not me!” Ilya had been expecting the question, he’d been braced for the demand, the Alpha was beyond used to being treated like a bank by his family but with the doubt about his Omega blistering into his soul and the weight of his father’s passing still crushing at his shoulders, Ilya’s eyes snapped red and his fangs gleamed sharp as quite suddenly he’d had enough.
“I have been paying your bills for years!” He growled out. “Keeping you from jail with your gambling, making sure my niece has a roof over her head! You always have your hand out for more, but no more. No more, do you understand? I am done!” 
“Done?!” Alexei started to shout right back, but when Svetlana appeared at the door drawn by their raced voices and the fracturing scent of anger, the Beta turned his wrath on her instead, sneering, “Cannot spare money for your family when you are keeping your whore in dresses and jewelry like that hm? Does she know about the others you fuck? Does she know you are a fa–” 
The slur was not a new one, not an unexpected one, not anything Ilya hadn’t heard spit from his brother over and over for years. It didn’t bother him. It didn’t matter. He didn’t let his eyes snap scarlet and a roar rip from his throat because his stupid brother called him a name, he didn’t wrap his big hand at Alexei’s fleshy throat and slam the Beta into the wall hard enough to crack the plaster because he couldn’t handle the insult. 
But the Alpha would be damned, Ilya would be good god damned if Alexei opened his mouth to insult the only person besides his Mama who had ever loved him. 
His Mama...and his Omega, he thought. His Mama and his Omega loved him but Svetlana did too, she always had and she always would, and Ilya would tear Alexei’s throat out with his teeth if the Beta thought for one second he was going to get away with insulting her.
“Ilya.” To her credit, Svetlana didn’t scream when Ilya shoved Alexei into the wall and dug at his throat with fangs out and lip curled snarling. The Omega didn’t scream and she didn’t try to pull the brother’s apart, but she did set her slim hand at Ilya’s arm and say simply, quietly, “He is not worth it, moya lyubov’. If you kill him here at your father’s funeral, they will never let you leave the country and I know you want to leave. Let him go. It is not worth it.” 
Alexei wasn't worth it. But Ilya didn't let go. He ran his tongue over his teeth, over his fangs, and tightened his hold at Alexei's throat before ordering in a tone bordering on savage, “Yield.” 
… the older Beta submitted. Alexei turned his head and dropped his eyes, put his hands down and hunched his shoulders and submitted. 
Svetlana pressed lightly at Ilya’s arm and after another tense minute, the Alpha let go. 
“I’m going for a walk.” Ilya straightened his shirt and cleared his throat, dried his sweaty palms on his pants and handed his wallet to Svetlana. “Pay the check and tell them all to get the fuck out. I am done.” 
The streets outside his father’s house were so familiar, Ilya could have walked them with his eyes closed. He knew exactly how many steps it was to the streetlight at the corner, how long it took for the lights to change so he could cross the road without traffic, which stores would still be open at the late hour and which would be closed until morning. He’d run the same route every day, every week, every summer for years and when the Alpha struck out from the house with his heavy coat zipped to his chin and his eyes blurry with tears, he followed the same path he always had— to the corner, across the street, past the merchants on the way to the park, through the park and to the tunnel, through the tunnel and onwards to the—
To the—
Ilya didn’t make it past the tunnel. He sucked in a deep breath of the frigid air and held it until his lungs hurt and his eyes watered, blew it all out and watched the fog float away, then slumped back against the icy walls and pulled his phone out again to re read the last messages from his Omega again and again and again.
From Jane: I can’t wait to see you tonight. 
From Jane: I don’t think we’ve ever said that, which is crazy. How’d we do like eight years and never once tell each other we were looking forward to spending time together, we’re so bad at this. 
“My Omega.” Ilya tapped at the generic J that was Shane’s contact picture on his phone, the single initial that held almost a decade’s worth of secrets, then hit call. 
Voicemail. He hadn’t expected anything else. Between the sedation, the concussion, Mama Hollander apparently being a helicopter, whatever the hell Hayden had meant by that, Ilya hadn’t really expected Shane to pick up. 
He closed his eyes and listened to his Omega’s voice politely ask for the caller to leave a message, then took a deep breath, “Shane.” 
Omega. Ilya didn’t say it out loud.
“I am calling to check on you. And see if– I know is not good for you to be on phone, but I need—” he cleared his throat. “Bozhe moy, I am selfish. You are hurt and I uh– I—” 
Fuck. Ilya held the phone away and cursed under his breath, then brought the phone back and admitted to his Omega, “English is too hard right now. I am going to ah—” 
Fuck. Ilya slid down the tunnel wall until his butt hit the cold pavement and pulled his knees up to his chest, his head hanging and voice running ragged as he switched to speaking in Russian, 
“You said we are allowed to be selfish about each other so okay. I— I am going to be selfish.” the Alpha pressed the phone closer to his face, “I wish you were here. I should wish to be there with you, but instead I want you here with me on this stressful awful fucking day. My father is dead and my family is terrible. Death makes them terrible and– and weird and it makes me terrible and weird and I do not recognize myself here. Not anymore.” 
Faster, the words came faster and easier in Russian as everything the Alpha had kept locked up for the past week poured out emotional and hoarse, “The house is dark and I hate it. I want to miss my father. I want to grieve him but he was never a good father and in the end, he wasn’t even the father I knew. But maybe– maybe he was, how would I know? I wasn’t here. I wasn’t here and he was alone and I am too late again. Too late. Too late the way I was with my Mama and too late with Papa, sometimes I think the only thing I am good for is picking out the clothes to bury my family in.” 
He sniffed, scrubbing at his face wearily. “I have not slept in days and all I can think about is you, Omega. It is always you. I wish I was brave enough to be open with you. I am tired of hiding from you and I am tired of hiding with you, you do not deserve to be hidden, you deserve someone like Rose Landry who can show you off.” 
“Svetlana says,” Ilya huddled closer as the cold, night wind wrapped around his body, cutting through his clothes and freezing at his face and fingers. “She says it isn’t really dark here, I’ve just been in the sunshine so long that I forgot what the dark looked like and that’s you, Omega. I have been with you, sunshine, and forgot what it was to be trapped here.” 
The phone beeped with a fifteen second warning that the voicemail was getting too long and Ilya muttered a curse, wiping at his nose and trying to hurry, “I miss you, my Omega. My mate. I want to be home with you, I want you to make a nest in my bed and blink gold at me and I–” 
The call disconnected. Time’s up. The screen went black and Ilya tapped the corner of the phone case at his nose a few times before he whispered into the cold, dark night, “And I love you.” 
My Omega, my mate, I love you. 
*****
“Ilya.” Svetlana was sleeping in his bed when Ilya arrived back at his apartment hours later, and he closed the bedroom door, kicked out of his shoes and climbed under the covers fully clothed to wrap the Omega in his arms and pull her close. “Bozhe moy, you are freezing cold.” 
“Sorry.” Ilya muttered, and she clicked her tongue soothing at him, “No, it’s okay. Did you call Jane? Did he pick up?” 
“No.” 
“Is he still in the hospital?” she asked then and the Alpha went very still for a moment before shaking his head slowly, “No. He is home now. Nothing too serious, but everyone is being very careful.” 
“Mmmthat’s good.” Svetlana tucked into his side and pulled the blankets up over his shoulders. “Too bad about his team missing the playoffs. But good for you, a second chance at the cup maybe?” 
“Maybe.” Ilya didn’t ask how or when the perceptive Omega had figured out who Jane was. He only rolled onto his back to stare up at the dark ceiling and confessed, “I don’t want to ever come back here. I hate it here.” 
“Ya znayu.” she nodded against his shoulder. “I know. So don’t.” 
“...Don’t?” 
“Don’t come back.” she told him quietly. “Your Da is gone and Polina is not family and Alexei is,” she trailed off muttering something derogatory. “I can still see you all the time, you can work a kids hockey camp or something during the off season so you are still working and not violating any small print on your Visa. Sign another contract and work on your citizenship application. You should go home to Jane and stay home with Jane.” 
“And my responsibility to my family?” the Alpha asked wearily, almost too exhausted and worn out and vulnerable to even hope. “What of that?” 
“You are a smart man, Ilya Rozanov.” Svetlana dropped a kiss on his cheek then rolled over into the pillows to go back to sleep. “And a good Alpha. You will figure out a way to fulfill your familial duty without breaking your own heart, hm?”
*****
From Hayden: Heading to see Jane today. Do you have any message to pass along? I know he’d love to hear from you. 
From Hayden: Keep it PG though please. I’m not comfortable relaying pictures and/or descriptions of your dick to my best friend, no matter how bad he misses it or wants it or whatever. 
From Hayden: Which is a sentence I super hoped I’d never to say, but here we are so…
*****
Grigori Rozanov passed on a Thursday, was laid to rest on a Monday, and Tuesday morning, Ilya met his brother for breakfast, for coffee, and for a cigarette for the very last time. 
“You will have my apartment.” Ilya held up the set of keys to the apartment he’d bought the first summer he’d had to return to Russia and realized he hated it in his father’s house. “I will have it cleaned out tomorrow, the keys left with the leasing office and everything put into your name.” 
“Okay.” Alexei didn’t even have the good grace to look surprised, didn’t have the humility to try and pretend to be grateful. “What else?” 
“I will set up a trust fund for my niece.” Ilya took a long drink of the bitter coffee. “You cannot touch it. It will be hers and only hers once she turns eighteen. It will be enough to pay for her school and some living expenses, maybe even more if it is invested properly. It is hers, do you understand?” 
“Well what are we supposed to do in the meantime?” Alexei’s eyes glittered meanly. “You’d lock away that amount of money for some hypothetical future when it could be used to help us now? What about the bills and dues for the apartment?” 
“You have a job.” the Alpha stated bluntly. “Why are you incapable of taking care of your family?” 
“For fucks sake.” Alexei leaned across the table and snarled, “The only reason you could run away to America was because I was here taking care of the family. You weren’t here when Papa died, you weren’t here to–” 
“Stop.” Ilya slumped away from his brother, from the resentment and irritation and anger resonating in the Beta’s every breath. “You can have the apartment, and my niece will have a trust. The rest is up to you. I do not care if you sell the place and snort the money right up your nose the way you have squandered every other penny I’ve sent home.” 
“Who the fuck do you think you–” 
“Listen to me.” The Alpha’s blue eyes flared red and Alexei’s mouth snapped shut. “After this, after you have the keys and after I am gone? You will not contact me again. You will leave me be. If you come bothering me for money, for help, for anything ever again, I will use every bit of my power and fame and money and notoriety,” he slid his tongue over his fangs, “to ruin you. I will embarrass you. I will tell all about the bribes you take as a policeman, about the gambling, the cocaine, the way you bring your whores to Papa’s house and think your Omega does not know.” 
Alexei went pale and Ilya rapped his knuckles on the table just once, just threatening. “Leave me alone.”
The Beta had nothing to say. Ilya paid for his own breakfast and coffee at the register and left without another word, stepping out into the crisp, sunny morning and rolling his shoulders, popping his neck and inhaling deep for the first time without the weight and presence of his family’s shadow looming over him. 
From Ilya: Thank you for everything this week. I love you. 
From Svetlana: Ya tebya lyublyu. You are going home? 
From Ilya: Yes.
The Alpha scrolled down in his messages to find the most recent one from Hayden and texted: 
From Rozanov: Tell my Omega I am coming home. 
*****
Chapter Notes: 
I had some readers ask about my reasons for Ilya/Shane's scents so if y'all care, here it is: 
Ilya is Amber/Pine: Amber absorbs negative energy, promotes emotional balance, self worth and encourages inner growth, which parallels how the relationship with Ilya helps Shane learn more about himself, accept himself, be true to himself. Pine is simply so Ilya scents like the place Shane canon calls "home"-- the cottage, in the forest surrounded by the trees. 
Shane is Orange/Lavender: Orange blossoms are a romantic flower that symbolize love and commitment, but specifically orange/citrus scent helps with mental clarity which is so important for Ilya who struggles constantly with balancing his responsibilities in Russia with the life he wants with Shane. Lavender of course is drowsy and calm, brings softness and rest to an Alpha who puts up such a hard front. 
Color wise, Orange and Amber blend together in similar shades while Pine and Lavender compliment each other in a visually stunning way, so it's like the part of Ilya/Shane that becomes one, and the parts of them that are different but still fit together perfectly.
Things I love about this Chapter: 
Haydennnnnn we LOVE HIM. What an absolute champ. His "motherfucker are you lily???" is so funny. 
Shane "you love me so much it makes you look stupid" oh, you goofy drugged up sweet summer child, if only you knew. 
Ilya being dropped back into the trauma mindset of his childhood and getting lost worrying that the good things in his life are impossible/fake. Those of us with unfortunately awful childhoods /relationships know it's so easy, like scary easy, to drop right back into that mindset of being undeserving, unworthy, unloveable etc etc and ughhhh we love to see Ilya chasing the sunshine that is Shane to get himself out of that icky mental place. 
Coming Up: It's a whole chapter of comfort y'all. Hayden being the actual hero of the story, a reunion for our boys in a very *special* place and literally just thousands of words of goodness. 
Thanks for reading, commenting, and hanging out in this messy beautiful fic with me. 
 






      

  












      Chapter 8: Interlude (heaven isn't too far away)
  


    Chapter Summary

    Content Warning: Call your dentist cos this emotionally vulnerable, intensely cuddly, sugar sweet fluff is gonna rot your teeth out.

Content Warning: There is alot of "sensory" stuff in this chapter ie: we are pretty deep in Shane's head and he's a ball of overstimulated anxiety, lots of emphasis on touch/texture/safe food choices etc. It gets easier as the chapter goes on but right off the bat might be kind of a lot to absorb

Content Warning: Our favorite Omega gets his bootyhole licked but none of us (especially Shane and ESPECIALLY Ilya) are mad about that

Word Count Warning: I tried to keep this to a manageable length but alas, the rough draft hit 22kish and it might have gotten slightly longer upon editing so… buckle up and I’ll see y’all on the other side. 

Thanks for reading!








  
From Rose: Hey, how are you feeling? Seeing all those replays of you getting hit so hard was definitely my least favorite thing last week, Jesus Christ. 
 
From Rose: Is your mother driving you crazy? She’s so nice but so intense, I feel like she’s the sort to lecture the doctor just for funsies. 
 
From Rose: If you are out for the season and don’t want to die of boredom in the middle of nowhere Canada, fly out here to LA and I’ll put you up in my apartment. 
 
From Rose: Separate bedrooms, scouts honor. But you could use a vacation and I could use some company that isn’t HollyWEIRD if you know what I mean. 
 
From Rose: Unless of course, your Alpha is keeping you company and helping you heal, in which case I will send smooches from afar and see you the next time I am on the East Coast and maybe meet this ultra mysterious, ultra hunky beefcake?? 
 
From Rose: Think about it! Get well soon! Love you!
 
*****
 
After a total of forty-eight hours sedated, another twenty four hours being closely monitored by the nurses, the doctor, his parents and on and off by a rather stressed out Hayden, Shane was cleared to leave the hospital and finish the his recovery at home so long as the Omega abided by every single one of the doctor’s guidelines and absolutely refrained from anything that might aggravate his concussion, his cracked collarbone, his busted ribs, or his unfortunately ultra hormonal emotional state.
 
The plan was for Shane to recover at his parent’s place on the outskirts of Montreal. The team was out of the playoffs and he was medically benched from any sort of practice so there was no reason to stay in the city, it would be a quick flight between Boston and Montreal if he had to make any follow up appointments, and after the emotional and physical upheaval of the previous several weeks, it would be a relief to pass the long days somewhere that mostly felt like home. 
 
Nevermind that his parent’s house wasn’t a place Shane had ever felt the freedom to nest, nevermind that Ilya’s house was the only place Shane had ever felt the freedom to nest, nevermind that Shane hadn’t heard from Ilya in over a week and now the Omega was feeling shut out and pushed away and insecure over the lack of communication. 
 
Nevermind that Shane was trapped in his head missing his Alpha way down deep in some needy, itchy, clawing sort of way while the unfamiliar intensity of those big romantic feelings made his skin feel too tight and his soul feel too echoing empty.
 
One minute the Omega was drowning in self loathing because he was focusing on his own feelings while Ilya was grieving the loss of a parent and having to deal with his brother and greedy family, and the next minute Shane was pressing at his bonding spot and tugging at his hair trying to self soothe because what if the distance and time and silence had given Ilya some sort of post-bungalow clarity and now things were going to be different?
 
…his Alpha had left him a voicemail, a stammering, stuttering, hesitant few words in English before Ilya had switched to speaking Russian for the remainder of the message and Shane hadn’t understood a single word when he’d finally gotten a moment of privacy to sit and listen to it. 
 
He’d lay in bed with his eyes closed and the phone pressed to his ear, trying not to flinch when he heard Svetlana’s name, trying not to sob when he heard his Alpha’s voice catch breaking, trying not to scream when the message cut out mid sentence, mid word because the time was up and whatever else Ilya had wanted to say was lost. 
 
Nevermind how the lack of nest, the memory of his only real nest, and the swirling spiraling self pitying train of thought and absence of real communication from his Alpha was making the Omega sick. 
 
Nevermind, nevermind, nevermind. 
 
Shane left the hospital Monday morning with every intention of burying himself, his stupid crippling insecurity, and all his various bumps and bruises and medication-induced emotional instability in the familiar comfort of his parents house. 
 
Not home, but home enough to be fine. 
 
It was home enough to be fine-ish.
 
The Omega lasted until Wednesday afternoon before deciding that being trapped in the cozy little house with his well meaning but ultimately oppressively intrusive parents was actually nowhere near fine-ish. 
 
“Alright kiddo, you need to sleep sorta elevated for at least a few more days, so I’ll make you a bed on the recliner here in the living room, just put all your stuff out here so you don’t have to worry about it, okay? We’ve got nothing going on, no need to worry about having to be any where at any specific time, just sit back and rest up, huh?” 
 
David Hollander meant well, but there was no way for him to know just how particular Shane had gotten about his room, his belongings, his routine in the six or so years since moving out. The Alpha knew his son was tidy to the point of being fastidious and that he kept a strict schedule for his training, but David didn’t know there was a place for absolutely everything in Shane’s apartment, he didn’t know the Omega always slept on the right side of the bed or folded his socks and underwear, or organized his closet not just by season, but by occasion and color and sleeve length, or had a schedule for practice days, one for game days, one for weekends, one for the off season.
 
The Alpha meant well, but there was no way for him to know that unzipping Shane’s suitcase and leaving it open on the couch, piling blankets on the recliner on the left side of the room and cheerfully announcing that there was no structure to their days was the sort of thing that left his son feeling untethered and adrift and lost. 
 
Before his injury, Shane would have been in control enough to smile tight lipped about it and genuinely be grateful his Dad was trying. 
 
After his injury and a weeks worth of heavy duty medication that had wreaked havoc on his mental and emotional stability, it was all the Omega could do to cover his mouth and close his eyes and nod along like the idea of sleeping out in the open didn’t make him want to scream. 
 
“The doctor said you’re free to sleep as much as you want so long as you aren’t exhibiting any concerning signs after the concussion,” Yuna clicked her tongue reading through the discharge paperwork. “But for the first couple nights, I’m going to set an alarm and wake you up every few hours. It’s going to be difficult for you to get out of that recliner with one arm in a sling and your ribs busted up, but you also need to make sure you’re staying very hydrated which means lots of bathroom breaks so I’ll set an alarm, have your Dad come and help you up, okay?” 
 
“I’m a grown man, Mom.” Shane pointed out as calmly as he could. “I don’t need help getting to the bathroom.” 
 
“A concussion, two broken ribs and a fractured collarbone, Shane.” The Omega stated flatly. “Everyone needs help getting around after an injury like that. Not to mention, the pain pills can be very disorientating and the very last thing we need is you getting dizzy and taking a fall.” 
 
“Mom.” 
 
“Shane.” Yuna Hollander meant well, she did, and the Omega was very aware of just how particular her son was, she really was. But Shane hadn’t lived at home for years now and while she thought his resistance to being taken care of was out of embarrassment or annoyance, she had no idea just how badly it was fucking with Shane’s hard earned, hard proven independence and sense of self to have to be babied. 
 
The medication and suppressant influx hadn’t just completely upset the Omega’s hormones, biological norms and emotional stability, it had blanked out Shane’s scent entirely. There was no way for Yuna to know the attitude from her son wasn’t just Shane annoyed at her mother-henning, it was Shane splintering apart spiraling because he’d spent years learning to be independent and strong and as un-Omega as possible and then because of a single minute in a single game, he was reduced down to extreme mood swings and physical fragility and his Alpha wasn’t even there to tell him to settle settle, to tell him it was okay, shh shh Omega, is okay. 
 
Ilya had been the first and only person Shane had ever trusted to break down and be truly vulnerable with, but now his vulnerability wasn’t a choice. The side effects of high dosage suppressants meant the Omega couldn’t get a handle on his emotions, the nature of his injuries meant he couldn’t retreat somewhere alone and hide until he felt normal again, and his parents meant well, they meant well, but—
 
But. 
 
Shane never had a moment’s peace or privacy with his mom hovering around worrying and his Dad perfectly content to sit in the living room all day to keep him company. Outside of hockey and occasionally– too occasionally, not nearly as much as he wanted-- Ilya’s presence in the condo, Shane’s life was very quiet, but David and Yuna listened to music and watched TV and chatted at each other and at him all the goddamn time and yes companionship and family and support but Jesus Christ, it was so much noise all the time, Shane’s head hurt with the assault on his ears. 
 
The constant conversation made the Omega feel like he had to engage, like he had to be on, like there was some expectation of interaction and contribution and that was exhausting when all the overly emotional, overly exhausted Omega wanted to do was bury into a nest– no, not a nest, he didn’t have a nest. 
 
All Shane wanted to do was close his eyes and hide away somewhere quiet, but that wasn’t an option and he didn’t like it, didn’t like it, didn’t like it. 
 
By Wednesday afternoon, he’d had all he could take of the lack of privacy, lack of routine, lack of his own space and own things and control over his own fucking life, so Shane took advantage of his extremely limited phone time to tell his parents, “Hey, I went ahead and rebooked your Mexico trips. Congratulations, you’re leaving very early Friday morning for a long weekend in the sunshine. Safe travels, good riddance, I’ll be fine without you here, I promise.” 
 
“Don’t be ridiculous, we aren’t going to Mexico while you’re hurt.” Yuna didn’t even look up from her laptop, her nails click-clacking away on the keyboard as she chatted back and forth with a representative from some cologne company that wanted to use The All Star Omega in their ad campaign over the summer. “Not to mention, you still can’t raise your arms higher than your shoulder, can’t lift anything over a few pounds, and sweetheart, that medication has you so messed up, you are crying at the drop of a hat right now. We can’t leave, who’s going to take care of you while you’re this out of sorts?”
 
“I’m a full adult, Mom.” His mom wasn’t being mean, she was entirely and wholly correct about everything, but the blunt call out of how unbalanced Shane was still felt like a slap.
 
“I can manage,” he said through clenched teeth, “a few days of hormones and mood swings without you spoon feeding me soup.” 
 
“Don’t be dramatic, I wasn’t spoon feeding you soup, I was just making sure you didn’t take too big a bite and burn your mouth and then jump and rattle your ribs.” Yuna waved him off, and David sent Shane an apologetic half smile, “You know how your Mom is, kiddo. She’d stress about you the whole time we were in Mexico, so it wouldn’t be much of a vacation anyway.” 
 
“Okay but, I already booked it for you.” the Omega held up the phone again. “Logged into Dad’s account and put it on my card. Booked, paid for, go away so I can have some peace and quiet please.” 
 
“I thought you outgrew being bratty after seventh grade.” Yuna hmmm’d disapprovingly at the same time the family Alpha put his glasses on and peered at Shane’s phone, “How on earth did you hack into my account?” 
 
“You’ve had the same email since the nineties and your password is Mom’s birthday.” Shane informed him flatly, “I didn’t have to hack, I already knew it. Now would you please tell Mom to go pack?” 
 
“We aren’t going, Shane.” 
 
“Mom, I don’t need—!” 
 
“Not to take sides on what is probably the first and only Hollander family argument I’ll ever witness,” Hayden let himself through the front door just then, striding into the living room with a wink and a smile for Yuna and his hands full of hand drawn get well cards from his girls for Shane, “But I think we all know that no one tells Yuna what to do, she’ll go and get packed when she’s good and ready.” 
 
“Here, bud.” he dropped all the cards into Shane’s lap and ruffled his hair. “Where are you trying to banish your sweet Ma to?” 
 
“Mexico for an all expenses paid long weekend in the sunshine.” Shane picked up the construction paper card from the toddler and traced his name drawn in crayon. “This is my favorite card already.” 
 
“That’s fine, but you’re gonna have to tell the twins their card lost the Uncle Shane Ranking Contest, cos I’m sure as hell not gonna do it.” Hayden crossed the room to shake hands with David, clapping the other Alpha on the shoulder good naturedly. “Yuna, did I hear that right? You’re refusing a vacation? Can me and Jackie have it instead?” 
 
“That’s a great idea!” Yuna started enthusiastically, but Shane cut his eyes pissy at his best friend and interjected louder, “No, Hayden. It’s important for my parents to finish out the vacation they were on when I got hurt. There’s no reason they need to be here worrying about me!” 
 
“Ohhhhh, oh I get it.” Hayden propped his hands on his hips and pursed his lips faux thoughtfully. “Your mom is bothering the bejeezus outta you by micromanaging your healing and if your Dad says one more thing about how interesting his new hobby of tying fishing lures is, you’re gonna blow your brains out because that mess of suppressants and sedation they had you on has you emotionally unstable to the point of feeling insane?” 
 
“Hayden!” Yuna cried, and David frowned, “Shane, you don’t want to hear about fishing lures?” while Shane covered his face with both hands and muttered, “Yes. Fuck. Exactly.” 
 
“Well there’s a super obvious fix to that, which is of course–” Hayden was fully ready to suggest that he and Shane take the vacation to Mexico, but his phone chimed with an incoming text, and the Alpha read the message then hesitated, read the message then hesitated, read the message then slid his phone back in his pocket and settled Shane with something of an odd look as he said, “Actually. I just had a different idea. Shane. Uh. Why don’t you go out to the cottage?” 
 
“The cottage.” Shane rubbed at his eyes until white spots burst behind his lids and the dull pain dragged him out of being so goddamn pathetically emotional. “That um– I don’t– It’s–” 
 
“It’s quieter than the city.” Hayden pointed out helpfully. “No stairs so long as you don’t go too far down by the water, you can get groceries delivered and your yoga stuff is all set up so you can get back into stretching once you’re not as banged up, right? Plus it’s your own space so you’d be more comfortable laying around all day trying to heal up…?” 
 
He let the sentence trail off waiting until the miserable Omega rubbed rubbed rubbed at his eyes but finally nodded, “Yeah. That– that could be nice.” 
 
“You’re not cleared to drive.” Yuna threw cold water on the idea a split second later. “But we could drive you out there and stay a few nights until you’re settled, then move over to our place so we’re only a couple minutes away at any given time.” 
 
“No no.” Hayden tried to cut in, but David was already nodding along, “That’s a good idea, hon. We need to do a few things around the cabin anyway since we won’t be there again until summer. Shane–” 
 
“You are leaving for Mexico Friday morning.” Shane tried to insist, but his mom clicked her tongue, “This really isn’t the time to be stubborn. You can call me overbearing and a helicopter parent all you want and complain about how you are full grown but you will not–!”
 
She sliced her hand through the air emphatically, “Drive yourself almost three hours to the cottage before you have been cleared by the doctor and then stay there for several days without us even in the country to call if anything happens. No.” 
 
“Mom–” 
 
“I realize you’re an adult, but I absolutely refuse to–” 
 
“I’ll drive him!” Hayden interrupted maybe a smidge too loudly, maybe a smidge too enthusiastically if the weird look Shane slanted his way was any indication. “I will drive him. Me. I’ll even stay out there. A long weekend by the lake kicking your ass at Playstation would be fun and then hey,” he spread his hands placatingly, “no one is worried about Shane being alone and more importantly, no one is worried about Shane jumping out a window because he really is way too old for you guys to be mothering him like this.” 
 
“Hayden. I particularly don’t like your tone.” Yuna’s voice was sharp, but after a moment her floral scent mellowed appreciative towards Hayden and the Alpha winked cos he knew he was her favorite, “Why don’t you go pack, Yuna? I’m going to start reading up on this super detailed packet of doctor recommended ways to help Shane feel better so I can give him exactly the level of high quality care that you yourself would–” 
 
“Oh, stop with that bullshit.” the Omega finally laughed, waving him off with a roll of her eyes. “And fine. So long as Hayden is there at the cottage, I suppose I’ll be able to relax for a few days on the beach without worrying myself gray over my reckless child who refuses my help. We can fly back home Tuesday afternoon, be at the cottage Tuesday night to check on you. How does that sound?” 
 
“I think we should get started on the vacation before we start thinking about what we’ll do after the vacation. Go pack your skimpiest bikini, my love.” David pushed his mate down the hall with a teasing tap on her behind, then pointed at his son and warned, “Don’t make that face, it could be worse. You could have parents who don’t love and adore each other.” 
 
“It definitely…could be worse.” Shane waited until the bedroom door closed with a quiet thunk, then sent his friend a small, painful smile, “So. Any chance we can leave for the cottage right the hell now? Because I can’t uh– I can’t– this is–” 
 
“Easy does it, kiddo.” Hayden dropped into the chair next to him, knocking their knees together lightly. “I know you’re a mess right now and I know it sucks, Jackie’s like this post partum you know? All that medication and physical trauma stuff it just puts her all outta wack–” 
 
“Please don’t compare my busted ribs and collarbone to your wife growing actual humans and having post partum… whatever.” Shane rubbed at his face tiredly. “Just cos I’m an Omega doesn’t mean its the same fucking thing as what women do." 
 
“Shaddup with that over compensating ‘just cos I’m an Omega’ shit.” Hayden huffed at him. “Newsflash asshole, I’m tryna be nice to you right now. My Omega mate is affected really bad by pain meds too. That’s all I’m saying. You don’t know if you’re gonna cry or scream or rip someone’s throat out at any given second, I get it. Seen it. Been scared for my life cos I breathed too loud one time while Jackie was going through it. Stop pretending like it’s some sort of personal vendetta against you that your Omega biology reacts like normal Omega biology to this sort of thing.” 
 
“Sorry.” Shane muttered, then sniffed, and the Alpha cursed, “Oh hell, did I make you cry? Shit, Shane I wasn’t trying to be mean, come here. Come on.” 
 
He set a careful arm over the Omega’s non hurt side and tugged him into a quick hug. “Listen. I’m gonna clear the weekend plan with Jackie but don’t worry, she’ll say yes. I’ll come pick you up tomorrow and we’ll disappear for a few days. No worrywart parents, no sleeping in the living room without any privacy, in fact we’ll get out there and I won’t even talk to you for four days if you don’t want.” 
 
“Kay. Fuck.” Shane sniffed again. “That sounds really good. I could use anything that isn’t these four walls and my parents watching my every move and doctors poking and prodding me and–” 
 
And my Alpha gone. My Alpha silent. My Alpha too far away to reassure me that everything’s okay. My Alpha leaving me messages in Russian because whatever he wanted to say was too difficult in English and it’s freaking me the fuck out. 
 
“And.” his throat moved when he swallowed, his medication muffled scent tinting dark with sadness. “Well. It’s um–”  
 
“Don’t worry about it.” Hayden hollered a good-bye down the hall to Shane’s parents, then patted the Omega one more time. “Pick you up tomorrow around lunch?” 
 
“Kay.” 
 
From Hayden: I just had a Nobel Peace Prize winning idea.
 
From Rozanov: What the fuck does that mean.
 
From Hayden: It means next time you see me, you're gonna pucker up and kiss my ass and be grateful for the privilege. 
 
From Hayden: What time does your flight land tomorrow morning? 
 
****
 
The Cottage
 
Thursday Afternoon
 
“So hey, man.” Hayden slowed down to pull off the paved road and onto the few miles of well maintained gravel that separated Shane’s custom built ‘cottage’ from the rest of the high end properties scattered around the lake. Towering trees shrouded them from the late afternoon sun, the brush was so thick that only the sparsest hint of blue could be glimpsed every once in a while through the branches, and after a couple hundred yards, the infrequent traffic noise from the main road was entirely muffled, another few hundred yards and the entire property was silent beyond the few birds flitting through the evergreen branches and the crunch of the car’s wheels rolling down the lane. 
 
“I did a thing.” Hayden gripped the steering wheel nervously and tried to figure out what to say.
 
“What did you do? You didn’t invite my parents over at the last minute, did you?” Shane hadn’t slept much the night before, too uncomfortable in the recliner at his parents house and too anxious for some peace and quiet at the cottage, too paranoid hoping praying his phone would ring and too sad listening to the voicemail his Alpha had left him again and again and again. 
 
Ilya had sounded like he was grieving, like he was saying good-bye, his deep voice had been hoarse and scratchy, he’d been sniffling and talking about Rose, talking about Svetlana, then he’d said a bunch of things in a rush and the voicemail had clicked off mid-sentence.
 
Shane had very little to go on in the realm of normal relationship behavior, but he didn’t think a middle of the night message talking about the women in their lives in a language he didn’t understand because his Alpha had been too worked up to speak English meant anything good. 
 
So he turned bleary, weary eyes to his best friend and asked quietly, miserably because he didn’t know if his fucked up hormones and emotions could handle another surprise, “What did you do, Hayden?” 
 
“Just hear me all the way out before you decide to get mad.” They turned the last corner on the gravel road and the cottage was suddenly there in a clearing, glass paneled and gorgeous with the trees framing it in private, the lake glistening blue around the back, a layer of snow on the stretch of well manicured lawn surrounding the wrap around deck… and a strange car parked in the driveway. 
 
“Um.” Shane frowned at the car, then frowned at the Alpha. “What is that? Who is that?” 
 
“I’ve been texting Rozanov updates ever since you got hurt.” Hayden put the car in park. “And I’m operating on the assumption that your parents definitely don’t know about him, so I was trying to be discreet and hey, I know this place is like your super secret sanctuary so please don’t be mad that I gave him the address and the code to the front door, but–” 
 
“Hayden.” Shane’s eyes went very wide, his muted scent frazzling in disbelief as the front door of the cottage opened and Ilya stepped out onto the deck. “What did you do?” 
 
“I saw him at the game when you went down, bud.” he set a warmly comforting hand at his friend’s knee. “He was a half fuckin’ second from losing his mind trying to follow you and the medics right outta the building. I don’t think anyone else picked up on it, but I was right up in his face so I got a front row seat to him freaking out over you. And whatever this is between you two– which hey, just to be really specifically clear?” 
 
He raised his eyebrows, “I don’t like it, don’t approve of it, and I sure as hell don’t understand it, but that doesn’t matter. What matters is that Ilya Rozanov acts about you the way the insta-mated, love dovey, hopelessly devoted Alphas act in those crappy Hallmark movies Jackie likes so much and that means something special. I know he’s Lily, I know you’ve been with him for years at this point and I figured if you felt even half as intense about him as he super obviously feels about you…?” 
 
The Alpha inclined his head towards the cottage. “I bet a weekend spent with him would do alot more for your recovery than a weekend spent with me.” 
 
“Holy shit.” Shane couldn’t move, couldn’t breathe, couldn’t look away from Ilya standing by the deck railing dressed all in black, his powerful arms folded over his chest and blue eyes piercing even from the distance, shoulders set and feet planted, the Alpha looked fierce and the Alpha looked stunning and Shane was too goddamn fragile to handle it. “S-sorry I lied to you for so long?”
 
“Oh no.” Hayden shook his head adamantly. “No, I don’t care about that. We don’t have to talk about that. Especially when you’re so emotional loopy right now you’ll probably start crying and Rozanov will kill me dead if you get out of my car crying, so let’s not do that. Sometime after everything’s better maybe you can tell me how you ended up in love with like– like a KGB sleeper cell agent, but until then.” 
 
He unlocked the doors with a cha-chunk. “Go on. I’ll get your bag.” 
 
“Okay. Okay.” Shane adjusted the sling around his neck and took a deep breath, bracing himself to come face to face with his Alpha after a week of silence and uncertainty. “Just um. By the way? Everyone knows the box set collection of Love At First Scent is yours. Not Jackie’s. Everyone knows you like those movies.” 
 
“Goddamn it, just get out of my car.” 
 
Shane got out of the car. Hayden got the bags then climbed back inside the car and left and Alpha and Omega stared at each other from opposite ends of the deck stairs with the full weight of a week’s worth of silence and uncertainty and emotional, mental, physical hurt lodged in the space between them. 
 
And. 
 
Hey.” Shane said softly, tiredly. He was exhausted and the surprise of his Alpha at the cottage was almost too much, it was almost tipping point, breaking point too much, and he barely got the words out. “Ilya. H-Hey.”  
 
Ilya, the Omega called him, and Ilya froze, his heart pounding and throat closing up as all the doubts and fears he’d choked on in Russia came flooding back to the forefront, his ears ringing with the reminder of impossible, of too good to be true.
 
It had taken every bit of his courage to take Hayden up on the insane idea to fly into Ottawa and rent a car to arrive unexpected at the mansion his Omega called a cottage, but now Shane was standing there calling him Ilya, not Alpha, Ilya, not Alpha and oh he was going to be sick. 
 
“Sh-Shane.” he managed, nearly inaudible. “Omega. I– I’m–” 
 
“Fuck.” Shane ran his hand through his hair, then down over his face and told himself to breathe. 
 
Post-Traumatic Emotional Dysregulation was what the doctor called it. Post-Traumatic Emotional Dysregulation which meant after the physical shock of his injuries, the influx of heavy duty suppressants and pain medication had fucked with the Omega’s hormones and bodily functions and biology to the point where Shane felt everything at a thousand percent and reacted to everything at a thousand percent and every single one of his usual coping skills, all the tips and tricks and management he’d taught himself over the years to ensure he didn’t get swept away in his anxiety were lost behind a thousand percent of medication induced hormonal bullshit. 
 
Post-Traumatic Emotional Dysregulation was too tidy a phrase to explain just how far Shane had to dig into his severely taxed self control so he wouldn’t shatter to pieces when Ilya’s voice went rough and deep and adoring to call him Omega. 
 
“Fuck.” he whispered as the claim Omega registered like relief way down into his bones. 
 
And, “Ohhhh fuck.” Shane closed his eyes and shook his head, gave up trying to hang onto the tenuous scraps of his composure and pressed at his heart, at his neck, at his bonding spot and let his voice crack whining, “Alpha?” 
 
“Shane.” the Omega whined high pitched and needy and the noise sank like barbs into Ilya’s chest, yanked him like a tether right off the deck and down the stairs running to get to his Omega, to his mate. 
 
“Shane.” Careful, Ilya was careful pulling Shane into his arms, his hands at the Omega’s waist so he didn’t squeeze too hard at the busted ribs, or grab too fast and jostle the fractured collar bone. “Omega. Fuck. Here, come here.” 
 
Shane swayed forward into the Alpha’s chest and Ilya left a flurry of kisses in Shane’s hair and at his temple, at his forehead and across his cheek. He nudged Shane’s chin up with a single finger and kissed him square on the lips then angled in to get his nose and mouth at the bare skin on his Omega’s throat and breathe in the sugar sweet scent…
 
“...I can’t scent you?” Ilya put his nose to Shane’s scent glands, tugged the jacket collar away and set his lips to the bump of the Omega’s bonding spot but there was nothing there, no perfumed twist of orange or flush of floral. The Omega was blank, but not blank like when he wore a blocker patch and his every day suppressants, blank like his scent had been erased and Ilya pulled away to check in, his blue eyes flickering red in concern. “Why can’t I scent you?” 
 
“It’s um. The medication.” Shane was so tired of explaining it, of thinking about it, of stressing about it. “The sedation and the heavy duty suppressants and the blockers they had me on in the hospital. Until it’s all out of my system, my scent is gone and– it’s um– everything else is–” 
 
He scrubbed at his mouth and muttered a frustrated curse when his eyes welled up wet. Tears were only a half a breath away at any given second lately and lack of control over his own goddamn reactions was humiliating. 
 
“Everything else– shit– it’s–” 
 
“Whoa whoa whoa, hey.” the Alpha framed Shane’s face between his palms, sweeping his thumb under his eye to catch a stray tear as it fell. “What is wrong? Tell me.” 
 
“I’m glad you’re here.” Shane ducked his head, but Ilya didn’t let him go far. The Alpha stepped closer to push their foreheads together and Shane screwed his eyes shut overwhelmed even by that simple gesture. “Fuck, I’m really glad to see you. But I wish it was better? I’m a mess and– and we can’t do anything cos I’m hurt, and it’s– all we’ll be able to do is sit around.” 
 
“Shane.” Ilya bumped their noses together. “There are worse things than spending four days sitting with a beautiful Omega?” 
 
“Jesus Christ.” Shane swayed forward into the Alpha again and this time he nearly fell. Ilya caught him up against his body with an arm wrapped steadying at his waist, his deep voice worried when he asked, “Hey, what is going on, is something else wrong? You are not okay, tell me what happened."
 
“Please just– could you just–” 
 
The words didn’t work. Every fucking syllable failed. Shane felt like he’d been stripped raw and run ragged, even breathing felt like it took too much effort and concentration, his clothes fit weird because of the sling around his arm and neck, it was cold outside in March and Ilya was warm but not standing close enough to be warm enough and the Alpha was wearing his blocker patch and Shane so desperately wanted to ask him to take it off, but maybe it wasn’t fair to ask demand beg his Alpha to share his scent when Shane’s own scent was muted down to basically nothing… 
 
“Here, Omega. Here. Look at me.” Ilya tried to cup his chin again, angling his head and trying to tilt Shane’s head up so he could see his Omega. “Bozye moy, you are…” his gaze darted all over Shane’s face, taking in the exhaustion and strain set into the Omega’s mouth, the stress and tears still threatening in the Omega’s dark eyes. 
 
“I think,” Ilya set his thumb at the corner of Shane’s mouth, and when he turned into it with a plaintive little whimper, Ilya took a chance, took a risk, trusted his instincts and ignored the whisper of uncertainty after a week apart and decided, “I think maybe you need to be quiet for a little while, yes?” 
 
Shane opened his mouth to argue that he couldn’t be quiet if the Alpha couldn’t scent him. That was the thing, that was the whole fucking problem, he couldn’t be quiet if the Alpha couldn’t scent him because how would Ilya know—
 
“Right here with me.” Ilya took a chance, took a risk, leaned into a bolster of confidence that reminded him yes he knew how to take care of his Omega even if he’d never had to do it exactly like this before, and tightened his grip hard at Shane’s jaw, digging his fingers in and holding the Omega facing him until Shane’s murky eyes cleared sharply coherent as he focused on the pressure and weight and grip. 
 
“Good job.” Ilya ran his tongue over his fangs, then bent down to set the sharp points of his teeth right over the Omega’s bonding spot, digging in and in and in until the Omega gasped, then letting his voice bottom out into a commanding growl, “Now settle.” 
 
Settle. It was an order from the Alpha, but it was also permission for Shane to stop worrying, stop stressing, stop overthinking. It was a direct command, but also empathy because the last week had left the Alpha shaken up too and they both needed to settle, needed to rest, needed to breathe. It was acceptance of Shane’s emotional state, of the limitations of their weekend and whatever work Ilya was willing to do to take care of his Omega and it was understanding, because the Alpha knew Shane very well and he knew how unsettling it was for his Omega to feel so off balance, off kilter, off center. 
 
The order to settle was instructions but it was also mercy for the Omega’s bruised heart and overloaded psyche, and the Alpha curved his broad shoulders in around Shane and rumbled, “Settle. We are fine.” 
 
And then, offering everything of himself to his Omega for warmth and comfort and stability and strength, “I am your Alpha, sweetheart. You can be quiet now.” 
 
Shane looped the Alpha’s necklace through his fingers and nodded, so Ilya kissed him again, solid and firm and lingering over the shape of his Omega’s lips for a long moment before setting his nose back at his Omega’s throat, nipping and licking kisses over Shane’s scent glands and the bump of his bonding spot until Shane made a thready, coaxing little noise and submitted.
 
The Omega submitted, shoulders dropped and head turned with fingers in his Alpha’s necklace and went obediently, gratefully, quiet. 
 
“Okay.” Ilya didn’t pull away until he finally found the faintest hint of citrus at his Omega’s throat, didn’t stop mouthing over the delicate, flawless skin until Shane calmed enough for the barest twist of lavender to reach his nose, “We are good here. You and me. Okay?” 
 
“Ilya—” Shane started to say thank you for the reprieve, the relief, the rescue. 
 
“I am your Alpha.” Ilya corrected, and it was permission and understanding and empathy and acceptance. 
 
Shane didn’t have to say thank you. His Alpha already knew.
 
“Be quiet now.” Ilya spread his hand wide cradling the back of Shane’s head, scratching through the dark hair until his Omega went limp in his arms. “I will take care of the rest.” 
 
Shane nodded wordlessly and the Alpha crooned, “Good job Omega, that’s very good.” then hefted Shane’s bag up over his shoulder and took Shane’s hand to lead him up the stairs. “Come on. Inside.” 
 
Too busy moving slowly up the stairs and wholly occupied by pressing at one another’s fingers and staying close enough to trade short kisses as they made it to the door, neither Alpha nor Omega noticed a car stopped at the last turn of the driveway, the occupants inside staring open mouthed and wide eyed at the cottage and the couple disappearing inside. 
 
“Is that… Hayden?” David and Yuna had argued for half an hour over whether or not to drive out to their lake cottage Thursday morning and turn everything off, button everything up for the next few months before they were due to visit in the summer. They’d argued for another half an hour about whether or not to scoot by Shane’s place to see if he and Hayden had arrived yet, and if not, maybe they could just turn on the lights and the heater so it was warm when Shane got there, maybe they could just pull some meat from the deep freeze so there was something thawed for dinner…? 
 
Yuna had won both arguments, though after thirty years of marriage, David knew better than to try and dissuade his Omega from what were usually both practical and easily attainable plans, so he’d dutifully gone along to the lake house and dutifully buttoned up anything that had been left out after the holidays, then dutifully drove the few miles to Shane’s cottage to check on that property as well. 
 
And, “Surely that’s not Hayden.” 
 
“Nnnno.” David decided slowly, then more emphatically, “No. Because Hayden is happily mated and married and our son is Shane, so no. That is not Hayden with his arm sitting that low on our son’s waist.”
 
“Okay well.” Yuna kept staring. “Who the hell is it then?”
 
“Maybe it’s Lily.” David hedged, and when his Omega whipped around to gape at him, he tried to explain, “Shane got a text from someone named Lily while he was in the hospital, and Hayden didn’t know who she was. So do we think that person there is maybe Lily?” 
 
For all her old school, helicopter-y, mother henning protectiveness, Yuna considered herself to be very forward thinking. She’d raised Shane to not let genders and stereotypes and first impressions define him or anyone else, so she certainly wasn’t about to gasp about how the broad shouldered blond currently bending down to kiss her son didn’t exactly look like a Lily, but…
 
Abruptly, the Omega decided, “You know what? This is the sort of thing I refuse to stress over until after I am on the beach with something fruity and alcoholic in my hand.”
 
“I agree.” Her Alpha stated mildly and Yuna rapped her knuckles at the dashboard, “Back it up, dear.”
 
“Backing it up, dear.”
 
David slowly but expertly backed his way down the drive heading away from the cottage and towards the main road, and as he found the right spot to turn the car around facing the right direction, Yuna reached to grab his hand, “Shane will tell us when he’s ready, right?”
 
“He’ll tell us when he’s ready.” David nodded firmly. “We’ll just have to be willing to listen.”
 
*****
 
Once up the steps and onto the deck and into the cottage, Shane stayed quiet.
 
His Alpha took care of everything else. 
 
“Shower first, Omega.” Ilya led Shane to the master bedroom and set his bag down on a nearby chair, not the bed because all the times they’d met in hotel rooms he’d never once seen Shane put a suitcase or bag on the bed, and he didn’t want to disrupt the quiet tentative moment where Shane was non verbal trusting and submissive by messing up one of his Omega’s unspoken but sort of glaringly obvious preferences. 
 
“Here, I will do it.” Ilya unzipped his jacket and tugged his long sleeve over his head, then set Shane’s hand onto his bare chest so Shane had something to ground him as Ilya checked in, “Need to take this off?” and unclipped the sling from Shane’s neck, pulling it carefully down his arm. Next was Shane’s t-shirt, stretched probably further than it should so the Alpha could maneuver around the hurt of broken ribs and the fractured collarbone, then Ilya kicked out of his shoes and crouched to brace his hand at Shane’s knee so the Omega wouldn’t wobble as he stepped out of his shoes too. 
 
“Don’t worry, I won’t peek.” Ilya winked at the quiet Omega as he pulled Shane’s sweats down and away, then stood back up and assured him, “You can peek at my dick though, it is not shy.” when he pushed his pants off his hips too. 
 
“Take it off.” Ilya tapped at the blocker patch over his scent glands, then turned his head and offered it to Shane, “My scent is yours, Omega. Take it off.”
 
The rasp of fingernails at his neck made the Alpha shiver, but Ilya held himself still and waited for Shane to peel the blocker patch away. The adhesive clung and the plastic crinkled and Ilya rubbed over his bonding spot to erase the topical suppressants on his skin before flattening his hand to the small of the Omega’s back and slowly, firmly bringing him into his body, pulling the Omega right up against his chest so their feet tangled and knees knocked and Shane could notch his nose right into his throat.
 
“Th-there you are.” Ilya had to grit his fangs and smother a groan when his Omega’s body slotted in fitting perfect along his own, had to close his eyes and shake through a muffled growl when Shane tangled his fingers into Ilya’s curls to hold him tight then lapped his tongue wet and slow over his throat. “Fuck. Okay. Ohhhkay.” 
 
Teeth then, digging into the bump of the Alpha’s bonding spot. Heat at his stomach when Shane plastered closer and the half hard jut of his cock pushed into his abdomen. A pulling, sucking kiss over his scent glands as the last of the suppressants bled out and the Omega could inhale the protective possessive need shimmering in his Alpha’s scent.  
 
“There you are.” Ilya kneaded into the shift of muscle at his Omega’s back, his fingers sweeping just barely at the top curve of Shane’s ass. A little more tension eased from Shane’s body with every slow breath, every lick and tiny bite and nuzzle into the Alpha’s neck so Ilya held him close and Shane stayed quiet until he was resting limp with his whole weight supported in the Alpha’s arms, his mind quiet and body settled, and that needy itchy clawing thing in his heart and soul soothed by the warmth and presence of the one he was imprinted matched with. 
 
Something something whatever about how it was only meant to be a one time thing and how wild it was that now they were this insane unexpected thing. Shane knotted his fingers into Ilya’s curls and felt his Alpha quake when he bit into his throat and thought–
 
–he thought–
 
Actually, Shane didn’t care. Ilya kept kneading at his back and rumbling, “There you are, is okay Omega, pretty Omega, be quiet, be quiet now, is okay.” and Shane didn’t care about anything after that. The cottage, the room, the noise in the Omega’s head all dialed in, zeroed in, focused in to the press of his Alpha’s hand and the sound of his Alpha’s voice and the mellowed amber scent blended into the grounding scent of pine and the heat of his Alpha’s body against his own as Ilya picked him right up and carried him into the bathroom, into the oversized shower. 
 
No pain, nothing jostled, Ilya was gentle and careful and Shane was a big Omega, a heavy Omega but the Alpha didn’t falter or stutter or hesitate and fuck it was such a relief to not be a burden, to not be in the way, to not be—
 
–to not be–
 
Oh, Shane didn’t care. He stayed quiet and his Alpha took care of the rest. Water, warm. Soap, fragrant. Ilya stood behind him with an arm wrapped protectively over Shane’s midsection covering everything that was broken and fractured and bruised. Steam, billowing. Voices, echoing. The Alpha never stopped talking and Shane didn’t understand a single word. The bass pitch of the Alpha’s voice was background noise along with the hush of water and pitter patter of droplets, a constant croon of adoration in his ear that matched the tender sweep of the Alpha’s fingers at his banged up ribs, the scrape of fangs at his throat and the cloudy, cottony insulation of the Alpha’s scent in his nose and throat and lungs. 
 
Shane didn’t mean to cry, didn’t know he was crying, didn’t particularly care that he was crying until Ilya turned him around carefully and clicked his tongue, “Sweetheart, is okay.” then spanned his hand at the back of Shane’s head and guided him in to rest at his shoulder, holding him tight so Shane could give up and let go and sob. 
 
And there in the echoing, steamy, sanctuary of the cottage shower, Ilya buried his nose in the Omega’s hair and let a few tears of his own fall. 
 
“Is okay.” he told his Omega, told himself, told the universe after the last week had shredded both he and Shane right down to their bones. 
 
“We are good here.” he told his Omega, told himself, told the entire fucking world because a week ago, a month ago, every year and every day since the the year and the day he’d been too late to help when he found his Mama gone, Ilya had worried he’d never had the chance and ability and strength to protect anyone else he loved. 
 
But Shane was quiet and trusting and holding onto him, so Ilya told his Omega and himself and every doubt and insecurity and uncertainty he’d ever had, “I will take care of everything.” 
 
And Shane nodded into his Alpha’s shoulder, held on just a little tighter and whispered inaudible beneath the sound of the shower and his Alpha rumbling into his ear, “I know.” 
 
*****
 
Shane stayed quiet after the shower. 
 
Ilya took care of unpacking. 
 
Shane sat on the bed and plucked absentmindedly at the quilts watching the Alpha his Alpha unzip the suitcases and put Shane’s clothing and then his own clothing away in the appropriate place. 
 
Ilya smirked when he saw Shane’s socks folded, but attempted to fold his socks in the same style before cramming them in the drawer, he clicked his tongue dismayed upon finding underwear also folded in the drawer above the socks, but resolutely folded his into a quick square and stacked them inside as well. Pants went into the bigger drawers in the dresser, hoodies and shirts were hung in the closet, Ilya pursed his lips thinking at the suitcase then picked the luggage up and went to deposit them in the front hall closet and Shane staying sitting on the bed just watching as the Alpha his Alpha made every attempt to fit into his space and follow his rules and meet his expectations in a dozen little ways, right down to folding his fucking underwear because that’s how Shane did it. 
 
Everything about the last week had been invasive, intrusive, overwhelming and overstimulating, the nurses and doctors and his parents and even Hayden poking and prodding and pushing at Shane’s boundaries and comfort level and privacy. The Omega was only a blink away from a mental, emotional, nervous breakdown at any given second and the shock and whiplash of seeing Ilya at the door of the cottage had almost been enough to push him right over the edge. 
 
But then the Alpha had told him to be quiet, had carried him to the shower like he wasn't a burder at all, had proceeded to fold his underwear to match how Shane folded his and the acknowledgment without judgement of one of Shane’s stupid little self imposed rules was so immediately comforting the Omega finally managed to take a breath, take a breath, take a breath, breathe. 
 
“Doctors orders?” Ilya pulled a rolled blanket and another hoodie from his backpack and set them on the bed, then picked up the folded papers that had fallen from Shane’s jacket when they undressed. “Ooh rules. Your favorite thing.”
 
The Alpha propped up against the closest dresser to read through the paperwork, lips moving as he sounded out the more complicated words, “Limited TV, limited phone calls, limited walking. Medication. Okay. And hydrate, yes. You can sleep lots so long as no symptoms from concussion, and sling stays on to stabilize collarbone.” the Alpha tsked sympathetically, “Two broken ribs, Omega. Ouch.” 
 
““This word.” Ilya tapped the page. “Post-Traumatic Dys—Dysregulation? That is what, is mood swings? Oh shit, bad mood swings. Okay. No bullying the Omega. Noted.”
 
Shane smiled the tiniest bit and Ilya’s scent bumped relieved over it. A smile was good, a smile was great, there’d been a really terrible moment on the ice where Ilya had worried he’d never see his Omega smile again so yes, he’d take a teeny tiny barely there hint of a smile so long as it meant his Omega really there with him.
 
“You have to eat with medication.” The Alpha double checked the dosages and blinked a few times, trying not to frown at the amounts. Shane wasn’t his Mama and carefully, specifically, short term prescribed pain pills weren’t the same thing the doctors had so carelessly over prescribed Irina Rozanov but it still made him uncomfortable. Still made the Alpha blink blink blink away a wiggle of panic and worry and a snapshot of bad memories before he could keep reading through the pages.
 
“Okay. I can do all this. No big deal. Food first, come on.” Ilya held out his hand and Shane took it without a word, linking their fingers together with a small nod. 
 
And, “Omega.” Ilya had every intention of making something Shane-diet-friendly from the few bags of groceries he’d picked up on the way to the cottage, but first he lifted his Omegas hand and lay a kiss on his knuckles, turned his Omega’s hand over and lay a kiss on his palm, then coaxed his Omega forward and lay a soft, soft kiss at the corner of his gorgeous mouth. 
 
“You can stay quiet.” He promised hoarsely. “Trust me?” 
 
Shane nodded again, wordless and pliant but his dark eyes glimmered with a few spots of gold at the Alpha’s question and Ilya lay another soft, soft, achingly tenderly soft kiss at the corner of Omega’s mouth. 
 
“Thank you. Come on.” 
 
Every bit of immeasurable relief the Omega felt at finally being able to be let go and be still and be quiet was met and matched and maybe exceeded by the relief the Alpha felt at being needed, and not just needed, but trusted. 
 
He told the Omega to stay quiet and Shane obeyed all the way through Ilya making a sandwich and heating up some soup. Ilya portioned out the required mediation and no, he didn’t outwardly breathe a sigh of relief when Shane only took half the dose of pain pills and pushed the other ones back toward the container but yes, he nodded and murmured, “Okay, is okay if that’s all you want. Okay.” so the Omega knew Ilya wasn’t going to insist or over step or fight him on that front.
 
Ilya made a rough nest on the bed and Shane smiled a little watching, smiled a little when Ilya dug through the drawers to find sleep shorts, smiled a little when the Alpha propped up the pillows so he could sleep without putting any pressure on his ribs, smiled a little more when Ilya lay down on the left side so Shane could sleep on the right side, the correct side. 
 
And when Ilya woke in the middle of the night to the sound of rustling in the bed and found his Omega kicking and pushing at the makeshift nest to rumple up the walls a little more, the Alpha waited until Shane lay back down then whispered heartfelt and wholly honest right from the bottom of his soul, “Is a nice nest, Omega. Good job. And— and thank you.” 
 
The moonlight through the window reflected the barest sheen of gold on Shane’s eyes and oh that was all Ilya had wanted since Russia, since the All Star Game, since Sochi— to wake up in a shared nest and have his Omega blinking gold at him. 
 
“Thank you.” He said again with his hand over Shane’s heart and his face tucked to Shane’s throat, gentle and careful not to lay too hard at him as he nuzzled over into the still muted scent glands. “Is a nice nest for us.” 
 
“I missed you.” Shane spoke for the first time in hours, turning his head so he could inhale the Alpha’s sleepy soft amber scent. “I’m glad you’re here.”
 
“My Omega.” Ilya propped up on his elbow so he could kiss his Omega lightly on the lips. “I missed you too.” 
 
*****
 
Friday
 
When the morning sun found them, Shane woke up stiff and sore and with his brows pinched together with a persistent migraine, but he stayed quiet so Ilya just… took care of it.
 
He’d been too late to help his Mama, too late, too young, too helpless, and he’d been too late to help his Papa, too late, too far away, too absent. All Ilya had been good for at both the funerals had been picking out the clothes his parents were laid to rest in but that nagging insecurity, the looming crippling hang of failure at his shoulders got a little bit lighter every time Shane pressed at his fingers or chirped appreciative over Ilya’s efforts and smiled at him with that flicker of gold deep in his eyes. 
 
From Lily: Egg whites?
 
From Jane: Y
 
The texting was easy. The texting was perfect. Yes or no questions and all the Omega had to do was type Y or N while Ilya mentally catalogued all the answers he hadn’t already known about his mate. 
 
Yes egg whites and yes Ilya already knew Shane liked salsa not hot sauce, smooth not chunky, medium not mild but he hadn’t been sure what sort of juice to purchase from the small store on the way to the cottage, and it was no, not orange but yes, apple was fine. 
 
No, Shane didn’t want or need the Alpha to lay out his clothes but yes, a history documentary turned down low on the TV and Ilya didn’t have to ask about which blanket his Omega wanted on the couch, it was the brown one that was only a few inches longer than Shane’s frame and not too terribly wide so he didn’t feel bogged down trapped in folds of blanket but the thick knit was still heavy enough to be settling.
 
Shane slept on the right side of the bed but when they cuddled on the couch, Ilya stayed on the Omega’s left, ignoring the instinctive need to protect his mate’s hurt side in favor of providing a strong shoulder for Shane to lean against and close contact for the Omega to easily scent him. 
 
Shane was self conscious about eating in front of people, about eating in front of him, and that particular realization made Ilya stop and think about how often he’d seen Shane eat…ever. 
 
He knew the Omega’s diet was sort of compulsively weird in that over the top, maximum benefit from the least amount of food way that some of the other players swore by, but first Ilya caught the crease of discomfort in Shane’s brow over being the only one eating, and then he noticed Shane avoiding more than a few bites of certain foods and never once cleaning his entire plate. 
 
By lunchtime on Friday, Ilya figured out Shane was uncomfortable having so much attention paid to his eating habits so Ilya made himself a plate of all the same food and all the same portions to ensure his Omega didn’t feel self conscious, and later the Alpha wondered if Shane’s need to control so much of his food was same sort of picky particular quirk that made Shane need to fold all his clothes before sex… or if it was maybe something else. 
 
Huh.
 
From Lily: full dose of medication?
 
From Jane: N
 
No, not the full dosage of pain pills and no, not the recommended but voluntary dose of accompanying suppressants. The Omega had had enough of the emotionally dysregulating pills and the scent blanking, exhaustion inducing side effects so no. Shane caught the lift in Ilya’s scent like the Alpha was relieved he wasn’t taking so much and he wondered if it was because Ilya was hoping his scent came back or if it was something else. 
 
Eight almost nine years and admittedly they were bad at it, bad at being in a relationship, bad at  talking about feelings and bad about being honest and Jesus Christ, they really were almost hilariously bad at being open with one another, but by mutual, unspoken agreement, both Alpha and Omega decided the conversations about Shane’s food issues and Ilya’s tension about pain pills and dosages were the sort of conversations to be open and honest about later. 
 
They were all done being stupid about each other, so there would be time for those sort of conversations later. 
 
For now, Shane wanted to be mostly quiet and Ilya  wanted to be there and present and helping and that was enough. 
 
From Lily: Nap? 
 
From Jane: Y
 
Yes, sleeping next to one another, and no, Shane didn’t want to be smothered while watching TV but oh he loved how the Alpha always sat on his left side so he could lean over and close his eyes and doze off with the warmth of his Alpha against his cheek and the woodsy scent settled on his nose.
 
Yes the shared shower the first night had been nice, but really Shane wanted the privacy and space to shower alone without worrying that he might slip or fall or strain anything. Ilya frowned down at the succinct N answer to his offer of a shower on Friday afternoon, but then the Alpha just shrugged and went to rearrange the shower so the soaps and shampoos were within easy reaching distance for Shane’s limited mobility, even went so far as to open lids and unscrew caps so the Omega wouldn’t have to strain anything in the slightest. 
 
Shane trilled his tongue appreciative at the thoughtful gesture and when Ilya’s scent burst bright with happiness over his efforts being seen, Shane thought huh. 
 
The Omega thought huh about how Ilya had always taken care of him during sex and wondered if the Alpha had ever felt rejected by Shane’s general refusal to be taken care of outside of sex. He thought about the day with the tuna melt, how there’d been food already waiting for him and ginger ale in the fridge and clean clothes for him to wear and extra pillows on the bed so he could nest. 
 
Before that, how Ilya had never hesitated to let the Omega into his space even though Shane had been anxious and nervous and scared to let Ilya any closer than a rental property for far too long. Before that, how Ilya called him boring with his blue eyes turned red staring as if Shane were the most beautiful creature he’d ever seen. 
 
Before that, how Ilya kept a towel on the bed after one time Shane pointed out the mess, how Ilya was the one to get out of bed and clean up, bring a drink, to keep an eye on the time so they didn’t have to worry about sneaking out, how Ilya had told him to say no to sharing a heat, no no no because he knew they weren’t ready and he was strong when the Omega was heat drunk and vulnerable and unsteady. 
 
Before that, how Ilya would set his hand steady and warm over Shane’s heart while the Omega fell to pieces so the Omega never actually had to worry about falling to pieces. 
 
Before before before all of that, when Ilya had watched that one interview of Shane snapping and snarling at the rude reporter and decided he needed to see and meet and know him immediately. 
 
“What is it?” Ilya looked up from his phone when he felt Shane staring at him, and the Alpha’s amber scent zipped anxious when he saw the sheen of tears in Shane’s eyes. “Shane?”
 
From Lily: Okay Omega?
 
From Jane: Y
 
Shane scooted across the couch cushions until he was tucked into the Alpha’s side and could rub his nose at Ilya’s shoulder.
 
“Okay?” Ilya shifted on the couch so he was reclined enough to help Shane lay down in a way that didn’t put any pressure on his collarbone, then kissed the top his head, “My Omega, ostavaysya zdes’, stay here.” and went back to scrolling through his phone. 
 
Shane snuggled in closer and for the first time in a week didn’t fight the threat of tears or the sudden wash of overwhelming emotion that squeezed his heart as he reveled in the realization of just how long his Alpha had loved him. 
 
*****
 
Saturday 
 
March weather in Ottawa wasn’t necessarily terrible, but Shane couldn’t go for his daily runs while recovering and didn’t want to risk slipping on the incline down to the lake to get close to the frigid water, while Ilya was decidedly against both running along the icy gravelly road and leaving his Omega alone for more than a few minutes, so the weekend was spent inside. 
 
Shane was tired always, but the relief of being quiet meant he could admit to himself that he was really just unbearably exhausted, and he went to bed early each night, slept late every morning and napped multiple times during the day until the ache of fatigue in his bones finally started to ease. 
 
Ilya went to bed with him every time, tucking his Omega in and scrolling on his phone until he fell asleep too, reading through the books on Shane’s bookshelf as he waited for the Omega to wake up in the morning, setting up the couch to be comfortable for both of them when Shane dozed off and Ilya was so content with his mate snuggled into his arms, he would have gladly lay there for hours. 
 
Sleeping safe and held and with the reassurance that all he had to do was answer a few questions with a single letter text because his Alpha took care of everything else was a very specific sort of healing, a whole body restful sort of recovery.  Almost forty-eight hours and the Omega hadn’t had to say more than a few words, hadn’t had to think about anything beyond what clothes he wanted to put on. 
 
The lack of necessary decisions had eased the rush and roil of his unbalanced emotions, the return to a mostly standardized routine in his favorite place had lessened the prickly, itchy anxiety buzzing at the edge of his consciousness and most importantly, his Alpha tucked at his side and his Alpha’s scent in his nose meant he was settled enough to breathe, and once he could breathe, the Omega finally felt ready to talk.  
 
And. 
 
“Moscow… sucked? 
 
Ilya was in the shower. Shane was on the chair the Alpha had brought into the huge bathroom and padded with a towel so Shane could sit comfortably if he hadn’t wanted to wait in the bedroom or living room alone. He could just barely make out the Alpha’s form through the fogged over glass doors, the bathroom was steamy and smelled like overpriced shampoo as Ilya washed his hair, Shane was slumped into the chair relaxed and rested and a little bit spacey and it was nice. 
 
So, “Moscow.” he cleared his throat and spoke up a little louder so his Alpha could hear him over the noise of water. “It sucked?” 
 
Ilya poked his head out of the shower clearly surprised by the question from the mostly quiet Omega. “Uh yes. Moscow sucked.” 
 
“Was Svetlana there with you?” 
 
“Are you going to burn cottage down if I say yes?” 
 
“No. Fuck.” Shane huffed at him. “She’s your best friend. I hope she was there so you weren’t alone with your shitty brother and extended family.” 
 
“Ah.” Ilya lathered the shampoo between his palms before scrubbing it into his hair. “Yes. She was there. She asked about you.” 
 
“About me?” Hesitation. “Does she know I’m Jane?” 
 
“Probably definitely yes.” the Alpha knew Svetlana probably definitely yes knew exactly who Jane was. “She is safe, though. Do not worry.” 
 
“Okay.” 
 
Ilya waited a beat, head tilted towards the shower door and the Omega sitting beyond it, “You are not upset I was with her?” 
 
“No, no way.” Shane tip tapped his bare toes on the tile. “I’m glad she was there for you. Same way you’re glad Hayden was around for me.” 
 
“No, is wrong.” The quick denial garbled under the water as Ilya rinsed the bubbles from his hair. “I am never glad for Hayden.” 
 
“You’re gonna have to get along with him now that he knows about us.” Shane pointed out. “Plus, he’s like the nicest person in the world.” 
 
“I thought Rose Landry was the nicest person in the world.” he retorted peevishly and the Omega snorted, “I thought you weren’t jealous.” 
 
“I’m not.” Ilya’s scent soured green and Shane chuckled softly, “You are a terrible liar. Did you and Svetlana–” 
 
“Are you fucking kidding me?” the Alpha stuck his head out of the shower again, his eyes faded red with irritation… and maybe a little bit of hurt that his Omega was even asking that particular question. “No, Omega. No. Only one night after dinner she stayed in my apartment so I was not alone, but no. I told you, is only you for me for a long time now, only you for me since after–” 
 
“Ilya.” Shane cut in with a quick shake of his head. “I was going to ask if you and her made plans to see each other once you were back in the States. To hang out and decompress after the funeral.” 
 
“No.” Ilya’s eyes lightened slowly blue again, and he grabbed for the body wash and loofah so he had a minute to process while the Omega’s freely given trust eased something insecure way down deep in his heart.  “My only plan was coming home to you.” 
 
“Okay.” the Omega smiled when he caught the ripple of relief in Ilya’s amber scent. Of course he trusted his Alpha, but it was still sorta kinda amazing to know how his Alpha was very serious about making sure Shane knew he could trust him. “That’s nice.” 
 
Ilya wasn’t shy in the slightest, so when he got out of the shower, he toweled off in front of his Omega and made his way naked to the bedroom to get dressed. Shane wasn’t shy about just how much he liked his Alpha’s body, so he followed Ilya into the bedroom and sat on the bed to watch unabashed and appreciative as his Alpha got dressed…and to try and be honest about something that maybe maybe had been bothering him a little bit. 
 
“I know you didn’t sleep with Svetlana. I never even thought that.” he picked up the blanket Ilya had provided for the bed and set it in his lap, picking at a loose thread apprehensively. “But. It sort of makes me sad that she knows you better than I do.” 
 
“No.” Ilya skipped underwear and stepped right into his joggers, tying them baggy so they hung low at his hips. “Is not true.” 
 
“I’m not like–” he shook his head. “Whatever. It’s just. She’s been your friend for a really long time, she’s been there for all the big moments of your life, it's not even about you guys sleeping together years and years ago,” the Omega couldn’t help the smallest of winces there, not because he didn’t trust his Alpha or believe when Ilya promised it was only him and them for years now, but because, “She will always know you better than me and I dunno. It sort of– that’s a crazy sort of… intimacy? I don’t have that with anyone except you, but you have it with her, so–” 
 
“No.” Ilya didn’t bother with a shirt either, only swiped on some deodorant and ran a comb through his tangled curls, meeting his Omega’s eyes through the vanity mirror and insisting, “She does not know me better than you.” 
 
“I shouldn’t have said anything.” Shane clicked his tongue. “It doesn’t even matter, you and me are– we’re imprinted, so it doesn’t–” 
 
“Omega.” The Alpha interrupted impatiently. “No. You know me the most. You are my Omega. I am your Alpha. You know my scent and I know your scent. You know me the most. Only you. End of story.”
 
He held out his hand, certain the conversation was over and the issue fully resolved with the simple, emphatic explanation. “Now come on. Time to eat, time for medicine. Come on.” 
 
Shane didn’t take his hand. Ilya curled his fingers waiting but the Omega only swallowed and looked down at the blanket in his lap, picking distractingly and anxiously at the loose threads until Ilya ran his tongue over his fangs and asked, “Omega?” 
 
“I thought um,” Shane closed his eyes and tried to keep his voice steady so he could confess, “I thought maybe you’d go to Russia and change your mind about me.” 
 
“What?” Ilya blinked at him. “You thought what?” 
 
“Your voicemail.” Shane fidgeted with the strap around his neck, the material of the sling, the hem of the blanket. “I didn’t understand what you were saying, but you said Rose’s name at one point and– and Svetlana’s and I feel like there’s only one reason you’d call me and talk about ex girlfriends. And you couldn’t say it in English, so I thought maybe you got back home and changed your mind cos of the stress and how I couldn’t be there for you. I couldn’t call or text and you know, we say that’s normal, but it’s actually insane and hard to deal with and maybe enough to make you change your mind.” 
 
“No.” The Alpha’s eyes went resolute red for a blink, then faded blue again as he smiled the tiniest bit, painful and hopeful and terrified. “But I thought you would have distance in hospital and decide normal with me was not worth it. You were hurt and I couldn’t be there with you.” he parroted Shane’s words back to him, emphasizing just how similar their fears had been, “I could not call or text. So yes. I thought you would realize normal was insane and maybe not worth it. Maybe I was not worth it.” 
 
“No.” Shane’s eyes glittered gold, and the Omega pressed at his heart, at his throat, over his bonding spot. “No. Ilya. I called you Alpha. I called you Alpha so that makes you–” 
 
“Yours. Yes.” Ilya started moving the very second he saw the gold in Shane’s eyes, crossing the few feet of distance between them with his hands out streched. “And I called you Omega and that makes you–” 
 
“Yours. Yeah. Holy shit.”  Shane stood up to meet the Alpha mid step, looping his good arm at Ilya's neck and hugging him in just as tight as he could manage, nuzzling at his cheek and twisting his fingers into the gold necklace so Ilya would stay close. The Alpha tucked his nose at Shane’s throat and huffed noisily over his scent glands trying to find citrus and floral beneath the neutral blank of medication, then mouthed comforting kisses over Shane’s bonding spot to reassure the Omega that he didn’t care, it didn’t matter, he didn’t need the Omega’s scent to know Shane meant every word he said. 
 
He smoothed his big hands up and down Shane’s back and crooned adoring under his breath, his heavy scent brightening happy and happy and happier the longer they held one another, and Shane’s throat was tight, the words a little overwhelmed choked when he tried to laugh, “I think— I think maybe we’re bad at this? Spend a week apart and we immediately start thinking the other one is going to give up and leave?” 
 
“Maybe yes.” Ilya dropped a kiss on his Omega's hair, his forehead, the tip of his nose. “But it was a really shitty week.”
 
“Fuck, it really was.” 
 
“And.” He nipped a tiny bite onto Shane’s earlobe. “We are here now together now, so it doesn’t matter. Right? What we are bad at doesn’t matter so long as we end up here.” 
 
“I’m glad you’re here.” Shane whispered and Ilya whispered back, “Me too. Now come on. Time to eat. Do you want to be quiet again?”
 
“Wait.” Shane untangled his fingers from Ilya’s necklace and slid his hand around to cup his cheek. “Come here?”
 
He pursed his lips and Ilya bent to give him a short kiss, the Alpha rumbling a little and pressing at his waist gently.
 
“No, no, I meant come here.” Shane slipped his fingers into the Alpha’s curly hair, then tightened his grip and yanked him down into a real kiss, crushed their mouths together and scraped his nails over the bump of the Alphas' bonding spot until Ilya groaned out something stunned and needy as his scent shocked hot. Shane shoved his tongue past the Alphas lips to lick through his mouth, tonguing over the sharp points of the dangerous fangs and digging his teeth in biting at the Alpha’s bottom lip before drawing it into his mouth to suckle and pull like he was starving and needy and desperate to taste anything of his Alpha. 
 
And, “Fuck, Shane.” The Alphas legs gave right out and he collapsed, his knees went weak and thudded down onto the bed with his chest heaving and scent roiling, his voice gone ragged and deep, “Shit Omega— you— you—“
 
Ilya scrubbed at his mouth, at the marks over his bonding spot from the Omega’s fingernails, rubbed his hands down his thighs trying for control then ground the heel of his palm into his cock and tossed his head back gasping, “Oh fuck, Omega—!” 
 
“Holy shit, Alpha.” Shane’s eyes melted gold wholly awestruck watching his Alpha splinter at the seams over a simple kiss. “Holy— come here.”
 
He moved between the Alphas spread legs and Ilya immediately wrapped an arm at his waist, pushing his face into Shane’s stomach and groaning out loud, holding tight enough to be bruising at the Omega’s hip.
 
“Hey, hey.” Shane swept his fingers soft over the marks from his fingernails, soft over Ilya’s cheek, soft into his hair to comb and scratch through the shower damp curls then leaned in and purred into his Alpha’s ear, “Alpha my Alpha…”
 
“Yes.” Ilya nodded into his stomach. “Yours.” 
 
“Mine.” The Omega couldn’t help but smile private and proud as Ilya shook through a desperate, wanting, growl against his stomach. 
 
Mine. 
 
****
 
Sunday 
 
The groceries Ilya had purchased on his way to the cottage ran out after Sunday breakfast, and Shane resigned himself to having to turn his brain on and focus at least long enough to put in a grocery delivery order that would feed them both through Tuesday, then feed him for a few days longer. 
 
From Lily: Ginger ale 
 
From Jane: Y
 
The Alpha came around the corner from the kitchen with a can of ginger ale for Shane, a bottle of juice for himself, and the half eaten bag of chips from their dinner the previous night but he stopped right in his tracks at the little step down into the living room and stared at Shane sitting cozy and comfortable on the couch with a pair of glasses balanced on his nose. 
 
Glasses. Shane was beautiful always, the Omega had been stunning at eighteen with soft features and a shy little smile and over the years he’d bulked up, sized up, grown up gorgeous, but right then Ilya had to stop and gawk a moment at seeing his Omega in glasses. 
 
They weren’t even interesting glasses. Not fancy frames or funky lenses, they were simple and black and boring but something about the simple black boring glasses drew Ilya’s eyes right to the line of Shane’s cheekbones, to the profile of his nose, the freckles were somewhat obscured by the lenses but Shane’s dark eyes seemed brighter and his features seemed sharper and the Alpha stopped and stared and flashed back to the hospital when a loopy, ditzy Shane had ordered him to 'listen to teacher' and Ilya knew, right then and there he knew if Shane ordered him to listen to teacher while wearing those damnable boring glasses…
 
Well. 
 
“I did not know you wore glasses.” Ilya finally stopped gawking and made it to the couch. “When did you get glasses?” 
 
“I usually only wear them when I read.” Shane took the glasses off and set them aside, pinching at the bridge of his nose tiredly. “But the doctor said I should wear them more after the concussion to keep from straining my eyes too much. Do you want hamburgers for dinner tonight? I’ll add buns to the delivery order.” 
 
“Yes, hamburgers.” Ilya set the ginger ale on the side table so Shane could reach it. “Put your glasses back on.” 
 
“I appreciate how sort of weirdly enthusiastic you’ve been about following all the instructions on my discharge paperwork,” Shane moved the blanket so his Alpha could sit next to him, “But I promise the glasses aren’t really a big deal.” 
 
“Mmm yes, keep complaining about how I want to make sure my Omega recovers completely.” Ilya rolled his eyes and sat gingerly on the couch so he didn’t jostle Shane too much, then inched in closer so they were shoulder to shoulder the way they both preferred. “Put glasses back on.” 
 
“Ilya–” 
 
“Not because of doctor’s orders.” he interrupted. “Because I like them.” 
 
“Wait.” The Omega scrunched his nose at him. “What?” 
 
“On.” Ilya tapped the corner of his eye pointedly. “Please.” 
 
“Weirdo.” Shane sighed, but put his glasses back on. “Better?” 
 
“Immediately yes.” Once the glasses were back on and the Alpha’s scent had lifted with a twist of smug self satisfaction over his Omega indulging him, Ilya peered over at the grocery store app and pointed at one of Shane’s selections, “What is this?” 
 
“Quinoa?” Shane slanted his Alpha a look. “You know what quinoa is.” 
 
“Is not real food, delete it.” Ilya shook his head. “Get real food. Real pasta. Here, I will do it, give me your phone.” 
 
He plucked the phone right out of Shane’s hands and scrolled through the list, grumbling and groaning over all the highly nutritious, high protein, healthy options. Shane took his glasses back off and leaned into the Alpha’s side, curling his hand around the bulk of Ilya’s bicep so he could close his eyes and rest with the rumble of his Alpha’s deep voice in his ear. 
 
Ilya was complaining but the amber and pine scent was warmly reassuring, the Alpha was downright fussy over some of the options Shane had put in the grocery cart, but he lay his hand solid on Shane’s leg and and drew his fingers along the inside seam of Shane’s sort in a slow, lulling sort of rhythm. He wasn’t actually going to delete any of his Omega’s choices from the grocery app, but he did plonk a kiss at Shane’s head and inform his Omega, “When your eyes are open, I expect glasses on.” 
 
“Fuck off, Rozanov.” Shane’s lashes fluttered whisper soft against Ilya’s arm as the Omega tucked in closer. “You’re not the boss of me.” 
 
“Brat.” Ilya checked the time, scheduled the delivery for two and a half hours later so his Omega would have plenty of time to nap, and put the phone away and turned on the TV so they could rest together. 
 
Shane was asleep snoring with in a few minutes and later Ilya would tease him about sounding like a chainsaw and waking the neighbors and disturbing the fish in the frozen lake. 
 
But first, the Alpha readjusted on the couch so Shane’s neck wasn’t angled awkward. First, he pulled the blankets up higher to make sure Shane didn’t get chilled. First, he lay an adoring kiss onto Shane’s hair and promised, “Is okay Omega, I will take care of everything.” 
 
And then with a smile that bordered on malevolent, the Alpha re opened the grocery app and added just one more thing to the delivery order.  
 
****
 
The grocery order arrived with everything Shane always ordered, the extra items they’d added for Ilya… and an old fashioned, beaded chain for Shane’s glasses. 
 
“Alpha.” Shane was immediately the most exasperated he’d ever been in his life, but Ilya clapped his hands utterly delighted and announced, “We should play librarian! You already have button up shirts and pleated khakis and ugly shoes, now you have chain for glasses!” 
 
“No.” Shane left the chain on the countertop and opened the fridge to put the groceries away. “We are definitely not playing librarian.” 
 
“I will go make noise by the bookshelf.” the Alpha suggest craftily as he filled the cupboards with snacks. “You tell me to shhh, no loud talking in library.” 
 
“No.” 
 
“Say it in French!” Ilya practically crowed. “Be stern with me in French, Omega. It will be so fun.” 
 
“If you’re gonna be weird, I’m gonna make you sleep downstairs.” Shane informed him flatly. “Do you want to sleep downstairs?” 
 
“And leave our nest?” Ilya leaned over the counter to kiss his Omega, cradling Shane’s face in his hands and lingering over his lips for a couple seconds. “No. Never. But–” 
 
“Then shut up about the librarian thing.” Shane flushed pink at the Alpha’s possessive insistence on never leaving their nest, but still pointed a finger at him and warned, “I’m serious.” 
 
“Okay. No librarian.” Ilya opened the pantry door and set the big case of bottled water on the middle shelf so Shane wouldn’t have to bend too far or reach too high to get one. The well water was good at the cottage, but bottled water was easier to keep stacked around the various rooms so the Omega didn’t have to go all the way to the kitchen every time he needed a drink, and Ilya plucked a couple bottles free to put in the bedroom before they went to bed. 
 
“How about…” he pursed his lips faux thoughtfully. “You put glasses on and walk through the cottage like you are real estate agent and I am client with too much money and not enough common sense so you tell me a blow job works as a replacement for a down payment.”
 
“Can confirm you have zero common sense.” Shane huffed and the Alpha waggled his eyebrows, “Talk to me about wainscotting, Mr. Hollander.” 
 
“About what?” he questions skeptically and Ilya threw up his hands, “I do not know, is a real estate word! Put glasses on and lecture me about it, Mr. Businessman!” 
 
“You are annoying.” Shane decided, but the attempt at sounding disgruntled didn’t quite land when Ilya leaned in for another kiss and crooned against his lips, “And you are beautiful, my Omega.” 
 
“Damn it.” Shane sighed, sighed, drummed his fingers on the countertop and sighed, then folded his arms and cleared his throat, “Monsieur Rozanov, tu commences à me taper sur les nerfs.” 
 
“What was that?” Ilya’s eyes went very wide. “What did you say?” 
 
“I said.” Shane picked his glasses up from the counter and methodically, meticulously attached the plastic loops of the ridiculous beaded chain to each end piece, then set them on his nose and arched a bossy eyebrow towards his Alpha. “Monsieur Rozanov, tu commences à me taper sur les nerfs. You are getting on my fucking nerves.” 
 
Ilya stared at him and after an awkwardly tense few seconds, Shane frowned self consciously, “Um. Was that stupid? You said I should be stern in French, so– it– did I do it wrong? The role play thing?” 
 
“What the fuck,” Ilya trailed off into Russian, his eyes bugging out and jaw dropped and heartrate doubling, tripling, out of control, “Jesus Christ.” 
 
“It–” the Omega cringed. “It was bad?” 
 
“Shane.” Ilya said, then louder with his voice cracking over a snarl and his blue eyes shot through scarlet, “Shane, fuck, I think I came a little in my pants.” 
 
“Ilya!” Shane burst into startled laughter and the Alpha clapped both hands over his crotch, bent double groaning like he was dying, “What the fuck, that was so hot!” 
 
“Ilya, Oh my god–!” 
 
“What the hell–” Ilya ran his tongue over his fangs and groaned again, his scent lighting up searing like melted amber and scorched pine as he braced both hands on the counter and wheezed, “You have been holding out on me Omega, tricked me to think you were boring but no, you are pornstar!” 
 
“Okay, I dunno about being a pornstar.” Shane didn’t know whether to keep laughing at the Alpha or to squeeze his legs together and whine a little bit at just how potently turned on the Alpha scented right then. Every single inhale burned into his lungs, and the Omega couldn’t help but react to the need pouring off the big Alpha, his core clenching empty and cock twitching half hard, slick at his entrance and trickling down his thighs as Ilya growled about needing him. 
 
“Holy shit, you scent insane right now.” Shane braced his hand on the countertop and open mouth inhaled trying to breathe so he wouldn’t pass right the fuck out because the Alpha’s unfiltered wanting scent was too much, too much, too much for his dysregulated hyper sensitive system. “Fuck. Alpha. You gotta– I’m gonna lose my mind, you smell so good.” 
 
“Here. Come here.” Ilya stomped around the counter and grabbed at his Omega, made sure not to bang at Shane’s busted ribs or rattle his fractured collarbone but snatched his Omega into his chest and held Shane’s face in both hands to crush their mouths together. 
 
“Shane. My Omega.” Ilya kissed him, kissed him, kissed him then dragged in a ragged breath and eased away a millimeter, a centimeter, an inch so he could push their foreheads together and groan, “Fuck, I want you. Fix your stupid bones so I can fuck you.” 
 
“Y-yeah. No. I’ll get right on the whole miraculously fixing stupid bones thing” Shane dropped his head onto his Alpha’s shoulder, his fingers knotted in Ilya’s shirt and his whole body shaking, buzzing, empty too empty and hot too hot, his chest hurt and ribs hurt and his head was spinning, his lungs aching with every inhale of Ilya’s fiery scent. “For what it’s worth, I want you too. If you uh— couldn’t tell.” 
 
“No, I can tell. Unless that is one of your gross super healthy granola bars in your pocket and not your cock?” Ilya palmed over Shane’s ass and rocked into his Omega a little, grinding against the line of his cock until Shane swore and clutched at him tighter. “I can tell you are very happy to see me.” 
 
“You’re not funny.” Shane informed him, a tremor running through his whole body as the whiplash from groceries to teasing to need wreaked havoc on his already strained senses. “Fuck. Ilya. I um–” 
 
“I am hilarious. Everyone says so.” Ilya clocked the tremble and automatically adjusted to hold his Omega tighter, angling his hips back a little ways they weren’t jabbing at each other and palming at the back of Shane’s head to draw him into his throat, kneading into Shane’s lower back and rumbling reassuringly, “You are okay?” 
 
“Yeah, I’m— I’m–” Shane notched his nose at the Alpha’s throat to inhale where the searing scent had started to mellow towards contentment, started to sweeten with that same stunning ribbon of adoration that never failed to make the Omega melt. 
 
“Yeah.” He dotted a kiss at one of the beauty marks along Ilya’s neck and nodded. “I’m okay. It’s just a lot to handle all at once.”  
 
Then before his Alpha could open his mouth and comment something stupid, “That wasn’t a dick joke.”
 
“Not a dick joke?” Ilya’s shoulders shook with laughter. “Shane Hollander, I like you.”
 
“Alpha my Alpha, I like you too.” Shane burrowed in closer, shamelessly seeking out his Alpha’s warmth. “How the hell did we ever let this happen?”  
 
“You should put glasses on so we can research and figure it out.” 
 
“…oh my god.” 
 
****
 
Later, after the rest of the groceries were finally put away and the beaded glasses chain put in Shane’s top dresser drawer, after the sun had set over the lake and the house was dark other than a few lamps, after they’d settled into the couch to read and waste the hours until bed time in easy, contented silence–
 
Later, Shane nudged his socked foot against Ilya and asked, “Do you realize this is the longest we’ve ever been together without having sex?” 
 
“Super very much aware of it, yes.” The Alpha deadpanned, then nudged his foot against Shane and added, “Also is longest we’ve ever been together ever. At all.” 
 
“Almost nine years and we’re just now spending this much time together?” The thought made Shane a little sad, and he nudged at the Alpha’s foot again, “We’re going to change that.” 
 
“Yes. I want to do this more.” Ilya tapped their toes together then shifted up so he could catch his Omega in a short kiss. “I like to relax with you, Omega. I want to do this more. Soon. Share a nest and eat together and,” his blue eyes were soft, his scent dipping a little bit vulnerable. “time. I want time with you.” 
 
“That’s really sweet.” Shane smiled, then wrinkled his nose and smirked, “But I meant the sex thing. We should have sex more. And soon.” 
 
“It is impossible to be romantic with a slutty Omega.” Ilya flopped back into his spot with a huff, “I am open and honest and you are like a floozy.” 
 
“A floozy!?” Shane shouted with laughter over the stupid word. “I put on glasses and scolded you in French, and you almost died! You’re a floozy!” 
 
“Yes and on my gravestone, it will read ‘Ilya Rozanov, dead of kisses from floozy Omega’.” 
 
“That sounds like you died cos I gave you an STD!” 
 
“Okay then I will change it, because you lived like virgin monk before me –” 
 
“What?!!” 
 
“--and only kissed pillows and fucked dildos–!” 
 
“Ilya!” 
 
“--so no, no STD’s, it will say I died of nerdy glasses related horny, is that better?” 
 
“I hate you.” Shane would always and forever be glad that even after everything, his Alpha was still a fucking asshole. 
 
"I know." Ilya laughed into a long kiss with his mate, “I can tell.” 
 
*****
 
Monday 
 
Monday morning brought just enough snow to coat the yard and lake in a blanket of pristine, glittering white. It was beautifully picturesque, a crystalline buffer further removing Alpha and Omega from the real world looming somewhere past the end of the drive, and Shane opened the blinds, turned the heat up a few notches, then stretched out on the couch with his head in his Alpha’s lap fully ready to waste the day away napping and reading and watching the fluffy flakes fall. 
 
There were worse things probably definitely yes– worse things than spending a cold day drifting in and out of a nap as some old, favorite, oft-rewatched movie played in the background with his Alpha rubbing up and down his arm and gently over his sore ribs, careful at his collarbone and purposeful over his bonding spot, tenderly over his cheek and tempting along his lips, lightly around his ear before combing through his hair before moving back down to his ear, his face and his mouth, the curve of his throat and over his heart, nearly to the waist band of his pajama pants and starting all the way over up again. 
 
Worse things, probably definitely yes. Shane lay with his head in his Alpha’s lap and his eyes heavy lidded, purring quiet and content with his lips half parted beneath every brush of his Alpha’s fingers and yes there were worse things than wasting his day away like that but oh the Omega wasn’t sure there would ever be anything better.
 
“Where did you get the blanket?” Neither of them had said anything in hours, and the Omega’s voice cracked hoarse from disuse when he finally broke the stretch of quiet to ask, “The one you brought with you. Where’d you get it?” 
 
“The apartment in Moscow.” Ilya swiped idly through a compilation of spring break photos from one of his teammates. “I gave the apartment to Alexei, but I brought the blanket for the nest.”
 
“You brought a blanket from home?” Shane tilted his head up a little to try and see his Alpha. “For our nest?”
 
“From Moscow.” Ilya corrected with a light tap once, twice over his Omega’s heart. Home. “Is not a very pretty blanket, but it was one of the first things I bought for the apartment when I moved in and I thought it would be okay in our nest.”
 
“It’s okay in our nest, yeah.” Shane was fucking tired of getting emotional over every little thing lately, but he thought maybe his Alpha bringing something personal and specific and long term from a place that had been home up until they had started to find a home together was the sort of thing any Alpha or Omega would be emotional over, so it was alright. “It’s um– it’s really fucking great in our nest, actually.” 
 
Ilya heard the wobble in his Omega’s voice but didn’t comment on it, just swept his hand up to span at his throat, no pressure only warmth and weight and steady as he rubbed firmly over the bump of the Omega’s bonding spot until Shane’s breathing evened out again.
 
“I listened to your voicemail a bunch of times.” Shane covered Ilya’s hand at his throat so his Alpha would stay, and Ilya acknowledged obeyed with a barely there squeeze as his scent went blue with guilt, “Sorry, Omega. I was selfish sending it. I didn’t know you hear it and think–” 
 
“I don’t think that anymore.” he cut him off with a quick shake of his head. “But I was thinking, maybe we could do that again. We haven’t talked about what happened in Russia, not really. Not about your Dad or Alexei. But if you want to, and if it’s easier for you to talk about stuff in Russian instead of trying to pick the right English words? We could do that sort of thing again.”
 
“You want me to leave voicemail?” Ilya traced the curl of Shane’s earlobe, pinching lightly over a little scar that would have looked suspiciously like a piercing if he thought his Omega was the sort to have had a piercing. 
 
“No like,” Shane tilted his head up chasing the heat of his Alpha’s hand as Ilya scratched lightly at his scalp. “You could tell me what you’re thinking or what you’re stressed about but you could say it all in Russian to get it out of your head. You could talk and I could be quiet.” the minute catch in the Omega’s breath made Ilya pause and listen closer to whatever his mate was trying to ask. 
 
“Maybe it’s a dumb idea.” Shane finished lamely. “But if you wanted? Not now. Or maybe now. I don’t mind. I just thought I’d offer.” 
 
“Hm.” Another featherlight press at the Omega’s throat, no pressure or pain at his hurt collarbone, just warmth and weight and the grounding reminder that the Alpha was there, the Omega was there, they were together and present and they had time. “Okay.” 
 
“Okay?” Shane echoed in surprise and the Alpha nodded down at him, “Yes. I will talk, you will listen and you will be quiet.” 
 
“Y-yeah.” Quiet. Shane loved the emphasis and importance and acceptance in the way his Alpha said the word. “Definitely.” 
 
“Okay.” Ilya traced along the line of Shane’s jaw, over his chin to the corner of his mouth, then pressed his thumb to the Omega’s bottom lip and rumbled, “Open for me here, Omega.” 
 
Shane opened up moaning when the Alpha’s thumb pushed onto his tongue. He turned into the Alpha’s hand, drawing Ilya’s thumb deeper into his mouth and settling in with an obedient, needy little noise once Ilya’s palm and fingers were spread wide almost entirely covering the side of his face. 
 
“Da, like that sweetheart.” The pine scent sparked vibrant when Ilya had to readjust on the couch, his cock twitching in response to the hypnotic pull of his Omega’s mouth around him. “Like that. Stay here with me, pryamo zdes’, good job.” 
 
Shane purred around him, lashes fluttering just enough for the Alpha to see gold in the dark eyes before Shane’s lids fell closed entirely and Ilya whispered the same awestruck curse he’d whispered every single time since the very first time the stunning Omega had submitted for him, then leaned his head back on the couch and started to talk. 
 
“I missed you.” It was a relief to speak in Russian. The words were easier, the sentences and phrases and inflections automatic, and the promise from his Omega to listen made it easier for Ilya to be honest. 
 
“I missed you.” he said again, breathing the words out and feeling his chest loosen with finally saying it out loud. “I called to check on you but really I called to be selfish. I did not sleep in Moscow, not for days. I wanted you there with me in that awful place so you could hold me and I could sleep. Selfish. It made me sick to be away from you, especially when you were hurt. I was the one to find my Mama when she,” he stopped. Shook his head. “Seeing you on the ice was so bad. I was so scared.” 
 
“I doubted everything when I was there.” It all felt so stupid in retrospect, but alone on the cold dark streets in Moscow, Ilya had been terrified and the Alpha surged ahead honest so he could admit, “Even after the bungalow and after you came to me in Boston. Being in Moscow made it all seem impossible and I couldn't sleep and I couldn’t talk to you and it was—The world feels bigger without my Papa in it, do you understand? Emptier. Maybe– maybe scarier. I didn’t think parents were supposed to die until we were old enough to be parents too, but now I do not have my Papa and my Mama has been gone for so long. Alexei is gone to me now too, and the only time everything feels okay and manageable and like I can handle it is when I am here with you.” 
 
“Home with you.” he emphasized after a beat. “Everything with us felt impossible while I was there and all I could think about was coming home to you. I didn’t know how or when I would see you but I had to figure it out and being here now, when you trust me to take care of you when you are quiet is maybe– maybe the best few days of my life.” 
 
“You do not remember the hospital.” he brushed his pinky at Shane’s cheek and the Omega purred, mouthing warm at his thumb. “But you were so funny. You said you would learn Russian so you knew the dirty things I whisper to you. You said I would bark like a dog if you asked me too. You told me I loved you.”
 
The Alpha smiled down at him, his eyes wet with tears. “Yes. You are right. I would bark, you bratty fucking Omega, I would do anything. And I do. I do love you. It used to fucking kill me, but it doesn’t anymore. N-not anymore. My Omega, my mate, I love you.” 
 
Then in English as he eased his thumb from the Omega’s mouth and brushed gentle fingers over the Omega’s slack lips before easing his chin up and laying an awkwardly angled but entirely heartfelt kiss on the slick and swollen lips, “And I cannot believe I owe all this to fucking Hayden Pike.” 
 
Shane smiled slow and loopy and blinking gold up at his Alpha as he came out of the floaty, hazy, quiet place enough to murmur, “You’re going to have to play nice with Hayden, Alpha.” 
 
“Mmm no, I’d rather play nice with your dildo.” Ilya decided, and Shane laughed softly, “I don’t think that sentence came out the way you meant it to.” 
 
“No, it did.” 
 
“Oh my god.” Shane rubbed his cheek at the Alpha’s chest and linked their fingers together. “All done in Russian?” 
 
“Yes.” Ilya picked up their hands to lay a kiss on his Omega’s fingers. “Was good for you?” 
 
“Yeah. Yes. Holy shit.” The Omega’s smile dipped shy and Ilya wished wished the medication wasn’t dulling Shane’s scent so he could know exactly how sweet the floral would get, how brightly happy the citrus would be when his Omega blushed. “Maybe we could do that again sometime. Maybe for longer. You could um…” 
 
Shane tapped his bottom lip pointedly, “And talk in Russian or not talk, you don’t have to talk. Maybe we could just sit and I could,” another tap at his bottom lip. “And you and me could just. You know.” he made a motion like floating, like flying, like they’d drift off together somewhere spacey and undefined and easy. “You know?” 
 
“You liked it.” Ilya already knew, but he asked anyway and his scent bolstered thrilled when his Omega nodded quickly. 
 
“Good. Me too.” he bent down for another kiss. “Spasibo, thank you.” 
 
****
 
Over dinner that night, the Alpha took a bite of his food and very very casually informed his Omega, “You could use my face as a seat.” 
 
Shane choked back a swallow of his own food and met his Alpha’s eyes across the small table to answer very very casually, “I don’t know if I could balance well enough with just one hand,” he wiggled the fingers on his arm still wrapped in a sling, “and without putting too much pressure on my ribs to sit on your face long enough to get the job done.” 
 
“Would not take long, I promise. You are a slut for my tongue and it has been a month. It would not take long.” Ilya watched the Omega closely over the rim of his glass as he took a drink. “But. There are other ways. Different positions.” 
 
“Face down would hurt right here.” Shane rotated his strained shoulder and hurt collarbone gingerly. “The shower is risky cos I could slip and really fuck everything up.” 
 
“I could put you over side of bed.” Ilya pushed his food away and folded his hands on table, pinning Shane in place with red eyes. “Pillow under your hips. You would be flat so no extra pressure on your ribs or collarbone. I can hold you steady,” he raised his eyebrows meaningfully, “so you do not get too shaky. And I will swallow, so no mess.” 
 
“Fuck.” Shane pushed his food away and cleared his throat. “Fuck. Okay. So.” he copied his Alpha’s position, hands clasped on the table and trying trying to hold onto his composure when his Alpha was staring scarlet at him and  licking over his fangs. “S-So–” 
 
The corner of Ilya’s mouth tipped up when his Omega stuttered, but he stayed quiet waiting for Shane to get all his words out. 
 
“Okay.” Shane scratched at his face then clasped his hands tight again. “I wouldn’t be able to see you. Which usually I’d complain about cos you’re fucking gorgeous,” he stuttered and stammered again when Ilya’s scent swelled with pride over the compliment. “But if I can’t see you and can only feel you and don’t have to think about touching or kissing or being–” 
 
“Involved.” the Alpha finished with a short nod. “You can just take. Just have. Maybe it won’t be too much. You are not as… dysregulated…as when we first came to the cottage, but you are still unsteady. And Shane.” 
 
Ilya leaned forward to hold his Omega’s gaze so Shane knew he was serious. “I can’t scent you. But I will pay attention so even if you go quiet, it will still be okay. Is still safe for you to be quiet, okay? I will take care of everything.” 
 
“I know you will. Okay. Fuck.” Eight years ago Shane might have been embarrassed by just how big his smile got, just how fast he left his unfinished dinner on the table to scramble up from the chair. Eight years right then, the Omega didn’t fucking care. “I’m gonna go take a shower.” 
 
“No jerking off.” Ilya went back to his food, scraping the fork across his teeth as he grinned at his mate. “Is my right as your Alpha to know how fast you can finish on my tongue.” 
 
“Kay.” Shane licked his lips and nodded. “I mean yes. Yes, Alpha.” 
 
“Go on.” 
 
“Okay but first,” Shane came around the small table to bend down and kiss his Alpha square on the mouth. Ilya dropped his fork and dragged him back for a longer one, crooning soft when Shane’s legs buckled like he might drop to his knees right then and there. “Holy shit, Alpha.” 
 
“Go on.” Ilya shook his head and went back to eating, hiding a huge smile into a big bite as he heard Shane’s footsteps practically sprinting across the wooden floors, the shower doors wrenching open as the Omega hurried to turn the water on. 
 
“Fuck.” Ilya took a drink of his beer and laughed at himself for blushing like he was sixteen and smitten and this time with his Omega was his very first time ever. “Shane Hollander, you are going to kill me one day.” 
 
****
 
Shane took a long, thorough shower and obediently didn’t jerk off even though just soaping up and thinking about what his Alpha was going to do to him made his breath catch over an embarrassingly loud moan as he cleaned between his legs. 
 
He didn’t bother with clothes afterwards. The Omega was so keyed up, riled up, ready that even the swish-swush of the ultra soft towels was agony against his hypersensitive skin so he patted dry only enough to avoid the blankets and sheet sticking to his bare body and made his way naked to the bedroom where his Alpha was already waiting. 
 
“Hi.” Ilya held out his hand and Shane let himself be pulled into a kiss, “Hi.” 
 
“Ready?” 
 
“I might die if we wait any longer?” 
 
Ilya pushed his sweats down his hips and caught his Omega into another kiss, bringing Shane in clutching him close until the Omega whined out something pleading and Ilya let up on the kiss long enough to chuckle, “Floozy. Come here.” 
 
Shane didn’t know if he’d ever get used to being carried. He wasn’t a small Omega, he wasn’t some lightweight little delicate thing but his Alpha never even hesitated before hefting him up, didn’t even grunt beyond an appreciative noise over feeling Shane naked against him and it was the sort of dizzying princess treatment that made Shane understand why people called it getting butterflies in their stomach. 
 
Butterflies in his stomach then quite abruptly heat everywhere else when his Alpha lay him out on the bed, the walls of their nest opened enough to make room for Shane recline half onto the mattress with his feet on the floor. 
 
“Oh fuck, Alpha.” Shane’s feet touched the floor beside the bed but just barely and with his eyes screwed shut tight and fingers clutching at the blankets, he nodded grateful when Ilya crowded in kneeling at the side of the bed close enough for Shane to put his feet on his thighs to ground him. “That’s better. Yeah.” 
 
“Okay?” Ilya grasped one of Shane’s feet and carefully, slowly lifted it up to set right on the edge of the mattress. His Omega blushed with his entire body, flushing red clear up through his chest, into his throat and heating up behind his freckles and Ilya rumbled for it, grasped his hand around the width of Shane’s strong thighs and ran his nose gently over the tender skin. “My Omega. Still okay?” 
 
“Yeah. Yeah. Holy shit. I’m good. Um– I’m gonna keep my eyes closed?” Ilya usually didn’t like when Shane hid his eyes in bed, but Shane asked for permission this time and the Alpha stretched over him to pull a corner of their nest closer, one of the blankets and the sleeve of his hoodie so Shane could grab the material and pull it over his face so everything stayed dark and warm and scented like them. 
 
“Better?” 
 
“Better.” 
 
A pillow under the Omega’s hips and his foot braced on the mattress left Shane up and open and fully on display and maybe it would have mattered, maybe he would have cared enough to be self conscious if his Alpha’s hands weren’t braced steady at his hips and if his Alpha’s scent hadn’t crackled blistering like the Alpha was starving for a taste as Ilya growled, “Oh fuck, Omega.” and sucked a sharply wet kiss down low where the back of Shane’s thigh met the curve of his ass. 
 
“Still want?” 
 
“Yes.” 
 
“Will make it good for you, sweetheart…” the compliment and reassurance muffled into another kiss, this one pressed worshipful over the stretch marks decorating the inside of the Omega’s thighs. Ilya followed them up with his tongue, licking and nipping at each little mark and pale line until he could bury his nose in the short curls at the base of Shane’s balls and exhale growling so he could feel his Omega’s legs tremble in anticipation. 
 
The medication had blanked out Shane’s natural scent, but there wasn’t a suppressant or blocker in the world that could cover the way the sweet scent of slick leaking from an Omega’s entrance, the headier smell of musk and sweat from an Omega who was already throbbing hard, cock twitching and flexing against his stomach before his Alpha had even really touched him. Ilya growled all over again when he set his lips to the puckered rim at his Omega’s hole and dragged his tongue over the shower warmed skin to the sensitive spot just behind his balls, further to draw him into his mouth and roll each one around his tongue before tightening his lips at the base of the Omega’s cock and leaving a sloppy, saliva wet trail up the slender length to lick the spill of precome from the tip. 
 
“Ilya–!” 
 
“I am your Alpha.” 
 
“Alpha.” Shane’s hips jerked up helplessly seeking more. “Alpha, fuck.” 
 
Down again and Ilya wedged himself closer, spreading his knees on the floor so he was sank low enough to get his mouth back at the Omega’s entrance and lick him properly, wet and sloppy and sucking at the rim, pointing his tongue and fucking past the tight muscle until it softened and let him in and he had to reach up quick and flatten a hand to his Omega’s abdomen so Shane wouldn’t arch up off the bed loud and strain at his ribs. 
 
“Settle settle.” the Alpha punctuated the order with a slide of his fangs at the meat of the Omega’s ass. Shane was still swearing and gasping about the futility of being told to settle with his Alpha’s tongue on him when Ilya slid his thumb through the slick and spit at the Omega’s hole then pressed right in alongside his tongue to open his Omega up properly. Shane moaned something filthy and Ilya grinned, then hoved his tongue twisting in to taste his Omega right down his throat, rumbling through every clench of his Omega’s body around him and squeeze of the Omega’s thighs at his head. 
 
His thumb wasn’t long enough so Ilya pushed his index finger in next, nosing and huffing and moaning as he coaxed more slick spilling onto his tongue with hungry pulls and long licks and fucking his finger deeper until he found the pad of Shane’s prostrate and could stroke across it purposefully. 
 
“Alpha, oh my god…!” Shane had sort of thought maybe the Alpha would be slow and gentle with him, he’d thought Ilya would draw it out and coach him through breathing as he lethargically, eventually managed to cum but no.
 
No, there was nothing slow about the Alpha burying himself as deep as he could, tongue and fingers and the dizzying scrape of fangs. Nothing drawn out about the obscene wet of the Alpha panting against him and the audible gulping gasp from Ilya every time Shane’s slick channel opened up more and let him deeper. The Alpha was coaching him, but not to breathe, Ilya was rumbling ordering, “More my Omega, give me more, fuck you taste good, give me more, wanna feel you cum on my tongue, here is another finger, you need to be full, I’ll keep you full, come on come on come on…” 
 
“Ilya please.” Shane had sort of thought maybe it would be slow and gentle and like drifting away hazy and soft but instead with his Alpha’s fingers fucking into his body and Ilya’s lips and tongue never letting up at his hole, Shane was suddenly hurtling towards finishing, his balls drawn up tight and cock leaking a steady trail of precome into the hollow of his stomach. He couldn’t reach to hold onto his Alpha while laying flat on his back and he couldn’t sit up to grab his Alpha without tweaking his ribs so he turned his face into the blanket from their nest and felt down blindly for Ilya’s hand at his hip and begged to be held steady, “Alpha Alpha please–!” 
 
“Here, mate.” Ilya grabbed for Shane’s hand and held him tight, sat up on his knees so he could reach to press over the Omega’s heart and promised, “Here, my Omega, my mate, I’m here, come on.” then bent down in time to swallow over Shane’s cock as the Omega came apart screaming. 
 
It wasn’t until after Ilya made good on his promise of no mess and cleaned the Omega with his tongue from the base of his cock clear to the precome Shane had spilled all over his stomach, not until after the Alpha lifted Shane’s foot carefully off the edge of the bed and mouthed reverent kisses to the inside of his shaking thighs, not until after he wrapped a strong arm under his Omega to bodily scoot Shane up and out of the slick wet spot on the bed, up to the pillows and further into their nest so they could come down together–
 
It wasn’t until after that the Alpha realized he’d called Shane mate out loud. 
 
But then, “My Alpha…” Shane opened his eyes to blink brilliantly bright gold up at his Alpha and laughed quietly delighted like he was tipsy drunk and floating high. “My Alpha… holy shit…” 
 
“Good?” Ilya decided not to apologize for calling the Omega mate out loud. Maybe Shane had been too far gone too notice, maybe Shane just wouldn’t care, maybe his Omega would decide it was all fine and all good and he wanted to say it too and then– oh and then Ilya could call him mate and the Omega he loved would call him mate and that would just be that. 
 
Either way, the Alpha wasn’t going to apologize for it. Shane was his mate, scent locked and imprinted and blinking gold at him. When they finally decided to say it out loud didn’t really matter, so long as they both knew the truth. 
 
“Good?” he asked again, bumping lightly at Shane’s nose and checking in, “Still okay?” 
 
“Y-yeah. Fuck.” Shane pulled one of the blankets back over his face again, not hiding from his Alpha but coming down shaky and vulnerable with something safe helping keep the sting of overstimulation from crashing too hard into his psyche. “It’s um– Alpha?” 
 
“Here.” Ilya put his palm back over Shane’s heart, clicking his tongue and crooning in approval when the Omega pressed at his hand and twisted their fingers together. “We are good here, promise. Shh shh Omega, you can be quiet.” He left one last light kiss on Shane’s lips, then propped up on his elbow and curled in around his mate, ignoring the ache in his balls and the need still coiling hot down in his core so he could watch over his Omega for as long as it took Shane to settle. 
 
Eventually. 
 
“Can we do more?” It took longer than Ilya expected for Shane to talk again, long enough that the Alpha had gone half soft at Shane’s thigh as he started to worry a little bit that he’d pushed his mate too far. 
 
But, “Alpha.” Shane pushed the blanket away from his face and turned his head looking for his Alpha, bumping his nose at Ilya’s chest where the Alpha was leaned in closely protective around him. “Can we do more?”
 
Ilya hesitated, digging his fangs at his bottom lip nervously, “I do not want to push you too far, Omega.” 
 
“I think I can handle more.” Shane reached to brush at Ilya’s cheek, over his mouth so the Alpha would kiss his fingers. “Getting one out of the way,” he laughed softly when the Alpha’s eyes sparked red at him, “sort of makes it less intense. Like maybe I won’t get overwhelmed and shaky now that you took the edge off for me?”
 
“You want another one?” Ilya raised his eyebrows but Shane shook his head, “No. I mean yes,” he corrected with a little huff, “but no. What about you?” 
 
“I am fine. We can wait.” it almost killed Ilya to say it, but he nodded reassuringly, “We have time. Not this time but another time. Soon. You said in Florida we are all done being stupid, so we will have plenty of time to be together. No hurry, Omega. No rush.” 
 
“Ilya–” 
 
“Maybe you can handle more, but maybe you can’t.” The amber and pine scent wrinkled stubborn when the Alpha said, “I don’t want you to not handle it. Nothing bad when we are together, you know? We can wait.” 
 
“Hm.” Shane studied him for a minute, dark eyes soft searching the Alpha’s expression and lingering at the red still in his eyes, the shape of his mouth, lower to the bump of his bonding spot. “Well what if I… watch?” 
 
“You want to watch.” Ilya repeated, then the Alpha’s eyes went wide, “Me? You mean you want to watch me…?” 
 
“Yeah.” the Omega nodded nodded nodded as he warmed up to the idea, wet his lips and started to smile when Ilya’s scent spiked up eager despite the Alpha still sounding uncertain. “Yes. Like in Vegas.” 
 
“I won in Vegas, though.” he pointed out. “Watching you that night was my reward.” 
 
“And tonight, it will be my reward!” Shane looked so positively pleased with himself and his idea that Ilya had to bend in and kiss him, but pulled back to ask, “Reward for what?” 
 
“I don’t know, Ilya. I didn’t think I’d have to justify wanting to watch you jerk off.” The Omega closed his hand around Ilya’s half hard cock and stroked over him a few times, biting at his lip pleased when the Alpha immediately gasped and thrust up into his palm, stiffening back up fully hard with just a few touches. “What if I put on my glasses and ask you sternly?” 
 
“Is unfair to bully me into sex by using glasses, Shane.” the Alpha warned, but he was already easing away, gentle removing Shane’s hand from his cock so he could get on his knees between the Omega’s legs and pull over himself slowly. “You are sure?” 
 
“Yeah. Fuck. Come on.” Shane bent his knees to frame at Ilya’s hips and adjusted the sling around his shoulder so he could lay comfortably open beneath his Alpha. “There’s lube in the drawer by the bed if you need–” 
 
“I can have this here?” Ilya slid two fingers back inside his mate to coat his hand in slick, pressing and stretching Shane’s rim as the Omega trembled through a thready moan but let his knees splay open wider offering. “There see,” the Alpha clenched his fangs and groaned as he pulled over his cock with his fingers dripping wet. “Don’t need lube.” 
 
The Omega just smiled, small and sweet and thrilled at the vulgar intimacy of it all and Ilya tightened his hand at the base of his cock, shifting on the bed and swearing under his breath, “Ty krasivyy Omega, you are so beautiful.” 
 
“And you’re hot as fuck, Alpha.” Shane’s eyes sparked gold at the jolt of surprise and pleasure in his Alpha’s scent over the blunt compliment. “So why don’t you cum right here?” he trailed his fingers over his softened cock and to his navel, up his stomach to his chest. “Yeah?” 
 
“Fuck, Omega.” Ilya grit his fangs and growled and Shane nodded, “Come on, Alpha my Alpha. Right here.” 
 
It wasn’t like Vegas, it was so much better than Vegas, and Shane touched himself like he’d done that night for his Alpha, showing off as best he could and watching the red tint to Ilya’s eyes darken darken darken crimson. He groped at his chest, pulling and plucking at his nipples until they pebbled up hard then slid his hand up to span at his neck and thumb at his bonding spot the way Ilya did every time they kissed. Up over his ear and into his hair tugging, then down to trace over his mouth, licking the tips of his fingers so they slid shiny and wet over his lips. 
 
“Come on, Alpha.” Shane pulled loose and slow over his soft cock then scored red marks from his fingernails up his thighs and Ilya watched every single motion with his mouth parted over harsh breaths and his eyes heavy lidded and hazy, fisting over his cock with short, fast pulls, his chest heaving and the muscles in his legs, in his abdomen twitching as he got close and close and close. 
 
“Right here.” the Omega slid his hand flat over his stomach and up to his chest, then to his throat and tilted his chin showing off the length of his neck. He turned his head to stroke over his bonding spot and dig his nails in to leave marks like teeth so the Alpha would lick his lips and groan cos he wanted a taste, then dropped his chin to look right at his Alpha as he went back to tracing and pressing over his lips before dropping his mouth open so his Alpha could watch him twist his tongue around his fingers, soaking them wet and pushing back further towards the back of his throat like he would if it was Ilya in his mouth and sliding across his tongue.
 
"Shane."
 
“I’m your Omega.” Shane let his eyes shimmer brightly mated gold and Ilya growled out, “Fuck. My Omega, mine!” and braced one hand on the bed so he could lean over his mate and pull at his cock hard and fast until his eyes were rolling back and body shaking as he came spilling all over Shane’s stomach, striping up the Omega’s chest and covering the soft cock in a puddle of spend. 
 
“Fuck, Omega.” he growled out savage and ravenous and wrecked. “F-fuck. Oh fuck.” the Alpha fell back onto his heels and dug his hands hard into his thighs so he wouldn’t fall forward and crush his Omega into a kiss, so he wouldn’t let himself push forward and fuck his still hard cock into his Omega’s body just to feel Shane clenching tight around him and begging for more, he knew his Omega would open up and let him in and beg for more, fuck. 
 
“S-sorry.” Ilya couldn’t even see straight, his heart was still racing out of control and stomach cramping with how hard he’d cum, but he felt blindly around for the edge of a blanket from their nest and apologized, “Sorry, Omega. M-made a fucking mess on–” 
 
“MmmmAlpha…” Ilya stopped stunned when Shane slid his fingers through the mess then sucked them into his mouth and purred as he licked them clean. “I missed you.” 
 
“My Omega.” My mate. Ilya carefully carefully bent over his Omega’s body and lay a shaky, tender kiss on his lips. “I missed you too.” 
 
****
 
Tuesday
 
“You’ll call me when you get there?” Shane didn’t like to consider himself needy, but the way it hurt right down to his bones to watch Ilya carry clean sheets to the bedroom and remake the bed, the way it bruised to watch the Alpha erase their scent from the room and their nest from the mattress left the Omega reeling overwhelmed needy. “Right? You’ll call when you get home?”
 
“I will FaceTime when I get back to Boston.” The Alpha corrected as he wheeled his packed suitcase  into the living room and the front door where the Omega stood waiting for him. Not home. Just Boston. “I will text first in case your parents are here.”
 
“Okay.” Shane swallowed. Nodded. Looked down at his feet cos if he looked up at his Alpha he’d thought he’d break down and sob. “Yeah. That’s—“
 
“Omega.” Ilya grabbed his chin and coaxed him up to meet his eyes. “You are okay?”
 
Shane wasn’t okay, but he sniffed and lied, “Yeah. Just you know. Still out of sync emotional and um— dysregulated and—“ he exhaled noisily. “Apparently this sort of thing takes like four weeks to fully work out of an Omega's system so I’ve got like two and a half more weeks of being this insane. Super fun.”
 
“I wish I could hide with you until you were feeling better.” Ilya said quietly and Shane cursed, “Fuck.” as his eyes welled up, “I wish you could too.” 
 
Ilya ran his thumb lightly at his Omega’s chin and hesitated, “Shane, I have to go back to Russia this summer. I didn’t want to. But I am getting emails Alexei isn’t handling my father’s estate right and I need to set up a trust for my niece. Other things I should have done when I was there, but I left early because I wanted to be with you.” 
 
He held Shane’s face tighter when the Omega tried to duck his head to hide another well of emotion. “And I want to be here.” he emphasized. “With you. So a long weekend again? If you are here at cottage until you are healed, maybe we could try when your parents won’t be around so it would be easier to–” 
 
He didn’t say hide. He didn’t have to. It had been difficult enough to go back to hiding and keeping secrets after the All-Star Game, after four nights spent together, it would be damn near impossible to limit contact and go weeks maybe months without physically seeing one another for fear of rousing suspicion. 
 
“A long weekend would be nice.” Real life had been looming a few hundred yards worth of driveway and privacy and snow away from them all weekend, but standing there at the door with Ilya’s rented car already running and his bags already packed brought real life right up to the doorstep and Shane hated it. “Four days. Maybe five if we can swing it.” 
 
“You let me know and I will be here, yes?” Ilya covered his mouth in a long kiss, then leaned in to leave a tiny bite over the Omega’s still blanked out scent glands. He murmured something in Russian as he mouthed over the bump of the Omega’s bonding spot, then left a small kiss at the tip of Shane’s nose. “Bye, Omega.” 
 
“...bye Alpha.” Shane folded his arms against the late March chill and stayed standing there on the deck until his Alpha’s car had turned the corner and driven out of sight, until he couldn’t hear the growl of the engine anymore, until the sound of his phone ringing in the kitchen forced him inside and away from the threat of freezing so he could answer the call with numb fingers and a numb heart. 
 
“...hullo?” 
 
“Shane.” 
 
“Ilya?” The Omega frowned at the phone, then looked around the living room. “Did you forget something?” 
 
“Go lay down in our nest.” the Alpha instructed brusquely, and Shane rubbed at his eyes wearily, “Alpha, I don’t have the energy to nest.” 
 
“That’s not what I said.” 
 
Shane frowned again, but made his way to the bedroom and stopped at the door when he saw the remade bed with all the clean sheets and blankets the pillows arranged in a semi-circle, the blanket the Alpha had brought from Moscow and the blanket Shane had used the most on the couch freshly laundered but rumpled up and pushed into a rough wall so there was room for the Omega to curl up inside it, and the hoodie Ilya had been wearing earlier that morning but Shane hadn’t noticed Ilya wasn’t wearing when he left.
 
“You made us a nest?” he whispered into the phone and on the other side of the line, Ilya rumbled, “Lay down, Omega.” 
 
“Okay.” Shane clambered onto the bed and into the middle of the nest, pulling one end of the Moscow blanket over his hurt side and hiding his face in his Alpha’s hoodie. 
 
“Better?” Ilya wanted to know and the Omega’s answer was muffled in the cloth, “Better.” 
 
And quieter, “You’re a good Alpha. Thank you.” 
 
In the car, Ilya’s throat closed up tight over the compliment from his Omega and he had to blink blink blink the red away from his eyes so he could respond, “Get some rest. I’ll talk to you soon, okay?” 
 
“Okay.” still muffled, but at least three times happier than he’d sounded only a few minutes previous. “Bye, Alpha.” 
 
“My Omega, ya tebya lyublu. I’ll talk to you soon.” 
 
****
 
June
 
The day the New York Admirals won the Cup against Los Angeles, Shane watched the game at his parent’s lake house, texting with Ilya the entire time as they watched the game unfold and Scott Hunter take those final, incredible steps towards a hard earned and well deserved victory. 
 
Then Scott Hunter motioned a gorgeous Omega down from the stands and pulled him out onto the ice to publicly kiss in front of thousands of fans and millions of people watching on live television and Yuna grabbed for David’s hand when they both saw Shane’s eyes go wide and his jaw drop open and his phone start lighting up with text after text after text from the still unidentified Lily. 
 
From Jane: What in the fuck is happening, what is he doing right now? This is insane, right? 
 
From Lily: If motherfucking Scott Hunter can ignore all the bad shit that might happen and put his Omega first, I can too. 
 
From Jane: Whoa. What? Hey do we need to talk about–
 
From Lily: No not about coming out. I do not mean that, Hunter is at the end of his career and maybe the end of his fucking geriatric life, he has nothing to lose but we still do, no, we should not do that yet. 
 
From Lily: But I will figure out the Moscow thing for a long weekend or take some of my personal leave and take care of it before summer. 
 
From Lily: I want to be home with you this summer. 
 
From Jane: Home with me
 
From Lily: I am coming to the cottage. This summer. A week, two weeks, however long you will keep me and let me stay. 
 
From Jane: Holy shit. Yes. 
 
From Lily: Tell me when I can come. Tell me when I can have you.
 
From Jane: 27 days
 
From Lily: I will count and you will count, yes? 
 
From Jane: YES
 
Yuna turned to her mate worried, but David shook his head a little and just held her hand tighter, both Alpha and Omega deciding not to talk about the tears in their son’s eyes or the smile on his face or the joy they could feel bubbling in his still muted scent as he watched Scott Hunter kiss his male Omega on screen for replay after replay after replay. 
 
From Lily: Tell me when I can have you
 
From Jane: 26 days and 23 hours and 55 minutes. 
 
From Lily: Soon
 
From Jane: Soon
 
*****
 
Chapter Notes: 
 
Everybody still with me? Hydrated? Got any new sugar fluff related cavities? Alright then. We broke 100k with this chapter which might be the fastest I've ever hit 100k on a fic (eight chapters??) but it's too late to stop now so....
 
Hayden coming through as the hero of the story. I just love him. He's like a Ken Doll and I mean that in the most respectful way possible. 
 
Yuna and David are so interesting to me. I love Omegaverse because it lets me really dive into a characters personality traits and I feel like Mama of all Omegas Yuna with soft spoken, doting Alpha!David is so true to their characterizations. 
 
Oof that awkward ugly ick that comes along with our body/mental state basically betraying us and then having to cope with it away from our usual routines and habits and safe spaces? Hard pass. Hate that journey for Shane but that's okay cos now Ilya is there. 
 
I love... everything? About the cottage scene. Ilya trusting his instincts and being so thrilled to step up as Alpha and handle everything. Shane being able to quiet as much as he needs. The way they move around each other and into each other. This whole chapter moves in reverse from their usual way of doing things, they go from not talking, to opening up in spectacular ways, to flirting and then to sex and finding like a thousand little ways for all that intimacy to come through was so fun (and exhausting, I rewrote several parts of this chapter multiple multiple times) 
 
Shoutout to Ilya having a glasses kink and Shane being like "am i doing role playing right?" please i just love them. 
 
One of my favorite things is always when the Alpha/Dom/Big Strong Boy gets taken the fuck out by something that doesn't even register on the Kink-o-meter just because it's the person they love doing it. Shane kissing Ilya with a little tongue and homeboy collapses. Shane puts on his glasses and calls him annoying in french and Ilya is ready to mess his pants. Shane gives Ilya the freedom and time to talk through his feelings in Russian and Ilya is like "i'm gonna marry you up so fast". 
 
I've said it before in this fic, but its really so important to me that the obsession and affection and vulnerability goes both ways in Omegaverse. This is all physical hurt/comfort for Shane but it's emotional hurt/comfort for Ilya and idk they're just beautiful?? 
 
Bonus for Ilya saying "I am your Alpha" and it's everything possessive and protective but also like, permission for Shane to fall to pieces? And then Shane returning it "I am your Omega." cos Ilya is safe with him too. I love love when characters say "i love you" without ever actually saying the words, and this is such a good example of it. 
 
I'll stop rambling cos y'all have already got through 22k+ words in this chapter and don't need another several thousand of me yammering. 
 
BUT you can find me on tumblr @not-close-to-straight and I will be so so happy to screech about every single tiny detail in this chapter, this fic, and about these boys in general. 
 
COMING UP: We head right back to the cottage for a much more *yeehaw* experience and David Hollander comes wandering in looking for that dang phone charge







      

  












      Chapter 9: The Cottage (i think we're alone now)
  


    Chapter Summary

    Welcome back to the cottage, we live here now.

Shout out to those of you who took a chance on this story back when it was a normal sized fic with normal sized chapters, we are far far past that point.

This is 21kish of nekkidness, sappy sweetness, honesty, possessive claiming red and golden eyed growling behavior, and finally finally love confessions even though let’s be so for real, these boys loved each other for ages now.

Cheers and thanks for reading!








  
Summer 2017
 
From Jane: When do I get you?
 
From Lily: Flight leaves at 11.
 
From Jane: When do I get you? 
 
From Lily: Boarding now.
 
From Jane: When do I get you? 
 
From Lily: Just landed.
 
From Jane: When do I get you?
 
From Lily: Grabbing bag.
 
From Jane: When do I get you? 
 
From Lily: Here, Omega. Here. 
 
Shane’s heart rate skyrocketed when he checked his rearview mirror for the tenth, hundredth, thousandth time in the past fifteen minutes and finally caught sight of his Alpha striding through the airport doors and stepping out into the sunshine. Ilya was in all black, black tank top and black pants, bulky black headphones and boldly black sunglasses, and the contrast made him look pale, made him look sharp edged and vicious.
 
Shane’s mind immediately went to laying the Alpha out on the dock and letting him tan sunbronzed warm by the water, cooking for him on the grill and softening the harsh features satisfied. He couldn’t see Ilya’s eyes through the dark glasses, but he knew just how blue they’d be, how they’d shade red as soon as there was a chance to be private, he knew his Alpha would growl through their first kiss, he knew the dangerous fangs were the only things as vicious as the all black ensemble made his Alpha look and oh fuck he couldn’t wait, couldn’t wait, couldn’t wait. 
 
“I refuse to get in Jeep.” Ilya tossed his bag in the back of the car then ducked in enough to ensure his Omega could very clearly see his disapproving frown in the rearview mirror. “Go rent a better car.” 
 
“It’s not a Jeep, it’s British.” Just that fast, everything fond he’d been thinking about his Alpha evaporated in a huff of irritation. “It’s a normal, practical– you know what?” Shane scoffed at him. “I don’t have to justify my car to you. Get in and shut up or you can walk to the cottage.” 
 
Ilya flashed his fangs grinning, obviously visibly pleased at getting a rise out of Shane within the first few seconds of seeing one another, and oh hell there went Shane’s heart pitter pattering fast again, he loved Ilya’s smile so much, he’d missed his Alpha so fucking much.
 
He drummed his fingers on the steering wheel impatient for every second it took Ilya to close the hatch and come around the car to open the passenger side door. 
 
“Come on.” he said first, then winced and corrected, “Hi. I’m glad to see you, but hurry.” 
 
“You.” The Alpha froze when he was only half way into the passenger seat, one foot still on the pavement outside. He dragged in a deep breath and the words wobbled when he asked, “You aren’t wearing any blockers?” 
 
“No. Get in. Come on.” Shane swiveled around checking the traffic moving through the pick up lanes of the airport, then clicked on his turn signal and pulled into the road. “After all that crap the doctors gave me washed outta my system, I had to start slow on my normal stuff to avoid another weird crash. Once you said you were gonna come out to the cottage,” 
 
He sped up to merge onto the highway and relaxed back into his seat once they were cruising, shooting his Alpha a quick smile. “I adjusted my dosage schedule so I can stay on a super low dose and skip the blocker patches for the next few weeks, but still I have plenty of time to get back to a full amount before the season starts.” 
 
“That’s.” Ilya’s voice cracked strained and he shifted in the seat away from Shane, closer to the window and closer to the door like he was trying to put extra distance between them. “Good. Is smart. Don’t want to be ah– dys– dysregulated.” 
 
“Well no, I definitely don’t want that.” the Omega glanced at him uncertainly. “But. More importantly. This is the first time we’ve been together in months and last time, I was so fucked up on medication I didn’t have a scent at all. It’s been since the All-Star Game that we’ve been able to properly scent each other.” 
 
He waited, but Ilya just pursed his lips and hummed a non committal, “Mmhmm, yes.” and kept his head turned, his eyes hidden behind the black sunglasses, his jaw set. 
 
“I um.” Shane squeezed at the steering wheel, uncomfortably anxious over the Alpha’s unexpected silence. “I haven’t worn my blocker patch at the cottage for a few days either. So the whole place scents like me and you know. Hopefully by tonight and tomorrow morning, it will scent like… us.” 
 
“Mmhmm.” Ilya nodded jerkily, his hands white knuckled gripping tight at his knees and face resolutely turned towards the window. “Okay. Sounds good.” 
 
“Ilya?” Shane pressed at his chest, then over his bonding spot, instinctive and self soothing and nervous about the lack of reaction from his Alpha. He couldn’t scent Ilya with the blocker patch on, couldn’t see the Alpha’s eyes behind the sunglasses and Ilya sat scrunched against the door visibly physically on edge and Shane didn’t know what to do. He rubbed over his heart, then over his neck again and ventured, “Alpha? Are you–” 
 
“Oh fuck, oh fuck you smell so good.” Ilya broke in with a loud groan, yanking his sunglasses off his face and scrubbing at his eyes. “Jesus Christ, Omega.” 
 
“Oh.” Oh. “Oh!” Shane suddenly got it, and his smile nearly split his face. “Yeah?” 
 
“Fuck.” Ilya’s blue eyes were shot scarlet when he finally twisted around to stare at his Omega. He rubbed at his mouth, pressing over the line of his fangs behind his lips, eyes locked in staring at Shane’s throat, the bump of his bonding spot, the curve of his neck where his scent would be the most potent. “Shane. Bozhe moy, I missed your scent so much, you smell so good, it’s too much, too much in this stupid ugly car, fuck.” 
 
“Holy shit.” Shane’s scent ribboned with pride and Ilya’s head snapped back, open mouth gasping like he couldn’t handle it. “It’s so hot how much my scent affects you.” 
 
“Is killing me.” the Alpha set his fangs tense and folded his arms tight to his body, foot tapping and knee jumping, chewing at the inside of his cheek as he forced himself to look back out the window. “Fuck, Omega.” 
 
“You can’t even look at me, can you?” Shane laughed quiet and flattered and feeling maybe sort of insanely powerful just then and it only got better when Ilya bent double at the waist growling like he was starving. “Holy shit, Alpha.” 
 
“No. No. I– fuck.” Ilya buried his face in his hands with a desperate noise that might have been called a whine if the Alpha would have ever admitted to fucking whining. “Okay. Okay okay okay.” 
 
He sat back up and forced a deep breath, in through his nose and loud noisy through his pursed lips. “Okay. You are healed, yes? All the way healed. Ribs, collarbone, you are not– not dysregulated anymore, you are better?” 
 
“Yeah.” Shane glanced at the Alpha, then back at the road. “Yes. All the way healed up. Nothing broken or sprained or dysregulated. I’m good.” 
 
“Okay good.” Ilya nodded nodded nodded, then undid his seat belt. “Brace yourself.” 
 
“Brace myself?” The Omega repeated, mildly alarmed by Ilya undoing his seatbelt and then wildly alarmed by the Alpha practically lunging across the middle console to grab for his shorts. “Ack! Ilya! What are you doing?!” 
 
“What, you have never had road head before?” Ilya shoved his face into the Omega’s lap and groaned out loud inhaling over him, his mind racing racing racing trying to catalogue every single nuance of the brightly orange blossom scent and then his mind slamming to a blissful, drugged out halt when the influx of purple lavender blanketed anything coherent and left him mouthing wet over the front of Shane’s shorts and focused in on one thing and one thing only. 
 
“Ilya shit–!” Shane smacked at the Alpha’s head fruitlessly. “Shit, this is so dangerous, no way. No way, sit back up and put your seat belt back on.” 
 
“No, will be fine.” Ilya felt behind him to click the seatbelt into it's slot so the car would stop beeping at them, then ran his nose over the bump of Shane’s cock, rumbling in anticipation when it hardened beneath another pass of lips. “You are good driver, this is boring and practical car, we will be so safe. Come on.” 
 
“Alpha!” the Omega yelped when Ilya’s big hand shoved determinedly beneath the hem of his shorts, blunt nails scratching at his thighs. “Listen listen listen, we have like two weeks together now, we don’t have to rush! We can wait for–” 
 
“No.” Ilya punctuated the word with a tug at Shane’s buttons, with a kiss that was more of a bite at his thigh. “I am not waiting anymore. I haven’t seen you except Facetime in months. Gimme it.” 
 
“You said gimme it, oh my god.” Shane held onto the steering wheel with both hands and prayed for control. “Alpha, we shouldn’t–” 
 
“You smell so good, I need you like, like, like–” the Alpha snapped his fingers impatiently, then shook his head when the words didn’t work. “Ty mne nuzhen. Now. Seychas. I am going to suffocate my face in your crotch and you will cum down my throat.” 
 
“Ilya, fuck.” Shane hit the flat of his palm on the wheel and cursed. “This is crazy.” 
 
“Eyes on road.” Ilya shoved his hand back under the hem of Shane’s shorts, massaging rough up high at the crease of his leg, stretching his fingers under the tight fabric to brush along what he could feel of the Omega’s cock. “There are worse ways to die than with you in my mouth, but it does not count as road head if you aren’t driving. Foot on gas pedal. Dick right here.” He craned his head up to grin at his mate. “Put it right here.” 
 
“You are a fucking deviant. This is insane.” Shane was sweating, staring at the road then staring down at his Alpha’s hand inching towards his zipper. “And so so dangerous, holy shit.”
 
Ilya paused, checking in, the red fading from his eyes just enough so his Omega knew he was serious and backing off was a terrible and hateful and least fun ever, but still viable option, “Tell me no.”
 
“Fuck. Fuck.” Shane hit his turn signal and merged into the fast lane, then nodded frantically at his Alpha, “Okay okay okay yes, I’m saying yes— Fuck!”
 
He yelped, car swerving on the highway when Ilya ripped the button and zipper open on his shorts, and the Alpha growled low and wicked and hungry as he licked his lips and bent to swallow the Omega’s cock down.
 
“Eyes on road, Omega…” 
 
Ilya felt better the very second he had his mate in his mouth. Shane’s scent was so potent, too potent, blinding bright and smothering warm and Ilya groaned for it, growled for it, sucked his Omega all the way hard against his tongue and shook through a pinched inhale as  the scent of sweat and precome and musk hit him all at once. Shane’s thighs were trembling under Ilya’s hands, the roar of the engine vibrated up from beneath the seat and Ilya closed his eyes reveling in it. 
 
A deep breath and he bobbed his head up and down a few times coating the Omega in saliva then sank in far until the head of Shane’s cock bumped the back of his throat and he could choke on it. He pulled off only far enough to breathe then did the same thing again, sucking hard and fast and taking his Omega far across his tongue to the back of his throat until he was gagging on it, his throat convulsing around the blunt head and senses swimming with the taste and smell and feel of his Omega surrounding him. 
 
And the Alpha could have stayed right there, would have happily stayed right exactly there for the rest of the drive, but Shane hissed out a frantic, “Holy shit, I’m already gonna cum–!” and Ilya dug his fingers in harder to the flex of muscle in the Omega’s leg, dragged the heel of his palm up as high as he could over the bunched shorts to try and cup his balls and pushed himself further over the center console to get his Omega just that extra little bit into his mouth until–
 
“Fuck, Alpha, fuck—!” Shane wrenched the wheel to the side, running the car off the highway and into the wide gravel and grass embankment separating their side of the road from the oncoming traffic in the other direction. He threw the car into park and tossed his sunglasses aside, then sank both his hands into Ilya’s hair to hold his Alpha down and bent over swearing as he finished spilling down Ilya’s throat, his head pushed onto the steering wheel and toes curling in his shoes, “Alpha my Alpha please…” 
 
“MmmmmOmega…” Ilya leaned away slowly, sitting back in his seat and wiping at his mouth, licking his lips and licking his fingers with his eyes gone dark scarlet and his chest heaving. “Better. I am better now. Not all the way satisfied until I am in you. But better.” 
 
“F-fuck.” Shane just gawked at him, sweaty and wide eyed and slack jawed. “Fuck, Ilya. How am I supposed to keep driving after that?” 
 
“Foot on pedal. Press down.” Ilya chuckled at his mate’s stunned expression and picked up Shane’s hand, mouthing a kiss onto his knuckles and rumbling pleased, “You smell so good Omega. Taste good too.” he fit his tongue between Shane’s fingers and the Omega snatched his hand back with an awkwardly squawked, “Don’t do that, don’t do that, it’s too distracting. We’re never gonna make it to the cottage at this rate.” 
 
“So pull over and I will make you cum again.” Ilya took his hand back, clasping their fingers together and rubbing his nose over the back of Shane’s hand. “I will fuck you over the hood of this ugly, practical car.” 
 
“There’s n-nothing wrong with my car, Ilya.” Shane managed as he pulled back into traffic and Ilya rolled his eyes, “Shane, I do not give a shit about the car. I want to fuck you.” 
 
“Okay and I want that too?” the Omega squeezed at his hand tight. “I want that too. But you gotta keep it together or we’re going to crash.” 
 
“Keep it together.” Ilya popped his fangs frustrated. “Easy to say when you already got to cum.” 
 
“Not as easy as you think.” Shane propped his knees up to brace the steering wheel as he fumbled for his water, unscrewing it as carefully as he could without having to let go of his Alpha’s hand. “Behave. At least for the drive.” 
 
“Hm. I will try.” Ilya nipped a tiny bite onto Shane’s thumb. “But I will try harder if you say it to me stern like a librarian.” 
 
“Ilya, I swear to god I will drive us both right off this damn road if you don’t let the librarian thing go.” 
 
Ilya finally laughed, lolling his head back against the seat rest and taking in a much less scattered breath now that the initial urgency of scenting his mate was at least temporarily sated, the wild clawing scratchy thing in his chest momentarily soothed as his Omega’s orange and lavender scent mellowed out content and Shane clicked his tongue and trilled at him from the driver’s seat. 
 
“My Omega.” The Alpha rumbled as he kissed Shane’s knuckles again and rubbed them against his cheek, kissed the back of Shane’s hand then turned their hands over so he could drop a kiss to the middle of Shane’s palm. Then at the Omega’s wrist, nuzzling at his pulse and brushing his lips featherlight along the Omega’s forearm. He wrapped his hand at Shane’s elbow and felt up over the bulk of his bicep to his shoulder and further to tangle into his hair. Shane tilted his head into the Alpha’s hand with a permissive little chirp and Ilya traced the whorl of his earlobe, swept his thumb at the freckles he could reach at his Omega’s cheek, then set it at the corner of Shane’s mouth and said softly, slowly, “Thank you for inviting me.” 
 
“Alpha.” Shane’s eyes flickered gold as he glanced over at his mate. “I can’t wait to get you home.” 
 
“Yes.” Ilya clasped both his hands over Shane’s and set them securely in his lap. “I cannot wait to be home with you.” 
 
****
 
“Is prettier here in the summer.” Ilya decided as he stepped out of the car at the cottage and took his sunglasses off to tilt his head back and back trying to find the top of the trees. The mid summer foliage was filled in lush, the grass in the small yard green and thick, the lake a stunning, sparkling blue in the afternoon sun. It was warm enough for shorts, the wind mild and the drone of insects and birds a comforting calming sort of background noise and it was so far removed from the chaos and clamor of the city,that Ilya needed a minute to inhale it, to drop his arms and roll his shoulders and breathe deep of sunshine warmed greenery and the barest edge of wild spiking in the earthy smell of leaves and pine needles and wildflowers.
 
It smelled like his Omega, he thought. Vibrant and floral and bright, then cozy and comfortable and familiar all at once and it prickled at his skin, settled into his veins, grounded the Alpha from the inside out as he turned in a slow circle and smiled wide at the insane reality of calling a place like the cottage home and the gorgeous Omega on the front porch his.
 
“Ilya!” Shane clapped his hands exasperated when his Alpha kept turning in circles and staring up at the blue sky, the towering trees, the lake. “What are you doing? Get the fuck inside.”
 
“No one can see us.” Ilya started to point out but the Omega huffed, “No, no one can see us, but that doesn’t mean I’m gonna blow you out here in the wild blue yonder. Come in the house.”
 
“The wild blue yonder.” The Alpha’s scent bubbled with amusement. “I’m looking at the trees! Come stand with me!”
 
“Rozanov, you’ve got about ten seconds to get in the house and get your pants off,” Shane retorted impatiently, “Or I’m gonna lock you out here with the trees.”
 
“Oh please.” Ilya waved him off carelessly. “You missed me too much, you wouldn’t do that.”
 
“Oh yeah?” Shane nodded a few times, then turned on his heel and picked up his bag and went right inside, flipping his Alpha off one handed as he did. “Enjoy speaking with the trees, you fucking Lorax.” 
 
“Wait, no!” Ilya burst out laughing and scrambled to grab his suitcase, sprinting for the stairs and the rapidly closing front door. “What did you call me? What is a Lorax? Bratty Omega, wait–!” 
 
He barreled through the nearly closed door and dropped his suitcase, lunging with both arms outstretched to snag his Omega around the waist and drag him back. “What the fuck, you were really going to leave me there?!” 
 
“I gave you fair warning!” Shane shoved at his Alpha, pushing and smacking Ilya’s hands away. “Get off me!” 
 
“Omega, come here!” Ilya shoved the door closed and kicked out of his shoes, stumbling as he tried to chase his Omega down for a kiss. “Come here and kiss me!” 
 
“Go outside and commune with your damn trees!” Shane dodged a kiss and twisted out of Ilya’s grasp, tripping over his feet and nearly splatting over the downstep into the living. “Ouch!” he bounced off the wall then bounced into Ilya when the Alpha moved forward too fast trying to catch up with him and their heads knocked together. “Fuck, go away!” 
 
“I was trying to compliment the house!” Ilya tried and failed to get his arms around Shane’s waist, almost faceplanted down the same stairs and crashed into his Omega laughing as they bumped and banged into the couch. “You have real estate fetish, I thought appreciating the landscape would get me in your pants faster!” 
 
“You should have been complimenting me–ACK!” Shane fell backwards over the arm of the couch and Ilya followed him right over in a disastrous tangle of limbs and knees and elbows. “You should have complimented me, that definitely would'a got you in my pants!” 
 
“Gimme kiss.” the Alpha demanded as they crashed onto the oversized couch, but when Shane turned his head and huffed, “No!” Ilya popped his fangs together playfully warning and tumbled them off the couch and bang right onto the floor. He put his hand behind Shane’s head so the Omega didn’t bounce off the hardwood, but made every effort to get his full weight pinning his Omega heavy to the floor, his hand tight around both Shane’s wrists and his blue eyes sparking red as he demanded, “Yield and gimme kiss.” 
 
“You weigh eight thousand pounds.” Shane complained, kicking his feet and struggling half heartedly against the Alpha’s hold on his wrists, his gorgeous mouth twisted into a frown but his scent perfumed playful and teasing and exhilarated. “Get off me before you squash me flat.” 
 
“Kiss me first or I will squash you flat.” Ilya retorted, but the Omega fired back, “Get off me or I’ll bite you!” 
 
“Oh please do.” Ilya lifted up enough to give himself a little leverage to flop his entire deadweight onto the Omega, grinning when Shane wheezed theatrically like he’d been sucker punched. “Please bite me. "
 
“Fine. Jesus Christ.” Shane puckered up and left the driest, chastest, most peckish of kisses on his Alpha’s lips. “Now get off.” 
 
“Shane Hollander, that was a terrible kiss.” Ilya frowned like he was personally offended. “Worst one ever.” 
 
“Yes well, I’m very inexperienced, you see.” Shane was smiling so wide his entire face was scrunched, cheeks red and nose wrinkled. “Practically a virgin in every sense of the word.” 
 
“A virgin.” Ilya rolled his eyes, then “Oof! Ouch!” got a knee to the kidney for his snark. “I think you will need hands on lessons to fix terrible kissing. At least two weeks worth.” 
 
“Two whole weeks worth of hands on kissing lessons?” the Omega whistled as if impressed. “Good golly Mr. Rozanov, how much is that gonna cost me?” 
 
“Just one real kiss.” Ilya couldn’t help but be gentle brushing the very tips of his fingers lightly lightly over the freckles on his Omega’s cheek, the Alpha couldn’t help but be tender pushing the dark hair out of Shane’s eyes so he could see the gold flecks glittering bright in the Omega’s gaze. Shane scented so sweet it almost hurt, orange blossom and lush lavender so intoxicating Ilya felt a little drunk on it, a little dizzy on it, a little bit head over heels topsy turvy overwhelmed for it. 
 
“My Omega.” he couldn’t stop smiling as he traced over Shane’s bottom lip, to the hinge of his jaw and down to press into his bonding spot. “Milyy here, come here.” 
 
Ilya lowered his head for a real kiss and Shane looped both his arms around the Alpha’s neck and pulled him in close. He let his legs fall open so Ilya could fit heavier against him and parted his lips to meet his Alpha in an opened mouth kiss, licking over the sharp fangs and moaning when Ilya pressed him down into the floor to cover him. 
 
“Off.” Shane broke away from the kiss long enough to tap at the blocker patch covering Ilya’s scent glands. “Take it off.” 
 
“You take it off.” Ilya turned his head and bared his throat offering. “My scent is yours, Omega. You take it off.” 
 
Shane propped up on his elbow to take the patch off, stripping it away then leaning up further to get his mouth at every millimeter of newly bared skin, trilling his tongue and mewling soft as he licked a long stripe along the Alpha’s throat, then set his teeth into the Alpha’s bonding spot and moaned as the familiar scent bled through, red tinted amber and frost edged pine, syrupy smooth and beautifully grounding and the Omega closed his eyes and sighed out in whole body, whole hearted, contentment. 
 
Ilya shifted on the floor so he could better support his Omega with a strong arm under Shane’s waist and turned his head to allow Shane in closer, giving his Omega plenty of time to scent him and plenty of time for the individual notes of their different scents to blend in with one another, distinctly sweet and comfortingly mellow and perfectly locked together matched. 
 
After several minutes– several stunningly intimate moments that left the Alpha awestruck and trembling and had the Omega clicking and purring and nosing happily along his cheek– Ilya finally cleared his throat and murmured, “I think I’m starting to miss the trees.” 
 
“Hm?” Shane asked dazedly, his lips tingling from so many kisses. “What did you say about– wait, are you talking about the trees again?” 
 
“You told me I couldn’t look at the trees because you–” Ilya bit back a laugh when his Omega’s scent blitzed in annoyance. “--you wouldn’t blow me in the wild blue yonder. But now I have no trees and also no blow job so…” 
 
“Get off.” Shane braced his feet on the floor and heaved his body up, shoving Ilya right off so the Alpha thudded onto the hardwood floor. “Get off me.” 
 
“Omega-!” Ilya lost the battle with his laugh, but it turned into a yelp and a scramble when the Omega jumped to his feet and grabbed Ilya’s suitcase, heading for the stairs. “Whoa! What is that?!” 
 
“I told you last time.” Shane walked to the top of the stairs leading to the bottom floor bedrooms and chucked the Alpha’s suitcase down to the landing below. “If you’re gonna be weird, you have to sleep downstairs.” 
 
“That was about glasses and librarian things, not about trees!” Ilya leapt to his feet and ran for the stairs, skidding in his socks and grabbing at the banister so he didn’t tumble on his way down the steep steps. “This is no way to treat guests!!”
 
“You were only a guest the first five minutes the first time you were here, now if you’re an asshole and you fuck around, you find out.” Shane flipped him off from the top of the stairs then pretended to check the time. “Looks like it’s time for my daily siesta. Enjoy your stay in the cottage basement for the next two weeks.”
 
“No no no.” Ilya grabbed his suitcase at the bottom landing and spun around to race back up the stairs, taking the steps two and three at a time to chase after his Omega. 
 
“This will not work Omega!” He barreled through the halfway shut master bedroom door and leveled his mate with a look. “You will tell hotel manager that downstairs will not work for me.”   
 
“Oh yeah?” Shane was at the vanity, making a show of unfastening the expensive watch from his wrist and arching an imperiously unimpressed eyebrow at the flustered Alpha. “And why is that exactly.”
 
“Because I need a king size bed.” Ilya stated and the Omega shrugged unbothered, “All the rooms have king size beds.”
 
“Okay well.” He set the suitcase down with a pointed thump. “I need a view.”
 
“Sir.” Shane clicked his tongue condescendingly. “All the rooms have a view.”
 
“I need this view though.” Ilya gestured to Shane, up and down the length of his body and Shane’s mouth quirked in a tiny, knowing little smile, “Sorry sir, this particular view is reserved for people staying in the master bedroom. This,” he motioned down his body, his smile growing bigger. “Is a private, premium, view.”
 
“I meant the trees.” Ilya didn’t skip a beat, baring his fangs in an aggravating grin. “Are the trees through this window private premium trees? Because that’s what I want. Private premium trees.”
 
“I hate you.” Shane set the expensive watch in the expensive jewelry box along with the rest of his brand sponsored gaudily expensive jewelry. “Asshole.”
 
“You like meeee.” The Alpha needled and Shane closed the vanity drawer with a pointedly harder push than necessary, “I fucking don’t.”
 
“Alright well,” Ilya ran his tongue over the ends of his fangs and nodded. “Here is the deal, Mr. Hollander.” 
 
“What in fact is the deal,” Shane propped his hip on the vanity and folded his arms. “Mr. Rozanov?” 
 
“That is our nest.” Ilya jabbed a finger towards the bed, the rumpled up blankets fixed into a circle along with some of Shane’s clothing and the hoodie Ilya had left behind the last time. “And you are my Omega.” 
 
His eyes tinted possessive red and the Omega instinctively unfolded his arms and turned his head, showing off the length of his throat and pressing at his bonding spot in automatic response to the verbal claim. 
 
“So I think.” Ilya pushed off the door frame and stalked towards his mate, one step two steps three steps closer. “I will stay in this room. In our nest. With my Omega. Yes?” 
 
Shane rolled his shoulders and audibly sighed as his whole frame loosened pliant with every step his Alpha took towards him. “Yes.” 
 
“Yes?” Ilya checked in as he stripped off his tank top and tossed it towards the nest, to add something more potently him scented to the cozy configuration. 
 
“Yes.” The Omega fumbled for the remote that would lower the black out shades over the windowed walls. 
 
“Yes?” Ilya took the remote and turned the shades off, then tossed it away over his shoulder once the windows were all the way open and the sun lit the room from corner to corner and landed bright on his Omega, reflecting off the gold flecks in his dark eyes. He kept advancing on his Omega, closer closer closer until Shane was crowded into the huge window and Ilya could press in against him from feet to forehead. “Tell me yes, Omega.” 
 
Ilya didn’t move even a millimeter closer until his mate whispered, “Yes.” 
 
The Alpha checked one more time, “Yes?” and Shane tapped at the gold cross necklace Ilya wore every single day and smiled. “Yes." 
 
“Shane.” Ilya ran his palms up Shane’s stomach to his chest, undid the buttons of Shane’s shirt and shoved his hands through to grope over the bulk of muscle at the Omega’s pecs, kneading and pressing and thumbing over his nipples, crooning under his breath as he bent in for a kiss, “Shane…”
 
“I–” Shane twisted his fingers into Ilya’s curls and exhaled shakily. “I am your Omega.” 
 
“My Omega. Mine.” Ilya covered Shane’s neck with his hand spread wide, thumb at Shane’s bonding spot and pressing in hard as he surged forward to crush their mouths together in a searing, claiming kiss. “Mine.” 
 
“Yours. Yeah.” Shane swayed away from the kiss and fumbled for Ilya’s pants, scratching his nails down the Alpha’s bare stomach and hooking into the waistband of Ilya’s sweats, tugging at the drawstring closure. “Alpha.”
 
“Here, Omega.” Ilya grabbed for Shane’s chin when the Omega ducked his head like he was going to drop to his knees. “Stay right here with me.” and kissed him again, his palm at the back of Shane’s head partly so he wouldn’t bump against the glass too hard, partly to keep the Omega focused and present and kissing him, molding their mouths together and licking past the seam of his Omega’s lips, cradling Shane’s face so he wouldn’t slip away hazy until Ilya had had his fill of swallowing all the tiny noises and hungry chirps and bottomed out purring moans from his Omega.
 
They shifted rubbing hard against one another, blended scents spiking hot and hearts racing as Shane kept pulling at his pants and Ilya kept sucking at his tongue, at his bottom lip, digging his fangs in biting until he tasted blood from Shane’s split lip and wrenching away to stab his fangs into Shane’s throat and taste the faintest trickle of blood there too. 
 
“Ilya, please. Alpha, fuck.” Shane grabbed for Ilya’s shoulders, his chest, his waist as he slid down the window and dropped to his knees, sat back on his heels and stared up at his Alpha with heavy lidded eyes and fluttering lashes. “Please.”
 
“Omega.” Ilya muttered a rough curse as Shane yanked at his sweats, petting lightly obsessive at Shane’s cheek when Shane pushed his pants down and pulled his cock free, jacking over him slowly while looking up at him with mouth slack and lavender scent sodden with arousal. “Do you want..?” 
 
Shane’s lips parted but he didn’t move, didn’t look away, didn’t stop pulling over Ilya’s cock as it hardened fully bumping against his cheek and chin. 
 
“Okay okay.” The Alpha cursed again, soft and awestruck and swallowing hard so he wouldn't choke on just how badly he needed his mate. “Open for me here, Omega.” he hooked his finger at the corner of Shane’s kiss bruised mouth. “Wider. Open up wider for me.” 
 
Shane shuddered like he was relieved, like the permission and instruction from his Alpha unlocked that last little bit of tension in his frame, and he opened wide, dropped his jaw and opened wider so he could take Ilya’s cock into his mouth as deep as he could handle. He braced his hands at the Alpha’s thick thighs and pressed another bit closer, saliva filling his mouth and gathering wet at the corners of his lips until he was almost drooling, and moaned when Ilya tugged sharp at his hair and crooned, “You feel so good, Omega, fuck.” 
 
Shane swallowed around the head of Ilya’s cock then let go and leaned back, hollowing his cheeks and sucking as he slid off the Alpha until the back of his head hit the window again and he opened his mouth to run his fingers over his lips, over his tongue. 
 
“Right here?” Ilya squeezed the base of his cock and tapped the tip at his Omega’s bottom lip. “You want?” 
 
Shane nodded, wordless and quiet but with his scent shimmering in anticipation and his eyes glittering beautifully mated gold as he blinked up at his Alpha and Ilya crouched down to kiss him, had to bend down and scoot close and lay a gratefully emotional kiss on the loose lips before he stood back up and carefully fed his cock across his Omega’s tongue and into the wet heat of his mouth. 
 
The Omega smiled pleased and languid before his eyes fell all the way closed and he hummed content over the push of his Alpha through his lips. Ilya was heavy on his tongue, bulky at his cheek, wide pressing blunt to the back of his throat and Shane focused on breathing in between each slow thrust, focused on the scent of his Alpha pine and amber and precome in his nose, focused on the warmth of the sunshine at his back through the windows and the texture of his Alpha’s pants between his fingers, focused on the sound of his Alpha breathing and the weight of his Alpha’s hand in his hair, focused on the–
 
–focused on the–
 
It didn’t matter. Shane didn’t care. He closed his eyes and relaxed his throat and drifted away quiet with the sun at his back and his Alpha braced over his front and just breathed. 
 
“Ty krasivyy, you are so fucking beautiful.” Ilya couldn’t look away from Shane holding him so well, the full lips stretched towards obscene fitting around the thick base of his cock then tightening suckling at the tip, the bump of his knot starting to swell from the stimulation and the sheen of his cock soaked from Shane’s tongue and spit. The Omega was gorgeous on his knees, flawless on his knees, haloed in the glow of the sunshine with his beautiful features fully relaxed, lips red and swollen, lashes dark against his face, those damnable distracting delicate freckles set like stars, like constellations, like a hundred tiny kiss marks on Shane’s face, the Omega made Ilya feel like suddenly he understood poetry and some other time when he wasn’t whole body buzzing with his Omega on his knees holding him, Ilya would sit and try to write it all down. 
 
But. 
 
“Shane.” After so long apart, too many months of only phone calls and Facetime and distance, after their last time at the cottage had been when Shane was hurt and the time before that had been not nearly enough hours together in Florida, Ilya needed more. 
 
“My Omega.” he tugged at Shane’s hair. “Shane. Look at me.” 
 
Shane’s eyes opened slowly, first dark and then swirling gold and Ilya nodded, his hips jerking forward faster in immediate response. “Better. Yes. Be here with me. You can be quiet, but here with me, yes?” 
 
The Omega nodded obediently, hummed encouragingly and the Alpha groaned when it vibrated up and down his cock and shook through his core. He gripped massaging at his knot as he got closer, fucking through Shane’s mouth faster, “Fuck, Omega. What you do to me– ty ideal’na, you are perfect.” 
 
Shane tilted his head back to open himself up more and Ilya smacked his hand on the glass in front of him, cursing from behind his fangs when he slid deeper, when the next thrust lodged him in Shane’s throat and he could feel Shane swallow convulsing around him.
 
“Fuck.” he grabbed for Shane’s chin with his free hand, pressed at the bump of himself in Shane’s cheek, then dug his fingers in pressing hard at the Omega’s bonding spot. “Ty takoy molodets, so good Omega, so so good, don’t stop.”  
 
Shane caught his Alpha’s hand and held tight, pressing at his fingers matching the same rhythmic push of the cock over his tongue and Ilya clenched his teeth and hissed, “Close, Omega, close–!” 
 
Ilya pressed his forehead to the sun warmed glass and gripped hard at his swelling knot as he started to cum, fingers too tight in Shane’s hair as he fucked the tip of his cock between the Omega’s lips trying to stay coherent enough not to gag his Omega and bruise Shane’s throat with too hard a thrust. Shane coughed at the first wet spurt but he shook his head and moaned when Ilya started to apologize, tightened his lips and sucked pulling, curled his tongue taking it all and gulping swallowing until Ilya’s legs were buckling and the Alpha slipped free of his mouth to collapse onto his knees too. 
 
“Shane.” Ilya didn’t bother even tucking himself back into his pants before he caught Shane’s face with both hands and covered him in a long kiss, growling and trembling through it when the spacey, shaky, satiated Omega held onto both his wrists for balance and kissed him right back. 
 
“My Omega.” Ilya ran his nose over the scent glands at the curve of his neck, over the bump of his bonding spot, up to the hinge of his jaw and the softest spot behind Shane’s ear then came back for another hard kiss, cupping at his jaw and pushing their foreheads together. Mate mate mate mine mine mine. “I missed you.” 
 
“Mmmm…” Shane swayed forward to drop his head on the Alpha’s shoulder, face turned so he could inhale the amber and pine scent with every slow breath. “Welcome home, Alpha.” 
 
****
 
“I need a shower.” Ilya said later as he put his clothes away in the drawers, folded socks and folded underwear, shirts in the closet and his suitcase with the rest of the luggage by the front door. “Do you need a shower?” 
 
“I don’t need a shower.” Shane didn’t look up from their nest, too busy fussing at the circled blankets so he could add in Ilya’s shirt and a couple extra pillows, widening the walls to make room for the Alpha to sleep next to him. He moved the Moscow blanket around so it was closer to his side of the nest, rearranged a throw blanket Ilya had used a couple times in the Spring down by the bottom, rummaged through the closet to find that one particular long sleeve Ilya tended to wear for their post game hook-ups and added that in as well. 
 
Ilya had brought extra clothes this time, far too many shirts and several extra pairs of sweats and the Omega didn’t point out that it was too many clothes and didn’t acknowledge that Ilya had clearly brought the extra clothing as a request and as permission for Shane to integrate more of the Alpha into their nest for the few weeks they’d get together, but he sure smiled about it as he pushed and fluffed and fussed over the nest until it was perfect. 
 
Then he turned around and dusted his hands off satisfied, but paused when he found his Alpha just watching him. 
 
“What?” Shane glanced back at the bed and their nest. “What’s wrong, why are you looking at me funny?” 
 
“Because you are funny looking.” the Alpha intoned and Shane flushed, “Fuck you.” 
 
Ilya smiled, the amber in his scent warming fond and Shane checked at the nest again, “Is something wrong with the nest?” 
 
“No. Is beautiful nest.” Ilya moved away from the dresser and dropped a quick kiss onto his Omega’s mouth, rubbing at his cheek. “And you are very good Omega. Do you want to shower with me?” 
 
“You already asked me that.” Shane frowned, but the Alpha corrected, “No, I asked if you needed a shower. Now I am asking if you want to get naked and slidey and wet with me. Different question.” 
 
“Oh, I see.” Shane laughed into another kiss. “No, you go ahead. I’ll start some food.” 
 
“Okay.” Ilya kissed him one more time and started to pull away, but he wasn’t surprised in the slightest when the Omega dragged him back and lay a harder kiss on him, pulling at his curly hair and pressing up against him for a long moment. 
 
“Kay. Go take a shower.” Shane decided and Ilya nipped a tiny bite onto the tip of his nose, “Okay.” 
 
“I’m gonna start some food.” he ran his hand down the front of the Alpha’s pants, and Ilya swallowed hard, “Okay.” 
 
“Maybe we can watch a movie after? Something stupid and pointless so we can just make out the whole time?” Shane dragged his teeth over Ilya’s bottom lip and the Alpha nodded, “Okay, my Omega. Okay okay, whatever you want.” 
 
“Fuck.” Shane gave in and whimpered a little into the next kiss, standing on his toes to push it deeper and admitting all in a rush, “Fuck, I want you again. Can I want you again?” 
 
“You just had me.” the Alpha rumbled into his throat, nosing and mouthing over his bonding spot. “In the car and just in your mouth.” 
 
“No, I know.” Shane palmed over Ilya’s ass and rubbed against him eagerly. “But I still want you in my–” 
 
The Omega’s mouth snapped shut with an audible pop and Ilya leaned away with both eyes wide and his eyebrows raised comically high, “What was that?” 
 
“Nothing. Just–” Shane tried to pull him in again, but Ilya shook his head, his scent zinging delighted at his mate’s embarrassment. “No no. Say it. Say what you want and you can have it.” 
 
“Fuck you.” The Omega denied with a mortified blush and Ilya poked him in the ribs, in the stomach, laughing, “Come on! You’ve said it before! Bat pretty eyes at me and say ‘Alpha, I want your big veiny throbbing–” 
 
“Okay gross, Ilya. I’ve never said those words in my life.” Shane planted both hands at the Alpha’s chest and shoved him away. “Moment ruined. Go take your damn shower.” 
 
“Omega!” Ilya grabbed for Shane’s hand and licked at his palm, and Shane flicked him right in the ear, “Ew! Gross! Go shower alone you weirdo.” 
 
“You like meeeeee!” the Alpha called sing songy over his shoulder as headed for the bathroom and Shane propped his hands on his hips and sighed in a little bit of self disgust, “Damn it, I really do.” 
 
Dinner prep only took a few minutes. Shane had ground beef already thawed and ready to cook, he’d premade a thickly creamy sauce and even though he usually would make do with mostly meat and a smaller portion of noodles, for the sake of knowing his Alpha would be utterly gleeful over the dairy and cheese laden mess, Shane tossed the browned beef, thick sauce and way too many noodles into a deep casserole dish and set it in the oven to slow bake for a while.
 
The Omega systematically wiped down the kitchen, worked his way methodically through the few dishes he’d dirtied, then braced his hands on the counter with his head tilted towards the sound of the shower and sighed, sighed, sniffed and wiped his nose and sighed, then sternly told himself, “You do not have to be embarrassed about wanting your Alpha.” and marched right back into the bedroom to join Ilya in the huge shower.
 
“You changed your mind.” Ilya had just barely finished soaped up with the overly fragrant, overly bubbly body wash when the glass door opened and the Omega slipped inside the steamy shower, and he grinned through a pile of suds on his face and streaking down his chest. “Unfortunately, I don’t think this hotel allows double occupancy in the bathrooms.”
 
“No, it’s okay. I know the owner of this place and he won’t mind.” Shane stepped directly under the spray of water and looped his arms at his Alpha’s neck, ignoring the bubbles and soap to mash a firm kiss to Ilya’s mouth. “Plus I know for a fact the bellhop at this particular cottage accepts tips as in... just the tip? So one inch would be great, but at least two is preferable.”
 
“Oh my god.” Ilya’s laugh echoed around the huge bathroom. “I want to play librarian and my suitcase is thrown downstairs, but you want to play hotel and is fine?!"
 
“Why are you complaining about a game that ends with you inside me?” The Omega reached up to adjust the shower head so the water sluiced away the foaming soap and he could run his hands greedily over Ilya’s bare body. “Seems like a dumb thing to complain about.”
 
“Mmmno, not complaining.” Ilya wiped the water and soap from his eyes and caught Shane’s hand as it headed south, pressing a kiss to the middle of the Omega's palm. “Just noticing.”
 
“Well stop it.” Shane tilted his head back so the Alpha could lay a trail of kisses along his neck. “It’s nerdy.”
 
“Nerdy, hm?” Ilya scraped his fangs at the hinge or Shane’s jaw. “You own two sets of encyclopedia and in wildest fantasy, you are bellhop in a hotel.”
 
“They are special edition encyclopedias!” The Omega argued back as Ilya’s big hand swept down his back heading for the cleft of his ass. “And the bellhop thing is strictly cos hotel guests are temporary, so after I get what I want, I can cancel your reservation and kick you out.”
 
“Brat.” Ilya flexed his wrist and crack left a loud swat on the Omega’s rear. “So what do you want then?”
 
“One guess.” Shane pushed the half hard jut of his cock shamelessly into the Alpha’s stomach and reached to close his hand around Ilya too, stroking over him until Ilya groaned and bucked up into his hand already ready to go again. “Yeah? You too?”
 
“What do you want, Omega?” The Alpha asked into a long kiss, the hot water pouring over their faces and muffling the words. “Tell me.”
 
“You.” Shane answered simply, softly, far too quietly for how the single syllable made Ilya twitch harder against his palm. “I want you.”
 
“Where do you want me?” He rumbled and the Omega panted, “Inside, want you inside, come on.”
 
Ilya spun Shane around with a quick yank, crowding him up against the shower wall and bracing over the Omega so he could hook his chin at Shane’s shoulder and watch as Shane touched himself.
 
“Where do you want me?” He demanded and the Omega pushed back against the press of fingers at his hole, “In me, Alpha get in me.”
 
“Where,” the Alpha lined the head of his cock up with Shane’s entrance and rocked forward bumping at him. “do you want me?”
 
“Oh fuck. Fuck.” Shane flattened one hand to the wall in a desperate grab for balance as Ilya fit inside him with a single slow, relentless push, pressure pressure pressure at his rim until his body gave way around the Alpha and Shane nearly choked for it, put his other hand at his stomach pressing low under his navel to feel his Alpha stretch him open. “Al-Alpha—!”
 
“Fuck you’re so tight." the Alpha shoved his face between Shane’s shoulder blades and growled out bass pitched deep, “Where do you want me?”
 
Shane’s head dropped forward, a shuddering little gasp leaving his mouth as Ilya notched deeper, already hooking his thumb at the Omegas hole coaxing him open further to make room for his knot. 
 
“Tell me, Omega.” He whispered beneath the roar of the water and the sound of his heart hammering in his ears. “Tell me, tell me, tell me…”
 
“Everywhere.” Shane closed his eyes against the slice and sting of fangs into his throat, reached back to sink his hand into the Alphas hair and keep him close biting claiming into his throat as Ilya sat himself bottomed out buried in his core with one final push. 
 
“Alpha my Alpha, I want you everywhere…”
 
*****
 
The shower went long.  Dinner was delayed. Neither Alpha nor Omega minded.  
 
“I will clean up.” Ilya patted Shane’s ass after they finished eating and motioned him towards the living room. “Go. Settle.” 
 
“I can clean up.” Shane very vividly remembered every single second of his Alpha taking care of him when he’d been hurt. He very vividly remembered Ilya doing everything from cooking and clean up to laundry and folding clothes, from choosing blankets and picking out movies to keeping Shane’s scattered dysregulated self on a schedule strict enough to be soothing. 
 
Now that he was healed and whole and better, the need to return the favor, to take care of and serve his Alpha clamored up loud in Shane’s subconscious and hammered at his temples. He wanted to feed and clothe and relax his mate so badly that his fingers itched with it, his chest was tight with it, cleaning the cottage and making dinner hadn’t been enough, the soul deep drive to bundle his Alpha into their nest and keep him sank claws like anchors into Shane’s heart and it was all he could do not to pop his teeth and snarl an order for his Alpha to sit and stay and settle. 
 
“I can clean up.” the Omega repeated maybe sternly, maybe rudely, and Ilya’s eyebrows shot towards his hairline when the tersely worded decision was accompanied by a flush of stubbornness in Shane’s floral scent. 
 
“You are… upset I offered?” the Alpha questioned and Shane pursed his lips and shook his head, put his hands on his hips and shook his head, folded his arms and cleared his throat and shook his head, “No. It’s. I um–” 
 
“Omega.” Ilya waited until Shane met his eyes, then tapped his fingers once twice against his thigh and lowered his voice a notch towards ordering. “I will clean up. Go to living room and pick out a movie we can ignore and make out too.” 
 
“Ilya.” the Omega scrubbed a hand over his face, over his chin, scratching his nails along his jaw in a burst of agitation. “I can clean up.” 
 
“Shane–” 
 
“I want to do it!” he cut in and when the Alpha frowned at him, Shane took a breath and repeated quieter, “I want to do it. I wanted to make you dinner, I want to clean up, I’d really like it very much if you went and sat in the living room and put on a movie for us and it’d be great if you didn’t make me explain that, because I don’t really know if I can right now."
 
“Okay.” Ilya didn’t argue, didn’t fuss, didn’t ask. He dried his hands on the dishcloth and nodded at his Omega. “You clean up.” 
 
“Yeah. Sure. It’s– shit.” Shane felt really fucking foolish putting up such a fuss over doing the dishes. Hell, they could have both done the dishes, it wasn’t that serious, he didn’t have to go and make it weird by being so anxiously determined to finish the chore alone. It was a stupid thing to get worked up about, stupid to feel like he had to prove something– prove himself?-- to his Alpha by wiping down the counter, fuck what was he doing? 
 
“Omega.” Ilya dropped a quick kiss on Shane’s mouth as he passed on the way to the living room. “Thank you. for taking care of it.” 
 
Fuck. “Yep.” the glow of approval in his Alpha’s amber scent washed syrupy warm over the frazzled, frantic edges of Shane’s mind and he closed his eyes into the next kiss, shoulders dropping and the weight in his chest easing. “Yeah. No problem. Happy to do it. I’ll just be a few minutes, okay?” 
 
“Okay.” 
 
Shane pushed his sleeves up and got started on cleaning, first pots and pans and dishes, then the oven and the stove, last the sink and the counters. 
 
Later he’d try and explain to Ilya just how important it had felt to do the chores. He’d sit with his Alpha and try to verbalize how much it meant for the Alpha to be settled and content in the cottage. He’d be honest about how he’d spent years suppressing or blocking or straight up ignoring his instincts when it came to their relationship, but after Florida he was determined to stop downplaying it all and also he was maybe slightly overwhelmed when the traditionally domestic impulses hit him at random times and he struggled with reconciling things that felt Omega-y with who he was as a person but chores like handling clean up while his Alpha relaxed helped soothe it all…
 
From Lily: Why are all recent movies on watchlist with giant animals eating people?
 
From Lily: You have sixteen giant shark movies.
 
From Lily: Oh no, so many crocodile movies.
 
From Lily: You will feed me to giant crocodile in your lake?!
 
The increasingly concerned text messages from his Alpha made Shane smile, let him breathe, helped quiet the roiling insecurity with a quick return to normal despite how obviously taken aback Ilya had been about the clean up thing.  
 
From Jane: Only if you piss me off
 
From Lily: Wow. 
 
In the living room, Ilya kept scrolling through the honestly concerning amount of giant animal themed slasher movies on Shane’s recently watched list, and kept glancing towards the kitchen and the noise his Omega was making. 
 
He’d had every intention of sending Shane in to rest and relax while he cleaned up because the Omega had been floaty dizzy soft after their long shower and Ilya had been looking forward to several hours more of that sort of thing.
 
But Shane had been insistent, he’d actually been a little bit bitchy demanding that Ilya let him clean up and first it had registered as rejection in the Alpha’s heart, rejection of his efforts to take care of his mate, rejection of his comfortable place in the cottage, rejection of Ilya’s belief that he’d done so so well handling everything when Shane had been hurt, maybe he’d done it all wrong and now the Omega was better and was going to do it all the right way?
 
First, Shane’s insistence had registered as rejection but then the sweet scent had wobbled pleading, not angry. Needy, not annoyed. Whatever was prompting Shane to obsessively clean the kitchen alone instead of letting Ilya do it or even letting Ilya help wasn’t based in irritation, so the Alpha shrugged away the false zing of rejection and flopped onto the couch to give his mate time to work it out. 
 
They talked about things now. They were honest with each other now. When Shane wanted to talk about it, he'd talk about it and Ilya would listen and it would be fine.
 
And. 
 
From Lily: Clearly you have hotel employee kink and also giant teeth and blood in water kink. 
 
From Lily: You are a weird Omega, Shane Hollander. 
 
He smiled when he heard Shane chuckle from the kitchen, and relaxed back into the cushions a little more. Whatever was bothering his Omega wasn’t so bad it would derail their night, if he could make his mate smile over a stupid text message, they were fine, it was fine. 
 
From Jane: I was thinking maybe we should have a no knotting in the shower rule. 
 
From Lily: You ASKED me to knot you
 
From Jane: I know I asked.
 
From Lily: Is my job as your Alpha to knot you when you ask. You want knotted now? Come here, we will deflower the couch and make recliner blush. 
 
From Jane: Jesus Christ. 
 
From Jane: I just meant for safety’s sake. The shower is super slippery, what if one of us fell and the fire department had to come rescue us and we were still stuck together. 
 
The startled burst of laughter from the Alpha could be heard even over the sound of dishes in the sink and Shane dried his fingers on a towel so he could type one handed. 
 
From Jane: I’m being serious.
 
From Lily: Okay yes. Valid. Sorry for knotting you in super dangerous shower.
 
From Jane: You’re not sorry.
 
From Lily: You are not sorry either.
 
From Jane: No. But. Safety. 
 
From Lily: Right. Only fingers and tongue in shower from now on. 
 
From Jane: I mean. You could put it in me a little…
 
From Lily: FLOOZY
 
They didn’t watch the movie. The TV was on and something was playing, but Shane sat on the couch and Ilya scooted to the floor so he could sit between the Omega’s feet and rub his cheek at Shane’s leg while Shane combed through his hair and scratched at his scalp and they didn’t watch the movie at all. 
 
The movie didn’t matter. Shane brought up Scott Hunter winning the cup and the ultra public coming out and Ilya nodded through telling his Omega about the after party at the gay bar, the open acceptance from that community, how Hunter had been not just happy but truly settled in a way that made Ilya just how on edge brittle the Alpha had been for all the years they’d known each other. 
 
Ilya asked about Shane’s training schedule for the upcoming season and if the team’s physical therapist was recommended reduced ice time for the first few games, and Shane rolled his eyes about all the required physical therapy appointments, rolled his eyes about how his mom was being particularly neurotic about his recovery because it was his first but more than likely far from last serious injury, rolled his eyes about the idea of reduced ice time because even injured he was a better player than most the guys in the league and he had no problem proving it. 
 
“Cocky.” the Alpha snorted and the Omega snorted right back, “I’m right, though.” 
 
He was right. Ilya had no problem admitting it. He might not be able to publicly brag about his mate the way Scott Hunter’s mate could, but it still thrilled and humbled Ilya in every single way to know the stunning Omega who wanted to be his was the sort of on ice legendary talent that had already made history and would keep making history until the day he retired. 
 
Until the day they retired. Together. Cos sometimes and especially lately when the distance felt extra far and phone calls weren't very often and a single kiss was enough to put the Alpha on his knees, retirement and together was all Ilya could ever think about. 
 
The movie didn’t matter. Eventually the conversation faded. Ilya sat on the floor between Shane’s feet with the scent of his mate surrounding him, Shane’s legs braced at his shoulders and strong fingers in his hair, massaging at his neck and stroking over his bonding spot. The Alpha breathed slow and slow and slower until he was drifting, not sleeping but sort of floating in a hazy space with his eyes half lidded and a contented rumble vibrating barely audible from his chest. 
 
“Ilya.” Shane bent over him and ran his nose through the Alpha’s hair, inhaling deep and whispering, “You smell so good right now, scent all content and happy. Fuck, I love that. Stay right here with me.” 
 
And oh, the Alpha thought distant and drowsy. Oh when he figured out why Shane had been so weird in the kitchen. His mate was trying to take care of him, trying to get him settled in home and making the effort to keep him comfortable and it was all so beautifully overwhelmingly committed domestic, a bolt of happiness  zinged bright into Ilya’s scent all at once and Shane chirped at him in quiet response, nuzzling a kiss onto his ear, “Settle settle, Alpha. Settle.” 
 
Ilya settled. Didn’t watch the movie. He focused on his Omega’s fingers in his hair and the sound of Shane’s voice commenting on different scenes and the heady aura of their blended scents and drifted until sometime later, maybe minutes, maybe hours, his Omega asked, “Want to go to bed early?” and Ilya let the full emotional weight of the day crash over him and nodded, “Mmmyes. I think so.” 
 
“Okay.” Shane kissed his cheek, his temple, drew his fingers over the bump of his Alpha’s bonding spot and kissed the top of Ilya’s head. “I’ll go get our nest ready.” 
 
After teeth were brushed and the cottage closed up for the night, Shane crawled into their nest and flipped the covers back making room for his Alpha. Ilya’s heart did something flip floppy and silly over the little gesture and when he crawled between Shane’s legs to kiss him, he murmured, “Spasibo, lyubimyy.” with a hint of teeth at Shane’s bottom lip before stretching out and reaching to pull his mate into his chest. 
 
“Will I be too heavy if I sleep on you?” Shane wanted to know and Ilya shook his head, “No, not too heavy, but.” he opened his arms and motioned for his Omega to get as comfortable as he needed. “Maybe uncomfortable for you?” 
 
“I think it will be okay.” Shane nudged Ilya’s knees open so he could lay down, his hands braced on either side of the Alpha’s ribs. “I just want to be on you. Is that okay?” 
 
“Is okay, yes.” Ilya adjusted a few inches on the bed so the weight of Shane’s head was lower towards his navel instead of propped on his ribs and sternum, then lifted his hips teasingly, “But if I have wet dream, I might hump your neck.” 
 
“Stop that.” Shane pinched him. “If you can’t sleep like this just push me off. And if I get too uncomfortable, I’ll move too.” 
 
“Yes, because I will be so uncomfortable with beautiful Omega using me as a pillow.”  the Alpha settled his hand between Shane’s shoulder blades, rubbing calming circles at his back. “There are worse ways to lose all feeling in my legs. I will be fine.” 
 
“Kay.” Shane left a slow, sucking kiss at one of the moles on his Alpha’s stomach and wriggled in a little closer. “Goodnight, Alpha.” 
 
“Goodnight, Omega.” Ilya found his mate’s bonding spot with his thumb and stroked over it lightly, up and down over the delicate skin, over and over in a languid, hypnotic rhythm until the tension bled from the Omega’s body and Shane slipped away sleeping. 
 
Ilya didn’t want to fall asleep right away, he very much wanted to enjoy and focus on and memorize every single second of being in their nest with his Omega snoring quietly on his chest, the covered windows sheltering them from the world and the skylight above the bed offering a peek at the stars. 
 
The Alpha didn’t want to fall asleep, he wanted to stay awake all night so he didn’t miss even a single second of tranquility, but the lavender in Shane’s scent darkened drowsy and drugging with slumber and eventually Ilya closed his eyes with a slow smile and mumbled, “Sladkikh snov, dorogoy. Sweet dreams, my Omega, my mate…”
 
*****
 
“Why is there so many burgers?” Ilya came out of the cottage with a couple of beers, squinting against the bright afternoon sun as he crossed the soft grass barefoot and scooched up behind his Omega at the grill. “Why do we need eight burgers?” 
 
“We don’t need eight burgers.” Shane shifted his weight back against the Alpha’s broad chest and frowned down at the food. “But the recipe made eight burgers. So.” 
 
“So you cut it in half?” Ilya set the beers on the side table and wrapped both arms around his mate. “Why didn’t you cut it in half?” 
 
“Why don’t you leave me the hell alone?” Shane groused and the Alpha bit at his ear. “No.” 
 
“You’re annoying.” Shane turned his head opening his throat into another sharp bite at his ear, and Ilya rewarded the offer and permission with a soft brush of lips over the curve of Shane’s neck, mouthing over his bonding spot until the Omega sighed and shivered and leaned against him a little more. I
 
lya tucked his face into Shane’s throat and closed his eyes, rumbling happily under the noise of the birds in trees, the lap of water on the rocks at the shoreline, the sizzle of the grill. Shane scented gorgeous always, but after a solid twenty fours spent mostly wrapped around one another, the orange in his scent had deepened to blend with the amber in Ilya’s scent, the lavender darkened earthy to match with vibrant pine and yes the Omega scented like sun-warmed sugary sweet contentment, but he also scented like Ilya. Like them. Like he’d been imprinted and matched and claimed and mated. 
 
Ilya burrowed into the fragrant skin over his Omega’s bonding spot and breathed in deep, slid his hand under Shane’s shirt and set his palm low on Shane’s stomach, dug his fingers in possessive and claiming and let the knowledge of what his Omega would scent like mated sink into his bones and heat into his veins. 
 
Mine. 
 
“Are you,” Shane tilted his head curiously towards his Alpha when he heard the buzzy, raspy noise from deep in Ilya’s chest. “Are you purring right now?” 
 
“No.” Ilya denied, pulling his mate in closer and hiding his face deeper into Shane’s throat. “Alphas do not purr. Is just a friendly growl. Like a tiger.” 
 
“Okay tiger.” Shane chuckled and patted his Alpha’s cheek gently. “You keep standing here growling friendly and make sure these don’t burn. I’ll go get plates and condiments and stuff.” 
 
“I can get plates.” Ilya didn’t move, his lips grazing Shane’s skin with every word. “You stay.” 
 
“I’ll get it, Alpha.” It was another chance for Shane to take care of his Alpha, and Ilya clocked it, catalogued it, appreciated it, but he still wrapped in tighter to his mate and shook his head, “In a minute, maybe.” 
 
“Okay.” Shane turned the grill off and lowered the lid so the food wouldn’t burn while his clingy Alpha scented and snuggled and not-purred in his ear. “In a minute.” 
 
They ate lunch by the water, sitting close enough at the small table to tap their feet together every few minutes, mostly quiet enjoying the view and the sunshine and the beauty of the lake surroundings as they worked their way through two burgers each and most of the salad Shane had made. 
 
“Where are you parents?” Ilya wiped his hands on a napkin then took a drink of his beer. “They spend summers out here too?”
 
“Most of the time, yeah.” Shane sat back in his chair and nudged his foot over to rest against his Alpha. “Dad’s been at his job long enough that he can do most of it remote, but he had to be in the city for a couple weeks so Mom’s with him. They aren’t supposed to be back at the lake house until the end of next week.” 
 
“They haven’t called to check on you.” The Omega’s phone hadn’t rang or lit up with a notification that wasn’t a text from Ilya even once since arriving at the college and Ilya had noticed. “Not Rose or Hayden either?” 
 
“Hayden knows you’re here.” Shane flicked Ilya in the ear when the Alpha made a grumpy noise. “I know we need to stay private, but I wanted him to know in case of emergency or in case he wanted to call and have some bullshit conversation for three hours like he does when he’s home too long with Jackie and the kids and starts getting bored.” 
 
“Mmhmm.” The Alpha raised his eyebrows waiting, and Shane rolled his eyes, “And I told Rose and my parents that I was on a two week silent retreat to focus on my meditation and yoga before restarting my real training. I told them my phone would be on 'do not disturb' the entire time and I'd be upset if they tried to get in contact with me for anything other than an actual emergency.” 
 
“A silent retreat.” Ilya repeated and his Omega defended, “What? That’s a real thing!” 
 
“Is not a real thing that real people do, no.” Ilya laughed when Shane scowled at him. “But. I can see why they believe it with you. Okay. So two week silent retreat. Mediation and yoga. That is what we are calling this,” he motioned between their bodies. “Yoga?” 
 
“Calisthenics, actually.” 
 
“What is that word? Calisthenics?” Ilya started to gather their plates, let his eyes tint red warning when Shane started to protest and insist that he would clean up. “Is like… aerobics?” 
 
“Yep. Aerobics.” Shane let the Alpha do the clean up, but followed behind with the condiments and serving utensils to put away in the kitchen. “Super bendy, super athletic aerobics.” 
 
“Mmm, good for stamina and cardio.” Ilya waggled his eyebrows, then turned on the sink to wash the dishes and tried to sound very casual asking, “Do your parents know?” 
 
Shane put the condiments away and hesitated, closing the fridge door slowly. “Um. No.” 
 
“I mean about you.” The Alpha clarified when he caught the wriggle of anxiety in Shane’s scent. “Not me. I know you would not tell them about me.” 
 
Shane leaned across the counter and clasped his hands, something sad creasing into the corner of his eyes as he watched his Alpha for a long moment.  
 
“It’s really important to me that you know it’s not… that.” Shane said quietly and Ilya tried and failed to hide a little bit of hurt as he scrubbed unnecessarily hard at a sticky spot on a plate, “Not what?” 
 
“It’s not that I’m like… ashamed of you.” the Omega nearly whispered, and Ilya set his fangs and shook his head, “Shane–” 
 
“No, it’s not. Look at me. Ilya, hey. Hey, look at me.” Shane waited until his Alpha set the plate down and met his eyes, chin lifted and shoulders tense like he was bracing himself for a hard truth, the sort of hard truth maybe the Alpha already believed but was willing to pretend to be okay with. 
 
“Ilya.” Shane blinked and his eyes shaded gold, brilliant and bright and meaningful. “It’s not you. It’s not.” he blinked again, and his eyes darkened brown. “I haven’t told my parents because it’s not just about being gay or who I’m in a relationship with. It’s about the– the lying.” 
 
Ilya went back to washing, but his shoulders dropped relieved and the Omega clicked his tongue at him soothingly. “Ilya, I’ve been lying to my parents for years and none of the lies really matter, none of them are a very big deal, but there's hundreds of little lies, okay? All the times my parents asked where I was going, who I was texting, what I’d done over the weekend, who I was dating or why I wasn’t dating. I was a mess after the 2011 MLH awards cos yea, I won Rookie of the Year but we’d had that shitty conversation on the roof and I couldn’t get it out of my head, couldn’t get you out of my head so I lied about it to them.” 
 
“The night at my condo?” he didn’t have to elaborate. His Alpha knew which night he meant out of all the nights at the condo. “I was a mess after that too. Not a bad mess,” he corrected hastily when Ilya’s blue eyes flickered red in concern. “But distracted. And spacey. After Sochi and worse after Vegas for a while, you know? They’d ask what was going on and I’d lie about it.” 
 
“Rose.” he swallowed, rubbing his hands together in resigned weariness. “They were so so happy about Rose. Met her and everything. When we broke up, I told my parents we were just too busy for a relationship. I flipped out at the hospital when you texted me about your Dad and Iet them think I was upset about the team being out of the playoffs.” 
 
Tiredly, “Alpha, I’ve been lying to my parents for years and I don’t know how to have that conversation with them.” 
 
Determined, “But it’s not you. You are my Alpha and yes, things were insane and uncertain for a really long time, but then again not really, right? Not really because I scent locked imprinted on you and I’ve been blinking gold at you for years, I just had to get my head around it all. That doesn’t mean I doubt it or–or regret it or haven’t told my parents because it’s you specifically.” 
 
Ilya loaded the dishwasher and shut it with a thump, leaned against the counter and folded his arms watching his Omega, searching Shane’s scent for anything other than certainty, studying Shane’s gorgeous features for anything other than open adoration.
 
“I called you Alpha.” Gold. Shane didn’t blink, didn’t look away, didn’t flinch or falter or hesitate. “That makes you mine. Us staying private and not doing what Hunter did, not telling my parents yet, none of that means I’m ashamed to call you mine. Do you understand?"
 
“Do you know,” Ilya sniffed, scratched at the side of his nose and swallowed. “Do you know your eyes are gold right now?” 
 
“I’ve been trying.” the Omega didn’t blink, didn’t look away, didn’t flinch or falter or hesitate to be honest with his Alpha. “I’ve spent a weird amount of time in the mirror trying to figure out how it feels when my eyes change so I can control it like you do around me. Sometimes words don’t work so—” 
 
“So.” the Alpha’s eyes snapped boldly red, shaded possessive scarlet, darkened hungry and wanting and claiming crimson and Shane’s head snapped back, mouth falling open and hand automatically going to his bonding spot to bare his neck and gasp, “Holy shit, Alpha–!” 
 
Ilya closed the distance between them and wrapped his hand at the Omega’s throat, bent in to set his teeth to the delicate skin and growled into a nearly bloody kiss that was more fang than anything, “Is my favorite thing, Omega. You and gold eyes and the way you scent when you call me yours.” 
 
“Alpha my Alpha, you are mine…” 
 
****
 
“Would your parents be good about it?” Ilya brought it back up the next day as they swam in the lake– or rather, as he swam in the dorky water shoes his Omega had insisted were necessary for the lake, and Shane sat on a rock a little ways from the shore with just his toes in the cool water. “If you told them.” 
 
“They’d be good to me, yeah. I’m not worried about that.” Shane idly wondered if anyone would believe the cocky, condescending, most often snarling Captain of the Boston team was the sort of Alpha to demand someone watch as he attempted handstand after handstand in the lake. “Not to you though, my mom hates you. Not as a person of course, just on principle. Us being rivals and all. She considers it her God given right and mandated directive to hate you on principle."
 
“So she will love me when she gets to know me.” the Alpha decided confidently, and Shane shook his head faux doubtfully, “I think you’re over estimating your charm.” 
 
“You fell for me.” Ilya swam towards him in just a few strokes, powerful arms and broad shoulders cutting through the water until he could plant his hands on the rock and haul himself up to press a cold kiss to his mate’s lips. “I did not over estimate my charm there.” 
 
“No, but you were giving me mostly consistent orgasms.” Shane hid a smile with his hand when the Alpha’s amber and pine scent burnt through offended. “That’s a different type of charm. You aren’t allowed to charm my mom like that.” 
 
“Mostly consistent orgasms.” Ilya splashed the Omega with a wall of chilly lake water, snarling affronted over the comment. “No. Liar. You cum your brains out every single time.” 
 
“I fake it–ILYA!” Shane’s attempt at teasing was abruptly derailed when the Alpha grabbed him by his ankles and yanked him right off the rock and into the water. “Fuck! What the hell—!” 
 
After a more or less humiliating attempt to scramble back onto the rock only to be unceremoniously snatched and repeatedly dunked by an Alpha who was utterly outraged at having his ability to please his mate called into question, Shane gasped through laughter and an unfortunate swallow of lake water, “I yield! I yield! Holy shit, you’re gonna drown me!” 
 
“Next time someone asks, you will tell them I am best you ever had.” Ilya narrowed his eyes at his mate, tonguing over his fangs and huffing at the giggling Omega. “Yes?” 
 
“You are the only one I’ve ever had, Alpha.” Shane kicked him one last time for good measure as they struggled to shore to get their towels. “It’s a moot point.” 
 
“Rose.” Ilya clamped his hand down on Shane’s arm and pulled him to a stop. “What about Rose?” 
 
“Just barely and only sort of and both times were a disaster.” Shane had no plans to elaborate, but he did clarify, “The way we are together? Only you.” 
 
“But what about–” 
 
“What about the other Omegas you fucked before the first time at my condo?” the Omega interrupted, and Ilya shook his head instantly, “No, does not matter. They were not–” 
 
His expression cleared in understanding and maybe a little bit of pride before he nodded, “Okay. I am best and you are best because is the only times that matter.” 
 
“And most of the time, you manage to give me a perfectly acceptable—” Shane yelped and took off running when his Alpha lunged for him again, “Perfectly adequate–” he sprinted for the cottage door, skidding and slipping on the grass, “Orgasms!” 
 
“Damn you, Omega!” 
 
It took all of fifteen minutes for Ilya to catch his mate, toss Shane onto the bed and prove in devastatingly precise fashion just how adept he was at making sure his mate finished loudly thoroughly trembling wrecked every single time they were together.
 
If Shane wouldn’t have been so busy holding his Alpha’s hand over his heart and covering his face with a blanket from their nest as he tried and tried and tried to come down from it all, he would have kicked Ilya right in the face for smiling so goddamn smug while licking the cum off his stomach. 
 
“When we tell my parents,” at some point the conversation shifted from if Shane would tell his parents to when he and his Alpha together would tell his parents, and the Omega sat up in the bed with a blanket tossed over his bare lap to warn his mate, “my Mom’s gonna look you in the eye and demand to know if you ever let me win a game.” 
 
“Why would she think that?” Ilya twisted off the cap on a water bottle and handed it to his Omega before propping up against the headboard next to him, his hand spread warm and comforting at Shane’s leg. “Even if she hates me, she knows I am too competitive a player to throw a game.” 
 
“It will be a test.” Shane took a long drink of his water, then leaned his head against Ilya’s shoulder, smiling when the Alpha automatically moved his arm to cuddle him in against his chest. “If you say no, she will crucify you for valuing a game and your stats over your relationship with me. If you say yes, she will crucify you for compromising your morals and work ethic just to sleep with me.” 
 
“So what is right answer?” the Alpha asked bewildered, and Shane shrugged, “There’s no right answer. Tell her that is a crazy question only a crazy person would ask, and try to change the subject.” 
 
“I think she would murder me for being disrespectful?” 
 
“Oh yeah.” Shane patted Ilya’s bare abdomen, scratching his nails lightly through the dark trail of hair leading down to the base of his cock. “You’d never be safe walking down a dark alley again.” 
 
“Jesus Christ.” 
 
And while they were kicking around the soccer ball as the sun set over the lake, “Tell me about your Dad?” 
 
“Dad’s great.” Shane’s scent warmed in immediate affection of his family Alpha and Ilya listened with a smile as the Omega rambled about the quiet-spoken Alpha, the academic achievements from McGill and his love for the game that had both contrasted with and complemented Yuna’s more intense approach to everything competitive. Shane talked about holiday traditions and how David had taught him to drive, about cooking with his Dad on Sundays cos that was Yuna’s guaranteed day off every single week, about how Yuna raised him to be a good person but David kept teaching him every day how to be a good man. 
 
“Your Mom is Omega though.” It hurt Ilya’s heart in a melancholy sort of way, in a lonely sort of way, in a wistful sort of way to hear Shane talk about his family, about a mother who would take on the world with teeth bared and claws out to protect her baby and a father who was both Alpha enough to lead a family of unorthodox Omegas but gentle enough to wear floral aprons and cook with his son on the weekends. 
 
His scent dipped sorrowful for half a breath and Shane paused kicking the ball to grab his hand and trill at him comfortingly, but Ilya shook his head and cleared his throat, didn’t let himself wallow and dwell and get sad, then repeated, “Yuna. She is the Omega. That is where you get it.” 
 
“Where I get what?”
 
“You get meaner all the time.” Ilya stole the ball from his Omega and sent it towards the makeshift goal on the other side of the yard. “Eighteen year old Shane Hollander is more like Dad. Polite, has rules about smoking, is shy and quiet. He never would have threatened to burn bungalow down. But now you are like your Mom. Bratty and bossy and with arson in your heart.”
 
“Arson in my heart.” Shane was too busy laughing to care when his Alpha scored a goal. “Wow.”  
 
****
 
The first day it rained at the cottage, they slept in late and stayed in their sweats and booted up the expensive gaming system Shane had paid far too much money for considered how infrequently he even used it. 
 
“How come you are not on cover of game?” Ilya held the newest edition of the MHL game up to his face and set his face into the same sternly competitive expression as his photo on the cover. “How come they asked me and not you to model? Because I am prettier?” 
 
“Because I was modeling for three different brands and having documentaries done on my yoga-trained back arch.” Shane returned mildly as he sorted through the different on screen options for teams and jerseys and tournament configurations. “But yeah, that digitally altered picture of you for the cover of this game is very important. Yeah.” 
 
“Yoga trained back arch.” the Alpha snorted. “Is not yoga that pins you to the bed and makes you present so pretty like that.”  
 
Shane didn’t have much a reply for that, only an agreeable little smile and a ripple of heat in his scent and Ilya elbowed him knowingly before scooching close on the couch so they were shoulder to shoulder and knee to knee as he picked his own team for their match up. 
 
“I have an idea.” he decided while the tournament mode loaded. “Strip hockey. Every time I get a point, you take off clothing.” 
 
“Uh huh.” Shane slanted his Alpha a look. “And what about when I get a point?” 
 
“You take off clothing.” Ilya didn’t skip a beat, and the Omega huffed, “So no matter who wins, I end up naked?” 
 
“Omega.” he tried and failed to hide a self satisfied grin. “Any time you are naked, I am winner. In every scenario.” 
 
“Jesus Christ.” Officially, Shane was exasperated at the Alpha’s attempts to turn every possible situation into sex. Unofficially, it left the Omega shivery, excitable, flattered to know even after years of sleeping together, even after almost a week of being wrapped up in one another, consistently and repeatedly sated on one another, Ilya still wanted him in that hungry shameless growling way. 
 
So, “Fine.” he sighed like it didn’t matter even though he knew full well Ilya could scent the exhilaration on him. “Strip hockey it is. Let’s fucking go.” 
 
“Let’s fucking gooooo!” Ilya clapped his hands excitedly. “Prepare to lose, Shane Hollander.” 
 
“All I do is win, Ilya Rozanov.” 
 
The Alpha scored first and celebrated in truly obnoxious fashion, chucking his controller and throwing his hands up and crowing, “There it is! Clothes off! Take your underwear off, Omega!”
 
“Ok well I have several layers to take off before my underwear.” He informed his Alpha dryly as he pulled his hoodie over his head and folded it before setting it aside. “How’s that?”
 
“Boring.” Ilya frowned at the t-shirt Shane was wearing under the hoodie, frowned at the sweats he was wearing over his underwear, frowned at the socks Ilya knew for a fact would count as individual pieces of clothing for his stubbornly rule following mate, then mentally counted up the number of goals he needed to score before he got the Omega fully naked. “But I like your arms, so I will take it.”
 
“I like your arms too.” Shane picked his controller back up and pushed play. “You ready?” 
 
“Yes. But.” Ilya side eyed his Omega. “You are wearing tank top under t-shirt?”
 
“Yep.”
 
“Damn it.” 
 
Ilya scored again and after rolling his eyes at the exultant bragging, Shane took his t-shirt off and folded it on the sofa table, treating his Alpha to a show of his arms flexed in the tight under-tank, the stretch of his shoulders, the shift and play of muscles in his back as he took his time leaning forward and took his time sitting all the way back. 
 
“Hm.” Ilya tongued over the tip of his fangs as he looked the Omega over slowly, scent spicing and eyes circling red for a few blinks before he nodded. “Keep playing.” 
 
Shane scored next and the Alpha cupped his hands around his mouth and booed loudly when Shane peeled one sock off his feet and set it aside. The Omega scored again and Ilya scrambled for the bowl of popcorn and threw it as his mate when Shane peeled the other sock off as slowly as humanly possible. 
 
“I think you are a sore loser, Rozanov.” the Omega commented and Ilya bit back, “I think you are taking advantage of being beautiful and purposefully giving me slowest strip tease ever!” 
 
“It wouldn’t be called a tease if it was supposed to happen quickly.” he pointed out but the Alpha just glowered at him, quickly and efficiently and a little bit asshole-y scored another goal then snapped his fingers impatiently. “Underwear. Now. Day mne. Day mne. Give them here.” 
 
“I’m not giving you my underwear when I still have pants on,” Shane slouched on the couch and wiggled out of his pants, scooching them down his hips and pulled them off his long legs before methodically folding and setting them aside, “But that was a good goal. You’re way better at this game than Hayden.” 
 
“Do not talk about Hayden when you are mostly naked.” Ilya rubbed over his mouth when he caught the faintest scent of slick in the air as Shane sat back on the couch with his knees spread. The black boxer briefs were simple and practical but they fit skin tight and flattering, pulling over his legs and hugging snug over the half hard bump of his cock and the Alpha scratched at his chin, at his neck, over his bonding spot when he could see the material clinging damp to the inside of Shane’s thigh, fuck. 
 
“Do not talk about Hayden ever, actually.” Ilya ran his tongue over his teeth, over his lips and swallowed with his suddenly parched throat. “Ready to keep playing?” 
 
Shane smiled the tiniest, smallest bit at seeing his Alpha so affected by the world’s slowest, tidiest strip tease and shifted on the couch so his briefs rode up higher and clung a little tighter, proving to his Alpha that he was every bit as affected by their silly little game and the locked on attention from his mate when his cock twitched under the black material. “Yeah. Let’s keep playing.” 
 
The game ended in a tie. Shane laughed about it but Ilya was tapping his foot and bouncing his knee, chewing at a thumbnail with his scent blistering needy as he stared at the Omega sprawled casual and apparently unbothered on the couch. 
 
“Let’s play again.” the Alpha decided tersely and Shane pretended to think about it for a minute before finally nodding, “Sure. It’s a rainy day, we can waste it playing video games, no problem.” 
 
New game. Ilya scored first. The Alpha dropped his controller with a harsh breath and sat up straight with hands clenching into the upholstery as Shane stood up facing him and hooked his thumbs in his briefs to push them down his legs and off his feet. 
 
“Idi syuda seychas.” Ilya meant to order his Omega closer in English. Instead he breathed out like a prayer request in Russian when everything coherent in his brain derailed into the single minded, immediate need to coax his Omega in, to get his Omega close, please please please, here Omega here. He slid his hands around to palm the back of Shane’s legs and used the leverage to drag him closer, closing his eyes and pushing his face right into the vee of Shane’s hips, nosing at the soft skin and soothing the scrape of fangs with his tongue and growling wordless yes when the Omega’s cock flexed hardening against his cheek.  
 
“Ilya.” Shane filtered his hand into the Alpha’s curls and exhaled a breathy, “Fuck.” when Ilya set his chin on his stomach and looked up the length of his body at him. “Fuck, Alpha.” 
 
Ilya didn’t answer. Words in either language didn’t work. He gazed up and up at his Omega until Shane swallowed and nodded, tugged once twice at his hair, then set his fingertips at Ilya’s cheek in permission. 
 
Yes. The answer when Ilya wanted him badly enough to be shaking and Shane was shocked silent by the desperate honesty from an Alpha who had pretended casual for so many years was always always yes. 
 
The Alpha gripped Shane’s thighs with both hands and sat back on the couch, spreading his legs and bringing his Omega right down onto his lap. Shane spread his knees to straddle him and Ilya’s lashes fluttered when the Omega sat naked on him, heavy and solid through his pants. 
 
“S’gonna be hard to play like this.” Shane nudged Ilya’s chin up for a kiss. “Are we calling this a league sanctioned time out or…?” 
 
Ilya smiled over the sass, the corner of his mouth tilting amused for a few seconds before the smile fell away and he was just looking up at his mate again, his head lolled back against the couch and his big hands settled low on Shane’s hips, thumbs sweeping from the wiry curls at the base of Shane’s cock up to the jut of his hip bone and back down again, no rush, no pressure, just holding.
 
It was new and indulgent and freeing to have the time to be naked together, to play together, to tease and kiss and not rush through every encounter because the clock was ticking and real life was waiting. There in the cottage hidden in the woods and buffered by the lake, the Alpha sat on the couch with his mate naked on his lap and didn’t say a single fucking word because there wasn’t a single fucking word that was enough to explain just how it felt to go eight years before finally having the kind of small, intimate moments other couples got to take for granted all the damn time.  
 
“Alpha?” Shane brushed at his Alpha’s cheek, at his mouth, over his bonding spot when the Alpha’s scent clouded emotional. “What is it? What’s wrong?” 
 
Nothing was wrong. Everything was perfect. Ilya sat up and pursed his lips and rumbled appreciative when Shane didn’t hesitate to kiss him, hugging him with strong arms around his shoulders and holding him tight, drawing the kiss out long, open mouthed and deep and slowly, gratifyingly indulgent for long enough to shimmer gold into Shane’s eyes when they finally parted. 
 
“Wow. Okay.” The Omega was blushing clear to the tips of his ears, stammering and a little bit tongue tied. “That was—“
 
“Good.” Ilya finished for him, dotting one more kiss at his lips and flashing his fangs smiling when Shane blushed even harder, dull red up though his neck and into his face. “Yes. Was a good kiss.”
 
“Yeah. Fuck.” He cleared his throat noisily. “So. Here’s an idea. How about the loser of this game gets ridden into the couch and can’t tap out until the winner is satisfied?”
 
Then with a purposeful tap at Ilya’s necklace, “Or says the tap out word. We should have one of those, right? Loser gets ridden until the winner’s satisfied or until one of us says….” He shrugged. “Quinoa? That’s a good tap out word.” 
 
“You know damn well I would never willingly say that word in my life.” The Alpha was still a little too carried away smitten to sound fully snarky and Shane first chirped at him playful and acknowledging the moment had affected him too, then cocked an eyebrow and decided, “Guess you’ll have to put up being taken for a ride until I’m done with you.”
 
“Oh you think you will win, then?” Ilya challenged and Shane snorted, “Guarantee it.”
 
“Get off.” The Alpha smacked Shane’s ass then shoved him off his lap, albeit carefully and while ensuring he could grab the hoodie to drop over Shane’s lap in case the Omega felt self conscious sitting naked on the couch. “Is go time. Let’s see who is best.” 
 
“Ready?” Shane cracked his knuckles then rolled his shoulders and popped his neck. “I’m gonna wipe the floor with you.”
 
“Big talk from an Omega with no clothes cos he was scored on so many times.” Ilya deflected flatly. “Ready.”
 
“Play!” 
 
Shane hit play, the in game announcers started chattering, the whistle blew and the ref dropped the puck and Ilya tossed his controller at the recliner and threw his hands up in surrender, announcing without a single hint of remorse, “I lose. Come ride me.” 
 
“Oh my god!” The Omega burst out laughing and tossed his own controller aside so he could climb right back onto Ilya’s lap, falling into a messy, grasping kiss as he scrambled scrabbling at Ilya’s shirt to get it off and Ilya tried to shove his pants down to his knees at the same time. “Wait— ouch!” a too hard bite made the Omega yelp, but blunt fingers circling and prodding at his hole made him moan and when his Alpha hissed, “Oh fuck, you’re so wet.” and shoved his fingers into his mouth for a taste, Shane shook his head and gave in begging, “Let me have you, need you, come on Alpha, come on.”
 
“Here Omega, right here.” Ilya held his Omega steady, probably too tight, definitely too greedy, as Shane sank on to him, rocking back and forth and swiveling his hips working his way down and down and down until he was fully seated on him and the Alpha was fully buried in him and they both had to take a minute to breathe. 
 
“Feel good, sweetheart.” the Alpha rumbled, and the endearment made the Shane shiver, “Yeah, fuck. You feel good too.” and tighten his knees reflexively around Ilya’s hips as goosebumps prickled at his skin.
 
“Come on.” Ilya dug his fingers into meat of Shane’s ass and urged him forward. “Come on, Omega. You win. Take whatever you want.” 
 
“Okay okay okay.” Shane held onto the back of the couch for balance, put a hand over his Alpha’s heart just to feel it racing beneath his palm, then started to move, fucking himself on the thick cock with languid movements and deliberate rolls of his body. Ilya set his hands on his Omega’s thighs to feel the muscles bunching and shifting with every movement, palmed over his Omega’s hips to feel the hinge and flex of every lift up and subsequent sit down, spread his fingers wide at the small of his Omega’s back to find the dimples at the top curve of his ass and kept his eyes locked on his Omega’s face so he could watch Shane open mouth whimper every time he bottomed out. 
 
He circled calloused fingers around Shane’s cock and the Omega bent to kiss him lazy and loose, exhaling, “Mmm Alpha, don’t stop.” when Ilya started stroking him in time to each luxuriously drawn out slide. “Feels good.” 
 
“Ty krasivyy.” the Alpha murmured and Shane’s cock twitched in his hand, a bead of pre come smearing into the next stroke. 
 
“Gorgeous fucking Omega.” he praised and Shane’s eyes sparked gold at the compliment, body moving faster for a few quick breaths before he settled back in unhurried and deliberate and reveling in every distinct inch of his Alpha splitting him open from the inside.  
 
“F-fuck.” Ilya bared his fangs groaning when the Omega lifted up a little too high, the few inches of distance between them far too much for just how badly Ilya needed him. “Closer. Stay closer, Omega. Stay here.” 
 
“Oh my god—!” Shane crumpled forward breathless when the Alpha snapped his hips up to keep him full, to keep him close, stuttering, “Al-Alpa–” when the wide bump of the Alpha’s already swelling knot hit weighted at his stretched entrance.
 
“Don’t stop.” Ilya ordered hoarsely when his mate dragged in an unsteady breath and started riding him in earnest, and “You’re perfect.” he promised when Shane switched from holding at the couch to pulling at his hair, tangling into his curls and dragging him in for kiss after kiss after sucking, sloppy kiss, and “My Omega, mine.” when the Omega was sweating, cursing, legs shaking and chest heaving as he thrust up into Ilya’s fist then dropped heavy to grind against his lap over and over and over. 
 
“MmmOmega.” Ilya bent in as best as he could, craning his neck to get his tongue and lips at Shane’s chest, sucking wet at his nipple and pin pricking light with just the edge of his teeth, jerking over his cock faster when the Omega’s need swollen scent teetered towards shattering. “Close?” 
 
“C-close.” 
 
“Coming?” the Alpha growled and Shane buried his face in Ilya’s throat to gasp, “Yeah, f-fuck. C-coming–!” 
 
“Krasivyy, ideal’na, tak khorosho, you are doing so good, so good Omega.” Ilya didn’t let up until his Omega was wrung empty, shaking with overstimulation and flinching from the heat and rasp of Ilya’s hand over the sensitive tip of his cock. The Alpha was a mess, cum splattered up his chest and matting into the hair at his stomach but he didn’t care. The smell of his mate around him and all over him was enough to make Ilya feel tipsy, drunk like he’d taken shot after shot all night long and when Shane slurred dizzy and dazed, “Holy shit Alpha…” Ilya grabbed for his face with his clean hand and crushed an awestruck dumbstruck kiss to his mouth. 
 
“My Omega.” My mate. “Mine…” 
 
“Oh my god.” Shane slumped into him and licked at his dry lips, shook his sweaty hair out of his eyes and laughed a little bit hoarse. “That was so good. I um– Alpha, I–” 
 
“Shh shh settle.” Ilya just kissed him again, held Shane close and crooned quietly approving at him, wrapped him into a long hug and hushed the start of an apology from his Omega because no no no Shane didn’t have to apologize for dropping a little bit spacey, Ilya was wholly willing to sit there still buried hard inside his mate feeling every little twitch and tremble and shiver from deep inside his core until Shane had had enough time to come back to coherent. 
 
And.
 
“You didn’t um–” Shane shook his head, their noses bumping and lips brushing with the movement. “You haven’t knotted me yet?” 
 
“You finished before getting knotted.” Ilya petted through his hair, then clasped his hand massaging firmly at the base of his neck. “I thought you were satisfied.” 
 
“Alpha.” Shane’s entire body shook through a quiet laugh, through a coaxing whimper, through a frame wracking tremor. “I’m not satisfied or finished or done until you knot me.” 
 
Ilya snarled out something helpless and hungry at the bold need from his mate and Shane swallowed hard, then nuzzled in to lap his tongue wet up the line of Ilya’s throat and bite at his neck before he started to ease up and off so Ilya could knot him laying down face to face on the couch or–or with his ass up presented or on the goddamn floor, he didn’t care. “Come on, Alpha.” 
 
“Where are you going?” Ilya clamped his hands down on his mate’s hips and didn’t let him go anywhere, blue eyes shading red when Shane moaned and wriggled back onto him like he fucking belonged there. “Agreement was, whoever loses gets ridden. Stay here and ride me.” 
 
“Okay but.” Shane’s lips parted curious, his scent spiking interested. “We’ve never done it like this. Can you knot me when I’m on you like this?” 
 
“Guess we will see?” Challenge. 
 
“Guess we’re gonna see.” Challenge accepted. Shane resettled firmly on the Alpha’s lap and started grinding against him again, reaching behind to get his own fingers at his entrance, pushing and prepping and prodding at the stretched rim to open himself up. Ilya’s mouth dropped wide open and his eyes glazed over as he stared down stunned at the sight of his knot getting coated slick wet as the Omega worked himself open, and he grabbed for Shane’s chest on instinct, groping and kneading at the bulky muscle as he panted, “Oh fuck, Omega. You will make me fit?” 
 
“I will make you fit, yeah.” Shane shifted his weight purposefully back and they both groaned out loud when the thick knot popped in abruptly stuck. Ilya’s head rocked back onto the couch and his eyes screwed shut as he jerked up and up into the clutch of his Omega’s core, fucking his knot deeper with desperate little pushes, babbling, “Oh fuck, Omega. So good, good job, that’s– you–” 
 
“Alpha.” Shane shuddered clenching around him and the Alpha jolted like he’d been hit, hands digging in bruising at Shane’s ass to hold him still and jaw clenching, breath hissing out overwhelmed from behind his fangs. 
 
“Like that?” Shane’s dark eyes lit gold over the Alpha’s unhinged response and he tightened up again, licking his lips and laughing quietly when Ilya cursed and bit into his shoulder like he couldn’t help it. “Okay, okay I’ll just do it like this then.” 
 
The Omega started moving slow, grinding and rocking and concentrating on tensing specific muscles, on tightening deep though his core, pressing and releasing and watching every expression on his Alpha's face. He memorized the tension at the corner of Ilya’s vivid eyes and the sweat beading on his upper lip, got his tongue along the tendons straining in his neck and open mouth kissed where the Alpha's fangs had split into his bottom lip.
 
He arched into the flex of Ilya's fingers dimpling at Shane’s back and hips and thighs as the Alpha petted obsessively and gripped frantically and clutched desperately, and the noise Ilya made when Shane wrapped a hand at his throat and forced his head back baring his throat—  the noise that ripped from the Alpha’s chest when his Omega bent in and closed his teeth biting into his bonding spot was borderline savage, snarled and starving and wild. 
 
“Gonna cum for me Rozanov?” The Omega purred, and “F-fucking make me, Hollander.” the Alpha stuttered so Shane grabbed for his hand, set it low low on his belly and ordered, “Fill me up right here.”
 
“Oh fuck.” Ilya’s eyes widened crimson staring at his hand spread across his mate’s stomach and Shane shook his head, shook his head, pressed Ilya’s palm harder against him, “Don’t leave me empty, I don’t want to be empty.”
 
“Omega.” Ilya groaned and Shane bit him again, digging his teeth in bruising, “I need you.”
 
“Shane Shane Shane—!” Ilya came begging for his mate, head back and mouth open desperately pleading and Shane notched in close forehead to forehead and nose to nose, pressing at his stomach to feel his Alpha cumming inside him—
 
“Ilya…”  
 
*****
 
A few peacefully cozy days of rain eventually gave way to summer sun again, and the first night it was dry enough to be comfortable, Shane made a fire in the patio pit after dinner so they could sit for a while relaxing after a long day.
 
Ilya stretched sideways on the outdoor sofa with his head in his Omega’s lap and Shane combed idly through his Alpha’s hair, twisting the curls around his fingers and scratching at Ilya’s scalp, brushing over his Alpha’s bonding spot every few minutes so Ilya would sigh and lay heavier against him. The evening was peaceful, the fire crackling merrily, the water at the rocks quiet after the wind and rain had settled and Alpha and Omega were drowsy, tired from swimming all day and full from the dinner Ilya had cooked, content to have the time to simply relax together as the night deepened around them and the stars came out in the dark sky. 
 
A loon called from somewhere in the brush, its voice melodic and a little bit haunting, the trill rising loud in the still night then fading away echoing across the lake. The Alpha jumped the same way he jumped every time he heard one of the birds calling out, and Shane chuckled down at him, tugging his hair lightly, “How many times do I have to tell you it’s a bird. Not a wolf.” 
 
“I do not care what it is.” the Alpha huffed. “Is stupid bird. Stupid noise.” 
 
“One day, I’m going to get you very drunk.” Shane wrinkled his nose teasing. “And tattoo a loon on your ass.” 
 
“No.” Ilya turned his head to scowl up at his mate. “No, I will divorce you.” 
 
“Alpha, when we are mated and married, it will be till death do us part.” the Omega countered. “So you’ll live with a loon tattoo or you’ll die with one, but either way you’re getting one.” 
 
Ilya pinched his leg crossly and Shane laughed when the pine scent splintered annoyed and neither of them mentioned how they’d just very casually talked about being mated and mated for the first time as if it were a foregone conclusion and the next logical step in their lives… because of course it was. After so many years pretending and so many years denying, of course it was. 
 
The loon called again, warbling out lonely searching for their mate somewhere in the dark and Ilya asked sarcastically, “Are you going to talk back to your friend?” 
 
“Sure.” Shane cupped his hands around his mouth and called back, clear and loud and trilling into the shadows, and his Alpha frowned, “That was different noise. Your loon accent is terrible.” 
 
“No, it was a protective call.” Shane flicked him in the ear, then went back to scratching through his hair. “The first one, that’s the noise they make when they’re looking for their mate. They’re calling across the lake trying to find them long distance. Mine was territorial. This is my nest and my Alpha, they need to stay away.” 
 
“You are territorial with me to the loons.” Ilya exhaled noisily grumpy and admitted, “Okay fine. That is pretty fucking cute.” 
 
“My dad taught me about the different calls, we used to sit out by the lake every night and try to listen, try to figure out what the loons were saying.” The Omega took a deep breath of the chilled night air, his Alpha’s familiar grounding scent and the woodsmoke and smiled, “The fire smells good, right? It’s birch. I love how it smells. And it’s so clean, barely puts out any smoke and it gets hot really fast and–” 
 
“Quinoa.” 
 
Shane paused, frowning. “What did you say?” 
 
“Quinoa.” the Alpha repeated. “I am tapping out of conversation. Safe word. Shane, that is maybe most boring sentence you’ve ever said.” 
 
“Oh fuck off.” Shane laughed down at him. “You know damn well the fire smells amazing, just admit it.”  
 
“Mmm.” Ilya shrugged indifferently. “Is not bad, but is not as good as you. You are all I smell.” 
 
“Yeah?” he tapped lightly over Ilya’s scent glands. “What do I scent like?” 
 
“You scent like…” Ilya traced a few idle designs into the soft fabric of Shane’s pajama pants and hummed in thought. “Sunshine. And. Blankets.” 
 
“Sunshine and blankets?” the Omega repeated. “What does that mean?” 
 
“It means you are light for me.” Ilya turned his nose into Shane’s leg and rumbled against him. “You help me think. Like, clarity. I see things better with you. And when it is too bright and too much and too–” he made a motion miming like the sun shining down bright in his eyes. “--is like covering me and calming me down. Soft. Peaceful.” 
 
“You’re a sap.” Shane was teasing but his sweet scent choked emotional, and Ilya didn’t bother even pretending to deny it, he absolutely was sappy and sentimental about his Omega and it was perfectly fine that Shane knew it. At some point some day, Ilya thought it would be perfectly line if the entire world knew it, but for now, the kiss his Omega left on his brow was enough. 
 
“Ask me now.” Shane leaned down to kiss his Alpha again. “Ask me what you scent like.” 
 
“No.” Ilya wrapped his hand at Shane’s thigh, squeezing firmly. “You should just tell me.” 
 
“Fuck you.” the Omega lifted his leg into the heat of Ilya’s palm so the Alpha would keep his hand there. “Ask me.” 
 
“Fine.” Ilya obediently left his hand high on Shane’s thigh, sweeping his fingers along the inside seam of Shane’s pants. “What do I scent like, Omega?” 
 
“Safe.” he answered promptly. “You scent safe to me.” 
 
“No, is wrong.” Ilya shook his head. “I am big dangerous boy.” 
 
“The hell you are.” Shane rolled his eyes, but when the Alpha squeezed his leg coaxing, Shane kept talking so he could be honest and admit to his Alpha, “You scent safe for me, Alpha. You are safe for me. I don’t have to be…” his brow furrowed as he tried to find the words, “I don’t have to be Shane Hollander, super star hockey player and boundary breaking non traditional Omega. I just get to be Shane.” 
 
Softer, “I get to be me, without worrying about anything else. My head used to be loud all the time, but it’s not with you. You don’t treat me different because I’m an Omega, you treat me good because I’m your Omega. I can be quiet with you or I can lose control with you and it’s okay. I don’t have to worry about it. And I can be all…” 
 
The Omega hesitated, and Ilya suggested craftily “Whimpering and purring and gagging for my knot?” 
 
“Vulnerable.” Shane deadpanned and the Alpha smiled into his leg, rubbing at him comfortingly. “I was going to say I can be vulnerable with you. And I never had that before. Ever. The first time I ever wanted to really nest was with you and that’s–” he closed his eyes and nodded, “Thank you for that, Alpha.” 
 
“Thank you for it, Omega.” Ilya rumbled quietly, “For nesting for us.” 
 
Then with a bump of amusement in his scent, “Is not a real scent though.” 
 
“Fine.” Shane yanked hard at his hair. “You scent like a dumpster fire, how’s that?” 
 
Ilya’s broad shoulders shook when he laughed and the Omega huffed at him, “You didn’t say a real scent for me either, you know. Sunshine and blankets isn’t a real scent.” 
 
“More real than safe.” 
 
“No it’s not.” Another sharp yank at his hair. “I can tell you like it, by the way. Being safe for me. Now that I know your scent, I can practically see your thoughts. You can’t hide anything from me anymore with your stupid one liners and sarcasm and terrible jokes.” 
 
“My jokes are great.” 
 
“They aren’t.” 
 
“I can see your thoughts too, you know.” the Alpha informed him. “You are a smitten kitten, Shane Hollander. You stink of it.” 
 
“I stink of smitten kitten. Wow.” Shane stroked over his Alpha’s bonding spot affectionately, then nudged at him, “You know, I want you to be safe with me too. You tell me stuff in Russian when you’re stressed out and that’s fine, I love that. But if you wanted, you could say it so I could understand it too. I want to hear it. Want to know what you're saying. I want to be safe for you, Alpha.” 
 
Ilya didn’t answer for a long minute, but when his scent flattened out miserable and his face crumpled like he might cry, Shane cursed, “Oh fuck, Ilya. I didn’t mean to make you upset, hey.” he brushed his knuckles at his Alpha’s cheek, tried to lean in and catch his Alpha’s eye. “Hey hey hey, what is it? Tell me.” 
 
The Alpha swallowed and Shane rubbed down his arm, slid his fingers under the waistband of Ilya’s pants to get his bare hand at the Alpha’s hip and shake him lightly. “Alpha.” he chirped and clicked and trilled his tongue, a myriad of little noises trying to comfort his Alpha and Ilya had to smile about it, had to squeeze at his Omega’s leg again grateful because his mate attempting to comfort him instinctive and wordless was the sweetest sound in the world. 
 
“Tell me.” Shane whispered and Ilya closed his eyes and started to be honest with his Omega in Russian the way he’d done over the voicemail, the way he’d done the last time they were together at the cottage, the way he’d done a couple different times over Facetime with his mate in the months they’d been separated. 
 
The Alpha started rambling emotional and honest in Russian but then, “People say mate bond is same as love.” he switched to English so Shane would understand, halting and hesitant as he tried to find the words. “But is not true. Svetlana says it is lie they tell women and Omega to trap them in marriage to bad Alphas. You can be married and mated, is only legal paperwork and coaxing heat with hormones and a bite, but it not the same thing as matched. Not the same as imprinted.” 
 
Shane went back to stroking over his bonding spot and Ilya craned his neck into it, then continued in a near whisper, “My parents were married and mated. Not matched. Arranged because my Papa was powerful and my Mama was beautiful. She was not comforted by his scent and no imprint made it easy for him to take new lovers, over and over. Mama never blinked gold for him and he did not care, it was not love, they were not matched, he was not good and safe and needy for her like an Alpha should be.” 
 
“...maybe.” he closed his eyes and the Omega murmured something settling into a kiss on his cheek. “Maybe is why Mama was so sad. Too sad. She was forever sad until one day she decided not to be sad anymore and she took,” breathe, “all the pills. Papa dragged her to doctors and made them give her pills so she wouldn’t bother him with her sadness and one day, she took them all. I thought she was sleeping. When I found her.” 
 
“Ilya.” Shane had to put a hand over his mouth to quiet a sob for his Alpha. “I’m so sorry.” 
 
“I don’t want you to think she was weak.” Ilya whispered and Shane shook his head, “No, no Alpha, I don’t–” 
 
“She wasn’t weak.” he shook his head. “She was beautiful and funny and she used to dance, we used to dance together, but Papa was– he was so hard on her. He was not safe for her. And after she was gone, home was not safe for me either.” 
 
“Ilya.” 
 
“Omega.” Ilya sat up and turned sideways on the settee, sweeping his fingertips over Shane’s cheek and then cupping his chin, holding the Omega tight. “I am glad my scent is safe for you. And yes,” he punctuated it with a short kiss. “You are safe for me too. I am glad we match. You blink gold for me and scent sweet for me and build a nest to welcome me home, Shane–” he kissed him again, his hand over the Omega’s bonding spot. “I want to always be safe and home for you and with you. Safe and home and right here, yes?” 
 
Closer, closing his eyes and breathing in the scent of the Omega who matched him imprinted and safe, “Ya tebya lyublyu.” into a slow kiss, “Ya tebya lyublyu.” into his Omega’s ear, again into the curve of the Omega’s throat. “Omega…” 
 
“Alpha.” Shane turned into a kiss at his cheek, “I love you too.” 
 
Ilya went very still against him, scarcely breathing as his heart started pounding. “You,” he leaned away slowly, eyes darting all over Shane’s face, trying to see every bit of his expression in the flickering firelight. “You understand what I said?” 
 
“Yeah.” Shane tapped his fingers at the Alpha’s bottom lip, smiling small and thrilled and private. “I mean no. Not really. But yeah. Of course I did. Say it again.” 
 
“Ya,” the Alpha swallowed hard. “Ya tebya lyublyu—” 
 
“Yeah, I love you too.” Shane was nodding before Ilya had even gotten all the words out, his smile widening. “Holy shit, Ilya. I love you so much.” 
 
“My Omega.” Ilya clasped his hand at the nape of Shane’s neck and dragged him into a hard kiss. Shane lunged forward to meet him, crushing their mouths together and scrambling to get across the cushions to get onto his Alpha’s lap as Ilya whispered the words gentle into a kiss, needy nosing over his Omega’s scent glands, claiming into a bite at Shane’s bonding spot. 
 
“Fuck, I love you.” Shane tugged at Ilya’s hair until the Alpha came back to his mouth again and again and again, “How have we not said this yet?” 
 
“I think maybe, we have said it already.” Ilya swept his fingers adoringly over the freckles on Shane’s cheek. “Maybe lots of times. Just… different. Yes?” 
 
“Yes. Yeah. I think so too.” Shane framed his Alpha’s face in both his hands and pushed their foreheads together. “Say it again anyway.” 
 
“I love you.” he rumbled, “Ya tebya lyublyu.” 
 
“Ya t-tebya loo-blue.” Shane stumbled through repeating the Russian words and the Alpha’s scent lit in adoration, “Your accent is terrible. Worse than loon call.” 
 
“Shit. Sorry.” he tried to apologize but Ilya shook his head, “No, is most beautiful thing I’ve ever heard. Say it again, my Omega, my mate. Say it again.” 
 
“Oh.” Shane’s dark eyes melted molten mated gold, “My Alpha, my mate,” the emphasis made Ilya tremble. “I love you. Ya tebya lyublyu.” 
 
“My favorite color.” Ilya set the pad of his thumb at the corner of his Omega’s brilliant eyes. “Say it again.” he started pulling at Shane’s pants, at his shirt, impatient and needy and beautifully lost in the intensity of the moment. “Say it again, mate. Again. Don’t stop.”
 
I love you.  
 
*****
 
David Hollander didn’t mean to intrude. He and Yuna weren’t even meant to be at the lakehouse for another few days, but he’d finished work early and there was no reason to hang out in the city when the weather was beautiful and the lake would be calm, so they’d packed up and left on a spur of the moment decision and of course, that meant the Alpha had forgotten to grab his dang phone charger. 
 
He preferred old phones, uncomplicated phones, the type of phone his mate and son had teased him about for years which meant chargers for that very specific, very outdated style were impossible to find in stores.
 
He had no intention of disturbing the last few days of Shane’s meditation and yoga retreat, but he knew there was an extra charger for his phone plugged into the outlet in Shane’s kitchen for exactly this sort of emergency, so the Alpha let himself into the cottage and tiptoed into the kitchen, fully intending to snag the charger and leave before Shane even knew he was there. 
 
But. 
 
“Beautiful Omega, open for me here.” Just outside the open sliding glass doors leading to the backyard, Ilya had his Omega on his knees, his thumb in his Omega’s mouth, crooning rumbling growling down at him in approval and adoration and awestruck affection as Shane stared up at him with eyes gone golden and his hands fumbling pulling at Ilya’s belt, at Ilya’s pants, more than ready to be quiet so long as he had something of his Alpha between his lips and on his tongue and pressing at the back of his throat. 
 
It was a private moment, an intimate moment, sacred and special between Alpha and Omega and nothing anyone was ever meant to see. The boys had no reason to think anyone would be there to see. They were so lost in each other, in the freedom to be their most instinctive, needy, imprinted selves that they hadn’t been able to wait even long enough to get to the bedroom for privacy, and they shouldn’t have had to be in the bedroom for privacy, no one else was supposed to be at the cottage.
 
And David really didn’t mean to intrude. 
 
But. 
 
Oh no. 
 
*****
 
Chapter Notes:
 
I really love how much they settle into their roles as Alpha/Omega in this chapter. For most of the fic, it hasn't been safe/ appropriate/ enough time for them to let go and sink into it, so it was super fun to write them both letting themselves be needy and vocal and honest, Shane fully in his element with his nest and demanding physical affection and Ilya getting to be dominant and growly with his mate– love that journey for them. 
 
Very much obsessed with the repeated motif that they are HOME now. Not just the physical cottage itself, but that they are emotionally safe together. No more walls between them, only the walls of their nest protecting them, I’m emotional about it, it’s fine. 
 
I love how much they laugh together?? Omegaverse is always OOC because it's such an intensely biological AU, but I kept rewatching Ep6 and double checking- is Ilya really that goofy, do they really tease each other like that, and they DO. It’s so great to see and it was extra fun to write with the ramped up hormonal stuff. 
 
The video game scene is maybe my favorite part in this chapter. Goofy boys being goofy boys and Ilya being head over heels lost for his Omega and Shane being so confident about it all. We love an obsessed needy Alpha top, but we also love an Omega being equally obsessed and needy for his mate and more than that, we love partners/mates reassuring each other "i choose you, you're mine, nothing's going to change that." 
 
“You stink like a smitten kitten.”  Ughhhh I love them. 
 
Ilya talking about his Mom. Knowing his parents were never scent matched/ imprinted, only married and mated because heat came at the right time to set a bond makes the Sochi scene and the tuna melt scene hurt so much worse. 
 
Cos what do you MEAN this boy watched his Mom be sad every day and knew a part of it was because she wasn’t scent matched or imprinted or safe with her husband, and then after Ilya finds the Omega who IS scent matched and imprinted, Shane rejects him?? I didn’t mean to revisit the angst of those two scenes, but holy shit, I am wrecked about it. 
 
BUT the ‘I love you’ scene. It is my favorite thing to have a couple say “i love you” well before they actually say the real words and I’m obsessed (and crying) over how this scene turned out. 
 
Coming up: The Coming Out scene but adjusted for Omegaverse (llya is fucking stunning taking care of his mate even in front of parents) and the boys make a plan for their future
 
Thanks for reading! Find me on tumblr @not-close-to-straight to chat!







      

  












      Chapter 10: Bare (i see you)
  


    Chapter Summary

    Content Warning: Canon freak out scene but maybe worse/more intense because we’re so far into Shane’s head. 

Content Warning: Unbearably supportive love and acceptance. I cried writing Yuna and David's scenes, they are amazing. 

Content Warning: Insufferably sappy sweet sex. Sorry not sorry.








  “That last goal counted and you know it! I win!" Ilya was laughing as he chased his Omega from the yard to the cottage, trying to get inside and make good on a soccer-game related bet about blowjobs but stumbling over his feet cos he couldn’t stop kissing his mate, grabbing Shane around the waist then scrambling to hold at Shane’s hands, his arms, his shoulders when Shane dropped to his knees right there on the back deck and started yanking at his pants. 
“You deserve good sportsmanship award for not complaining about losing.” Ilya dragged his thumb over Shane’s bottom lip and grinned thrilled when the Omega automatically opened for him. “We should go inside?” 
“No.” Shane pulled off long enough to nuzzle into Ilya’s hand at his cheek, let his eyes fill in gold blinking up at his Alpha. “Want you right here.” 
“Fuck, you’re incredible." Ilya cared a whole lot less about winning than he did about just how willing and wanting Shane was to be on his knees and open with him, and his smile fell away as his lips parted awestruck, "I do not deserve you.”
He groaned at the dig of teeth into his thumb as the Omega apparently disagreed with that particular statement and stammered, "Beautiful Omega, open for me here." as he rocked forward into the heat of Shane's hand over his crotch, the greedy grasp of Shane's fingers at his cock. "Wider, sweetheart. Day mne bol’she, give me more..."
…the Alpha clocked a twitch of movement in the kitchen a half second before he heard an unexpected noise through the open door. 
No one was supposed to be at the cottage. No one was supposed to see them together. No one was meant to disturb the distressingly little amount of time Ilya got to have with his Omega and no one was ever allowed to see Shane when he was vulnerable and open and quiet, no one was ever allowed to see the Omega gone golden eyed and swaying on his knees because he was finally free to demand Ilya give him everything, no. 
It was a half second, split second, blink between Ilya clocking a flicker of movement in the kitchen and Ilya hearing a barely there clink of something moving and the wrong of it all put the Alpha into an immediate fury. 
“Get out!” Careful, Ilya was careful pulling his fingers from Shane’s mouth but he was quick to whirl around and put his body and mass and strength between his Omega and the intruder, quick to throw his arms out blocking the view of Shane on his knees from anyone who was stupid enough to try and look. 
“Oh boys, I’m so sorry. ” It was David Hollander in their kitchen, Shane’s father and the family Alpha standing at the counter with a phone charger in one hand and his other hand already shielding his eyes. “I didn’t mean to–!” 
“Dad?” Shane’s scent pitched immediately panicked and Ilya took a step forward threatening, shoulders set tense and fists clenched, eyes red and fangs out snarling, “Get out! Now!” 
“Yes, I’m leaving. Don’t worry. I’m so sorry for intruding. Shane, kiddo—!” 
“LEAVE!!” 
David Hollander left. As a father, he didn’t want to see his son mid moment with a romantic partner regardless of gender, and as an Alpha, he knew the Rozanov boy would be well within his rights to rip his throat out for interrupting so intimate a scene, so David turned his head, turned his back, turned his entire body away and left just as fast as he could. 
“Oh fuck. What just happened, what just happened, my dad was here—!” Shane dropped onto his hands and knees on the deck and gagged, coughed, hung his head and dry heaved, “Why was he here?!” 
“I don’t know, Omega.” Ilya sprinted to the front door and locked it, locked it, locked it, banging his fist on the small window when he saw David’s car kicking up dust speeding away down the driveway. “Fuck.” 
He whipped around to run back to the deck and pick his Omega up, but Shane was already inside and pacing frantically through the living room, the sliding glass door locked and the curtains drawn and his hands in his hair, sweet scent roiling.
“What the fuck just happened?!” Shane shouted and the Alpha shook his head, clicking his tongue, “Hey. Is okay. I promise–” 
“It is not okay! It is very much not fucking okay, Ilya!” 
“Omega.” the unfiltered fracturing devastation in Shane’s scent burned Ilya’s nose, burned his skin and he flinched from it, grimaced from the smell of rotten fruit and moldy flowers as his Omega panicked. “Shane–” 
“Oh my god.” Shane bent double at the waist, hands on his knees as his chest tightened up and he couldn’t breathe, couldn’t breathe, couldn’t breathe. Ilya started towards him, but Shane threw a hand out and warned gasping, “No, don’t touch me. D-don’t touch me. I need to– I can’t breathe, what the fuck– d-don’t touch me, I gotta– I gotta–” 
“Okay okay.” every instinct in the Alpha’s body told him to bundle up his mate, burrow into their nest and hide together, but Ilya grit his teeth and clenched his fangs and forced himself to lean against the back of the couch so Shane had room to pace and panic and work through the first few waves of hysteria. 
“This is a fucking nightmare, oh my god.” Shane paced and cursed and paced and cursed, pulling at his hair and rubbing at his chest because his lungs hurt and his heart hurt and his heart was pounding so hard his vision was starting to spot but if he sat down, if he sat down or–or if his Alpha tried to bundle him up too tight or hold him too close then Shane would freak out, he’d freak out, he was too hot and his Alpha ran too warm, his skin was too tight and the room was too small, he shook his hands out and shook his arms out and paced back and forth and swore under his breath from some terrified raw place in his soul and didn’t know what to do, he didn’t know what to do. 
And then tilt. Shane paced back and forth and back and forth until suddenly tilt and everything switched and then the room started feeling too big, the space too empty, the panic too all consuming and it was suddenly too hard to breathe because too much air, too much oxygen, the Omega couldn’t breathe fast enough or deep enough and his body lagged cos the adrenaline made him nauseous and then he was dizzy and too cold, it was too cold and too big of a room, he wanted to hide, wanted to hide, oh fuck, where the fuck was his–
“Alpha.” Shane didn’t even think he said it out loud, didn’t think he got the plea for his Alpha to step in and fix it past his abruptly closed up throat and too thickly numb tongue, “Alpha–!” 
“Here Omega, I am right here.” Ilya jolted off the couch as soon as he heard the frantic whisper from his mate, as soon as the Omega’s agitated scent dropped dark and desperate. He grabbed both of Shane’s hands to stop the compulsive pacing and shaking then slid his hands warm and grounding up to Shane’s elbows and backed him towards the nearest chair, holding steady when the Omega dropped graceless and clumsy and lost. 
“Here.” Ilya knelt in front of the chair and picked up Shane’s hand to kiss the center of his palm, then set it over his chest so Shane could feel his heartbeat. 
“Here.” He kept one hand spread wide and heavy on the Omega’s leg and set his other hand in the Omega’s hair, scratching through the dark strands before cradling the back of his scalp with his palm and drawing him in to rest at his shoulder. 
“Is okay.” Ilya closed his eyes and blew out a deep breath. “Don’t worry. Deep breath, breathe. I will breathe with you, yes? Breathe.” 
Ilya breathed and Shane breathed too, hitching and halting and anxious.
Ilya breathed and Shane breathed too, stuttered and stammered and panicky.
Ilya breathed and Shane breathed too, pressing his palm hard over Ilya’s chest and tapping his fingers restless at his shirt.
Ilya breathed and Shane breathed too, the scattered tip tap of his fingers slowing a little as the Omega locked onto the beat of Ilya’s heart and unconsciously adapted to the steady rhythm.  
Ilya breathed and Shane breathed too, rubbing his nose at the Alpha’s shoulder, at the hollow of his collarbone, at the curve of his throat to find his scent glands.
Ilya breathed and Shane breathed– breathed– inhaled his Alpha’s familiar scent and breathed, mentally counted the beats of his Alpha’s heart and breathed, focused on the weight of Ilya’s hand at the back of his head and the steady pressure of the Alpha rubbing soothing circles at his leg and breathed. 
Ilya breathed and Shane breathed too, then the Omega mumbled almost inaudible with his face squashed into Ilya’s neck and his lips moving against Ilya’s throat, “You don’t scent scared.” 
“Hm?” the Alpha nudged a kiss onto Shane’s hair. “What is that?” 
“You don’t.” Shane shook his head, pressed closer, tangled his fingers into Ilya’s necklace and breathed. “You don’t scent scared.” 
“No.” Ilya slid his hand up Shane’s leg and around his waist to hold him, budging closer on his knees so the Omega could slump all the way onto him. “I am not scared.” 
“I’m fucking terrified.” Shane let his Alpha take his full weight, breathing breathing then finally breathing easier when Ilya just kept holding him. “Why aren’t you scared?” 
“You called me Alpha.” Ilya massaged his strong fingers into the nape of Shane’s neck, trying to settle him further. “That makes me yours.” 
“So– so what.” Shane brushed his lips in a barely there kiss across his Alpha’s bonding spot and pressed closer when Ilya rumbled encouragingly at him. “I call you Alpha, call you mine, you know I love you and now everything is sunshine and flowers, you aren’t worried about anything any more?” 
The Alpha was silent, but the bite of pine in his scent sharpened resolute and Shane swallowed hard, his throat closing in a rush of emotion. “Right. You know I love you, so nothing else matters. Holy shit, Alpha. That’s– that’s um–” 
“Shane.” Ilya eased back enough to cup his mate’s chin, sweeping his thumb at the line of his jaw and not forcing the Omega to meet his eyes, but ducking his head so if Shane did look up, he’d see the truth in his expression. “I am not scared. Or worried. But.” 
He hesitated, choosing his words carefully. “I am selfish, hm? I am allowed to be selfish about you. About us. Yes?” 
“Y-yeah.” Eye contact was too hard. Shane stared at Ilya’s mouth instead, watching the words form at his lips as the Alpha spoke. “Selfish. Okay.”
“Not worried or scared.” he re-emphasized. “But selfish because how you are with me, when you are open with me? Tol’ko moy. That is only mine. No one is allowed to see.” 
“That’s why you almost took my Dad’s head off.” 
“Mmm.” Ilya nodded slowly. “And because now you are worried. Stressed. The cottage does not feel private anymore and I am selfish for that too, because I was not ready for real life again.” 
Quieter, “I am not ready to remember is almost time to leave our nest and go back to separate lives.” 
“Fuck.” Shane closed his eyes. “I’m– I’m selfish about that too. And I’m not ashamed, okay? Don't think that. I'm freaking out but not cos I-- I mean, I didn’t want my parents to find out cos my Dad walked in on us like– like that, but I’m not ashamed or–or–” 
“Shane.” the Alpha shook his head. “I know.” He knew. His mate wasn’t ashamed of him, of them, of their imprint and claim and love. “Is okay.”
“I gotta go talk to them, but I don’t even know how to– what the fuck do I say? Holy shit, this is a fucking nightmare.” the Omega whispered helplessly, and Ilya nudged his chin up, ducking his head again trying to find Shane’s gaze, “Hey. So wake up, hm?” 
“What?” Shane’s eyes were dull when he finally looked up at his mate, dull and dark and tired, wet at the corners with tears he was too overwhelmed and exhausted to let fall. “What do you mean?” 
“If this is nightmare.” he repeated steadily. “Wake up. Open your eyes. Is daylight and sunshine and I am here.” he brushed the lightest possible kiss to the corner of his mate’s tired eyes. “Hard part is over. Your parents know. Now is only the talking part.” 
“Talking.” Shane tried to smile, but his chin wobbled worried. “I dunno if you know this about me, but talking through difficult shit isn’t really one of my strengths.” 
“Me neither.” Ilya admitted with another light kiss at the Omega’s chin. “But we are getting better at it together. So we will go together, talk together, figure it out together.” 
“You’ll go with me?” the Omega asked as if the option hadn’t occurred to him. 
“Of course, yes.” the Alpha answered as if it were the only acceptable option ever. “My Omega, my mate,” he crooned gently comforting when Shane’s face creased like he might cry beneath the assurance and adoration in the endearment. “We will do it together. This and everything else. Okay?” 
“Okay. Okay.” Shane rubbed at his eyes. “Together. Yeah.”
“Okay.” Ilya covered him in a hard kiss, then stood up and held both his hands out to help Shane stand too. “I love you, Shane Hollander.” 
“Ilya Rozanov.” Shane hooked his arms around Ilya’s waist and pressed his face to the Alpha’s hip, giving himself just one more minute to breathe his Alpha in before they had to leave. “It is the conundrum of my fucking life that I love you too.” 
“What is this word, conundrum?” Ilya stroked through his hair gently, his amber scent brightening teasing. “Means blessing?” 
“No.” 
“Miracle?” 
"No."
“Answer to prayer?” 
“Fuck off.” When Shane looked up at his Alpha, a few flecks of gold glimmered deep in his dark eyes. “You what conundrum means.” 
“Is a conundrum you want to go away?” Ilya checked in, and Shane didn’t hesitate, “No. Never.” 
“Good.” Ilya smiled down at him. “Because you are stuck with me.” 
“I think maybe you're about to regret being stuck with me.” the Omega whispered with another tremble of uncertainty over the upcoming conversation, but Ilya shook his head and tapped at Shane’s nose and denied vehemently, “No. Never. No regrets, Omega.” 
“Okay.” Shane let his Alpha pull him up to standing, then pull him into a hug. “Okay, let’s go.” 
*****
Shane managed not to get panicky again until they pulled into the driveway at the Hollander family lakehouse. He put the car in park and took his seatbelt off, but didn’t make any effort to move from his seat or open the door, and Ilya shook his knee gently, “Shane?” 
“This is insane.” The Omega gripped the steering wheel hard, his knuckles white, eyes wide, scent starting to unravel again. “This is nuts. Why am I so scared, I shouldn’t be scared, my parents love me, they love me, I’m just– holy shit–” 
He thunked his forehead on the steering wheel and hissed out a stressed breath. “Maybe um– maybe you shouldn’t have worn the Boston shirt?” 
“What?” the Alpha furrowed his brows down at his shirt, “They do not know I play for Boston?” 
“No. I know. It’s just–” 
“Maybe I should have worn Montreal sweats so they know I play for both teams?” he suggested and Shane glared at him from the corner of his eye, “That’s not funny, Ilya.” 
“Mm, is a little funny.” Ilya clasped the back of Shane’s neck comfortingly, running his thumb firmly over the crinkly blocker patch secured at Shane’s bonding spot and scent glands. “Is hard for you to wear this?” 
“I haven’t worn one in weeks, not since you got here and not much before then since I was alone all the time.” Shane leaned into the stability of his Alpha’s palm. “I don’t like it. Makes me feel like I have to talk all the time and over explain everything and it–” he grimaced, “I hate it.” 
“You don’t have to talk.” the Alpha reminded him. “I can talk.” 
“You’re going to tell my parents about us.” Shane said doubtfully. “You’re going to tell them I’m gay and also fucking my arch rival for and we’re scent imprinted and I’ve been blinking mate claim gold at you since before Sochi and lying to them about it for years?” 
“No.” Ilya shrugged. “I am your Alpha. I will tell them I am your Alpha.” 
“Ilya–” 
“I am your Alpha.” he used the hold at the back of Shane’s neck to drag the Omega into a firm kiss. “When you need to be quiet, you call me Alpha and I will take care of the rest. I will do the talking.” 
“Okay, but what if,” Shane didn’t pull away, didn’t open his eyes, stayed notched in close and trusting with his Alpha, “What if they aren’t okay with it? I know they will be, but what if– what if they aren’t?” 
“Then we will sell apartments and condos and cars and run away to Florida to be gay together on the beach.” 
“Oh my god.” Shane finally smiled, finally managed a tiny laugh. “Okay. Thank you.” 
“You called me Alpha.” Ilya prompted, “That makes me–” 
“Mine.” Shane rested their foreheads together and nodded. “My Alpha. My mate. And you called me Omega, that makes me–” 
“Mine.” the Alpha finished in a growl. “My Omega. My mate. Only thing that matters, no matter what happens next.” 
“I love you.” the kiss Shane gave his Alpha was sweet, trusting and reassuring and ready. “Let’s go.” 
“Ya tozhe tebya lyublyu.” the kiss Ilya gave his Omega was sharp, possessive and protective and ready. “Let’s go.” 
Inside the house, David put a steadying hand on Yuna’s knee when the Omega snapped tense at the sound of a car pulling into the driveway. “Settle, sweetheart.” he told her mildly. “It’s going to be okay.” 
“I know it is.” she whispered harshly. “I know it is, but–” 
“We promised we would be willing to listen.” he reminded her and Yuna drummed her fingers on her leg agitated, “Yes, we did. And I am. But I have methodically and enthusiastically exorcised my God-given right to hate Ilya Rozanov as my son’s rival for the last eight years. It was my job as Shane’s mother and manager to thoroughly and with excruciating detail find things to dislike about that Alpha and so help me David Hollander, I was damn good at my job.” 
“Yes.” the Alpha soothed her. “You were very good at your job. But you are even better at your job of being Shane’s Mama, and that’s who we need right now.” 
“You are too calm about this.” she huffed at him, and David shrugged, “It isn’t as if we hadn’t suspected Shane might be gay.” 
"I don't care about that, Shane can love whoever he wants.” The Omega stood to her feet and smoothed down her clothes as the car doors opened and closed outside. "But Ilya Rozanov is about to step foot in my house and my first instinct is to throw a shoe! I can’t help it!"
“Alright well, we won’t be doing that.” David took her hand and held it tight, kissing her knuckles. “Because if Rozanov is Shane’s chosen Alpha–” 
“--then I will love him and accept him to the family with open arms, and gloat to my reading group about having the two best players in the league as my boys." She nodded quickly. "But first, I’m going to interrogate the hell out of him because if I think there is even a chance that Ilya Rozanov is fucking around with my son--” 
“You will interrogate him nicely though, hm?” 
“As long as he doesn’t give me a reason to be mean.” Yuna turned to her Alpha and gave him a quick kiss. “Keep me steady, my love?” 
“The way I always have, my love.” David wrapped a comforting arm around Yuna’s waist and took a deep breath as the front door opened. “Here we go.”  
“Hey? It’s me Shane.” Shane took his shoes off before stepping into the living room and Ilya did the same, pushing both pairs out of the way and standing just the littlest bit behind his Omega for support as they faced his parents.
“Um. This is Ilya Rozanov.” Shane pressed at his blocker patch anxiously when neither his mom nor his dad said anything in response. “But. Shit. You knew that already. Um. He and I are– we are–” 
He rubbed his neck again, “Me and Ilya are–” 
“I am his Alpha.” Ilya brushed his fingers at the back of Shane’s neck, and when the Omega dropped his hand and turned half towards him with a tiny chirp, Ilya wound their fingers together and stepped up to stand exactly next to his mate, chin lifted and voice steady. “I am his Alpha.” 
“Yeah.” Shane nodded at him, then turned back to his parents and nodded again. “He’s my Alpha. We’re together. Which is– you know. I’m gay? I’m gay.  And I didn’t mean for you guys to find out this way, not about be being gay and not about me being with Ilya. Dad trust me, I didn’t mean for you to ever see–” he shook his head. “I was going to tell you. Soon. But um--"
He swallowed. “But–” 
“I made fresh pasta today.” David broke through the halting explanation and awkward silence with a brisk clap of his hands. “Does anyone want some? This seems like the sort of conversation that could definitely be easier with a plate full of pasta.” 
“Dad makes really great food.” Shane mumbled to his Alpha and Ilya squeezed his hand lightly, “I could eat.” 
“Alright then. Pasta it is.” the family Alpha clapped his hands again. “You boys find a seat at the table. Yuna, come help me with plates?” 
Yuna ran her fingers through Shane’s hair and dropped a quickly comforting kiss onto his head, patting his shoulder before moving past to help her mate with food prep, but the intimidating mom-ager Omega didn’t say a word until all four of them were sat at the dining room table with a huge pot of pasta and sauce, and a pitcher of water she already knew wasn’t going to be nearly alcoholic enough to get through the conversation. 
“Shane.” she arched a curious eyebrow watching Ilya dish up his own plate before giving Shane a portion, but let it go in favor of clasping her hands on the table and asking, “Don’t you hate Rozanov?” 
“Before we ask those sort of questions,” David covered his Omega’s hand and cleared his throat. “I want to apologize for earlier.” 
“Dad,” Shane flinched, tried to shake his head, so David met Ilya’s eyes instead and repeated, “I want to apologize. I forgot my charger at home and I knew Shane had one, he’d been pretty specific about us not calling to bother him and now I know why, but regardless of my reason for being there, I want you to know I’m sorry for intruding.” 
“Hm.” Ilya’s brows furrowed at the unexpected show of respect from the older Alpha, but he nodded. “Is okay. No ah– no harm.” 
“Alright then.” David nodded at him shortly, then pressed at Yuna’s hand again. “Now that that’s out of the way. Go ahead, dear.” 
“Shane.” Yuna clicked her tongue and asked again, “Don’t you two hate each other? I was pretty certain you hated Rozanov.” 
“Please call him Ilya.” Shane corrected at the same time Ilya shook his head, “Please call me Ilya.” and the pair shared a quick look, a small smile before Shane explained, “And no. I don’t hate him. I know why you think that, everyone thinks that, but– but no.” 
“I love him, actually.” Under the table, Shane tapped his foot against his Alpha, breathing immediately easier when Ilya tapped his foot right back. “I love him.” 
“Okay.” Yuna looked between the two of them for a long minute. “But how? And when?” 
“That’s… a long story.” 
It was a long story, and it came out bit by bit. Dates and events, publicity obligations and games, glossed over details of the important conversations and absolutely zero mentions of actual hookups, a rough timeline spanning eight and almost nine years that had nearly fallen apart several different times but eventually, finally, ultimately worked. 
“Since rookie year, then.” David realized in disbelief after putting the timeilne together in his head. “Rookie year? Really?” 
“Yeah.” Shane nodded, but Ilya tapped his foot and shook his head, “No is wrong. Before then.” 
“Right. Um.” the Omega glanced at Yuna uncertainly when she inhaled sharp like she couldn't handle hearing it. “Summer of 2009, actually.” 
“No.” Ilya knocked at his foot again, insisting, “No. Before then. International Prospect Cup.” 
“Okay and that's really romantic.” Shane lowered his voice whispering to his Alpha, "That's really romantic. But that doesn't help this whole thing right now."
“Fine.” Ilya ceded the point for the sake of not stressing his Omega out any more, twirling his fork through a large pile of the pasta and shoving it in his mouth. “Okay. 2009 for both of us, yes.” 
“Okay.” David eyed the amount of pasta on Ilya’s plate and surreptitiously pushed the dish of cheese closer so Ilya could help himself to it. “Now Ilya, I mean no disrespect here. But Shane, there weren’t any nice Alphas in Montreal you could have tried dating?” 
“I’m sure there are plenty of nice Alphas in Montreal, Dad.” Shane dug his fork into the noodles but didn’t lift it to his mouth, his stomach too tied up in knots to even think about eating. 
“But it’s not just Alphas, is it?” Yuna prompted. “So, there were no… nice boys in Montreal either?” 
“Probably was, yeah.” he set the fork down with a clatter and rubbed at his eyes. “But it didn’t matter, Mom. Doesn’t matter. Those other guys, other Alphas-- they aren’t Ilya, so I don’t want them. End of story.” 
“No, of course not.” The water wasn't going to be enough to get through the conversation. Yuna stood up, patted Shane’s shoulder as she passed, and once she was back with four cups of coffee for the table, she asked slowly and carefully, “Shane. You never um– you never let Ilya win, did you?” 
“Mom!” Shane started to protest, and “Yuna.” David started to warn, but Ilya set his cup down with a loud thump and flashed his eyes warning red at her, “That is disrespectful to my Omega.” 
“Disrespectful.” Yuna set her cup down with an equally loud lump and pinned Ilya in place with a challenging stare. “Alright then. What about you? Did you ever throw a game? Did you ever let Shane win?” 
“That is disrespectful to me.” Ilya’s eyes didn’t flare red that time, and he went back to eating with a little shrug. “But no. Of course not.” 
“You’re pissed off I asked Shane that question, but you’re not mad I asked you.” The matriarch Omega didn’t know if she were annoyed by the bluster from Ilya, or impressed that he so protective over slights towards his mate but calmly unruffled about insults towards himself. “To be fair, I never actually thought that about my son. I know him better than that.” 
“Then you also know I’d never be with someone who’d do that sort of thing.” Shane nudged his Alpha once, twice, shaking his head when Ilya glanced at him. He appreciated the protectiveness, but the Alpha didn’t need to go toe to toe with his Mom, it was fine. 
David nudged his Omega once, twice, inclining his head towards the boys when Ilya visibly physically settled, his shoulders dropping and posture relaxing with the non verbal affirmation from Shane, and Yuna smiled a little over it. 
“You’ve been together this whole time, then?” David brought the conversation back on track. “Since the summer before rookie year?” 
“Oh no.” Shane shook his head at the same time Ilya nodded, “Yes.” 
“When we could be.” the Omega clarified when his parents exchanged a confused glance. “But the first couple years, it was just um. Meet ups. After games. It's more now. Way more. But we've only really been together together..."
He let the sentence trail off, not necessarily wanting to detail out the ups and downs and mess of their journey to get to fully honestly together.
“But Ilya, you date all the time." Yuna pointed out. "All the time. I saw something about you just a few months ago, a couple weeks before the All-Star game actually. You were photographed leaving some club with an Omega on your arm.” 
A beat, then she clarified, “A woman. A female Omega. As of just a few months ago."
“Mm.” Ilya dumped more cheese on his plate and nodded. “Yes.” 
Yuna spread her hands waiting and David raised his eyebrows waiting, but the Alpha only nodded again, “Yes. There was picture. Yes.” as if the answer clarified anything at all. 
“Um. Ilya likes… both.” Shane offered hesitantly, and Ilya’s face creased comically confused for a second before clearing in understanding and resignation, “Oh, you need to know my business. Okay.” 
“Ilya,” the Omega sighed, but Ilya bumped his foot under the table then tapped at his chest and explained, “I have slept with lots of women. Other men, too. Omegas and Betas and Alphas, yes. But pictures do not tell whole story and I was not with them. They did not matter to me. I have only been in love one time, only wanted to call someone mine,” he turned to look at his Omega, a smile tugging at the corner of his mouth, “One time. Shane. That is it. And that is all that matters."
“Pictures definitely don’t tell the whole story.” It had only been Shane for Ilya since Vegas, since Sochi, since that night the first night at his condo, but that was a part of their story Shane didn’t need to share with anyone, much less his parents. 
Instead he agreed, “But me too. Not the sleeping with a bunch of people thing--"
“No one thinks you are having lots of sex with lots of people.” Ilya teased softly and Shane kicked him, “But I mean, I’ve only been in love once. Only wanted to call one Alpha mine. That’s Ilya, so the rest of it doesn’t matter.” 
“Mine.” Ilya mouthed at him, and Shane’s dark eyes filled in gold when he mouthed back, “Mine.” 
“Wow.” David looked down at his food to give the imprinted pair a bit of privacy when he caught the sheen of gold in Shane’s gaze, but the family Alpha was smiling as he dug into his food. Smiling and scenting proud and reaching for his mate’s hand to share the joy over their son finding a mate–
– “Excuse me a minute.” Yuna pushed back from the table all in a rush, her chair scraping noisily over the floor as she jumped to her feet. “I need some air. I just um– I’ll just–” 
“Shit.” Shane stood up too when Yuna practically ran to get her shoes and started yanking at the door to get outside. “Mom? Mom!” 
“Son, maybe just give her a minute,” David tried to suggest but Shane was already gone, shoving his feet in his shoes and sprinting out the back door to figure out what the hell had sent Yuna running. 
“Mom?” he found her at the end of the yard, her arms folded against her body and chin tucked, posture tense and shoulders hunched.
“Mom. Um.” the Omega slowed to a walk, hand outstretched cautiously to try and touch her shoulder. “Hey. I’m sorry. I’m sorry? You're mad. Or are you just--I don’t um, I didn’t mean to–” 
“You told me it was killing you to be normal.” Yuna was crying when she turned to face her son, tears welling in her eyes and tracking down her face. “You called us and said pretending to be normal was killing you.” 
“I–” Shane didn’t know what to say. “Mom, I–” 
“You were heartbroken.” she whispered. “You came home and didn’t say a single word. You had patches on and suppressants, we couldn’t scent you and you didn’t say anything to us, you didn't say a single word and the next morning I checked the room.” 
Yuna covered her mouth with trembling fingers, her voice wavering and scent dipping sorrowful blue. “I checked the room and you hadn’t nested. You hadn’t even moved the blankets. It didn’t look like you’d slept at all. But every time I've ever pushed you to open up, you tend to shut down and I didn't want to do that. So I just thought, you know, that’s my Shane, that’s my boy, he'll talk to me when he's ready. And then you started dating Rose so I thought,” she dragged in a rattled breath. “I thought okay, maybe he’s okay now but you–” 
“Mom.” 
“It was him, wasn’t it?” Yuna pulled her sweater tighter around her body and gestured to the house. “You were hiding him from us and the rest of the world. Or– or maybe you were hiding your heart from him cos you hadn’t figured things out yet?” 
“Yeah. It.” Shane folded his arms and looked away, backed up a step and looked away, shook his head and ducked his head and had to look away because the heartbreak in his Mom’s scent hurt and the plea for honesty about one of the worst nights of his life was too much on top of the emotional whiplash from the already overwhelming day. “It wasn’t um– that night was–” 
“Oh baby, I’m so sorry.” Yuna whispered then. “You don’t have to tell me. You don’t have to share that, but I’m so sorry for you and for– for your Alpha.” she motioned to the house again. “And more than that, I’m sorry I didn’t make it easy for you to come to me.” 
“Mom–” 
“I’m so sorry I let you go through that alone.” the devastated Omega pressed a hand to her heart and whined for him, sad and sorrowful and so so sorry. “I manage your entire life but somewhere along the way I forgot to just be your mom, your Mama, and I’m so–” 
“No. No. That’s not–” Shane grabbed for her hands and held them tight. “Mom, no. It wasn’t–” 
“You need to let me be sorry for this.” she interrupted, pressing at his fingers. “You need to let me be mad at myself for not being there for–” 
“Mom!” Shane raised his voice. Yuna squeezed at his hands apologetically and went quiet. 
“Mom.” he tried again, gentler. “I—I wouldn’t have let you go through it with me. What happened that night. At that point, I still didn’t even know…” he scratched his thumb at his brow, frowning. “My body and my heart knew what was going on with me and Ilya but my brain hadn’t caught up yet so it was a mess and I was a mess and it– I wouldn’t have let you try to help. I didn’t know what the fuck I needed help with. So don’t– that’s not your fault.” 
Yuna put a hand on his cheek, trilling and chirping at him comfortingly, and Shane turned in her palm and closed his eyes, then said in a near whisper, “I’m sorry for lying about it. About Ilya and me and the whole thing. I lied to you guys for a really long time about a lot of things.” 
“No no no.” Yuna’s attempt at being firm caught over a sob. “Oh no. No Shane Hollander, you are not about to apologize for that. Not now and not ever. Besides, if you try to apologize for lying, I’m going to apologize again for not making it easy for you to open up to me, and then you’ll apologize for being so closed off and I’ll apologize for being too busy managing you to notice and we’ll go round and round and it will be useless. No more of that."
“You’re sorry, I’m sorry, we can be done with it now?” Shane suggested, just like he’d suggested to his Alpha the night in Florida when they’d finally been honest, just like he’d heard his parents suggest to one another when their infrequent arguments went long and it was time to breathe and settle and smile again. 
“You’re sorry, I’m sorry and we’re done with it. Okay.” Yuna agreed with a fond, proud little smile for her boy who’d gone and grown up seemingly without her noticing. She checked the window at the house, saw Ilya standing there watching them and clicked her tongue, “I can’t believe you kept it a secret this long. I don’t mean just from us, but what about your teammates? Your friends? Does anyone else know?” 
“Hayden knows.” Shane wondered why his moms’s expression suddenly lit in understanding. “Ilya’s friend Svetlana does, but no one else. It’s hard to hide now, but it was easier before we started being honest with each other.” 
“Honest?” 
“We didn’t figure it all out until All Star Weekend. That was when we shared our scents and finally talked it all through and yeah, now it’s really hard to hide it.” Shane didn’t elaborate, didn’t explain about the gold eyes and Sochi scent imprint and the two years of excruciatingly fake normal they’d put each other through. “But before that, we wore our patches all the time and didn’t meet up too frequently and didn’t–” 
“Wait. No.” Yuna frowned at him. “No, you said rookie year. Summer before rookie year. But you weren’t sharing scents until the All Star Game? So you two locked mate claim on one another without sharing scents or anything like that?"
Shane nodded sheepishly and Yuna laughed a little, “Oh wow. So that Alpha has got eight years of treating you as his to make up for.” 
“Yeah.” Another sheepish nod. “But I’ve got eight years to make up for him too. We’re working on it.” 
“That’s why he’s jumpy and reactive about you.” She mused. “An Alpha who spent eight years not being able to treat his mate as his own would absolutely over compensate like that.” 
“He’s not overcompensating.” Shane denied. “Ilya’s always been like that with me. Ever since the beginning, he’s always been very… Alpha… with me.” 
“And that doesn’t bother you.” Yuna asked genuinely curious. “Because he is very Alpha with you, Shane. He talks for you and talks over you, he did that thing with your food, he shows his fangs all the time, got red eyed and growly with me about the game thing…he’s sort of vicious about it all, actually.” 
“Yeah well.” Shane saw Ilya in the window and smiled, pressing over his bonding spot and smiling wider when the Alpha mirrored the movement with a touch over his own bonding spot. “He’s an Alpha. My Alpha. So he’s like that with me.” 
“But you’re so independent.” she prodded. “We raised you to be independent and self reliant and self assured…” she trailed off questioning but when Shane didn’t fill in any blanks or offer any explanation, she tapped her chin, “Tell me why.”
“Why?”
“Why is he the Alpha for you?” she emphasized. “You said you didn’t share scents for years, so it wasn’t an immediate imprint. I have to assume at least at the beginning, it was the thrill of doing something wrong– not that being with a guy is wrong,” she corrected with a quick touch at his arm, “but the fact that he was your rival. The thrill of being bad at eighteen is one thing, but why after that? Why eight years after that? Why have you done eight almost nine years with Ilya Rozanov?” 
“I don’t um.” Shane folded his arms and ducked his head, kicking at a tuft of grass on the lawn. “Its complicated, Mom. Or maybe not. It doesn't feel complicated now, but it used to, and I don’t know how to--"
“You know.” Yuna looked away to give the overwhelmed Omega a break from eye contact, focusing on the far end of the yard where their lawn fell into wild forest. “My parents didn’t understand me and your Father, either. They thought he was too passive, too soft, too unorthodox an Alpha to handle me. I was impulsive and loud and career driven and you know, Grammy and Papa are very old fashioned. Very traditional. They thought I needed an Alpha would bring me to heel, you know?” 
She smiled a little, melancholy and sad. “They told me I needed an Alpha who would make me submit, make me settle, I needed to be reeled in and reminded of a woman and Omega’s rightful place and they thought bonding with David would leave me untethered and unbalanced and I’d self destruct in some awful, spectacular way.” 
Yuna blew out a deep breath. “But you know what I never managed to make them understand? Your Dad– he keeps it quiet for me.” 
Shane’s head jerked up, his lips parting in surprise and understanding, but Yuna didn’t notice, too focused on giving her son space by way of staring out at the trees as she opened up about something secret and sacred. 
“Life is loud for me.” the Omega motioned to the house, the trees, the everything of real life beyond the sanctuary of the lake. “I worked until you came along, then life with you was busy, practice and tournaments and traveling. Got back into working once you were old enough and then started managing your career on top of it all and life is loud for me, sweetheart. But your Dad? He keeps it quiet for me.” 
“It’s not only the outside stuff, either.” she added after a beat. “But here, too.” a quick tap at her temple. “Doubts and insecurities and worries, the way I sit up at 3 a.m. planning for all the hypothetical what if’s of upcoming trips and running potential worst case scenarios in my head so I have some sort of script for if they ever do happen, when I get stuck in a loop and can’t break free, when I write dozens and dozens of lists because I’m scared of forgetting even a single tiny thing and everything I try so hard to manage just comes unraveled. Your Dad, my Alpha, quiets all that too.” 
“Sometimes.” her sweet scent lifted in adoration. “Sometimes I think your Dad would breathe for me if he could. Not to take away my autonomy, but to give me one less thing to worry about, one less responsibility and task to handle. It's not about him turning every thing off or shutting it down, sometimes it’s not even about him handling it for me, though he does that alot too. It’s about him standing between me and the noise so I don’t have to care about it anymore, and that peace of mind, that quiet– I was never able to explain it to my parents because it wasn’t until after we'd been together for years that I could even define it.” 
“And it wasn’t anything special.” Yuna shook her head, hugging her arms tighter across her body when an afternoon wind blew chilly off the lake and into the yard. “It wasn’t this huge moment that I can put on a calendar and point too. But one day when I was at my absolute wit’s end and finally forced to acknowledge it, all I could think about was being quiet, and when I thought about being quiet, I thought about your Dad.” 
“It used to bother me that my parents couldn’t ever understand why I love your Dad so much, they weren’t even willing to listen when I tried to explain it, but now I know it doesn’t actually matter if anyone understands, so long as we do.” she finished with a smile and a touch at her throat where the imprint of her Alpha’s teeth was branded over her bonding spot, marking her mated and claimed ever since their first heat over thirty years previous. “Shane, sweetheart, I don’t know if I’ll understand just why you love Ilya Rozanov, but that doesn't matter."
Yuna turned towards her son and held out her hand, “Because even though it has been my job as your mother and manager to hate everything about that Alpha for years now, it’s my job as your Mama to appreciate and welcome him and adore him because you adore him, whether I understand your reasons or not. So please. Tell me why you love him, so I’ll have something to remind myself of every time he promises to score more goals than you or pretends he’s forgotten your name in an interview, or chirps that nonsense about you during the awards banquets.” 
Shane looked at his mom for a long moment, eyebrows furrowed in thought, then took her hand and clasped it between both of his so he could tell her softly, gently, and with all the emotional weight of sharing a truth he thought no one would else would ever truly understand, “Mom, Ilya makes it safe for me to be…quiet.” 
“Oh.” Yuna’s eyes filled with immediate tears and Shane looked down at their clasped hands, blink blink blinking away the burn of tears in his own eyes as his mom’s gentle scent ribboned with open affection and acceptance. 
“He um–” Shane didn’t tell her about how Ilya calling him Omega had always felt right, even at the very beginning. He didn’t tell her about the Alpha hushing him settle settle and keeping a hand over his heart so he didn’t fall to pieces, about how he felt whole and more than whole when he was muffled quiet with his Alpha’s fingers in his mouth, how he had trusted Ilya without question when he was hurt and sick and had no scent for the Alpha to check, he’d just known his Alpha would take care of things, he’d just known it was safe. 
The Omega didn’t say any of that. But he told his mom, “Even before I knew what I needed, what to call it, or anything like that, Ilya made sure it was safe for me to be quiet. In–in a bunch of different ways. And now that I see it all and recognize it all, it’s like–” 
“How did it take me so long to realize that Alpha loved me.” Yuna finished with her fingers tracing the long scarred over mating bite at her throat again. 
“Yeah.” Shane looked towards the window, towards his Alpha, and pressed over his bonding spot again and again and again, smiling when he saw Ilya’s silhouette mirror the motion again and again and again. “Exactly that."
“You know.” Yuna touched his cheek gently. “Sometimes you’re so much like your Dad, I forget you’re an awful lot like me, too.” 
“Can I um– can I have a–” Shane dropped her hands but opened his arms and Yuna darted forward to hug him, standing on her toes to drag her son in tight and strangle him into the sort of long embrace she wished she would have given him the night he’d called needing to come home, the sort of desperate, grounding, wholly accepting hug she’d needed to give and get from her son ever since David had returned home with the news that Shane had been at the cottage with an Alpha, a male Alpha, Ilya goddamn Rozanov. 
“I love you so much.” she whispered fiercely, holding him tight and holding him tighter when Shane made a broken little noise and folded in around her. “My sweet pup. My teeny tiny Shane. My little bitty snug-a-bug baby boy–” 
“Okay that’s enough with the baby nicknames.” Shane pulled away with an embarrassed huff, but he was gentle and careful wiping the tears from Yuna’s face, and she was gentle and careful wiping the tears from his. 
“That night when you called and said you were tired of pretending.” Yuna straightened Shane’s shirt, fixing his collar and smoothing the buttons, then setting both her hands on his shoulders and shaking him lightly so he would listen. “I really need you to know that you don’t ever have to pretend with us. Not back then and certainly not anymore, and that goes for your Alpha too. When you boys come around and I hope you come around often, you don’t have to pretend with us. You don't have to wear your blocker patches, you don't have to sit away from each other-- don't pretend, okay? Your Dad and I are only happy for you guys, I promise."
“Okay. Thank you.” Shane’s smile was wobbly. “Because it's been killing me to wear a blocker around my Alpha. And believe it or not, Ilya’s been on his best behavior today, so he’ll be glad he can relax a little.”
“I actually really do believe that, yes.” she said dryly, and Shane finally laughed a little. “I love you, kiddo.” 
“I love you too, Mom.” 
*****
“That’s his mother, you know.” Inside the house, David stayed sitting at the table while Ilya got up every few minutes to cross to the window. He watched Ilya press over his bonding spot and knew the young Alpha was probably mirroring Shane, watched Ilya fold his arms and frown as the conversation outside started looking tense, watched Ilya twist his hair and tug his ear and scratch his jaw self soothing as whatever was happening in the yard stressed him out. 
And after several minutes of noticing it all, David cleared his throat and said, “Shane is safe with Yuna. The talk might be a little bit tough, but she’s not going to hurt him. She’s his mother, so…” 
“And I am his Alpha.” Ilya replied flatly when he sat back down at the table. “So.” 
“While our Omegas are outside,” David inclined his head towards the window. “I want to apologize to you again for intruding. And I don’t want you to worry, I didn’t tell my mate what I,” he shook his head slightly. “Didn’t see.” 
“You keep secrets from your mate?” Ilya raised his eyebrows and David denied, “No. No of course not. But some things,” he tapped the table pointedly. “Are not meant to be shared with anyone. The way an Omega is with their chosen Alpha, the way our Omegas are when they are… open? That is only for us. I didn’t see anything.” tap tap tap. “But either way, I would not share it with anyone, including my mate.”
“Ah.” Ilya was surprised again by the Alpha, taken aback again by the respect and equality shown by the older man.
Being an Alpha in the Rozanov family had always meant belittling from his father and one-upping from Alexei, he’d never been good enough and Alpha enough and man enough for any sort of praise, even though he’d certainly been good enough and Alpha enough and man enough for the expectation of responsibility without the gift of gratitude, the insistence of sacrifice without the reward of balance, the weight of blame without a hint of mercy. 
But David Hollander with his mellow scent and quiet words and affable, easy going nature had extended Ilya an apology and grace and understanding not once but twice in a very short amount of time and it left the young Alpha reeling. 
“Well.” Ilya chewed at the inside of his cheek a moment, then nodded jerkily. “I am sorry for… snarling at you. And yelling.” 
“Oh no.” David waved it away with a short chuckle and a flash of his age blunted fangs. “If I were in your shoes, your age and with years of hiding weighing on my shoulders and someone walked in on a rare moment of privacy between myself and my mate, I would have ripped their throat out and let them bleed on the floor. No apologies needed for your reaction, none at all.” 
“Wow.” Ilya blinked at the calmly delivered vehemence. “Um. Thank you.” 
“I noticed,” David changed the subject smoothly, “You dished up Shane’s plate for him.” 
“Yes.” Ilya met the other Alpha’s gaze squarely, “You do not serve your Omega?”
“No, I do.” David answered mildly. “But I serve her first. You filled your plate, then Shane’s plate. It seemed a little backwards to me, is all.”
“Okay.” came the flat response, no explanation, no clarification, Ilya had no intention of discussing the reasons behind the specific ways he took care of his mate with anyone, not even David Hollander with his unexpected camaraderie and understanding.
“Hm.” David studied Ilya for a minute, half impressed with how the young Alpha had clearly caught on to Shane’s issues with food and was taking steps to help, and half appreciative that his son’s chosen Alpha was the sort to be private and protective over the details of their relationship. “I’m glad to know you take care of him.”
“Is my job.” Ilya stated firmly, and David smiled kindly, knowingly, “Yeah, son. It certainly is. How were you after Shane got hurt?” 
“Not… good.” Ilya blinked at another change of subject and the unexpected question of his own well being during the crisis. “Not good, no.” 
“I can’t even imagine.” the older Alpha pursed his lips. “Especially with losing your father so soon after, too. My condolences, by the way.” 
“...thank you?” 
“I’m sorry about all of that.” he clicked his tongue sympathetically. “Obviously we didn’t know about you and Shane at that point, but if any of that sort of thing happens again, not just an emergency with Shane but anything with your family or in your personal life, be sure you come to me, alright?” 
“Come to you.” Ilya felt fucking foolish parroting David’s words right back to him, but he was so stunned by the conversation, by the acceptance and warmth that he could barely keep up. “I um–” 
“Grief like that,” David put a hand over his heart. “Sorrow like that is the sort of thing that drives an Alpha to rage, can push a fella right to the edge of feral trying to keep it all together. I don’t know if you and your Dad were close, or if you have any other family to lean on, but now that you’re going to be coming around here, you can lean on me, hm?” 
“Now that I’m going to come around here.” Ilya dug his tongue into the sharp tip of his fangs as he tried to process the very fast influx of information. “Yes. Okay.” 
“Hayden knows, doesn’t he?” the other Alpha said then. “About you and Shane. About… Lily?” 
“Hayden knows.” Ilya confirmed with a grimace. “When Shane was hurt at the game, I did not hide very well. Everyone was upset and mad and Shane’s scent was,” he swallowed, his throat closing up over the awful memory. “It was so bad. But Hayden saw that I was worried different than everyone else. He figured it out."
“I saw a text on Shane’s phone in the hospital from a Lily.” David explained with a small smile. “We assumed it was a girl, which i’m sure was the whole point of the fake name for all these years?” he waited for a nod of confirmation, then continued, “Hayden suggested the cottage for Shane’s recovery and when Yuna and I dropped by to turn on the heat and open the curtains, we saw someone with Shane when we pulled in. You, I guess we know now. At first we were afraid Shane and Hayden were–” 
“No.” Ilya’s eyes snapped red in instant denial. “Not Shane and Hayden.” 
“Well, we never really thought that was the case.” the Alpha held up a placating hand. “But now we know for certain. I’m glad Hayden knows though. He’s good people and someone within the league you both can trust. Would you like a drink?” 
Still partway stuck on the idea that Yuna and David had thought for even a second that Hayden was Shane’s Alpha– and not even because the implication of cheating from a mated and married Alpha was reprehensible and the idea of Shane choosing to be the affair partner to a mated and married Alpha was insane, but because it was motherfucking Hayden with his less than stellar playing and generically bland personality– Ilya nodded automatically at the offer of something stronger than coffee. “Yes. Thank you.” 
“I thought you might.” David made his way to the kitchen and returned with a familiar blue bottle of vodka and a couple glasses. “Yuna meant well keeping us hydrated and and focused with the water and coffee thing, but sometimes conversations need a little something extra, even if they’re conversations that are going surprisingly well.” 
David winked and Ilya found himself smiling before he could help it, and took a large gulp of the vodka to try and disguise it .
“Oh.” he made a quietly impressed noise. “Is good vodka.” 
“I try to buy the Russian stuff.” David looked pleased as punch over Ilya’s approval. “I started learning about potatoes a few months ago, and naturally researching their uses and versatility led me directly to the history and science behind vodka, so I started taste testing to try and refine my palate.” 
“Potatoes led you to science behind vodka. Okay.” Ilya took another drink, briefly considered bullying his Omega’s father, then wiped his mouth and decided to offer the kindly Alpha the same sort of olive branch acceptance David had been extending him all afternoon. “Did you see article in New Yorker about global warming and effect on soil and traditional growing methods?” 
“Yes!” David’s eyes lit up when he smiled, his scent bolstering thrilled. “Yes, I did! I printed it out and put it on the fridge, actually. You know,” he shook his finger at the other Alpha, “people don’t want to talk about climate change and how we’re actively killing the planet until suddenly we can’t grow staple crops the same way we’ve been growing them for thousands of years because the heat has sapped the nutrients from the soil and increasing drought has disrupted growing–” 
He paused, curious. “Wait. You read the New Yorker?” 
“Yes.” Ilya swirled his drink around in his glass and gulped the last of it. “It helps with my English and is better to know a little bit about everything when we travel for games. A little bit about everything so I do not sound…ignorant.” 
“I don’t know if Shane told you, but he and I share articles we think each other might be interested in.” David refilled his glass, then snapped his fingers excitedly. “We could add you to the group text!” 
“I do not know if I am ready for New Yorker group text.” Ilya couldn’t help an amused smile. “But thank you. You are where he gets it, yes?” 
“Being boring?” David suggested and Ilya had to work very hard not to laugh very loud. 
“No.” Yes, obviously, but Ilya let that one go. “I mean being nice.” he checked out the window to see his Omega hugging Yuna in close. “And helpful. Polite. He is annoying so nice and helpful and polite. That is you?” 
“Oh yes, yes, that’s all me.” David didn’t say anything when the Alpha checked the window again, again, just waited until Ilya’s attention was back on him before continuing. “Shane gets his looks, talent, brilliance and competitiveness from Yuna, that is all my mate. But I am thrilled to contribute kindness. Maybe it’s genetic?” 
“Genetic.” Oh Ilya had to work so very hard to not laugh so very loud. “Wow. So your mate. She is fierce.” 
“Very much so.” David’s mellow scent warmed with adoration for his wife and Omega and mate. “Always has been. You know, she broke up with me after our very first date? She told me I was too serious about her, that it wasn’t normal to want her scent so soon, and that love at first sight wasn’t a real thing. But then she drove six hours the next day to show up unannounced at the college. She found me with another Omega during my thrice weekly tap dancing lessons–” 
“Thrice weekly tap dancing lessons.”
“--and marched right up to me to tell me if I ever so much as looked at another Omega again, she'd shave my head bald and use me as a bowling ball on her next league night.” David chuckled like he was still delighted about the interaction even thirty years later. “Can you believe it?” 
“I–” Ilya absolutely could believe it, and he covered his mouth to hide a grin, rubbing at his chin and shaking his head thinking about his own Omega’s penchant for violence. “Is funny how prettiest Omegas can be so mean.” 
“It’s the independent ones.” the older Alpha informed him with a conspiratorial wink. “They don’t need a damn thing until they decide they need us, and then all bets are off. One day they’d run you over to get to the top, the next day they’ll cry if you don’t smile at them. Love and mates and imprints are unexplainable mysteries, but I think there are worse things than having beautiful, independent, fierce Omegas ready to burn the world down to keep us.” 
The acceptance and openness and approval from the familial Alpha was warm on Ilya’s skin, not stifling and prickly and cold the way attention from Grigori had always felt. He was a little shaky with it, unsteady and off balance without his Omega at his side to counter the new emotion but still a little bit thrilled, a little fucking flabbergasted to sit and sip the good vodka across from a patriarch Alpha who kept calling him son and laughed about volatile sometimes violent Omegas and wanted to add him to a group chat. 
“I think yes, there are worse things.” he finally managed to reply and held up his glass in a cheers. "Here is to surviving their storm, hm?"
“The two of us will have to stick close together and protect each others sanity.” David clinked his glass against Ilya’s lightly. “Are you boys sticking around tonight? Yuna loves a fire most summer nights, so if you wanted to stay for supper and s’mores and a drink, that would be swell. Have you heard the loons call yet? They’re so beautiful, though I suppose if you aren’t used to the noise, it could be a little bit creepy.” 
“I have heard the loons.” Ilya straightened up when he saw Shane and Yuna coming back across the yard towards the door. “Do you burn birch wood in the firepit?” 
“Yes, every night.” David confirmed. “It smells so good. And it burns very clean. The thing about birch wood is–” 
“Oh David, are you boring this poor child?” Yuna came breezing through the door and cut right into the conversation, running her fingers over her Alpha’s arm then laying a gentle hand at Ilya’s shoulder as she headed to the kitchen. “At least you did it with alcohol, Shane sweetheart do you want some vodka? Mama needs some vodka.” 
“Are you talking about birch wood?” Shane dropped into the chair next to Ilya, talking casually but angling his head surreptitiously towards his Alpha, quietly wordlessly seeking. “Dad, Ilya bullied me for talking about that last night, is he bullying you? Ilya, you can’t bully my dad.” 
“Shane, of course not, your Alpha is maybe one of the most polite people I’ve ever met.” David objected, and from the kitchen Yuna snorted a loud laugh while Shane just rolled his eyes and turned a little bit further towards Ilya, wetting his lips and inching in seeking. 
Ilya caught the Omega seeking instantly. Shane sounded normal and wasn’t trembling or pale or fidgeting self soothing, but he kept turning towards Ilya nose first seeking and the Alpha saw it, caught it, clocked it. He glanced at David who was quite suddenly and quite purposefully scrolling through his phone, then grabbed under the seat of Shane’s chair and yanked it right up against his own so their knees knocked and legs brushed and Shane’s shoulder was wedged up by his.
“Fuck.” Shane didn’t fall into him or lean into him or collapse, but the Omega nodded jerkily and whispered, “Fuck.” so Ilya hooked their ankles together and pushed his knee in firm, set his hand heavy and settling on Shane’s thigh and dug his fingers into the inside seam of Shane’s pants to soothe the barely there, mostly likely unconscious tap tap tap of Shane’s foot against his own. 
“Here, kiddo.” Yuna didn’t comment on the boys sitting so close when she came back with cups for herself and Shane, only poured a more than generous serving into each and handed it to her son before downing half of hers in one go. “Alright. So. How are things in here?” 
“He likes the vodka I picked out.” David told her proudly. “And he appreciates the better qualities of birch wood and reads the New Yorker. Did you know that?” 
“I can quote Ilya Rozanov’s rookie year statistics simply because Shane’s statistics are better and I am very proud of him,” Yuna winked good naturedly at Ilya. “But no, dear. I did not know he had specific points of view about firewood. Did you add him to the New Yorker group chat?” 
“I’m going to!” 
“Of course you are.” Yuna drew her well manicured nails through his short hair and leaned in to press an adoring kiss to her mate’s cheek. “But I think there’s other, more important things to discuss right now.” she poured herself another drink, then directed her attention back to the boys. “Have the two of you put any thought into the future?” 
“No.” Shane shook his head, but Ilya squeezed his leg and countered, “Yes.” 
“I mean, yeah.” Shane covered Ilya’s hand and nodded. “But right now it’s– it’s you know, we know we want a future. But that’s about it. We barely figured this whole thing out and that’s been alot on it’s own lately, so—” 
“But you’ve been together since rookie year.” David interjected, and Yuna nudged him, “Summer before.” 
“Yes.” Ilya checked in on his increasingly quiet Omega with a small frown. “But is true. We haven’t talked much about future. We did not know it was a real option until All Star Game.” 
“So you’re what, just going to hide? Only see each other a handful of times a season and stay patched up, loaded on suppressants muted to one another until what– until you retire?” Yuna’s face creased in sorrow. “Boys, that’s so sad.” 
“We don’t have much of a choice.” it took Shane a minute to reply, and the words came slow, weary and tired and resigned. “If we come out, some people will think it’s romantic. Rival to mates or whatever. Some people will understand because you can’t help who you imprint on, you can’t argue with biology, it just is what it is.” 
“But.” the Alpha took over again when Shane’s next breath sounded labored. “Alot of people would maybe wonder about games.” he raised his eyebrows towards Yuna, who held up an apologetic hand. “They will wonder if I betrayed my team and let my Omega win to please him. Would wonder if Shane betrayed his team and let me win as submission and obedience to his Alpha. At least until I sign with new team, is better to wait.” 
“A new team?” 
“This season is last season with Boston, I will be a free agent.” Ilya nudged Shane with his knee, but the Omega didn’t respond. “I will move teams to make rivalry less intense. I already looked into contracts with Western teams, even European teams that can afford me.” 
“Wait, what?” that certainly got Shane’s attention, and he roused himself from a gray sort of daze to ask, “What– European teams? When?” 
“Tuna melt.” Ilya said quietly, then shook his head immediately rumbling, “No no Omega, is okay.” when Shane’s gorgeous features crumpled in realization. “Is okay.” 
“I’m sorry.” Shane scrubbed at his eyes, at his face, at his mouth. “Ilya. Fuck. I’m–” 
“You are sorry and I am sorry and we are done with it, already done with it, yes?” the Alpha prompted and Shane slumped back in his chair with a slow nod, “All done being sorry. Okay.” 
“A new team though.” Yuna grabbed for her Alpha’s hand squeezing tight hearing that beautifully familiar reassuring phrase shared between Shane and his mate. “What about your loyalty to Boston?” 
“He’s loyal to me, Mom.” 
“I am loyal to Shane.” Ilya confirmed. “And next year my contract is done, responsibility fulfilled. Hockey is just a game to me, I am good at it and love it, but is still just game. But it’s Shane’s life. His dream. I will move teams or retire to make sure is not problem for Shane to keep playing.” 
“Retire.” David echoed with a shake of his head. “Ilya, you’re at the top of your game. Not even thirty. Retirement would mean–” 
“Does not matter.” Ilya cut him off with a quick shrug. “I am lazy. Happy to retire. I will let Shane get me pregnant, be a stay at home Mama and WAG and be a nuisance on Twitter with all my free time. Simple.” 
“That is not the plan.” Shane muttered under his breath. “Jesus Christ. And you are not lazy. Don’t say that, I don’t like that." 
“He said he’s going to let Shane get him pregnant.” Yuna pinched at her mate, trying not to laugh out loud. “David, please explain to this young Alpha why that isn’t actually possible?” 
“I’m pretty sure he knows, darling.” David deflected calmly, hiding his own smile at just how pleased Ilya looked with the whole conversation. “The important thing to take away from this, is that Shane’s Alpha is ready and willing to make the necessary sacrifices to protect their relationship and his mate and that,” he inclined his head towards Ilya, a hand over his heart as a sign of respect, “is admirable.” 
“Okay well, all of that aside.” Yuna brought the conversation back on track with a quick snap of her fingers. “What we need to do is make a viable plan of action in case any of those things actually happen.” 
The Omega launched right into manager mode between one breath and the next. “The silver lining in the two of you taking so long to figure your shit out,” Ilya snorted and she winked at him again. “Is that we can ignore the pre-All Star weekend timeline and say the two of you got together after Shane was hurt. The PR buzz around the ultra cranky Captain from Boston doing the generous and respectful thing and visiting his hurt rival in the hospital was excellent, and we can lean into it. We don’t want to lie, of course, but a carefully worded story about the two of you getting closer after playing together during the All Star Game, then staying in communication after the accident, finding things in common while recovering, polite check ins that became real conversation…?” 
She raised her eyebrows. “It’s a good story. And it is very close to the actual truth. All Star Weekend was the first time you’d played on the same team and the chemistry between you two was off the charts,” David murmured something agreeing. “Everyone noticed. So it would seem like a natural jumping off point. The first time you two had spent that much time together, the vulnerability of the injury, honesty while you didn’t have the pressure of the on ice rivalry. It makes sense.” 
“And.” David interjected. “You haven’t played a game together since then. Shane was out for the rest of the season, you won’t have a game against one another until at least October. There wouldn’t be any speculation about previous games, championships, awards, anything like that.” 
“Is not a bad plan.” Ilya shook his Omega’s leg lightly when Shane didn’t reply. “We can talk about it.” 
“As far as the sponsorships and brand deals.” Yuna pursed her lips and clasped her hands. “Shane, we need to prepare a statement for you to release when you are ready, a separate statement to release in case you are outed before you’re ready, and a third statement that addresses the relationship with Ilya. Shane being outed as a gay hockey player and Shane being outed as gay and bonded to his rival are two different things entirely."
“Yes.” Ilya frowned when Shane’s eyes pinched at the corners stressed. “But–” 
“I will reach out to a few different brands before all that though.” Yuna pulled out her phone and started taking notes. “With Scott Hunter being so publicly out, I can approach them and frame it as their chance to embrace diversity, to get ahead of the curve before everyone else starts capitalizing on it, I can push the idea of pride campaigns and allyship and smooth the way so when Shane is ready, the groundwork is there.” 
“Ilya, have you thought about moving out of Boston?” David wanted to know. “Not too far, of course. It would be smart to keep a residence in the city so at the peak of the season you are close for travel and practices and home games, but a place an hour or so out of the city would make it easier for the two of you to spend time together without anyone noticing.” 
“Would depend on team I choose.” Ilya rubbed his Omega’s leg a few times, watching Shane closely. “If I take contract on other coast–” 
“No no, that can’t be an option.” Yuna objected, and Shane spoke up for the first time in several minutes, “No, I don’t want that.” 
“I do not want that either.” Ilya brushed his knuckles at Shane’s cheek encouraging, but the Omega went silent again. “But if they are only ones who can afford–” 
“Oh no sweetheart, you don’t understand.” Yuna’s scent flattened sad for her son when she saw Shane shutting down. “You being that far away isn’t an option realistically. That amount of distance would wreak havoc on you two emotionally and eventually physically, too much time apart for a newly bonded pair will start to register as rejection sickness. Mates are meant to be together as much as physically possible at the beginning of a relationship.” 
“Dear.” David touched her hand lightly. “The boys have already spent the majority of their relationship apart." 
“But it’s different now.” she insisted. “It’s different because even without a mating bite at Shane’s throat, they are very obviously bonded. Imprinted. I want a fairy tale happily ever after for them, but the fact is there are some very logistical things to think about moving forward. Extra suppressant dosages during games, for example.” 
“Mom.” Shane rubbed at his eyes. “Can we um–”
“Blockers don’t work very well between imprinted pairs.” she pointed out firmly, but kindly. “So Shane, you will have to double or triple your dose for any game you play against one another. But the upped doses will almost certainly interact with your heat cycles, so–” 
“Whoa.” Ilya’s eyes went wide. “Ah, we have not talked about–” 
“I know you don’t want to talk to your parents about heat cycles and sex.” The Omega included both the boys in a hand wavey motion. “But Shane sweetheart, if you think unmated cycles are a nuisance? Even if you are only emotionally bonded to your Alpha, your next heat will be awful. Achy and painful and longer than usual without him there to soothe it. Toys and heat aids won't help, not when it's that bad. Trust me."
“Holy shit, Mom.” Shane mumbled. “Can we not–?” 
“And Ilya?” the young Alpha flinched when she turned her attention to him. “A rut without your imprinted Omega in your arms will damn near put you either in prison or an asylum because it will drive you right out of your mind. David and I have been married and mated for over thirty years and the heat and ruts we’ve had to spend apart have been the hardest, most miserable times of our lives.”
“My love, I think the boys might jump off a cliff if you keep talking about heats and ruts.” David patted at her hand, and Yuna scoffed, “Oh please. If they are grown enough to call each other claimed then they are certainly grown enough to talk about the physical logistics of a bond. Which brings me to my next point, Shane we need to make you an appointment with my OBGYN–” 
“Alpha!” Shane said quickly, said loudly, and Yuna blinked a few times at the outburst, then blinked a few more times when Ilya’s blue eyes darkened red in her direction as he told her to, “Stop. Is enough for now.” 
“I um–” she shook her head. “I didn’t mean to–” 
“Shane.” Ilya didn’t care. He wasn’t listening. Shane called for him Alpha and Ilya shut down the horrifyingly awkwardly honest conversation with the family Omega and turned into his mate immediately. 
“Omega.” Ilya thumbed over the blocker patch at Shane’s throat, pushed firm into the covered bonding spot and checked in, “Quiet now, yes?”, and didn’t let up until Shane whimpered nearly inaudible and nodded. 
“Here, Omega. Here.” Ilya turned his chair sideways so he could drag Shane’s seat in between his spread knees and coax the Omega to lean over, to lean in, sitting forward and angling his shoulders so Shane could tuck his face into the side of his throat hidden from his parents. 
“Settle, dorogoy.” he rumbled with a kiss at Shane’s hair, at his temple, at his cheek, then set his hand heavy and grounding at the base of Shane’s neck to keep the Omega still and steady and settled, rubbing his thumb in firm strokes over the blocker patch so Shane could feel the pressure against his bonding spot. “Is okay. I got it.” 
Shane hooked his fingers into the Alpha’s necklace and closed his eyes tight, focusing on the thrum of his Alpha’s heartbeat in his throat and the warmth of his Alpha’s skin so he didn’t think about his parents watching, or all the insanely detailed plans they’d have to make if they wanted even a halfway peaceful future, or how their time together at the cottage was already almost up and real life was looming too close, too close, he didn’t want it. 
“Shh shh, settle.” Ilya crooned, rubbing Shane’s shoulders until another bit of tension eased from his mate’s body and Shane sighed out wordless and snuffling at his throat. “There. Good job.” 
Yuna and David didn’t say a single word, only held hands under the table and busied themselves drinking their vodka as their son and his mate found balance together for a few minutes. 
“We will talk about it another time.” Ilya kept his arm around Shane’s shoulders and his cheek pressed to Shane’s hair, but he turned just enough to give Yuna a tiny smile, “Not about heat and rut cos is too weird with parents. But everything else.” 
“I wasn’t trying to be invasive.” she whispered apologetically, and Ilya clicked his tongue, “No. Is okay. You and Shane are the same, you plan and make lists and stress. But sometimes…” he shrugged, rubbing his cheek lightly against his mate. “David. Tell me about potatoes. You will grow potatoes next year?” 
“Potatoes?” Yuna wrinkled her nose confused, but the other Alpha lit up, “I think so! I was looking into what kind of soil to use and the historical weather patterns for this part of the country and I think I’ll have to build a greenhouse to ensure a good growing season. Then obviously, if I’m going to grow potatoes, I’ll have to look into a distillery to try my hand at vodka.” 
“Obviously, yes.” 
Shane didn’t bother trying to follow the conversation. He kept his nose to his Alpha’s throat and his fingers tangled into his Alpha’s necklace and didn’t make any attempt to understand whatever topic had his Dad rambling in excitement and Ilya’s broad chest rumbling with occasional laughter. He couldn’t scent Ilya with the blocker patches on, but it was enough to smell his shampoo and body wash, the laundry detergent and fabric softener clinging to his t-shirt, it was enough to have his Alpha’s hand stable and warm at the back of his neck and Ilya’s arm looped at his shoulders holding him sheltered. His Dad’s voice was comfortingly familiar, the scent of the family lakehouse calming, and his mom understood, Yuna understood the need to be quiet so Shane didn’t have to cringe away embarrassed at being so vulnerable or feel ashamed over shutting down, it was okay. 
“Is okay, sweetheart.” Ilya hummed when he felt Shane nuzzle closer into him. “Shh shh settle.” 
And. 
“Alpha.” When Shane could breathe without his chest hurting, when the influx of details and plans and strategies and realities didn’t feel like drowning anymore, he pursed his lips and brushed a kiss to his Alpha’s throat. “Ilya.” 
“Mmm, hi.” Ilya nosed through his hair, at his forehead, angling in to nuzzle at his cheek. “Hi, Omega. Okay?” 
“Yeah.” Shane didn’t move until Ilya cradled his face in both his big hands, then he let the Alpha coax him up into a slow kiss, coax him up further to sitting with another kiss, their noses bumping and lips brushing because Ilya didn’t let him go even a millimeter until Shane was upright and steady and kissing him back, nodding into each whispered check in and finally letting go of Ilya’s necklace to tap over his Alpha’s heart then wind their fingers together. 
“Good job.” Ilya couldn’t stop a slow smile when he caught the flicker of gold in his Omega’s eyes. Six months ago, six weeks ago, six hours ago, he hadn’t ever once thought he’d have a reason and chance and permission to settle his Omega and show off their claim in front of anyone, much less in front of parents, but here they were anyway. Shane wasn’t embarrassed needing him, Ilya hadn’t faltered taking care of him, no one was angry or suspicious or uncomfortable, it was perfect. 
It was even more perfect when Shane smiled back at him, slow and easy and equally as stunned by what the hell they’d just done in front of his parents without any awkwardness or judgment or disapproval like they were a real couple in a real relationship and it was perfectly fucking acceptable for them to do mated pair things in front of other mated pairs. 
And holy shit it was. No, not officially mated yet but yes, still perfectly acceptable and that realization was a freedom so foreign that when Shane’s eyes flickered gold, Ilya’s went scarlet in acknowledgement and it was almost too much. 
“Alpha.” Shane reached for Ilya’s blocker patch before he could help it, the movement instinctive and habitual and Ilya very nearly turned his head offering, the words at the tip of his tongue to remind his mate that the patch was his and only his to remove, Ilya’s scent was his and only his to know… 
“Ahem.” David was the sort of Alpha to apologize for interrupting private moments, but he was also the sort to clear his throat as a reminder that certain things were meant to be kept between a bonded pair only, and peeling off blocker patches to publicly scent one another after an emotionally intense few minutes was one of those things. 
“Shit.” Shane jumped a little at the interruption, but he was laughing, blushing but not hiding and Ilya grinned and plonked a kiss onto his forehead then pushed him back a little so they could focus. 
“Alright. So.” Shane’s pasta had long gone cold but he picked up his fork and took a few bites anyway. “Ilya and I need to figure out a few things or maybe a lot of things on our own first. But yeah, Mom. It’s a good idea to have all those different sort of statements prepared. I’m not ready to announce anything about myself or about us, but if you write something up that’s generic and easily customizable just in case…?” 
“Yeah sweetheart.” Yuna agreed immediately. “I’d be happy to do that. No set in stone dates, nothing too definitive. That way no matter if or how the rest of the world finds out, we can control the narrative in a way that keeps everyone comfortable.” 
“Story about injury is good.” Ilya suggested, and David mmhmm’d in agreement. “Cos yes, is true. All Star Game was real change, injury made us closer, now we are all the way together.” 
“I can have something written up that will more or less follow that story.” Yuna decided and David rested his arm around his mate’s slim shoulders and added, “We just wanna help, kids. Anyway we can do that.” 
“I know.” Shane nodded, Ilya tapped his foot under the table and Shane corrected, “We know. And thank you.” 
“Yes. Thank you.” Ilya dumped an extra serving of pasta onto his plate, then picked up Shane’s plate and carried them both to the kitchen to microwave the food hot again. “Omega. Water?” 
“Yeah, the three of you might have been chugging vodka for the last hour, but I still have to drive us home.” Shane informed him and Ilya popped his head out of the kitchen to tell his mate, “I would walk home to be with you, Omega.” 
“Oh my god.” Shane blushed bright red over the openly romantic compliment from his Alpha. “Fuck off. Don’t say that shit in front of my parents.” 
Ilya laughed out loud from the kitchen as Shane slumped in his chair with his arms folded and even the tips of his ears bright red, and Yuna shared a small smile with her husband and mate and whispered, “Holy shit, David. Since rookie year.” 
“Summer before, actually.” he whispered back, and she countered, “2008, if we’re being technical.” 
“Wow.” 
*****
“Let’s have dinner tomorrow?” Yuna suggested as Shane and Ilya left the lake house hand in hand. “We’ll bring everything to grill up a feast if you boys pick up the drinks on your way through town?” 
“Yes, sounds good.” Ilya nodded. “Text first.” 
“Well, if we just plan for around five thirty–” 
“Text first.” Shane told her firmly. “And maybe like ten times. Until we answer. Do not come over until we answer.”
“It might not be the worst idea for you to lock the door.” the Omega chuckled, but Ilya shook his head, “No. Is Shane’s home, he doesn’t have to lock the world out. Text. And knock. Please knock.” 
“Loudly.” Shane added as he got into the car. “Thank you. Love you!” 
“Thank you for pasta.” Ilya raised his hand in an awkward half wave. “Nice to meet you.” 
“Really great to meet you, Ilya!” David waved at the departing car, waved again when Shane beeped twice as they left. “Love you guys!” 
“Well.” Yuna folded her arms and pursed her lips. “That was certainly something, wasn’t it?” 
“I don’t know dear, I think it went really–” Whatever calmly approving reassurance David was ready to give his mate was abruptly derailed when Yuna’s gently floral scent splintered as the Omega started crying. 
“Oh no, no no no!” David pulled her into his arms carefully, wrapping her in against her chest and petting through her hair. “No, my love. No tears. Why are you crying? I don’t like that, come here.” he tucked her tighter in over his heart, guiding her nose to his throat so his grounding scent could calm whatever had his usually indomitable mate sobbing. “What’s wrong? Tell me.” 
“Shane says Ilya makes it safe for him to be quiet.” Yuna mumbled into her Alpha’s throat, clinging tight to his soft sweater. “Do you know how long I worried that my baby would never feel safe? All the times he shuts down or shuts us out or can’t talk about– about anything? And then he started wearing blocker patches and taking so many suppressants and I worried–” 
She shook her head, smearing tears into David’s throat and the Alpha just smiled a little and held her even tighter, wholly understanding why his Omega was devastated but giving her the time to say it all out loud anyway. 
“I worried he’d given up on all of it.” she whispered harshly. “On any sort of relationship, not just romantic but friends and– and family, I thought he’d given up and made his peace with just hiding and that’s– he called that night crying, David. He was crying and screaming and telling me that he couldn’t pretend anymore, it was killing him and I didn’t know what to do, but for some fucking reason, Ilya Rozanov? Ilya goddamn Rozanov swoops in and knows what to do and now Shane is so happy, even when he was stressed out today, he was so happy you can see it, David.” 
“I can see it.” he rumbled in quiet agreement. “Both the boys are very happy, yes.” 
“He’s safe.” She pulled away to gasp through a few choked breaths, and David cupped her face gently, wiping the tears away. “David, he’s safe now. And he’s quiet. I know you don’t really know what that means, I know Alphas don’t understand it the way Omegas do and– and it’s different for me than what it is for Shane, but David–” 
“I understand better than you think I do.” the Alpha corrected with an adoring smile. “I promise.” 
“I’m not crying because I’m sad I have to stop bullying Rozanov.” she sniffed and David decidedly didn’t laugh, “I know, dear.” 
“These are happy tears.” she insisted, and he nodded, “I know, dear.”
“Okay okay okay.” Yuna closed her eyes and clasped her hands and took a deep breath, shaking her head until she calmed down. “Okay. I’m on board. I’m so happy for them. And Ilya has a really shitty family life, so let’s just adopt him. It’s fine.” 
“The boys can’t be married and mated if they’re brothers, sweetheart.” he reminded her mildly and Yuna clicked her tongue, “Right. Right. Of course.” 
“But I’m sure,” he tilted her chin up and smiled down at her, “You will be able to call him son-in-law very soon, so that will have to be enough.” 
“Oh my god.” the Omega teared up again, but she waved her Alpha off and laughed at herself a little bit, “Oh god, my boys are the two best players in the entire league. My boys. Do you know how smug I’m going to be at book club once we’re allowed to tell people?” 
“I’m sure you will be absolutely insufferable.” he pulled her into one more hug, dropping a kiss on his wildly independent, beautifully fierce, secretly tender mate’s head. “Let’s go inside. I’ll make you some tea and we can be quiet a while, hm?” 
“...okay yes, I’d like that.”  
From David: Your mother is thrilled to have a soon to be son in law that is the second best player in the league. 
Ilya read the text out loud in the car when Shane’s phone buzzed with the notification, and he clicked his fangs together annoyed, “Second best. Ugh. She is a menace. Did you have good talk with her?” 
“Yeah, it was good. Really um,” the Omega drummed his fingers at the steering wheel. “Really good. I didn’t expect her to be so,” he shook his head. “I mean, she’s my Mom, I knew she’d be supportive and everything, but she was really great. What about um, what about you and my Dad?” 
“Was good talk.” Ilya picked up Shane’s hand and set it in his lap, rubbing his thumb over his knuckles and watching his Omega closely, uncertain about the waver in Shane’s voice. “We both agree is terrifying to love mean Omegas, but worth it.” 
“Mean Omegas.” Shane smiled a little, but it fell away. The further they got from the Hollander lake house, the longer the silence in the car stretched. Shane didn’t stop on the way through town to pick up beer for the planned family dinner the next night and the Alpha didn’t mention it. Shane held his hand tight enough to hurt, tight enough for Ilya to feel the tremor that had sank in around his Omega’s heart like tension and overloaded and too much, and he just held on so Shane knew he was there. 
“Is good to be home.” Ilya said quietly when they pulled into the cottage, and Shane nodded, held his hand out for his Alpha and walked inside without saying a word, up the stairs and through the front door, around the corner and down the hall, into the master bedroom and right up to the nest, then he dropped Ilya’s hand and opened his mouth and took a deep breath– 
“Take it off.” Ilya spoke first, turning his head and tugging his shirt collar out of the way, offering up his throat and the blocker patch over his scent glands. “Is yours, Omega. Take it off.” 
Shane didn’t move for a few seconds,  but then his mouth slowly closed and his shoulders slowly slumped and the smallest of smiles tilted the very corner of his mouth as some of the weariness left his eyes and he nodded in relief.
“Here.” Ilya picked up the Omega’s hand and put it over the blocker patch, “Right here.” and that was the last thing Alpha or Omega said for a long time. 
They took turns undressing each other, first Shane removing the Alpha’s blocker patch with a quick yank and a jolted step forward to get his nose into Ilya’s neck with his fingers curled clutching close at Ilya’s shoulders, then Ilya being more careful with his Omega’s patch, easy on the adhesive and gentle exposing the delicate skin and sighing when he could set his lips to the bump of Shane’s bonding glands and know his Omega again as the lavender and citrus scent filled his senses. 
Then clothes, shirts and shorts and underwear all pulled off, pushed down and kicked away to make room for hands roaming over bare chests and along solid muscles, pressing and kneading and groping along familiar lines, tracing scars they knew by heart and finding beauty marks, moles and freckles in long ago memorized designs. 
Shane pulled away and headed for the nest first, clambering over the rumpled up walls and turning onto his stomach to hug their favorite blanket and his Alpha’s gray long sleeve shirt into his chest, burying his face in the pillows and closing his eyes listening to Ilya fold whatever clothes needed to be folded and toss whatever else into the laundry basket. The bed dipped as the Alpha crawled in next to him and Shane breathed in in in…
…and exhaled with a thready, shaky purr when Ilya stretched out bare along the length of his body, warm and solid and heavy pressing against him from toes to shoulders and laying half on top of him so Shane was pinned to the bed, pinned beneath his Alpha’s body, pinned safe. 
The Omega purred and Ilya pressed his mouth to Shane’s throat to feel the buzz against his lips, rumbled relieved when the sweet scent lightened with adoration, then nipped a tiny bite to his mate’s earlobe, to the hinge of his jaw, to the back of his neck. Shane rubbed his cheek into Ilya’s shirt and purred louder, and the Alpha smiled pleased then scooted down to mouth a slow kiss to the scar on Shane’s shoulder, lapping his tongue over the raised line then sealing his lips sucking at it until the Omega trilled and shifted up into him a little bit. 
There was a scatter of freckles on Shane’s other shoulder and Ilya dotted kisses over every single one before moving lower, lips and teeth and tongue at each bump of vertebrae down the span of his Omega’s back, scraping his fangs and soothing the red marks with the heat of his mouth, deviating to either side to find and trace and worship any of the perfect imperfections that designed his mate flawless as he worked his way to the twin dimples notched above Shane’s rear. 
Up again, rubbing his cheek spreading his scent all over the Omega and following it with his lips, nuzzling and nosing and stinging with barely there bites into each flex and shift of muscle. He fit his knee between Shane’s legs to prop him just a little bit open, to encourage Shane to turn sideways in the nest just a little bit so Ilya could rut his slowly hardening cock into the swell of his ass as he huffed inhaling under Shane’s arm and into the curve of his throat, up through his hair checking and cataloguingand obsessing over his mate’s scent as if they’d been wearing blockers and suppressants muted to one another for days and weeks instead of just a few hours. 
Shane only scented sweet, floral and citrus and blending mellow with the Alpha’s pine and amber scent, and Ilya fit himself tighter to his mate, crooning under his breath and slipping his arm under Shane’s body to squeeze at his chest and flatten his hand over Shane’s heart to hug him in close. 
And. 
“Alpha.” whispered. “I’m not sad.” 
“Good.” Ilya hadn’t been very worried, not with the Omega melting soft beneath him with every touch and his scent never dipping towards melancholy, but it was a relief to hear the assurance out loud anyway.
“But today was a lot.” 
“Yes.” 
“This morning we were trading blow jobs for soccer goals but then like an hour later, we had to come out to my parents. "
“I know.” 
“And then you like,” Shane wriggled sideways so he could cover his Alpha’s hand at his heart. “Settled me quiet in front of my parents after my Mom lectured us about heat cycles and ruts.” 
“Was beautiful.” Ilya kissed Shane’s cheek when the Omega turned into him a little more. “Not sex talk with your Mom, we are not doing that ever again. But everything else.” 
“It was, yeah.” Shane hooked his foot around Ilya’s ankle. “Normal. Like a real couple.” 
“Mmhmm.” the Alpha’s pine scent sharpened needy when Shane notched his butt back against him. “Felt good to be…seen. Even with awful sex talk. Never again with that, Shane. I mean it.” 
“Next time I promise we’ll just leave if either of my parents even look like they might mention sex.” he assured his Alpha with a short laugh. “No regrets though about them knowing, though. I think I’m just relieved.” 
“Yes. Relieved.” Ilya dug his fingers into Shane’s hip and pushed his face into his mate’s shoulder, groaning soft as the Omega shifted against him again. “MmmShane…” 
“Now we can have dinner together and hang out and we don’t have to pretend.” his breath stuttered when Ilya pulled him in closer. “We can love each other and someone can know about it, it will be okay. Which is great. Cos I,” he swallowed, “Alpha, I want to love you really, really loud.” 
“You are plenty loud when I make you cum.” the Alpha rumbled and Shane huffed, “That’s not what I meant.” 
“I know.” Ilya kissed the back of his neck. “And I know. I want to love you loud, too.” 
“We can’t,” hesitating, “all the way. Not yet.” 
“No.” There were dozens of reasons why they couldn’t love out loud and public the way they wanted to yet, but none worth currently stressing about, so Ilya just nodded. “I know.” 
“But with my parents?" the Omega suggested, and his mate agreed, “And with stupid Hayden. His wife is nice, yes? Will be good about it?” 
“Yeah, Jackie is amazing, you’ll love her.” Shane tapped curiously at Ilya’s hand on his chest. “Maybe Svetlana? If she probably definitely already knows…?” 
“Rose Landry.” Ilya hardly got the words out over an eye roll. “She knows why you two are not compatible. Maybe she could know who you are compatible with.” 
“Scott Hunter, eventually. Maybe.” 
“Holy shit.” Ilya chuckled into his Omega’s hair. “We will have like, shared friend group?” 
“And family.” Shane emphasized and the Alpha rumbled possessive, “And each other.” 
“Yeah, fuck.” Happiness burst brilliant into the Omega’s scent. “We have each other. Finally.” 
“Always.” Emphasized. 
“Always.” Promised. 
Then. 
“I need you.” Shane reached back to tangle his fingers into Ilya’s hair, dragging the Alpha in to lay heavier against his back. “Alpha, I need you.” 
“You have me.” Ilya sealed his mouth wet and warm to his mate’s bonding spot. “Omega, you have me.” 
“No, I mean I really need you.” he let go of Ilya’s hair to feel down his body, closing his hand around the Alpha’s cock and stroking him a few times. “Do you need me too?” 
“Always.” Ilya gasped out a curse, thrusting up into his Omega’s grip. “Yes.” 
“Okay well can you do something about that please?” Shane grabbed for his Alpha’s shirt again, hiding his face in the soft material and pleading, “Cos I can’t right now. Later tonight I’ll– I’ll whatever. Blow you or ride you or whatever the hell else you want but right now, could you please–” 
Later that night Ilya certainly wouldn’t say no if his mate wanted to blow him or ride him or whatever the hell else Shane wanted, and yes, usually Ilya would tease something about bossy or bratty or Shane trying to walk him like a goddamn dog and fully succeeding in his wily demanding ways because Ilya was willingly pathetically easy when it came to his mate. 
But right then the Omega needed Ilya to need him and oh fuck, Ilya needed his mate, his Omega, so so much. 
“Greedy fucking Omega.” he murmured into a kiss, into a bite, and it sounded like 'I love you' the same way it had sounded like 'I love you' every single time the Alpha had said it over the years.
“Anything you want.” he promised as he eased his mate face down again and reached searching to get his fingers at Shane’s entrance, burying his face between Shane’s shoulder blades and growling out hungry when he found the Omega already wet, already slick.
“F-fuck.” Shane clutched at his Alpha’s shirt, their favorite blanket, the sheets on the bed as the Alpha circled prodding at his rim trying to coax him open. “Fuck. This is real, right?” 
“Is real, yes.” Ilya fit a single finger inside his mate, gritting his teeth trying to go slow. “You have me.”
“No, I know it’s real.” Shane gasped at a second finger pushing blunt at him, “But—but it’s real, right?”
“Is real.” Low and commanding and dominant like the Alpha was ordering Shane to hear it, understand it, to settle and listen and trust. “You have me, I have you.” 
“No matter what.” He rolled his hips back trying to get his Alpha deeper, then mewled something desperate and rutted forward against the bed when Ilya gave him more. “Right?”
“You are my mate.” Ilya left a sharp bite at Shane’s throat, a hoarse snarl vibrating from his chest when the Omega gushed wet around his fingers. “No matter what.” 
“Ilya—!”
“I am your Alpha.” Ilya urged Shane back to spooning against him, holding the Omega into his chest as he slid his hand through the trickle of slick from Shane's entrance and coated his cock with it, lining up to nudge the blunt head against Shane’s hole. 
“Alpha…”
Ilya fit inside his Omega in a single long thrust, holding at Shane’s hip and pushing pressure until he popped past the loosened muscle, pressure as the Omega split open making room for him, pressure until the beginning width of his knot tested Shane’s rim too big and they both groaned out loud gasping for an overwhelmed few seconds trying to adjust.
“Fuck. C’mere, c’mere.” Shane twisted as best he could without dislodging his Alpha so he could grab at Ilya’s hair, at Ilya’s shoulders, so he could get his hands on Ilya’s face as the Alpha started moving in him. Ilya turned to kiss his palm, his eyes falling closed for a blissful few seconds when Shane pushed his thumb past his lips and Shane gasped, “Oh m-my god, Alpha–!” when Ilya grabbed his hip and sat him further onto his cock with a quick jerk. 
“Mmm Omega.” Ilya bent down to suck at his nipple, swirling his tongue and scraping his fangs until Shane’s head dropped back and the Omega cried out again, his fingernails cutting into Ilya’s jaw as he tried tried to keep the Alpha there, tried tried to drag the Alpha up for a real kiss, tried tried to breathe through prickle of overstimulation along every inch of his body with Ilya tucked against him and stroking into him and holding onto him all at once. 
“Is okay, my Omega, my mate, I’ve got you.” Ilya dug his teeth into the meat of Shane’s chest and fucked him faster, gripping tight at Shane’s thigh and holding hard at his hip, palming over the dip of his waist and tense of his abdomen.
“Right here, stay here, ponyal tebya, you are doing so good.” he skated his hand down to Shane’s cock, fumbling trying to stroke him in time to every bottomed out push inside him but he was clumsy and sweating and lost praising his mate, “Good job sweetheart, ty krasivyy, you are so so good.” and Shane knocked his hand away to do it himself, jerking at his cock desperate and fast and craning his head trying to turn into kiss after awkwardly angled kiss. 
“Hold me.” the Omega demanded and Ilya growled obedient and willing and wrapped his hand back at Shane’s hip to yank him back back back onto his cock over and over again. “Knot me. Alpha, hurry up and knot me, wanna be full, need to be full, come on.” 
“I will.” Ilya promised hoarsely but Shane shook his head, “No, now. I need you now, come on.” 
“Shh shh, settle.” Ilya had to let go of his mate’s hip and waist and slow his thrusts to give Shane what he wanted, and he crooned low and comforting when the Omega popped his teeth warning about Ilya letting go after he’d just been told to hold him. “Have to let go a little to make you feel full. Greedy Omega, you’re a fucking brat.” 
Two fingers slid around Shane’s stretched hole, then pushed in alongside the width of Ilya’s cock to crook locked inside the Omega and the extra stretch and catch stuck made Shane shout. Ilya laughed at the expected reaction, shook down to his core stunned at the predictably intense reaction, Jesus Christ, he’d never be used to the way Shane responded reactive with his entire body, tightening from the inside out and trembling when his cock flexed spilling a steady trickle of precome, blushing from his chest to his ears, pink and dull red filling in behind his freckles and suffusing into his scent as sticky sweet floral.  
“Better, Omega?” Ilya didn’t have to ask. He could scent it was better, could see it was better, Shane’s mouth went lax and his eyes tinted golden dazed before his lashes fluttered fluttered closed and the Omega moaned through a full body tremor, yes it was better. 
“Y-yeah.” He rubbed his forehead into the crumpled up blanket, lips parted and breath hitching. “Y-yeah, that’s– keep me full? 
“Yes.” 
“Want you to keep me.” the Omega whispered, and it would have been almost inaudible if Ilya hadn’t been bent close and covering him with shallow strokes and stuck fingers and a buzzy, adoring rumble in Shane’s ear. “Just– just keep me?” 
“You’re mine, Omega. I am yours.” Ilya barely got the words out past his fangs. The pressure and heat at his cock was driving him mad, the necessarily shallow thrusts to ensure he could keep his fingers crooked at Shane’s entrance making him insane and the Alpha barely got anything coherent around the choke of claim in his chest and the burn of possessive in his throat. “I’m keeping you.” 
“Alpha.” Shane flattened his hand low on his stomach, pressing in under his navel to beg, “Alpha my Alpha, please. M'ready for more."
“Fuck, Shane.” Ilya had to move his fingers to hold his Omega’s hip again, and first he shoved them into his mouth to suck the slick off, and then he shifted his weight and half rolled his Omega face down into the bed again so he could get enough leverage to pound into him hard and fast, grabbing Shane’s ass and holding him open, stretching his hole so he had room to fit. 
“Ah–ah–ah—fuck–!” Shane panted, open mouthed and whining, clutching at the blankets, his Alpha’s shirt, back to grab at Ilya’s hair again as every stroke shook the bed and rattled at the headboard. “My Alpha. Gonna keep you forever.” 
“Gonna keep you forever too.” the Alpha swore as he hammered into him. “My Omega. Mine.” 
“Yours, y-yeah. Yes. Ilya, fuck—!” 
One last hard thrust, one last brutal snap of the Alpha’s hips shoved the bulk of Ilya’s knot past the tight rim and deep into the Omega’s slick channel. Shane bit into the nearest pillow and wailed for it, fucking himself back on the distended knot in jerky, helpless motions until he was rolling his hips and humping the mattress and spilling into the blankets, clenching up tight around his Alpha buried in his core and falling to pieces shaking. “Il-Ilya. Oh my god, oh my—” 
“Stay stay stay.” Ilya rasped into his mate’s ear as he lay heavy over the Omega, holding him down and grinding against him. “Stay here, right here with me. You’re doing so so good. M’almost there, almost–” 
“M-my mate.” Shane purred the words with a smile curling loose around his lips and his eyes gone golden, rubbing his hand in restless coaxing little circles over his stomach. “Come on. Come on…” 
“My mate.” Ilya sank his fangs into Shane’s bonding spot when he came, biting deep to pierce the delicate skin and tasting blood on his tongue, swallowing it down his throat, growling and shaking and jaw locked instinctively trying to set the bite mark branding the way he would if it was heat and they were bonding as mates and he was able to tell the entire goddamn world that the gorgeous Omega holding him clutched in his sweet body was his. 
“Shane.” Ilya closed his eyes and pushed his face into the curve of his Omega’s neck, tongue out lapping slow and lips sealed around the bleeding fang marks soothing them claiming instead of painful. “Omega. Keep me forever.”
“I promise.” The edge of Shane’s vision fuzzed out gold as his Alpha nuzzled and kissed and rumbled into the bite mark at his bonding spot. “Alpha my Alpha, I promise.” 
****
Later
Shane had been sitting up awake in their nest and scribbling in his notebook for almost two hours by the time he put his pen away, turned sideways in the bed, and dotted a soft kiss to his Alpha’s shoulder. “Alpha?” 
“Mmmm be gentle with me, Mr. Hotel Employee.” Ilya was sleeping on his stomach, arms shoved under the pillows and face turned away from Shane, but he stirred at the very first touch from his mate and mumbled sleepily when Shane’s hand wandered rather southward towards his butt. “Is my first time, I am virgin and shy.” 
“No one would ever believe that, Ilya.” Shane budged closer and kissed his Alpha again, nuzzling into his throat and inhaling the drowsy, woodsy scent. “Are you awake?” 
“Nine inches of me is.”
“Okay well,” he flicked him in the neck exasperated. “Can the rest of your inches wake up too? I want to talk to you about something.” 
“Go get your glasses and say thing about my other inches waking up again. Say it bossy. Maybe in French. Let’s see what happens.” 
“Alpha!” Shane shoved at him that time. “Come on!” 
“Omega.” Ilya finally cracked an eye open and turned his head to see his way too alert mate, squinting against the lamp light. “You wake me up by groping, but want to talk about real things? That isn’t fair.” 
“Okay but–” 
“No.” Ilya braced his elbows on the bed to prop himself up, paused waiting for Shane’s eyes to predictably fall to the flex of his biceps and for his Omega to smile a little in appreciation, then complained a little peevishly, “I must not have knotted you very well if you are still awake enough to scheme.” 
“Aw don’t worry, you tried your best. It was a good effort.” Shane grinned when the Alpha’s scent frazzled in immediate annoyance. “But all you did was clear my head so I could think. You’ll have to knot me again if you want me all fuzzed out non verbal and non scheming.” 
“Okay okay okay.” Ilya groaned under his breath as he sat up and scooted to rest against the headboard, nodding at his mate through a jaw cracking yawn. “Tell me your schemes now but in the morning, I get to knot you until you're drooling to prove I can do it good enough to make you non verbal, yes?"
“Deal." Shane wasn't upset about it in the slightest. "Okay. I was thinking about today. What my parents were saying about our future.” 
“Our future.” Yes, Ilya wanted to talk about that. Even at some godawful hour when he’d been fully asleep happily buried in their nest, even when his mate was coherently perky enough after a hard knotting to make an Alpha feel insecure about their prowess, yes Ilya wanted to talk about anything that meant they were staying together. “Okay. Yes.” 
“Alright. So.” Shane picked up his notebook and tapped at the first page. “You want me to keep you.” 
“Of course.” Ilya set his hand on Shane’s thigh under the sheets, shaking him lightly then sliding down to grip Shane’s knee and tug the Omega’s leg over his own. “You know this. Keep me forever.” 
“Right.” Shane shifted over a few inches closer and turned into a kiss from his Alpha, smiling when Ilya kissed his shoulder too. “And you want to keep me.” 
“I think window for return on spoiled bratty Omegas has already closed.” the Alpha clicked his tongue faux regretfully. “Too late to change my mind now.” 
“You wanna get punched in the dick?” 
“Mm no, that is not what I want you to do to my dick.” 
“Then answer the question the right way.” 
“Yes, Shane.” Ilya grabbed Shane’s chin and dragged him in for a hard kiss, sucking at his tongue and bruising at his bottom lip with his fangs until the Omega whimpered in quiet surprise and sagged into him. 
“My Omega, my mate.” Growling against Shane’s mouth. “I want to keep you, need to keep you, yes.” 
“Shit. Um.” Shane’s eyes flickered bright gold for a few blinks. “I um–” 
Ilya chuckled pleased at having rendered his Omega speechless, swept his thumb at Shane’s chin and dotted a sweet kiss at his lips. “Tell me your idea.” 
“Okay.” One more kiss. Maybe two. The conversation with his parents had been a whiplash abrupt reminder that their time at the cottage was almost over, that real life was ready to intrude with separation and distance and secrets, and Shane needed just one more kiss, maybe two, before he could nod and clear his throat and tell his Alpha, “You could play for Ottawa.” 
“Ottawa.” 
“Yes.” There was a joke in there somewhere about post-nut clarity or… post knot clarity maybe, because Shane had jolted out of a blissfully satisfied sleep with a brand new idea and a hundred different details racing through his mind and he turned the lamp up brighter and handed Ilya the notebook so he could explain it all in a rush. 
He’d done quick research on Ottawa’s current lineup and salary budgets and knew they had both the room and the need for a player like Ilya to catapult the struggling team into the spotlight. Ottawa was only two hours from Montreal which meant weekends together and even mid week dinners together and long weekends, holidays and breaks at the cottage since it would be an easy driving distance for them both. The Omega had already heard rumours about the next seasons batch of rookies, a couple names specifically that sounded like a brand new ultra intense rivalry just waiting to be driven hot by the media and press, and once the spotlight shifted from the Rozanov-Hollander rivalry, then they could talk about opening a foundation and–
“A foundation.” Ilya interrupted. “What– why a foundation?” 
“Partly to give us an excuse to spend time together.” Shane flipped a couple pages in his notebook and launched into an explanation about setting up a charity, about summer camps with scholarship funds available so kids from all backgrounds could be coached by some of the league’s best players, interviews and publicity stunts that would keep he and his Alpha in close circulation without raising any eyebrows, mock ups for sponsorship requests because as much as the press loved their on ice competitiveness, the idea of league bad boy Ilya Rozanov showing a soft side working with kids and unorthodox Omega Shane Hollander keeping doors open so other kids like him could make their way in the world was the sort of thing that sold books and documentaries and products at record numbers and the big brands wouldn’t want to miss out on it. 
“But.” the Alpha shook his head. “You said foundation. Is the charity for the kids, or–” 
“Oh no.” For the first time since waking his Alpha up, Shane hesitated. “No, the summer camp would be a way to help fund the foundation. But I thought the main focus of it could be like… mental health.” 
“Mental health.” 
“I thought maybe.” he tapped lightly at Ilya’s necklace. “Maybe we could name it after your Mama. Focus on things like support for addiction and suicide prevention and even if we keep it focused on the kids, it could about supporting the kids when their parents are in recovery or something like that. Make sure that the little ones don't get lost and scared while their parents are trying to get better."
The Omega hesitated, his expression careful. “What do you think?” 
“I think it is a good idea.” Ilya covered Shane’s hand over his necklace, then picked his hand up and kissed his mate’s palm, his fingers, leaned in and kissed his lips. “And I think Mama would have loved you.” 
“Oh good.” Shane’s sweet scent bubbled up thrilled. “Great. Cos I think it could be amazing.” 
“Me too.” Ilya agreed, then, “Of course, I could only help until baby comes. Then I will be full time, stay at home Mama.” 
“Oh my god, Ilya.” Shane pinched him and the Alpha huffed and pinched him back, “I want a baby, Shane Hollander.” 
“Okay but I’m nowhere near ready to get pregnant!” he argued, but Ilya jabbed at his chest, “I am though!” 
“Alpha, we have been over this, not only can you not get pregnant–” 
“When is your next heat?” 
“--but I physically cannot get you pregnant so–” 
“When is heat, Omega?” 
“Usually around the end of July or early August.” Shane rolled his eyes when Ilya ignored all of his entirely valid biological information. “But it might be different this year cos of my accident, and like my Mom said,” he winced remembering the horrifyingly awkward conversation, “it will be different this year because of you. Might come late, might come early, I don’t really know.” 
“Okay.” Ilya smecked a kiss to Shane’s shoulder, rubbing his forehead against him. “We will share this one? Condoms, birth control, yes. But still share?” 
“Yeah. Yes.” Shane turned so he could kiss the top of Ilya’s head. “My next heat is yours, Alpha.” 
“Not…mating, though.” the Alpha confirmed, and kissed Shane’s shoulder again when the lavender in his Omega’s scent darkened blue with a twist of melancholy. “Cannot take you as mate and scar you here,” he traced the curve of Shane’s throat, the bump of his bonding spot, “until we can come out all the way?” 
“Can’t do that yet, no.” Shane brushed at Ilya’s bonding spot too, stroking his fingers over the delicate skin longingly. “But I’m keeping you even if it takes years for us to be able to do a mating heat, okay?” 
“Okay. I will keep you that long too.” the Alpha promised. “Well, at least that long.” he amended. “Most of that– ” 
“Thin fucking ice, Alpha.” 
“Settle settle.” Ilya laughed at him, then set his hand at Shane’s stomach and rubbed gently, sweeping his thumb in slow lines over Shane’s belly button, the little lines where his stomach creased into folds when he sat up. “...I will be good to you, Omega. For heat.” 
He met his mate’s eyes steadily, let his gaze darken scarlet serious. “You will be my first. But. I will make it good for you. Will take care of you.” 
“Your…first?” Shane frowned. “Ilya, we’re so far past first times–” 
“No.” Ilya shook his head. “No. I mean you will be my first time with an Omega for heat. The first time I go to a rut cycle with an Omega.” 
“Your first– oh shit!” the Omega’s jaw dropped open. “Seriously? You’ve never shared a heat with an Omega? Or had anyone with you when you went into rut? Not ever?” 
“Mmmno.” the Alpha pursed his lips and shrugged. “No. Heat with random Omega never interested me and with Svetlana might have accidentally triggered bond, and we did not want to risk it. For rut cycle, I am just meaner than usual and jerk off till my dick is raw. Would be better with you.” 
“I um–” Shane huffed a quiet laugh. “I didn’t think you had any firsts with me. I mean, I didn’t care. It’s not like I think we are less special cos you’d been with other people. But I guess I thought--" 
“You will be my first.” Ilya watched his mate’s eyes fill in gold and rumbled adoring and approving and smitten when Shane couldn’t stop a wide smile. “And my only. Just you, Omega.” 
“Holy shit.” Shane bent in for a kiss, exhaling shaky and holding on tight to his mate. “You’ll be first too. My only. It’s just gonna be us from now on.” 
“Us. Yes. Come here, Omega.” Ilya lay back down in their nest and pulled his mate with him, giving Shane a minute to re fix the walls and rumple the blankets up high, then tucking the Omega to his chest, right over his heart so he could comb through Shane’s hair and keep him close. 
They lay together for several long minutes, heart rates calming and scents blending, slow breaths syncing the longer they held each other close in the comfortable bed and safely quiet nest. 
Then. 
“We could kidnap one.” 
Shane was almost asleep against his mate, the steady drum of his Alpha’s heartbeat in his ear lulling him drifting, and he must not have heard Ilya correctly, because surely his Alpha hadn’t said, “You want to kidnap… what?” 
“You don’t want to be pregnant.” Ilya scratched through Shane’s hair. “I cannot get pregnant. We could kidnap one.” 
Shane blinked, suddenly aggravatingly wide the hell awake again. “A child?! Are you talking about kidnapping a child?!” 
“Calm down.” Ilya held on tight, fighting a laugh when his Omega went tense and started to pull away. “I listened to your idea, now you have to be fair and listen to mine.” 
“No!” 
“Shane, I told you if you let me knot you bare, I’d turn into creepy weird stalker.” he informed him and the Omega jabbed him in the ribs, “In no way did I think any of those words meant you’d want to kidnap a kid! We could adopt a kid! We could adopt two of them but Jesus Christ, do not ever say what you just said to me out in public.” 
Ilya just shrugged and the Omega flopped back down against him, complaining, “God, I don’t know whether to laugh at you or call the cops.” 
Ilya shrugged again and Shane finally relented, dropping a kiss over the cross on Ilya’s necklace. “Once we figure all this out and move in together, we’ll start with a puppy and see how the rest of family planning goes, okay?” 
“Okay. Now stop scheming and be quiet.” Ilya rubbed his hand up and down Shane’s arm a few times, then brushed his knuckles at his Omega’s cheek, over his lips until Shane pursed a kiss to his fingertips, and hugged his mate in. “You are perfect without beauty sleep, but I am not. Let me rest.” 
“Beauty sleep, gimme a break. You’re gorgeous, Ilya.” Shane settled in cozy, his hand on Ilya’s chest to feel the rise and fall of each slow breath, nose turned into the warmth of his Alpha’s bare skin content to inhale Ilya’s familiar, settling scent and wind their legs together in the blankets, notching in comfortable to all the places they fit just right into one another’s arms. 
“...since 2008, huh?” he whispered into the quiet and the Alpha rumbled, “Mmhmm. You shook my hand twice. You were so dorky and so polite. And so many freckles. Like a marker sneezed on you. I never stood a chance.” 
“A fucking marker.” Shane closed his eyes tight when it felt like his chest might burst with just how happy the stupid answer made him. “That’s weird, Alpha. When we finally get to tell people how we fell in love, let’s not tell that version of the story.” 
“No, is perfect story, my favorite story.” Ilya set his fingers over the imprint of his fangs at the Omega’s bonding spot. “My Omega, my mate..."
"...I was never normal about you.”  
*****
Fic Notes: 


“This was supposed to be a one shot!” She shouts to the universe and the universe looks back in judgmental disdain, “Well damn girl, learn some self control then.” 

I regret nothing and hopefully y’all don’t regret coming along for the ride. 

Things I love about this chapter: Everything. But specifically–

Ilya calming Shane down. The parent scene had to be different than the show because their relationship is much further along thanks to Alpha/Omega/mate stuff, and the extra development made the panic scene so much better. Earlier Bare-verse Ilya would take the “don’t touch me!” as a rejection of himself and his role as Shane’s Alpha, but now he knows to give Shane space. Earlier Shane would have shut down and freaked out in private, but he’s safe to freak out in front of his Alpha without fear of judgment/rejection and that’s just so beautiful. 

Yuna and Shane’s scene. I’m actually just obsessed with Yuna in general. I really love how she’s battling those Mama instincts to not throw hands and shoes at her son’s rival, but as soon as she realizes it’s real and Shane is safe (and quiet!!), she’s immediately putting those Mama instincts into protecting BOTH her boys. 

David and Ilya bonding. Ilya finally getting a non toxic, honestly supportive, surprisingly funny but wholly good hearted family Alpha and father figure? Please, I could cry about them forever. David waving “we love you guys!!” because Ilya is already his kid? SOBBING. 

“I’m going to keep you forever/I was never normal about you” 

Virginity means exactly fuck all about anything, but I am still VERY soft for Ilya never having shared a heat/his rut with an Omega because he always thought it was too intense for a random Omega and never wanted to accidentally spark a bond with someone he wasn’t 1000% sure about. So their first shared heat will be a brand new first for both of them and I just love that. 

Maybe future bonus chapter(s) cos I already have half a page of notes for a mating heat, maybe a sequel if the muse doesn’t leave me alone, and tbh we need something about adoption so Ilya can live his best life as a stay at home Mama/WAG/Twitter menace. 

But for now, let’s leave these boys in their nest… and have a real quick post credit scene. 



*****
October 2017
“...Montreal Captain Shane Hollander taking the ice now, the entire stadium is on it’s feet, everyone is happy to see our favorite Omega back on the ice all healed up and as strong as ever, we are so glad he made it through that injury last season…” 
“...here comes Ilya Rozanov skating up to greet him. What a sign of respect from his long time rival…” 
“...look at them hamming it up for the crowd, pretending to push and hit each other and oh good, yep bring it in for a friendly hug. We can laugh all we want about these guys hating each other, but it’s good to see the truth of respect and friendship after a long eight years playing against one another…” 
“...and here we go, folks. Here’s the whistle and Rozanov and Hollander take center ice. I’ve lost count of how many times they’ve stared each other down at a face off, but I gotta say, it never gets old. Puck’s down and there they go chasing each other down the ice just like always, it’s a tale as old as time…” 
“It was a good game, right? It’s so good to see Shane Hollander back on the ice, that injury last season was so scary.” 
Svetlana had just motioned for another drink when a gorgeous Alpha sidled up next to her at the bar and gestured to the TV playing highlights from the previous nights game, and she rotated on her stool to look the stranger over curiously.
“You’re Rose Landry.” she said slowly, and Rose tilted her head with a smile and a wink, “Yes. I am. Please tell me you recognize me from anything other than my all too frequent roles as a kidnapped victim.” 
“Oh no, that’s exactly what I recognize you from.” Svetlana nudged the stool next to her out with her foot and nodded for the Alpha to sit. “I’m a big fan of the way you’re always doomed to be in the wrong place at the worst possible time and get snatched by any and all manner of cretin.” 
“Any and all manner.” Rose laughed softly. “Yes, that’s a good way to put it I suppose.” 
“I’m Svetlana by the way.” Svetlana’s eyes dropped to the Alpha’s long legs as Rose crossed one over the other and maybe purposefully bumped the toe of her expensive shoe against Svetlana’s calf. “You were dating Shane Hollander for a while, weren’t you?” 
“I was for a bit.” Rose tried to hide a smile when she caught Svetlana’s gaze lingering. “He’s so nice. We're still friends, too. I was at the game last night and we had dinner together after.” 
“You don’t wear his jersey to the games anymore.” Svetlana stated rather than asked and the Alpha shook her head, “Oh no. I mean, I would but then people would think we were dating again and he has an Alpha– oh shit.” 
A brief flicker of panic crossed her lovely features. “I don’t think that’s public knowledge.” 
“The secret is safe with me.” the Omega drew her long nails over her full lips, then twisted them like a lock and key. “I don’t wear Ilya’s jersey out places anymore either. Same reason.” 
“That’s where I recognize you from.” Rose had to drag her eyes up from Svetlana’s mouth before she could answer. “You’re the supermodel he was seen with for a bunch of summers in a row.” 
“Not a supermodel, but I’ll take the compliment.” Svetlana smiled, then clicked her tongue. “So. If you don’t wear Hollander’s jersey anymore and I don’t wear Ilya’s…?” 
Rose arched an eyebrow curious, and the Omega huffed a quiet laugh, “Oh, I should say something about how potentially that means we are both single and able to do something about the way you keep staring at me. Instead, I’m going to ask you if you know something.” 
Rose blinked at the heavy emphasis. “Do I know something?” 
“Yes.” Svetlana turned on her stool to look the Alpha straight in the eyes. “Do you,” emphasis. “Know something. About the boys neither of us are dating anymore.” 
“I don’t know…” Rose hedged, her brow lowering in thought. “Do you know something?” 
“If I did know something,” Svetlana said slowly, carefully. “Would it be the same thing you know?” 
“I think the thing you know and the thing I almost certainly know, may in fact be the same thing.” Rose tilted her head, “But how are we supposed to find out if neither of us are allowed to say it out loud?” 
“Oh, I know how to do that.” Svetlana grabbed for her phone and held it up triumphantly. “There is a very sure way to find this sort of thing out. Budge in close here, beautiful. Let’s take a picture together.” 
From Svetlana: Hullo boys! Look who I ran into at the bar! I wonder what on earth me and Rose Landry could possibly have in common! 
“Well, it would seem,” Rose’s jaw dropped and she burst out laughing when the group chat started blowing up with text after text from ‘Lily’ and ‘Jane’. “It would seem that we both do in fact know the thing we think the other one knows!” 
From Lily: What the fuck is happening. 
From Jane: This is an actual nightmare.
From Lily: Svetlana NO.
From Jane: Rose, for the sake of my sanity NO.
“Let me buy you a drink.” Rose decided. “Then we can call the boys so they stop panicking.” 
“Counter offer.” Svetlana lay her hand on the Alpha’s knee, rubbing lightly over the satin soft skin between the hem of Rose’s skirt and the top of her knee high boots. “We do a round of shots and gossip so the boys keep panicking.” 
“I think I like your idea better.” the Alpha’s eyes tinted red and Svetlana trilled her tongue laughing softly, “I think I knew you would.” 
From Jane: I’m gonna burn the whole city down, don’t fucking test me.
From Lily: Don’t test him, he will do it.
From Rose: *picture of half a dozen shots* We’re going to start drinking and see where the night takes us. 
From Svetlana: I wonder which potentially embarrassing secrets about certain boys' bedroom habits we could end up discussing.
From Jane: Alpha, get me the matches. 
From Lily: Settle, Omega. 
From Lily: The flamethrower would be faster. 
****
Sequel Update as of March 2026-- The sequel has 10+ chapters plotted out/mostly outlined. Stay tuned!
Find me on TUMBLR @not-close-to-straight and we can chat, follow #BareVerse2 for snippets and sneak peeks at the upcoming sequel!
 










  










Afterword


    
        
          End Notes

          This was supposed to be a one shot. It's not anymore. if you’re a long time reader of my fics, you know I’ve never been able to stick to a planned word count or chapter count to save my life and if you’re a new reader… welcome to the party, we're all in this together and I’ll be just as surprised as y’all where with this thing ends up.

Skipped the sex scene because you know and I know we’ve all watched it a thousand times (holla) and the emphasis for this chapter was on the build up and kiss and the way they are already insanely in tune to each other, but next chapter there shall be nekkidness. 

Thanks for reading and commenting, this fandom is honestly so goddamn fun, thanks for letting me hang out
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