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Crowded Table

    by ilya_and_pasta

      Summary

      This is impossible, but now that Svetlana's witnessing it, it seems inevitable. Of course Ilya Rozanov and Shane Hollander are in love. No one else could possibly be better matched.
By the end of the night, she's cuddled up with Ilya–her face tucked into his neck–and there isn't an ounce of jealousy on Shane's face as he looks at them through the video call. If anything, he looks fond to see his boyfriend loved by someone else.

aka

shane realizes he's panromantic while he and svetlana start to fall for each other, and ilya's never been happier



      Notes

        Title inspired by Crowded Table by The Highwomen, Brandi Carlile, Natalie Hemby, Maren Morris, and Amanda Shires

I can be your streetlight
Showing you the way home
You can hold my hand
When you need to let go

I want a house with a crowded table
And a place by the fire for everyone
Let us take on the world while we're young and able
And bring us back together when the day is done


        
          See the end of the work for more notes
        



  






      

  












      Chapter 1: I Thought You Knew
  



    Chapter Notes
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   ★ ★ ★ 

The name reverberates in her head for a second as she dissociates on the couch in Ilya's living room.
“Sveta?” Ilya waves his hand in front of her face, they speak Russian with each other. “I thought you knew.” 
She stares at him, this man she’s known since childhood. “Shane Hollander,” she says, voice much calmer than she feels. 
Ilya’s jaw is tight. She can see the way fear and anxiety stake their claim across his body, hunching his shoulders. She wants this moment to be gentle for him, but he’s the one lying to her about it. Isn’t he? 
Standing up to pace, Svetlana jabs a finger toward his phone. “You expect me to believe the girl you’ve been texting for 10 years is Shane fucking Hollander?”
Ilya's at a loss. “Are you in shock or are you mad at me? How could I have fucking told you? He didn't want me to and I wasn't going to do that to him. You should've seen him at the start, he was terrified.”
She scoffs, “Oh and now magically he wants you to tell me? This is a prank.”
Ilya's fingers dig into his curls. “I don't understand you. You've been teasing me about him for years.”
Gesturing at the TV where the game recap is playing, Svetlana struggles to explain herself. “I just didn't understand why you wouldn't admit he was hot and I thought it was the rivalry, that you were trying to pretend he wasn't. I didn't think you were fucking him!”
Ilya rolls his eyes. “I really thought you knew.” He glances at his phone, then back at the TV. “He should get back to the hotel soon. I'll call him.”
If this was a prank, it'd be funnier. Svetlana studies him. Ilya is serious and on top of that he's scared. If this is all true, he's been hiding this from the world and from her for a decade.
Everything in her melts and she collapses back onto the couch, immediately melding herself into his side and pulling his face onto her chest. “I didn't mean to scare you, Ilyushka. You must know it's hard to believe.”
Ilya softens under her touch. “I don't think it's so unbelievable. We're good together. It makes sense. Maybe no one else thinks so but it does.”
Brow creased, Svetlana starts trying to ground herself in this new reality. “So in a few minutes, ‘Jane’ will text you about arriving at a hotel and when you hit call Shane Hollander will answer.”
Ilya laughs softly. “Yes.”
“And there's only one Jane in your phone.”
“I will have him video call. You'll see in his eyes how much he loves me. It's not a prank. We aren't good actors.”
Her hand cups his cheek and brings his face into view. “He loves you.”
Ilya looks like a boy again. “I wanted to tell you for so long.”
Her heart breaks. It was one thing to know Ilya is bi. It's an entirely new thing for the love of his life to be a man. Regardless of who the man is, her eyes well up. “You are so fucking stupid. I could've been here for you.”
“I know.”
“You could've said you were falling for a man and not tell me who.”
“I know, Sveta. I could've done things differently.”
Jane: I'm ready to call whenever you are! Excited to meet her, assuming the talk went well. I'm actually kinda terrified to meet her lol but mostly excited. She's important to you
Svetlana reads the text over Ilya’s shoulder and he lets her. Over the years, her mental image of Jane is a kind of nebulous silhouette of a person. She'd wondered if Jane was a man at times, but never…
Lily: is video okay?
Jane: Yeah! I'm sorry I can't just be there. Our schedule is insane this season. Give me a second to kick Hayden out
Without looking up Ilya asks, “Do you believe me yet?”
“No,” she answers truthfully. Not until Shane Hollander’s face is on this screen telling her Ilyushka that he loves him. Then she'll start processing it. 
“Why now?” She switches to English to get her thoughts in the right language ahead of the call.
Ilya catches on and matches her. “Things are good now. We have plans. His parents found out, by accident. It was… good… for them to know, even if it was an accident. And I told him… I need you to know. But your trips, and fundraisers.” He tsks. “I wanted to tell you in person, we wanted to. But the season started. So.”
It's quiet a moment as she processes how real all of this is but before she can formulate a response, Ilya's phone is ringing.
He answers immediately and there's Shane Hollander's face, fresh from the shower and eyes glimmering in a way Svetlana has never seen on the TV.
“Hi, Shane,” Ilya's voice is like syrup.
“I love you.” Shane says it in Russian because he knows it settles Ilya's nerves. “You talked to her? Is she still there?”
Cheeks red in a way he'd lie about later, Ilya looks to Svetlana who absolutely just heard Shane say that. “Eh, yes. She is right here and she heard you being sweet in Russian.” He looks back to Shane and says softly in English, “I love you too.”
Svetlana's jaw is dropped. “This is a really elaborate prank.”
Shane laughs nervously. “Fuck, I promise I wasn't trying to show off. I mean, hi. I'm Shane. It's nice to–Ilya, turn the fucking camera, where is she?”
Ilya hands the phone to Svetlana wordlessly, watching them with each other. 
The first words out of her mouth are, “You're Shane Hollander.”
“Oh, so he just told you.”
“You spoke Russian.”
“I don't know that much yet but I'm learning. I've got some basic phases.”
Nodding, Svetlana gestures to Ilya. “Yes, so basic. Like telling my Ilyushka you're in love with him. No, no it's too perfect. I've come around to thinking it's fake again. So if it is, you're a great player and it's an honor to watch you on the ice.”
“What the fuck, Sveta? You never say these things to me.” Ilya whines, snatching the phone back from her hand. “I think Plan B, Shane. We talk until she believes us. I can't kiss you from here and I don't think you want to do phone sex first time meeting her.”
“Jesus, Ilya. Yeah, we can just talk.”
“She would have to believe though, if you took your clothes off for me.”
“Not happening.”
Ilya sucks his teeth. “Too bad. Your goalie wasn't there, why?”
“Family emergency. We don't know yet but… has to be bad.”
Relaxing onto the couch and ignoring Svetlana, Ilya talks to Shane like he normally would. “Your backup is good. Didn't cost you the game.”
“He deserves to be a starter somewhere else but we're lucky to have him for now.”
Svetlana makes a noise of protest, “Is this supposed to convince me you're in love? Shop talk?”
Ilya matches her sass. “He is my fucking boyfriend, Sveta. He plays hockey. What the fuck do you think we talk about, rainbows?”
Shane cuts her some slack. “If you just told her we can maybe tell some stories. That helped with my parents.”
“The summer before,” Ilya whispers goofily, quoting David. 
Shane's matching grin is just as fond.
Okay, fuck. Svetlana is starting to see it and it's exactly like Ilya said– they work well together. 
It's hard to hold her mental image of Shane Hollander next to this one. This is so clearly Ilya's boyfriend but she can't reconcile that with the man he is on the ice.
They start recounting the story of their relationship to her and she, for the most part, sits back and listens.
Every so often she jumps in with a question or snide comment, but mostly she watches them squabble over details and get hearts in their eyes as they remember certain things. 
This is impossible, but now that she's witnessing it, it seems inevitable. Of course Ilya Rozanov and Shane Hollander are in love. No one else could possibly be better matched. 
By the end of the night, she's cuddled up with Ilya–her face tucked into his neck–and there isn't an ounce of jealousy on Shane's face as he looks at them through the video call. If anything, he looks fond to see his boyfriend loved by someone else.
Shane's yawns get closer and closer together and then Ilya is shooing him off the call, voice soft and intimate. “Pike is probably asleep in the hallway and you are sleep talking, I think.”
“‘m not sleep talking. I wanna talk to Svetlana more.” His words are a bit slurred.
“I'll have Ilya send you my number. Get some sleep, Shane. Thank you for loving my Ilyushka how he deserves.”
Shane's face lights up. “Happy to.”
Ilya's staring at Svetlana with fucking stars in his eyes. He forces his gaze back to Shane. “Get some sleep. I love you.”
“Love you…” Shane misses the end call button twice and Ilya worries for a second that he might've fallen asleep before getting Hayden. But then he remembers Hayden is a Metro and decides he doesn't care.
“Fuck.” Svetlana says emphatically. 
“I know,” they're stuck in English for a bit. “It's serious, Sveta. Not a joke.”
She holds his face in both her hands and her brain slips back into Russian. “I am so happy for you but also so sad.”
Ilya's heart breaks. “Yes, that's how it feels. Mostly I'm happy, but sometimes…” He trails off thinking about all the terror that’s been clinging to him over the last decade. It’s no match for all the joy Shane has brought him. “I'm very happy. Happier now that you know.”
“You mentioned you have plans. What are they?”
He tells her about Ottawa and the foundation and his mother. 
They fall asleep in Ilya's bed, curled together with tear tracks on their cheeks.

 ★ ★ ★ 







      

  












      Chapter 2: I Can Be Your Beard
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Jane: Hey! This is… I guess it’s okay for you to save me as Shane.
Svetlana: it’s funnier to have you as Jane though
Jane: Fair enough. Do I save you as Lily’s BFF then?
Svetlana: no, you save me as Svetlana. if people see let them think you’re fucking ilya rozanov’s girl. i would LOVE to be in the tabloids for that
Jane: Do people think you’re dating him?
Svetlana: we’re lucky our families didnt try to arrange it. yeah, people always assume we’ll end up together
Jane: None of them could picture him ending up with a Canadian man? No creativity, these people
Svetlana smirks at her phone. She can feel Ilya’s brand of humor coloring his words. They’ve known each other for a long time and it shows. 
Svetlana: you know, i’m actually in montreal pretty often
Jane: Yeah, he mentioned you’re here for work a lot. Kinda ironic
Svetlana: would you take me out to dinner next time?
Jane: Like… a date?
Svetlana: i want to get to know you better and two birds one stone, i can be your beard. was rose also a beard??
Jane: No, Rose wasn’t… Sorry. I need to talk to Ilya
 
Jane: Why the fuck is Svetlana asking to be my beard? What did you say to her?
Lily: on your face? you can’t grow a beard. is she doing your makeup
Jane: No, beard is like… When a girl dates a gay guy so people think he’s straight.
Lily: HA. i said nothing, she is thinking ahead. trying to help
Jane: And you’d be okay with that? The tabloids thinking I’m dating her?
Lily: she is being intense, seeing how you react. she’s protective of me. she knows how she looks. if you betrayed me for a shot with her, she wants to know now
Jane: Okay. I guess that’s fair. But does she really want to go to dinner?
Lily: what, you’ve never taken a friend out to dinner?
Jane: Not since Rose
Lily: ok, deep breath. everything is ok.
Lily: i will talk to sveta. she means nothing. i do think she would enjoy going out to eat with you when she is there for work, but if you worry about tabloids then she can get take out and go to your apartment like i do, yes?
Jane: Sorry. I don’t know why I’m freaking out
Lily: she’s… well, she is like me. she likes to chirp. i’m good at hockey chirps. she’s good at ‘all your deepest fears’ chirps
Jane: Lol, yeah. That’s pretty much what it feels like
Lily: she will feel bad that she scared you this much. she didn’t mean to
Jane: I get it. She doesn’t trust me with you yet. It’s a lot for her
Lily: taking her out to dinner would help
Jane: I don’t want more dating rumors. It was stressful enough when they were real. I don’t want people asking me about someone else when I wish I could tell them about you
Lily: we will figure it out. maybe if rose is in town, you go out with her and sveta?
Jane: What are the chances they’re in town the same time?
Lily: rose flies out to see you on the weekends sometimes. she is a good friend
Jane: So you’re telling me to take not one, but two women out to dinner without you
Lily: would be a pretty image to see shane hollander with two of the hottest women in the world on both arms
Jane: Be serious. Please
Lily: i want you to have fun with your friends. i want you to get to know sveta, and i want you to be in public with people the way you can’t be with me. don’t make sveta another secret to keep
Jane: Okay. Yeah. Yeah, you’re right. It’s terrifying but you’re right. If this is in the tabloids, I’m taking all my stress out on you
Lily: totally fine, i love to be your stress relief 👅
 
Jane: When are you in Montreal next? I’d love to take you out to dinner
Svetlana: next week actually. excellent. i’ll pack my sexiest dress
Jane: I think I get it now. You’re a lot like him, aren’t you?
Svetlana: at times. why are you noticing now?
Jane: It’s a little tense to say when we’ve talked so little but… seems like you both hide your gentleness behind your sensuality a lot
Svetlana: fuck, shane. i guess i see how you broke down his defenses
Svetlana: alright, honesty then. why are you actually scared to go to dinner with me? ilya’s saying i scared you and i should feel bad but he’s not telling me details
Jane: I don’t take people out to dinner a lot. And I can’t take Ilya. I’m just used to hiding. And there are people who have seen you two together so it just… if the wrong person spots us, the rumors could get weird. I’ll try not to care about it but I think you understand that I have more of a public brand than him.
Svetlana: your rolex commercial is literally on my tv right now
Svetlana: are you ever able to explain yourself this specifically to him? or does the language barrier stop you
Jane: What do you mean?
Svetlana: i can’t imagine you talking to ilya about your brand
Jane: I don’t know. I always try to simplify what I’m saying so it makes more sense to him, I guess. Maybe not as specifically as I’d like. Translation apps only help so much
Svetlana: i am your translator app now
Jane: I can’t ask you to do that. Translation is a full time job.
Svetlana: okay, so pay me by picking up the bill at a nice restaurant
Jane: You’re both extremely good at getting your way
Svetlana: yeah, we’re both brats. welcome to the fold

 ★ ★ ★ 







      

  












      Chapter 3: My Lungs Aren't Working I Might Die
  








   ★ ★ ★ 

Shane gets to the restaurant early because it was making him ill to wait around and he realizes immediately it’s much worse to sit alone at a table for two because it gives him absolutely nothing to do but notice people recognizing him and trying to sneak pictures while he looks like an idiot, waiting for what must look like a date as he scrolls on his phone.
Jane: I think maybe this was a bad idea. My lungs aren’t working. I might die
Lily: youre there already? fuck of course youre early. youre always early to plans but i guess ive never seen you early to dinner
Lily: you have to arrive late, shane. let her get there first
Jane: Okay great. I’ll just leave and come back then. That’s normal
Lily: its fine. sorry. youre fine, love. sveta is on her way
Jane: Distract me. Why do you call her Sveta
Lily: for the same reason i call you shane and not hollander
Jane: She calls you Ilyushka? 
Lily: yes. she calls me that when she speaks to you?
Jane: Not always. Is it like… a nickname from her or is that a nickname for people who are close to you
Lily: you are wondering if you should call me ilyushka?
Jane: Yeah. I don’t know. Ilya already feels… but… I wasn’t sure. I wanted to ask
Lily: can i think about it? 
Jane: Of course
Jane: She’s here!
Lily: be nice
Jane: Fuck you, I’m always nice
Lily: you can be mean with nerves
Shane knows what he means. He takes a breath.
Jane: I’ll be nice
 
“You look nice,” Svetlana purrs as Shane gets up to pull out the chair for her.
Shane clears his throat, “Um, thanks. So do you.” It’s only after he says it that he actually looks at what she’s wearing. It’s not as ‘sexy’ as he was expecting after her text. She’s wearing loose black high waisted slacks with a gold, shimmery top that leaves her arms on full display when she takes off her long, black coat.
She’s well dressed, but it’s business attire in a way that makes Shane relax ten-fold. She really is just like Ilya. All bark and no bite. She teased him about this, but she’s not actually going to make this hard on him.
They’re not dressed for a date, they’re dressed for a business meeting and it seems the people around them have lost interest at how intensely platonic their vibe must be.
Shane laughs nervously as he sits across from her. “So…”
She raises an eyebrow at him. “So.” A pause. “You’re a conversationalist.”
Ducking his head, Shane fiddles with his silverware. “I can’t say it’s my strong suit.” He peers around the room. “And, um, you know…”
He’s terrified to even think Ilya’s name here.
Svetlana doesn’t reach out to touch his hand or anything. “What would you talk about if it was him sitting across from you?”
“The charity?” Shane knows he would panic being in public with Ilya. He’d focus on friend-zoning first and foremost. But he knows what Svetlana means. “Or, you know, hockey.”
“I can work with that.” Svetlana relaxes as she picks up the menu. “The Admirals played like trash last night.”
And just like that, it’s easy.
They spend the entire night talking about hockey and Shane knows Ilya will call him boring for it later, but Ilya’s not here right now. It’s just him and Svetlana and her sharp insight and years of experience analyzing game footage.
Shane absorbs it all like a sponge.
They move from talking about the current season to previous seasons, to things she noticed about Shane in the Prospect Cups that made her sure he’d make it big.
It’s alarming to think that she’s been watching him for this long, but most MLH fans have. It’s just odd because she’s Ilya’s best friend and his life right now is really just hockey and Ilya. So somehow this woman he’s only met twice already knows the shape of his soul.
Shane puts his card down for the check and Svetlana’s smile looks like it comes more easily to her. “He doesn’t let me talk about hockey this long. He usually changes the topic or–”
“–wants to have sex?” Shane finishes.
Svetlana chokes on a laugh. “Fuck. I wasn’t gonna say it, but yeah.”
Shane thinks for a moment then finally says. “I think… I think he loves it now, but I can’t imagine how you could love a sport when you’re forced into it the way he was. If he loved it the whole time, we’d never have been rivals. He would far surpass me.”
Svetlana waits for Shane to look at her before she says, “I think you make him love it. He loves it now because you do. You show him how.”
Shane blushes. “Maybe.”
“Certainly,” Svetlana insists. “You think I haven’t tried to help him see the good in it once it became clear it would be his future? Nothing I said was right. Then suddenly his heart was in it again and I didn’t know why. I do now.”
It feels like a non sequitur, but Shane thinks she’ll follow his line of thought. “My parents don’t actually use the comp seats I get for home games. They like to pick their seats. I could put your name on them?”
She doesn’t flinch at the topic change. She follows him as Shane hoped she would. “I’m not wearing a Metros jersey.”
Shane holds up his hands, smirking. “I wouldn’t dream of asking that of you.”
Svetlana tries so hard to act stubborn. “I won’t cheer for you.”
Smirk still on his lips, Shane meets her eye again. Svetlana can see the confidence in him now, he’s relaxed with her and he’s the man he was with Ilya again. “Yes, you will.”
She doesn’t respond to that. “You play tomorrow?”
“Seven P.M.”
“Put my name on the tickets.”

 ★ ★ ★ 







      

  












      Chapter 4: #1 Fan
  








   ★ ★ ★ 

Ilya texts Shane a grainy zoomed in picture of his TV where you can see Svetlana in the Metros section of the crowd at Montreal while the camera pans around the arena before the game starts. 
Lily: what the fuck is this
Jane: My #1 fan
Lily: it’s just because she thinks you’re hot. she doesn’t think you’re better than me
Jane: Keep telling yourself that
 
Ilya: youre in the fucking metros section
Svetlana: and?
Ilya: and youre in the fucking METROS SECTION
Svetlana: youre really more mad about me in your rivals fan section than you are happy about me supporting your bf?
Ilya: right now, yes. maybe not later
Svetlana: if youre so turned on seeing me with him, take care of it without taking it out on me
Ilya hates that she’s right.
 
“Hi, sorry, are you… are you a friend of Shane’s?” A voice awkwardly but kindly leans into Svetlana’s ear in the stands.
Svetlana turns around and sees a pregnant woman with three kids, and realizes all the other Metros players’ wives and girlfriends are around her, helping with the kids.
She expected this though. “Yeah,” she responds, raising her voice over the crowd. “I know Shane.”
The woman makes meaningful eye contact with some of the other women around her. “I’m Jackie, Hayden Pike’s wife. You’re not… you’re not Lily, are you?”
Svetlana almost chokes. She does end up laughing, unable to hold that back. “No,” the amusement in her eyes forces her to figure out a new game plan. “No, I’m Lily’s best friend. I travel a lot and Shane offered me the tickets.” Easy enough.
The women leap on her. 
“I can’t believe Hayden actually had good intel.”
“So it’s serious? Shane and Lily?”
“I was starting to think it was an elaborate ploy so we’d stop trying to set him up with people.”
“I never see her at the Boston games.”
Phew, okay. Svetlana is not saying anything else to them without Shane and Ilya’s explicit permission. “They’re both pretty private. I’m happy to talk about hockey, but I don’t want to get into their business.”
She can see them all guiltily accept that.
“Of course. Sorry.”
And Svetlana knows how to defuse hockey wives. “Pike’s game has improved drastically this season.”
Jackie puffs up and that’s that.

 ★ ★ ★ 







      

  












      Chapter 5: He Likes It Both Ways
  








   ★ ★ ★ 

It’s easy for Shane to invite Svetlana over after the game for a late dinner and game analysis.
It’s similar to when Ilya is in town after a game except that Shane can actually pull up the match and talk through it with her.
He’s obsessed.
His mom does this with him in Ottawa, and they’ll do this with the team more formally, but it always felt different to talk shop with Ilya and it’s even better to do it with Svetlana.
They eat on his couch and trade observations.
Shane grumbles when Svetlana rewinds to a rough moment with his backhand. He really has to work on that more.
Shane’s phone rings and he glances up at Svetlana before putting it on speaker. “Svetlana’s here.”
“Yeah, no shit, Shane.” Ilya sounds peeved. “I thought you’d call after the game. It’s been hours. Why didn’t you call?”
“We’re having sex,” Svetlana says with her mouth full.
Shane blushes, ducking his head.
“Ha ha, so funny.” Ilya snaps.
“We’re watching the game back,” Shane says simply.
Ilya groans. “Fuck, of course you are. You are both so fucking boring. That’s what you’ve been doing for an hour?”
Shane looks at the time. “Closer to two, but yeah.”
Ilya switches to Russian to whine for a moment and Svetlana just rolls her eyes.
While she has them both, she tells them about the WAGs and gets their opinion on it. They agree that she handled it well and hopefully they can leave it at that–the WAGs can talk with her about hockey, but not Shane and “Lily.”
Svetlana switches to Russian for a moment, “Are you going to tell him you get off on this?”
“No. He’s gay, Sveta.”
“So? Don’t you think you should tell your boyfriend that you get hard seeing him with your best friend and previously regular sex partner? Seems like an important update.”
“Okay, I’ll tell him when you’re not around.”
Shane narrows his eyes, listening. They hadn’t said not to listen, but he realizes the language shift should’ve implied that. He can pick up some basic verbs and vocab, but has no idea what the words mean all together.
“He’s going to be fluent soon,” Svetlana says with mirth in her voice as she looks at Shane. “You’ll have to be careful what you say to me, Ilyushka.”
Ilya over enunciates in Russian, “I’m tired. I’m going to sleep.”
Shane perks up. He hesitantly says. “Good night. Sleep okay.”
Svetlana and Ilya both laugh and correct him.
Before hanging up, Ilya quickly says, “I love you” to both of them and doesn’t wait for a response.
Svetlana laughs. “God, he’s a mess when it comes to you.”
The corner of Shane’s mouth twitches up. “It’s cute, right? Not such a bad boy anymore.”
“He must hate that. That you see his soft side so clearly now.”
Shane looks her in the eye. “I wouldn’t say he hates it. There are still… opportunities for him to play the bad boy.”
Svetlana drops her fork. “Are you willingly telling me about your sex life?”
Mischief radiates out of him and Svetlana completely rewrites her understanding of Shane Hollander.
This man is not a prude. He’s not withdrawn. He’s not serious and boring. He’s private. And once you get past that… She takes in the look in his eyes again. Why does she have the feeling he’s more unhinged than Ilya? “It’s nothing you don’t already know, right? I mean, you’ve been having sex with him longer than I have.”
Svetlana covers her gaping mouth. “Do you really want to talk about this?”
Nervously, Shane starts to back off. “Sorry. If you don’t want to–”
“Oh, I do. I just can’t believe you do.”
Shane’s lips purse and he stares off into a corner. “We don’t have to if it’s weird. I just thought… there’s no one else I can really talk to about it other than Ilya. Rose, she knows I’m gay but she doesn’t know about Ilya. And I’m not about to talk to my mom about it.”
Svetlana pushes past all the niceties and jumps into this conversation head first. “Who is more dominant in bed?”
Having been the one to start the conversation, Shane endeavors to not get embarrassed by the first question. “Ilya tops.”
Svetlana shakes her head. “No, I didn’t ask who fucks who. Which of you is more dominant?”
Shane shoots her a confused look. “Ilya still.”
She blinks. “You don’t switch?”
“No,” Shane starts to realize why she’s asking. “Did you?”
Svetlana nods. “He likes it both ways.”
Shane nearly chokes on a laugh. “Ilya?”
“Yes.” Svetlana stares at him. “You don’t believe me?”
“It’s… hard to…” Shane wracks his memory. “He’s never once…” Then he remembers that day at Ilya’s place. The day everything went wrong. When Shane was supposed to stay. The first time Ilya called Shane by his first name. Shane had been more dominant in that moment, crawling into Ilya’s lap and setting the pace himself for the first time. Until his emotions overwhelmed him and he freaked out and left.
Svetlana perks up. “You’re seeing things differently, now that you know that.”
Shane nods. “Well, kind of. He’s still… It seems like he prefers it though. Leading.”
Svetlana shrugs. “Maybe with you.”
She keeps dropping bombs on him. “You were more dominant with him?”
“Of course, have you met me?”
Shane feels his brain melt. Everything she says makes sense when you keep them separate, but putting them together… He keeps noticing similarities between Ilya and Svetlana. He can tell they’re both dominant personalities. He hadn’t even considered which of them would win when they went to bed together. “I guess I assumed you just kind of… met in the middle.”
“Oh, Shane Hollander. I will introduce you to submissive Ilya. You’ll have to proceed with caution though.”
“What do you mean?”
“Because he’s used to being strong for you. You’ll need to pay extra attention to him if you can guide him to be weak for you.”
Shane’s conflicted. “I’m not sure if I can… Ilya’s good at that, the… instructions and… I don’t think I could do the same for him.”
“No, you don’t have to do the same thing. He wouldn’t want it the way he gives it. He’d want it however it looks from you. Maybe when Ilya is weak with you, you’re weak together.”
Shane stares at her challengingly. “You’re talking around BDSM. Just say it.”
It’s Svetlana’s turn to look mischievous. “I like that you demand things be said out loud.”
Shane quietly thinks to himself, yeah, that’s the autism. But he doesn’t want to change the topic.
Svetlana continues, “Fine, I think if Ilya was feeling subby and you didn’t want to dom for him, you could be subby with him.”
Shane shakes his head. “That doesn’t seem like a good idea.”
Svetlana pretends to think really hard about something, “If only you knew someone experienced with domming Ilya Rozanov who would be happy to see the two hottest men in the MLH naked.”
Shane dead pans. “Is this another test?”
“Another test? What was the first one?”
“Ilya said you pressured me about a date to see if I’d leave him for you or something.”
Svetlana rolls her eyes, “Oh my god, he’s so stupid. No, you’re obviously besotted. And testing people is toxic.”
Shane nods, struggling to keep up with her. “So you’re not… you’re serious. You’re actually suggesting a threesome? Svetlana… I mean, I guess it hasn’t specifically come up. You mentioned beards but. I’m not bi like Ilya. I’m gay.”
“Okay,” Svetlana stares at him. Something isn’t clicking between them. “Let me start over. Would you find it hot if someone watched you and Ilya fuck?”
A sound comes out of Shane like he’s been stabbed in the back. “Jesus, no. My dad caught us making out and that was bad enough.”
“I’m not asking how you feel about being caught. I’m saying if you, me, and Ilya were hanging out at his place in Boston and you two wanted to go to the bedroom. And no one can know about you two, but I do, would you think it’s hot to show off?”
Shane feels blush start at the tips of his ears and go all the way down his chest to… “Maybe.” He takes a breath and snaps out of it. “But you’re not, right now…”
“What?” She tries to parse his expression. “Oh, am I hitting on you? No. If I’m being honest, I’ve fantasized about being in your apartment and tearing off all your clothes but you and Ilya aren’t open.”
Shane’s brain shuts down and reboots. “No, we’re not. So why would you suggest a threesome?”
Svetlana can tell he’s not offended, he’s just genuinely confused. She backs off. “Sorry, I think I got over excited. I’m a big fan of kink, BDSM. You’re new to it.”
Shane shrugs, trying and failing to seem blase. “Kind of.”
She deadpans. “Just because Ilya has bossed you around a little doesn’t mean you’ve actually done D/S. Has he talked to you about it outside of the bedroom?”
Quietly, Shane says, “We’ve discussed it.”
“Oh,” Svetlana’s surprised by that. “Ilya actually communicated with words?”
“I asked him to,” Shane smirks. “You’re right, I think. We haven’t really… explored it. But I guess we’ve tiptoed around it.”
If Svetlana knew about Ilya in the chair in Vegas, this would be a much different conversation. But she doesn’t know about that and Shane is too naive to connect the dots for her.
Shane starts to wrap his head around why she’s even brought it up. “You were surprised when I said we don’t switch. You’re worried he needs it the other way too?”
Svetlana doesn’t react immediately. “Maybe he doesn’t. I think you should ask.”
Shane nods thoughtfully. “Would he mind knowing we talked about this? Can I tell him?”
“Of course,” Svetlana assures him. “Unless I’m planning a surprise for him or something, you can assume nothing is a secret.”
Shane lets out a breath. “I appreciate that.” He zones out for a second.
Svetlana studies him. She just spent the last two days with Shane Hollander. She can see his freckles up close. She’s wanted to fuck him for so long, but now that they’re here all she can see is Ilya’s boyfriend and the cuteness aggression is starting to get to her.
She has to change the topic, “I thought you’d be an early bed time kind of guy.”
Shane breaks out of his thoughts with a soft laugh. “Sometimes, I guess. If, say, something totally challenges my world view and makes me rethink half my life, I tend to not be tired for a while.”
Svetlana makes a face, “Sorry.”
“No,” he smiles softly. “It’s okay. I’m glad you were honest with me. If there’s something Ilya needs that he’s been too stubborn to ask for… yeah, I’m glad you told me.”
She’s starting to feel guilty about how seriously Shane is taking this and how flippant she’d been before. “It doesn’t have to be me. I’m sorry for saying that. If you and Ilya explore that and you do end up needing a third to help balance it out, it doesn’t have to be me. I think I’m used to riling Ilya up and I’m starting to see that if I’m not careful with that, it freaks you out.”
Shane tries to laugh but it comes out as a wheeze as he drops his face in his hands. “Yeah. That sounds about right.”
She watches him, unsure if he needs comfort and if it would even help to come from her. “How physically affectionate are you with your friends?”
“On the ice? Extremely. Off, not at all.” His words come out stilted and he doesn’t pick his head up yet.
Svetlana prods. “And outside of the hockey guys?”
Shane picks up his head and gestures around the room. “It’s just you and Rose then.”
“Your ex-girlfriend.”
“Yeah.”
“Who was not a beard.”
“No, we were together before I realized I wasn’t bi.”
Svetlana raises her eyebrows. “You can tell me to stop if I’m prying.”
Shane blinks up at her. “Fuck,” he laughs. “I guess this is a lot to divulge. It’s just… you’re so much like him. It’s easy to trust you. I keep forgetting we haven’t actually known each other very long.”
Something breaks in her heart, or maybe it heals. It’s hard to tell. Shane is so cosmically opposite to her and Ilya. They don’t let people in. They’ve built facades and rows upon rows of walls that must be broken down to get to their hearts, but once you’re in, you’re in.
Shane can find a reason to love someone within the hour.
A dangerous thought enters her mind, You might be as good for me as you were for him.
It all becomes too real.
“That’s probably enough for one night. And you should really try and sleep, even if it’s hard.”
Shane’s panic has faded as he focuses on Svetlana. She knows she’s tenser now and she wonders if he can tell. “Did I say something I shouldn’t have?"
She waves him off while she gets up to put her shoes back on. “No, I’m just tired.”
“Ilya does this too, you know.” Shane says with a mix of forcefulness and sensitivity. “He would always leave when he got scared. When things got too real.”
It’s like he’s a fucking mind reader. “Fine,” she admits. “It’s a lot. But I really do need to go. Both can be true.”
With a sigh, Shane gets up to walk her out.
He walks her down the stairwell. She’d parked out back.
They get to the bottom and she holds out her hand, reaching for his shoulder. Her hand hovers before touching him. “Okay?”
Shane nods, relief flowing through him. He loves when people ask before touching him.
Her hand lands on his shoulder. “This was really, really nice and I hope we can do it again.”
Instead of saying something normal, the words that tumble out of Shane’s sleep deprived brain are, “This is usually when I kiss Ilya good night.”
Svetlana wheezes. “You wanna kiss me, Shane Hollander?”
Shane’s entire face turns red. “Sorry, I don’t know why I said that.”
Svetlana leans in, giving Shane plenty of time to move or stop her, and kisses his right cheek, then his left, then his right again. “A Russian goodbye for family members.”
Shane’s eyes soften in a way Svetlana assumed was reserved for Ilya. “That works.”
She gets embarrassed immediately. “Don’t tell Ilyushka I did that.”
“Hmm,” Shane pretends to think about it. “I remember you saying nothing is a secret unless you’re planning a surprise for him.”
“God,” She can feel familial irritation growing in her by the second. “You really are annoying.”
Shane smiles proudly. “He wouldn’t want me if I wasn’t.”
Svetlana snorts. “Good night, Shane.”
“Good night, Svetlana.”
She pushes open the door, but looks back at him. “Shane, you can call me Sveta.”
His heart thunders in his chest and he switches to Russian, “Good night, Sveta.”
She blows him a kiss as the door closes behind her.
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A week later, Ilya’s in Montreal.
The Raiders win and Shane pretends he feels normal about that as they tumble into bed, a little more aggressive than he tends to be after the loss.
They shower after and tug some sweats on because they skipped the step where they were supposed to eat something before falling into bed.
Satisfied in every way, they lie together and Ilya tries to broach the topic.
But Shane has something to bring up too.
They talk at the same time.
“I like that Sveta–”
“Do you want me to be–”
They blink at each other. Ilya kisses Shane’s jaw. “You first.”
Shane shakes his head. “No, you.” His brows are furrowed in a way that somehow convinces Ilya to do as Shane suggests.
Ilya brushes his fingers through Shane’s hair. “I really like that Sveta was here.”
Shane’s lips curve into a soft smile. “I really like her. She actually lets me talk about hockey.”
Ilya groans. “I wish I introduced you years ago so you both leave me alone.”
Shane laughs, really more of a giggle when he’s with Ilya like this. “She’s easy to talk to.” His vision goes a little unfocused. “I know that part of why it’s so easy to talk with her is because we have you in common so I guess we skipped some steps. But… yeah, I don’t know. I think I have a lot in common with her too.”
Ilya brushes his fingers through Shane’s hair gently, smiling as he listens to Shane rave about Svetlana. “Yes, I have a type maybe.”
Shane deadpans.
Ilya laughs it off. “I’m glad you get along. I think that you… are good friends with women.”
That makes Shane tilt his head. “What do you mean?”
“You and Rose,” Ilya starts. “Am I wrong? It seems like you have easier time making friends with women. Is it because you’re gay?”
Shane’s life flashes before his eyes for a moment. “Can’t say I ever thought about it like that.” He falls onto his back and stares at the ceiling. “Fuck. I guess so?”
With a smirk, Ilya prods. “Is it because of the women or the men?”
“What?”
Ilya tries to find the words to ask what he means. “Is it easy for you to be friends with women or hard to be friends with men?”
The self analysis with someone he trusts is something that comes oddly easy to Shane at this stage in his life so he lets the question settle in him for a moment before he laughs. “I think I was intimidated by men.”
“Attracted to them?”
“Yeah.” Shane looks at Ilya. “You intimidated the hell out of me.”
“Sveta doesn’t?”
“Well, I wanted to make a good impression.”
“Impression?”
“I wanted her to like me.”
Ilya tsks, “Women always like you, Shane. It is big problem for me.” His voice goes teasing.
Shane rolls his eyes and decides to keep teasing. “Did she tell you what we talked about after watching the game back?”
Ilya acts shocked. “Wow, you? You talked about more than hockey? What else can Shane Hollander talk about?”
And Ilya has no idea how well he set up Shane to drop an absolute plot twist on him. Shane enjoys this. He smiles casually and lets his eyes twinkle. Letting the comedic timing build. “Sex.”
There’s a moment where Ilya processes the word and then discards it. “Ha, very funny.”
Shane’s expression doesn’t change. “Not kidding.”
Ilya stares at him. “What the fuck– You talked about, you and Sveta… You talked about me?”
“Who else?” Shane teases, pleased with the confusion playing out over Ilya’s face.
Ilya studies Shane a bit more and then makes a sound like he’s in physical pain. “Oh my god.” He rolls onto his back, covering his face. “This will kill me, you will kill me.”
Unable to resist, Shane follows him as he turns away, peppering his chest and neck with kisses. “What, does that turn you on or something?” He thinks it’s a joke.
Ilya drops his hands looking devastated. “Yes, Shane. Of fucking course it does. That’s what I was going to tell you.”
Shane pauses his ministrations and it's his turn for confusion to wash over him. “Oh.”
“Yes, oh.” Ilya parrots back, bitingly. “You know this, I am bisexual. I know you are not but the image of you and her, it makes me crazy.”
Shane retreats a bit, unsure how he feels about the topic. He likes Svetlana. Likes her a lot if he’s being honest. But he doesn’t know how to feel about…
Ilya’s hands are on him, “Hey.” Lips press to his jaw. “Hey, I am not suggesting anything. I will never,” he interrupts himself with a press of his lips to Shane’s temple, “ever ask you to do anything you do not feel, eh, enthusiastic.”
It takes Shane a second to even realize that he was starting to have a panic attack. One moment he was teasing Ilya and the next he was on his back, arms crossed over his eyes, and Ilya pushing them out of the way to pamper him with kisses.
Taking a deep breath to fill his lungs, Shane lets it out slowly. “Sorry.” He says it softly.
“No, no sorry.” Ilya kisses his nose. “I am sorry. I did not mean to make you feel… I wanted to be honest. Tell you it’s hot. Nothing else.”
“Right,” Shane’s still monitoring his breathing rate. “Thank you for telling me.”
“Go back to what you were saying,” Ilya coaxes him. “Sex. What did you talk about?”
Shane’s face is expressionless as he glares at Ilya.
Ilya can’t help the laughter that bursts out of him. “No way. You talked about threesome?”
“Kind of,” Shane’s voice is monotone.
Ilya sighs, amused as he traces patterns onto Shane’s pecks. “We are very alike, me and Sveta, but we are very different too.”
Shane latches onto that. “How are you different?”
Ilya watches his own hand dance over Shane’s chest. “Sex, before you. I was very casual. Just for fun, you know? Sveta is different. I… I think it’s okay for me to tell you.” He narrows his eyes at Shane. “She talked about herself or just you and me?”
Shane nods slowly. “She talked about herself.”
“Mmm,” Ilya continues, “Okay, she thinks a lot. For sex. During sex. Before sex. After sex. She is always thinking about it. Not… Uh, not in a horny way. That’s me, I think about it all the time in a horny way. She is thinking about what it means.”
Shane thinks he follows but can tell Ilya is struggling. “She told me, um, that she could help translate. If we needed it. Is it crazy to…”
An awestruck grin blooms on Ilya’s face. “You want to call Sveta, while we are half naked after sex, so she can help us talk about sex more?”
Shane’s cheeks turn red. “We don’t have to. It just seemed like… You’re having a hard time explaining yourself.” He looks away. “And if we’re talking about her anyway, she can just tell me herself.”
Ilya lets fondness shine out of his eyes as he looks at Shane. He’s perfect. How the fuck did Ilya get so lucky? “Maybe.” Ilya says softly. “In a bit. I want us to talk a little more first before.”
Shane nods, rolling back on his side to look into Ilya’s eyes. “Okay.”
“Okay, so she thinks about… what it means. Sex can help with feelings.”
“It can even help with ignoring feelings,” Shane says sarcastically. That, they’ve talked about before. Ilya’s no longer in the habit of performing sex acts to get out of hard conversations. But old habits die hard.
Ilya sucks his teeth and continues. “You see why it was hard at first, me and her together?”
Shane sees where Ilya is going with it, “Yeah, you wanted quick and easy. Simple,” he emphasizes with a quick glare, “And she wanted it to mean something.”
“Not romance,” Ilya is quick to clarify that. “I do not mean a relationship or… love. She did not have crush. God forbid. On me? She would rather die. I mean, maybe when we were kids it felt like crush but that was long time ago.”
“She’s in touch with her feelings,” Shane supplies. “When she has sex, it includes feelings, not ignores them.”
“Mm,” Ilya looks grateful. “Yes, exactly. So when we were together. It was hard for me. She always wanted…” Ilya fades out, struggling. He doesn’t know the English word for catharsis.
Shane doesn’t know how to help fill in the gap this time. “I can call her.”
With a defeated sigh, Ilya gestures for Shane to do it. “Fine. I will defeat English one day.”
Shane rolls over to grab his phone and mumbles, “Or I’ll pass you up with Russian and if we need to have really detailed conversations about sex again, we can just do it in Russian.”
He leans back, opening his texts with Svetlana.
“Do not tempt me, Shane.” Ilya places wet kisses up Shane’s shoulder to his neck. “What it would do to me to hear you talk about sex in Russian.”
Finger hovering over the call button, Shane’s eyes flick to Ilya. “Teach me something.”
The temptation washes over Ilya. “If I do that right now, we will never finish conversation.”
Shane huffs a laugh. “Fair.” He hits call.
Svetlana answers sounding amused, “Are you calling me after having sex? Ilyushka, you should’ve taken that shot in the second period and you chickened out. Beautiful plays, Shane, your defense let you down tonight.”
Ilya teases back immediately, “Hi Sveta, you just missed Shane moaning on my dick. He had beautiful plays here too, no thoughts on those?”
Svetlana sighs. “You only say stuff like that because he doesn’t know dirty words in Russian yet.”
Ilya tsks. “You are no fun. We are calling about sex though.”
Shane interrupts, wanting to keep them on track before they derail themselves down a series of insults or hockey talk. “You said you’d be my translator, right?”
Svetlana’s voice is a bit softer. “Oh, yeah. Of course. What’s going on?”
Ilya takes the cue to be more serious and switches to Russian to explain himself. “I was trying to explain to him that when you and I started hooking up more as adults, it took a while to get on the same page. You were always trying to get me to allow sex to be an emotional outlet and I never wanted to. That you made it not just physical orgasms but emotional orgasms – catharsis.”
Svetlana hums, “You didn’t understand what I wanted until we started D/S then suddenly it was very easy for you.”
Ilya rolls his eyes. “Well, yes. I didn’t get that far explaining it to Shane yet. I couldn’t find the words in English to lead up to it.”
“Shane and I talked about D/S. I told him you switch. He was surprised.”
Ilya goes quiet for a bit, eyes flicking to Shane who looks curious but patient. Something in him shrivels up in fear and he tries not to let it but it’s hard. “He was more forceful with me today. That was your influence, then?”
“Did you like it?”
“I like anything with him.”
“Did you like him being rough with you?”
“That’s not what we’re talking about right now.”
“Isn’t it?”
“Aren’t you supposed to be translating? He’s going to freak out, can you catch him up?”
“You want me to tell him all this?”
“Yes. Please, Sveta.”
Ilya lets the English wash over him and just focuses on the emotions that dance across Shane’s face.
“He said you were a little rougher with him tonight,” Svetlana continues.
“Eeh!” Ilya jumps in to cut her off. “We can stop there.” He can see the way Shane’s brow has furrowed and knows that he’s overthinking something but Ilya cannot begin to guess what Shane’s thoughts are on the matter.
He’s staring into Ilya’s eyes. “This…” He massages his temples. “I’ve never just… been able to ramble at you without worrying I’d say something that didn’t make sense.”
Ilya blinks, realizing that the part of this Shane’s caught up on is the luxury of having Svetlana to help translate. “You did this for me once. It’s same thing. Say what you need.”
It takes Shane a second to realize Ilya means the phone call during his father’s funeral. This is… a different situation. “Okay.” He takes a breath to steady himself. He looks into Ilya’s eyes and speaks truthfully. “You’re the only person I’ve ever enjoyed sex with.” 
Ilya startles for a second, not just from the impact of the statement but from the realization that Shane doesn’t mind saying this in front of Svetlana.
“I think you knew that it was confusing for me, trying to figure out if there were emotions behind it or not. We saw each other so infrequently it was hard to have any kind of momentum. It felt like we were starting over each time, but I mean obviously something was growing between us even if we were ignoring it.
“I would’ve been embarrassed to–”
“Shane,” Svetlana interrupts. “Sorry, that was a lot to remember.”
Shane blinks. “Fuck. Sorry. Yeah, go ahead.”
Ilya wants to be able to tell Shane to keep going, that he understood, but with Svetlana here he accepts that there are certain words and phrases that he’s not positive he understood in context. It’s difficult to realize they’ve been missing the ability to communicate fully for this long.
Ilya listens to Svetlana’s translation of Shane’s words. It’s fascinating. It’s an unusual and bizarre experience to have his boyfriend’s intention given to him in his own language. He didn’t realize how hard this was.
He’s surprised to find tears in his eyes.
Shane’s hand reaches for his face and Ilya lets his eyes fall closed.
Svetlana finishes but Shane’s distracted. “Are you o–”
“I’m fine,” Ilya insists. “Keep going. You said embarrassed.”
“Yeah.” Shane studies Ilya’s face to make sure he’s okay before continuing. “I, uh, would’ve been embarrassed to admit that I had a crush on you during that. I could tell you didn’t want that but it didn’t make me stop feeling it.”
He waits for Svetlana here. Immediately learning his lesson.
Ilya nods and Shane goes on.
“I don’t know how much I understand what you mean, about sex being without emotion or sex being a way to explore emotions. The only thing I know about sex is that it’s how I talk to you most clearly.”
Ilya understood most of that, but he lets Svetlana translate just to luxuriate in hearing that sentiment spoken to him in Russian. He tries to hold it back but he chokes on a sob and then Shane’s on him, pressing their foreheads together. “Fuck, sorry. What did I say?”
“No, Shane,” Ilya’s voice is thick with tears. “No, it’s the language. Hearing you, your words, in Russian. Hearing you say sex is like language. Fuck. I love you so fucking much.”
The phone goes quiet as they hold each other through this moment of vulnerability and Svetlana listens.
She gives them their space but there are tears in her eyes as well.
She’s been seeing bits and pieces of them together, but this is the kind of thing outside parties typically are never privy to. This is the deepest, most genuine core of a relationship between two people that is shared in private and they’ve asked her to witness it, to partake in it.
It’s difficult to know how she feels about it other than incomprehensibly happy for Ilya, but her joy for him is an eclipse–the brightness makes her own loneliness that much starker.
It’s difficult to hear Ilya talk about sleeping around recklessly while she treated sex so much more seriously, yet he’s the one curled up with the love of his life right now and Svetlana is on her couch in sweats with a rom-com on pause, some late night work on her laptop she was failing to focus on, and a handle of vodka that she brought to the coffee table so she could ‘just refill it once’.
She’s happy for him. She is. Unbearably so. But she can feel two things at once.
It was easy to joke about joining them for a threesome before this. Now she feels desperate, like she was begging to be given a scrap from this table they’ve set for each other.
She should hang up. 
“Sveta,” Ilya speaks to her gently, like he knows. She thought they’d forgotten about her. “Are you okay?”
She takes a slow, calming breath, determined to not telegraph that she was crying. “I’m ready if you are.”
“In English, Sveta.” Ilya insists. “I will tell you if I get confused, but I want you to talk too.”
Svetlana’s heart breaks in a confusing way. Ilya loves Shane so much, in a way he never loved her. In a way she wishes she loved him. This all would’ve been so much easier if they could just feel this for each other. But Ilya was clearly meant to find Shane. Yet Ilya loves her just as much, in a different way. “You were talking about your early days. What do I have to add to that?”
“No, we are talking about early days to talk about what emotions during sex means to us.” Ilya misses the Russian making this easier, but he’d rather talk this through for a second without the long pauses. “I was saying that you and me having sex changed sex for me. Shane said beautiful things in Russian.”
Shane rolls his eyes. “Sveta said it in Russian.”
Ilya’s eyes go wide. “You call her Sveta?”
“I told him to,” Svetlana jumps in. “Don’t lose focus.”
Ilya feels a thousand emotions. “Yes, Shane spoke fluent Russian to me. Now back to you, Sveta.”
Svetlana’s at a loss, but sure. She can talk about fucking Ilya. This is all fine and normal. “What’s there to say? I whipped you into shape, literally. We tried all kinds of stuff because we trusted each other and that’s the foundation of BDSM. He’s tied me up, I’ve tied him up. He likes letting go. Sex is usually the only time he really lets me take care of him. He’s got you for that now though–”
“Sveta,” Ilya interrupts, voice dripping with concern. “You talk too fast but I know the tone. What’s wrong?”
“Your beautiful boyfriend is in love with you. Why are you acting like sex with me did anything for you?”
Ilya holds a finger up to Shane, brows furrowing as he takes the phone off speaker to talk to Svetlana. “Why are you upset? What happened? Are you drunk?”
Svetlana hates that he can tell. “I’m not fucking drunk.”
“You are, but fine, let’s say you’re not.”
“It’s nothing, Ilyushka. You’re having an important conversation with him. I didn’t mean to ruin it.” She chastises herself and tries to calm down. Even she isn’t sure where all this emotion is coming from and she’s ashamed she’s talking it out on Ilya.
“You’ve ruined nothing, Sveta. Shane mentioned you offered to help translate and since we were talking about you as well he thought it’d be easier to just hear what you had to say about it directly. The translation is… it’s beautiful, Sveta. It means a lot. But we called you to talk to you.”
She breathes that in. Ilya has always been good at cutting to the core of her worries and assuring her that whatever she’s scared he might think of her, he’s not thinking it. She wishes he could see himself so clearly, but that’s what they have each other for.
Shane keeps saying Ilya and Svetlana are so alike, but Svetlana’s starting to realize she likely has a lot in common with Shane as well.
“I’m jealous.” She says it simply. “Not of the sex. I’m jealous that you love him, that he loves you. I’m happy for you. And I’m jealous.”
Ilya coos at her over the phone. “Should I shower you with praise, my Sveta? You think I don’t love you enough anymore, is that it?”
Svetlana hates that it makes her smile. “Of course you love me enough, you’re a simp.” She borrows the English word just to annoy him. 
“What is that? Shane, what is simp?”
Svetlana can hear Shane choke on a laugh before saying, “I assume she’s saying you’re obsessed with her.”
Ilya hums affirmatively. “Oh, that’s correct. Yes, I’m simp.”
Svetlana wipes the tears off her face, smile on her lips. Goddammit. She can’t stay mad at this boy for a second. “Speaking of, I believe we were talking about you subbing for me.”
Ilya puts the phone back on speaker. “Yes, I think that’s where we left off.”
Shane was close enough to the phone to hear what Svetlana said and has to process the way Ilya didn’t flinch about subbing for Svetlana. He doesn’t know how, but he can tell Ilya is acting more casual about it than he feels. “I can’t picture it.” He says honestly to Ilya. “You’re not like that with me at all.”
“No,” Ilya agrees. “You are desperate, drop to your knees for me immediately. You are simp for me. How could I switch?”
Svetlana has to ask, “Do you miss it?”
“Simping?” Ilya jokes the question away.
“Subbing,” Svetlana insists.
A complicated emotion passes over Ilya’s face. “I don’t know. Not really.”
Shane and Svetlana say, “Bullshit” at the exact same time.
Ilya groans loudly. “This is unfair, you are same person.”
Then Shane says something Ilya could’ve never predicted in his life. “Would it help you to still have that with her?”
Ilya stares at Shane like he doesn’t recognize him. “What are you saying?”
Svetlana starts to translate.
Ilya shushes her affectionately. “I understand words, not what you mean. Say more.”
As nonchalantly as possible, Shane shrugs his shoulders. “If you need that, maybe, uh, you and Sveta could still… If you need it…”
Ilya stares at him. “You mean without you?”
Shane feels out of his depth. “I guess. I mean, you’re both in Boston.”
Ilya drops the phone on Shane’s chest and holds his face in both hands. “Shane.” He waits for Shane’s avoidant gaze to finally land on his. “I do not think you mean what you’re saying.”
“If it helps you–”
“No,” Ilya cuts him off forcibly. “That does not matter if it’s not what you need too. I love Sveta, she knows this. You know this. But you are my boyfriend. If this does not make you comfortable, do not pretend to offer. I will not hurt you, Shane. Do not ask me to.”
Shane absorbs that, feeling his entire body relax. He didn’t realize he needed Ilya to confirm that to him but it helps so much to clear the air. “What if she taught me?”
“Taught you?” Ilya relaxes as Shane does.
“I’m a fast learner.” Shane wants to tease, but his nerves get the best of him.
“Oh.” Ilya starts to understand. “You… You want to learn to dom.” There’s an inherent disbelief in the way Ilya says it.
“Fuck you,” Shane gets defensive. “I could do it.”
“Look at you, you are biting my heels like puppy. You are not a dom, Shane.”
Shane takes the phone from his chest and drops it between the pillows so he can push Ilya’s back into the mattress and straddle him. He lets his hands slide up Ilya’s arms and holds his wrists. “You think I can’t learn?” He whispers it, voice as low as he can make it.
Ilya absorbs this and unfortunately laughs. “I’m sorry. Shane, I’m sorry. No, it’s very good. You are very intimidating.”
Shane’s lower lip juts out a bit. “You’re such an asshole.”
Ilya arches up to capture that lower lip between his teeth. “It is okay. It’s very hot that you are very subvis… submit…”
“Submissive,” Svetlana says with a laugh. “Suddenly I wish this was a video call. Somehow I forgot you two have probably been naked in bed this whole time.”
“Mmm only half,” Ilya keeps nipping at Shane’s neck. “What do you think? We give her a treat? Turn on video?”
“What?” Shane blushes.
“It’s just… Sveta, what is word? When someone watches?”
“Vouyerism.” Amused disbelief bubbles out of her.
Shane deadpans. “Oh, right. Sure. Just a little bit of voyeurism."
Svetlana protests, “Do not get into a fight over this for my expense. No treat needed.”
Ilya’s kisses get wetter as he rolls them back over so Shane’s on his back and Ilya is over him. “Oh, no fight, Sveta. He wants it.” He rolls his hips into Shane’s. “Right, Shane?” Ilya asks, voice getting breathy. “You want her to see how good you are for me?”
Shane’s words start to escape him.
He’s embarrassed in a really complicated way.
He’s embarrassed that his new friend is privy to this, and he’s embarrassed that Ilya is right. He’s… into this. Extremely, incredibly into this.
“You remember,” Ilya says between kisses. “Phone call with Pike. That made you crazy too. I told you, you like being bad.”
“S–Sveta,” Shane manages to get out.
“Yes, Shane?” Svetlana’s voice is different. It’s not aroused or flirty it’s… it’s something else.
Something that makes Ilya’s eyes snap to the source of the sound.
“Would it, uh,” Shane stumbles through his questions, “Would it be okay with you if I… if we…” He keeps getting lost in the way Ilya’s body presses to his.
“Give him some air, Ilyushka.” Svetlana’s words wrap around Ilya like a leash.
Ilya slows his pace, stops kissing Shane and nuzzles at him instead.
Shane watches the change in him and starts to understand what this conversation has truly all been about.
“Sveta,” Shane says, more sure about this than before. “Can we turn video on for a bit? Would you want…” He looks into Ilya’s eyes. “Can I show you how good he is to me?”
“Fuck,” Ilya whispers into Shane’s neck. “Fuck, I want to show her.” He scrambles to find a way to prop the phone up on the nightstand.
“Do you have safe words with him, Ilyushka? Don’t get lost just yet.”
“No,” Ilya admits.
“Shane,” Svetlana takes the reins. “You know what a safe word is?”
“Yeah? Yeah. A safe word. People always say banana.”
Ilya chokes on a laugh. “No, that is stupid safe word.”
“Fuck you, what’s yours?”
“Eh, it does not work anymore.”
“Tell me,” Shane insists bratily, kissing Ilya.
Ilya raises an eyebrow. “Good safe word is something you never say. Best safe word used to be Metros.”
Shane cracks up laughing. “You’re such an asshole.” When he says it, it sounds like ‘I love you.’
“He’s lying,” Svetlana chimes in. “We used sunset.” 
Ilya translates this time, “Sunset.”
“That’s cute,” Shane kisses him.
“Yes,” Svetlana agrees. “Too cute probably. Should’ve used something harsher. Do you know the stoplight method, Shane?”
“Method?”
She explains, “Green, all good keep going. Yellow, slow down and check in. Red, everything stops.”
“That makes sense,” he agrees while Ilya mouths at his neck.
Svetlana clears her voice. “Is someone gonna turn this video on?”
Ilya groans and it sounds suspiciously like a whine, “Sorry, Sveta.”
Shane’s fascinated. He knows enough Russian to know sorry. Perhaps it says too much about him, but Shane tends to make sure one of the first words he learns in a new language is ‘sorry.’
Ilya responds to her, defers to her, in a way that Shane recognizes because it’s how he is with Ilya. But it comes and goes so quickly as Ilya’s attention moves from Svetlana back to Shane.
Ilya lifts himself off of Shane to look into his eyes. “We’re keeping pants on.” It’s not a question. 
“There’s my good boy, setting boundaries.”
Ilya’s head drops to Shane’s chest for a moment. He takes a deep breath. “Sveta, I think maybe you’re not allowed to speak to me in Russian right now.”
“Too much too fast?”
“Too much.” Ilya agrees. He pulls his head back up and refocuses, looking into Shane’s eyes. “We kiss. Hang up and finish.” His English is a mess.
Svetlana can translate that too. “Agreed. Just show me how pretty you two look kissing then I’ll hang up.”
Ilya reaches over and grabs the phone, sitting up straight for a moment as he turns the camera on so it only shows him while he sits on Shane’s hips. “Hi, Sveta.”
“Hi, Ilyushka. Is this a grand reveal? Making me wait to see what Shane Hollander looks like in your bed?”
Shane pipes up, “It’s my bed.”
Ilya pretends to think for a second. “Hold on, trying to decide if this is fair trade. Shane Hollander in bed is huge prize.”
Svetlana glares at him. “You got so emotional hearing me translate for him you started crying.”
Ilya nods. “It’s incredible point, but–” he gestures off screen at a Shane that Svetlana can’t see. “Huge prize. You have no idea.” His eyes rake over Shane. “It’s like priceless art, should be in a museum.”
Shane’s shaking his head, eyes locked with Ilya’s. “They don’t let you touch the art in museums.”
“Yes, is biggest difference. You’re right. No museum.”
“Now you’re just being a dick,” Svetlana insists. “Up to you, if you make me impatient I can start being bossy in Russian again.”
Ilya actually blushes. Holy shit.
“Eh, no thanks. Fine, I will show you my hot boyfriend.” Ilya fiddles with the camera and turns it around.
“Damn,” Svetlana says appreciatively. “I knew you cleaned up nice but dirty isn’t too bad either.”
Shane’s eyes go wide and suddenly he has no idea what to do. “Uh. Hi.”
“Ilyushka, give him the phone a second. Turn the video around again.”
Ilya does as he’s told and then Shane is holding the phone, looking at Svetlana while Ilya slowly grinds against him.
“Green, yellow, or red?” Svetlana asks.
Shane’s face may be red, but he says, “Is there a color above green?”
Svetlana tsks, “No jokes about the stoplight, Shane, okay? Tell me a color, nothing else.”
“Green.”
“Okay, thank you. Now prop up the phone and forget I’m here.”
Shane, because he’s the most awkward person he knows, faux salutes at her. “Can do.”
Ilya snorts.
Shane shoots a glare at him.
Ilya presses his lips together. “No, nothing. You are clueless. It’s cute.”
“Yeah, ‘cause I do this all the time.” Shane shoots back.
They get the phone propped up and Svetlana deems it good.
Then they do as she says and Ilya presses their chests together to kiss Shane.
They don’t even realize that this is the first time Svetlana is seeing them together outside of a hockey rink. The first time she’s seeing them kiss.
Well, no one can say that Shane and Ilya ever waste time.
They kiss like it’s the only thing they know how to do.
She watches them move together like they were made for this, for each other.
She has no idea if she and Ilya ever looked like this, but she doubts it. It’s beautiful and also, she’s attracted to men so it’s the hottest thing she’s ever seen.
For a moment, she remembers a month ago when she still thought they were rivals and strangers. Now Ilya Rozanov is pinning Shane Hollander to a bed with his tongue down his throat.
Alternatively, her best friend is kissing hockey legend Shane Hollander.
And they’re letting her watch.
While they’re absorbed in each other, she tries to think about what they actually need from her right now.
This is just a game. Ilya wanted to tease her and is getting the added bonus of teasing his boyfriend. But Svetlana is also deeply conscious of how sensitive Ilya is right now, how close to slipping he is if she said the exact right thing.
And she doesn’t intend to say it. She’s not about to drop Ilya into subspace while he’s in a different country from her.
But she’s concerned about it, concerned by how easy it would be. By how much he obviously still wants it.
It answers some questions at least and that was the whole point of this.
She’s sure now: Ilya needs a dom.
She doesn’t know who that will end up being, but they’re going to talk about it tomorrow.
Gently, Svetlana says, “You’re both so beautiful.”
She’s surprised that it’s Shane that whimpers in response to that and that…
That sound has an immediate effect on her body. The pulse of arousal travels through her. Fuck. She was not expecting that.
Ilya has the same reaction. “Fuck, Shane.” 
Shane’s arching off the bed, trying to get closer to him. “Ilya…” His voice is already breathy.
Svetlana can see immediately why they’ve never switched.
Despite his talk, Shane submits to Ilya body and soul.
She watches the way all the submissive instincts that were building in Ilya dissipate as he adapts to what Shane needs. “I’ve got you.” He whispers into Shane’s ear. “You’re so fucking beautiful. She is right. You’re beautiful for me, for her.”
Svetlana feels her own cheeks heat.
She told them to forget about her.
Ilya looks at the camera and winks.
She’ll strangle him next time she sees him.
“Sveta will leave soon, Shane. You should tell her thank you.”
“Th–Thank you.”
Ilya tsks, “Oh, you can do better than that.”
“Thank you, Sveta.”
“Mmm,” Ilya moans. “So fucking good, Shane.”
He starts to kiss down Shane’s chest. “Sveta is leaving now, yes?”
“I’m leaving,” Svetlana agrees, relieved her voice doesn’t break. “Good night, boys.”
They both say, “Good night, Sveta” as if she’s already trained them to do it.
It should make her feel powerful but instead she feels flustered.
She hangs up the phone and feels absolutely no shame for running to her room and pulling out her vibrator.
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      Chapter 7: Disaster Bisexual to Wifeguy
  








   ★ ★ ★ 

While she likes to pretend she’s immune to vodka, Svetlana does feel a hint of a hangover from drinking alone last night. It doesn’t matter how much she drinks, it always feels worse the next day when she drinks alone.
She lets last night’s events run through her mind and then takes a breath to get her phone out. She needs to start a conversation with Ilya but she’s surprised to find a message from him already.
Ilya: you dont have to say it. i know i almost slipped.
It takes her a moment to decide how to respond to that.
Svetlana: did you talk to shane about it
Ilya: not yet. i don’t know how to explain it to him. hes submissive in a physical way, i don’t know if he understands like…. headspaces
Svetlana: one way to find out
Ilya: yes, yes i know sveta. let me be scared for a minute
Svetlana: it was never a good fit for us, but you know there are ways to do d/s platonically right? it doesnt have to be sex. if that makes it more comfortable for you, both of you, i can still be the one to help and it doesnt need to be in a bedroom
All of the jealousy she felt last night is gone now. It’s not that she doesn’t want to find a relationship like theirs, but they caught her at a bad time: drunk, mid rom-com.
There’s a reason she doesn’t date a lot and it’s because she hates dating. She’s made peace with the idea of never finding a forever person, because she would rather find meaningful relationships organically and if one of them becomes more, she’ll pursue that.
It’s just insane that Ilya found it first.
Ilya: sounds boring
Svetlana: dont be a dick. if it helps, at least for now until you can figure something else out, then let it help
Ilya: you think he can actually learn to dom
Svetlana: highly doubtful
Ilya: okay just making sure im not, you know, biased
Ilya: anyway ill figure my shit out, what’s going on with you? why were you drinking last night?
Svetlana: what i cant spend a night drinking vodka
Ilya: vodka, yes. crying on the phone saying youre jealous? no, that i need to ask about
Svetlana: its nothing ilyushka. im just a little shocked you went from playboy disaster bisexual to wifeguy overnight
Ilya: oh my god stop insulting me to avoid being real, you are as bad as me sveta
Svetlana: you know how i feel about dating. its just… work
Ilya: yeah, you havent stolen me a fancy car yet
Svetlana: you can afford it yourself now, asshole. idk the paycheck was enough for a long time and the paycheck is still enough in a lot of ways. but im bored. i hate it. but it pays so well i’d be stupid to quit. the benefits are insane
Ilya: so you move in with me, no job
Svetlana: remember when you used to offer to marry me to share your benefits. guess thats officially off the table?
Ilya: shane has better benefits, you can marry him
Svetlana: lmao i promise im okay. im just figuring out my next steps. i need something to change. and if youre moving to ottawa next year… idk. maybe thats something for me to consider too
Ilya: PLS sveta. please move to canada with me and witness the crazy birds. we can get a dog
Svetlana: you would want me to move in with you??
Ilya: why not?
Svetlana: because you have a very serious boyfriend who i imagine you would fuck on every surface
Ilya: okay true, and? he has his own place in ottawa
Svetlana: you wouldnt move in with him?
Ilya: no, its outside the city. it’d be too inconvenient to get to practices and i dont think we’d be able to hide very well if we live together like that
Svetlana grounds herself in reality again and remembers that no matter how good Ilya and Shane are together, no one else can know.
Ilya: shane’s awake, can i let him read all this
Svetlana: all of it?? including the beginning part???
Ilya: we have to talk about it at some point, right?
Svetlana: dont run it through a translator, give me a second. i can send him the translation
Ilya: youre a goddess
Svetlana: i know
 
It’s not long after she sends it that she sees Shane typing a response.
Jane: You didn’t have to include the part about your personal life, but it means a lot that you felt comfortable leaving it in
Svetlana: we’re zero to a hundred, you and me. i’ve accepted that
Jane: lmao me too
Jane: Um, thank you for last night. I know that’s stupid to say. But I feel like I have to say it.
Svetlana: its not stupid, youre sweet
Jane: Can I actually ask about your work? Maybe this is crazy, but you know your shit with hockey. I guess I assumed you worked for the league but you work with cars? Do you want to work for the league?
Svetlana: shane, i dont need you to get me an internship
Jane: Don’t worry I have an even worse idea
Svetlana: worse than an internship??
Jane: Sveta, do you want to meet my mom?

 ★ ★ ★ 







      

  












      Chapter 8: Big Business Words
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   ★ ★ ★ 

This season’s schedule started out as the bane of his existence, but looking at it again Shane is seeing some opportune dates to make all the things he wants to happen happen.
He’s got the Raiders schedule and the Montreal schedule printed out side by side and realizes he’d been so caught up in the first few weeks of the season he didn’t even check when they each played Ottawa.
This upcoming Wednesday, Shane plays Ottawa at home in Montreal.
Then Ottawa plays Boston at home.
So he and Ilya will both be in Canada and if he can convince Ilya to skip a practice or two, they could both be here for almost a week.
It would be riskier if he wasn’t planning to transfer next season but he thinks Ilya might be willing to do it.
When Shane explains it to him, Ilya agrees so quickly that Shane wonders why he even thought Ilya would say no.
Then Shane throws the plot twist at him and asks if he’d be okay bringing Svetlana.
His phone rings.
“Hey, Ilya.”
“What are you planning?”
Shane sighs, “On a scale of 1 to 10, how dangerous is it for Svetlana Vetrova and Yuna Hollander to be in the same room?”
Ilya makes a startled sound, “Uh, like 500.”
“I think it’s a good idea,” Shane insists. “Sveta wants to reassess her career and… she’s more knowledgeable about hockey than most players. I think talking to my mom would be a good step for her.”
“What is reassess?”
“Like… rethink, um. She said she wants a change. No more cars. Why shouldn’t she go into a career with the league?”
“Fuck the league,” Ilya says immediately. “They’re why we can’t be together.”
Shane sighs softly. “No, I know. But if it’s good for her… And it doesn’t have to be the league. I mean, my mom manages me and she’s not affiliated with the league. Do you even have a manager? You have to have an agent at least, right?”
Ilya groans, “You are using big business words. I don’t have someone like your mom. Manager? No, I don’t do commercials like you. Sometimes they send me things but no, um, no signed papers.”
“No contracts.” Shane mumbles, translating for himself.
“You sound so much like Yuna. It’s a dangerous place for your mind to be, Shane.”
“Okay, so you see why I want Sveta to meet her so I don’t have to be involved?”
“Fine,” Ilya relents. “Maybe it’s good. You want Sveta to manage me? It’s a full job?”
Shane backtracks. “I don’t want her to do anything. If that’s something you want, you can talk to my mom. I didn’t think you would want to put up with brand deals and sponsorships.”
“The business words again,” Ilya rubs his temples. “I’ll bring Sveta to Ottawa. You can tell her all the business words while we play game I’m on the cover of.”
“Didn’t you see the new one this year?”
“New one? Not yet. No, please no, Shane.”
“I’m on the cover this year.”
Ilya devolves into faux angry Russian for a few minutes while Shane flops back onto the couch and smiles at his ceiling.

 ★ ★ ★ 
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      Chapter 9: Your Safest Place
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   ★ ★ ★ 

Though Ilya had tried to talk him out of it, Shane’s in the pickup lane at the airport in Ottawa to get him and Svetlana.
There was no world in which Shane just sat patiently in the cottage and let Ilya and Svetlana get a rental car to drive out there, though Ilya probably would’ve liked the excuse to rent a fancy car and Svetlana had said something about a discount though her company, but none of that holds up against Shane’s anxiety.
He hears the trunk open and feels bad about not helping, but they get it.
Then the side door opens and Shane’s heart backflips because Svetlana’s getting in the passenger seat, giggling, while Ilya gets in the back. “I called shotgun.”
“Only Americans could invent such a stupid rule,” Ilya’s whining as Shane takes off.
Fondness ripples through Shane as he drives two of his favorite people to his favorite place. “No one recognized you?” He wishes he didn’t have to ask.
Ilya hesitates. “It’s much harder to move through the airport quietly when a beautiful woman is beside you.”
Svetlana rolls her eyes. “A few people may have seen him, but the game schedule is close enough. Hopefully they don’t over think it.”
No, they probably won’t, but Shane will. “Right.”
Once they’re out of the crowded airport, Ilya leans forward and puts his hands on Shane’s shoulders. “They will think of so many things before you, Shane.” He contorts around the chair and kisses Shane’s jaw.
Shane reaches back to elbow him away. “Put your seatbelt on.”
Svetlana watches them, eyes sparkling. “It’s really good to see you two together.”
Shane feels his cheeks heat. “It’s good to see you too, Sveta.”
Ilya settles in the back, watching Shane’s face with a frown. “I should be holding his hand right now.”
Svetlana glances behind her. “Should I do it for you?”
And then the ultimate betrayal comes as Shane looks at Svetlana and asks, “Did you watch the game last night?” They devolve into analysis that Ilya only observes at first. They both have so much to say, surely they should run out of thoughts eventually, but he finds himself joining the conversation and weighing in with his own opinions. He’s infuriated that that’s how they spend the two hour drive, but he can’t say he noticed the time passing.
 
Ilya continues to be pouty because once they park and unpack at the cottage, he can see Shane going into proud tour guide mode and Svetlana is much more interested in a house tour than Ilya was. So he follows them around, trying to keep a smile off his lips. It’s fulfilling something he can’t put into words to see Shane and Svetlana not only in the same room, but getting along this well.
The only room left out of the tour is Shane’s bedroom which, of course, Svetlana points out.
Ilya steps in, “Oh, I can give the tour for that room.” He steps in close to Shane and he can see Shane’s blush all the way down to his neck. Shane lets himself be guided backwards by Ilya until his back hits the window. Ilya talks into his neck. “I have been very patient.”
Ilya can feel the tension in Shane’s body. He’s too aware that Svetlana is here. This is different from the phone call. This is too real.
“Sveta, please leave and close the door.”
Svetlana’s eyes refocus and she nods, pulling the door closed behind her.
The tension melts out of Shane as he darts forward to capture Ilya’s lips.
They’re not talking per se, but there’s a lot being communicated. Ilya assures Shane it’s okay that he’s nervous, while also making it abundantly clear how much he missed him.
Shane pulls Ilya against him as tightly as possible, accepting the comfort and trying to figure out how to offer it back.
When Ilya’s hand slips under Shane’s shirt, he rushes to say, “No sex.”
Ilya pulls back, looking him in the eye. “Excuse me.”
Shane’s eyes flit to the door and back to Ilya.
Ilya lets out a small breath. “Okay.” He backs away and sits on the edge of the bed. “Okay, we need to talk about it.”
Shane doesn’t move from his spot against the window. His voice is low. “It’s not, like, soundproofed.”
Ilya has no idea where this is coming from. They had a full conversation with Svetlana about sex the other night. “Hey, Sveta!” Ilya calls as loudly as possible, “If you can hear, go farther away! Go for a walk or something!”
They hear her call back, “Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do!” Before they hear the back door open and close.
“We’re not–” Shane starts to say to her and stops himself.
“Shane.” Ilya says forcefully. “You have a thousand thoughts. Give me some.”
Shane takes a deep breath and lets it out. He peers over his shoulder and can see Svetlana walking around the yard. He pushes away from the window and joins Ilya on the bed, immediately dropping his head into his hands. “I don’t know. I think it’s just, yeah, I have a thousand thoughts. And I can’t get any of them in order. I don’t think I’m actually scared I just can’t tell… it’s too much all at once.”
Ilya tries to parse it with him. “Sveta is too much?”
“No,” Shane shakes his head. “No, she’s great. It’s…” He stares out the window. “Having someone here. Having someone see us together… here.”
It starts to come together for Ilya. “Oh, because when your dad caught us.”
“It’s stupid,” Shane tries to persuade himself. “It ended up okay, but in that moment…”
“It’s not stupid,” Ilya reaches over and threads his fingers through Shane’s.
“It shouldn’t freak me out. I wish it didn’t.”
Ilya brings Shane’s hand to his lips and kisses the back of it. “I’m sorry I teased you in front of her like that.”
Shane squeezes Ilya’s hand. “No, it’s okay. I was being a dick and making you wait.”
Ilya chokes out a laugh. “Oh my god. So you are cruel?”
A laugh perforates Shane’s clouded thoughts. He turns and looks Ilya in the eye. “I missed you.”
“I missed you,” Ilya repeats and they finally kiss, softly this time.
Shane crawls onto Ilya’s lap just to hold him.
They fall back onto the bed and just lie together for a moment.
Ilya runs his fingers through Shane’s hair. It’s been getting longer and he likes it a lot. “So how do you want to do this with her here? If you say no sex… it will be very hard but I will try.”
Shane’s lips curve up at the corners. “I don’t think I could enforce that myself.”
“Enforce?”
“I don’t think I could do it either, even though it makes me nervous.”
“Mmm,” Ilya considers that. “Maybe we play stupid hockey game with your face on it? And then campfire? Can we cuddle or is, um, public affection….?”
Shane lets it all wash over him. “I don’t know.” It takes him a second to realize the emotion going through him now isn’t fear but excitement. “I’ve… never had to think about PDA before. Not, like, in a safe way.”
Ilya picks up on the shift in his energy. “You like it? Me touching you, um, gently in front of her?”
Shane nods decisively. “Yeah, yeah, I think so.”
Ilya focuses on the hesitant words. “Okay. We go slow.” Then he smirks. “Stoplight rules?”
Shane groans and buries his face in Ilya’s chest. “Why am I so nervous with her when we did that?”
“Because you are sensitive,” Ilya says fondly. “There is new person in your house, in your safest place. I think you are allowed to feel about it.”
The sentence isn’t quite grammatically correct but people who speak a second language often figure out how to use it better than native speakers and Ilya’s crafted a sentence that summarizes exactly what Shane needs to hear. He does need to ‘feel’ about it. “Okay.” He kisses Ilya.
They get up and Ilya’s gaze is so discerning, studying Shane to make sure he’s comfortable. “I think you lead. I won’t touch you, but you can decide if you want to.”
Shane tries not to over think ‘you lead’ and fails. “Right.” He clears his throat and steps out into the living room.
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      Chapter 10: You're Not in Charge Right Now
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Ilya and Shane join Svetlana outside. One thing Shane will never miss an opportunity for is being a good host. So he has a giant picnic blanket draped over his arm and spreads it across the grass. “I’m, uh, I’m sorry about that.” There’s an ounce of shame in his voice that he wishes he could disguise better. “I really am glad you’re here.”
He’d made Ilya carry out some drinks so they all get settled onto the blanket together. It forces them to be close together, but not quite touching if they don’t want to.
Svetlana and Shane both sit cross legged. Ilya immediately lies down.
Svetlana’s gaze swivels to Ilya, trying to get a read on both of them. “I can stay in a hotel if–”
“No,” Shane immediately insists. “Absolutely not. I want you here. The whole point of this was so we could all be in one place.”
She looks at Ilya again.
Ilya shrugs. “It was some lingering emotion from something that happened before. It’s not you.”
Shane scowls at him for switching languages to talk behind Shane’s back. “Don’t do that. We’re honest here, remember?”
Svetlana translates, “He said you were remembering something from before.”
“Yeah,” Shane nods, avoiding eye contact and focusing on his ginger ale.
Ilya can’t stand the tension. Not when he feels so differently. The sun is bright and the air has a chill to it. He’s lying in the grass with the only two people in the entire world he trusts. He speaks gently, “I think maybe I have never been happier than right now.”
Shane’s entire being melts. He has to joke it away, “I said be honest, not vulnerable.”
Ilya rolls his eyes, but he’s still smiling.
Shane watches Ilya trying to prop his head on his arm and sighs, “Come here.” He scoots over so Ilya can pillow his head in Shane’s lap.
Ilya preens. “Okay, now I am happier.”
Svetlana watches fondly. “Can I ask what happened before? So I can understand what went wrong?”
Shane tells the story about his dad catching them, Ilya tracing patterns onto Shane’s leg to comfort him as he goes. They’d mentioned that it happened when they first gave her their relationship recap, but he goes into detail now.
After listening, Svetlana lets out a breath. “So you triggered yourself?”
“I don’t–” Shane starts to deny it and then relents. “Yeah, I guess.”
She lets her eyes fall to Ilya. “What’s the verdict? He’s actually okay with me staying?”
“More than okay, Sveta.” Ilya assures her. “He will not lie, not here. He said he wants you here.”
“What,” Svetlana laughs softly, “this is like a truth bubble?”
“Kinda,” Shane gets weirdly defensive about it. “I don’t know. It worked for me and Ilya. It’s not like you and I have ever really taken a conversation slowly so I think we’ll be fine continuing to be honest.” His fingers are massaging Ilya’s scalp.
Svetlana considers that. “Okay, then tell me what you know about d/s.”
Shane’s fingers pause for a moment before continuing. “Um.”
Ilya hums, tilting his head to press his lips to Shane’s thigh. “I can start for you.”
Shane nods. “Yeah, okay.”
Ilya looks to Svetlana a little guiltily. “You will be mad at me.”
Svetlana raises an eyebrow. “Why, what did you do?”
Ilya tells her about that night in Vegas. With the chair.
Her eye twitches.
Shane’s… baffled.
“And you still don’t have a safe word?” Svetlana looks legitimately angry at Ilya.
Ilya whines. “I wasn’t in best place. It was stupid. He’s so subby. I wanted to play.”
Svetlana shakes her head. “You are so lucky he doesn’t slip.”
Shane has to interrupt. “Sorry, I know this is English but I think I still need you to translate. Why was that bad?”
Svetlana unpacks her perspective on the story. “He set up a full d/s scene for you - established rewards, made you undress while he stayed dressed. That’s like the number one powerplay trick. And he didn’t discuss it with you before doing it, didn’t establish a safe word if it became too much for you. Just threw you into it.”
She keeps venting. “A lot of subs, they’re not only…compliant like I’m assuming you are. You’ve heard of headspaces?”
Shane blinks. “Yeah, we talked about it. It’s like a mindset, right?” In retrospect, maybe that was a conversation that would’ve gone smoother without the language gap.
Svetlana laughs but the sound comes out hard. “No.” She wishes she had something she could throw at Ilya. “Fuck, Ilya. That could’ve gone so fucking badly.”
“Okay, but it didn’t!”
“You got lucky.”
Shane focuses on the Russian but he only picks up every other word. He can tell they’re not trying to keep anything from him, Svetlana just got emotional and slipped languages. “What are headspaces?”
Svetlana takes a breath to calm herself. She doesn’t want to stress out Shane and she knows that nothing actually went wrong but she can’t let go of how badly it could’ve gone if Shane slipped. She explains that some subs can drop into almost a hypnotic state, total submission. A complete surrender of control.
Always an attentive learner, Shane absorbs this. “Does it happen for doms to?”
Ilya mumbles, “It can.”
There’s a beat of silence before Svetlana erupts in angry Russian speaking so quickly even Ilya barely follows her.
Ilya sits up, “Okay, Sveta, fuck! We weren’t what we are now. It was casual sex and I was not responsible. Yeah. I wouldn’t do that to him now.”
“Then set a safe word right now.”
Maybe it’s because he’s always been in a position of leadership, always a captain, but Shane instinctually tries to deescalate by tossing out a suggestion. “I like sunset.”
Ilya gestures vaguely around them. “No, your cottage has too many pretty windows. Is not good safe word for us.”
Shane tries again, “I can just do a loon call.”
Ilya’s laughter chokes out of him almost before he’s conscious of it. 
They look into each other’s eyes and dissolve into more laughter as they imagine it.
“Loon?” Svetlana asks.
“It’s the crazy bird,” Ilya explains.
“I know what a loon is,” Svetlana dead pans. “I meant as a suggestion for your safe word. If it’s funny, that helps break the mood.”
Shane laughs again. “Loon works.”
Ilya frowns. “Lots of sunsets and lots of loons though.”
Shane eyes Svetlana for approval as he says, “Yeah, but I think we’re more likely to talk about the sunset in bed than we are to talk about birds.”
Ilya raises his eyebrows. “You and me? You think we will never talk about birds in bed?”
Shane laughs again, ducking his head. “I think it’s still good to break the mood like Sveta said, but we can try to think of something else.”
“Hm,” Ilya lies back down, making himself comfortable, pillowing his head in Shane’s lap. Shane immediately goes back to massaging his scalp.
Svetlana weighs her options. She needs to bring the topic back around but she’s not sure how Ilya will react. No, they have to talk about it. She broaches the topic. “Ilyushka, you should tell him about headspaces.” She wants to say your headspaces, but she leaves that ball in his court.
Ilya holds her gaze for a second; he knows what she means and he doesn’t want to say it. There’s a reason he and Shane haven’t really talked about this yet even though Ilya knows, he knows, they should’ve had this conversation a long time ago. It’s too hard to say while seeing Shane’s reaction so he closes his eyes, brows furrowed. “Shane.”
“Yeah?” Shane’s gentle with him, curious but cautious.
“You remember we talked about slipping? Slipping into headspaces?”
Shane hums a noise of consent. The conversation he and Ilya did have about d/s had been focused on Shane’s experiences when they’ve dipped into powerplay.
Ilya forces the words out. “I slip.”
Svetlana’s eyes stay glued to Ilya.
“Oh.” Shane tries to understand the significance of that based on how serious Ilya and Svetlana both are in this moment. “Okay. That’s okay.”
Ilya’s quiet, eyes still squeezed shut.
“Ilyushka,” Svetlana’s voice is more forceful.
A shiver runs through Ilya’s body.
Svetlana moves across the blanket in a heart beat, hand on Ilya’s shoulder. “Come back.”
Ilya curls more tightly into himself.
Shane doesn’t move, letting Svetlana take the reins.
“Shane,” Ilya’s voice is so small and scared.
Shane doesn’t know what to do. “Yeah? I’m… yeah. I’m here.”
Ilya’s voice is somewhere between a sob and a whisper. “We haven’t talked enough and I need her.”
Shane snaps into action out of nowhere. He places a gentle hand on Svetlana’s shoulder and somehow she knows he needs a bit of space. He slips between them so he’s lying face to face with Ilya. “Hey.” He puts his hand on Ilya’s face. “I trust her. Ilya, I trust her with you. It’s okay. We don’t need to talk about anything else.”
Ilya’s hand reaches out and fists in Shane’s shirt. “Stay with us.”
“I’m not going anywhere, Ilya.” Shane twists to look at Svetlana and nods at her.
Shane can see the moment Svetlana switches gears. “I have to speak Russian for him. Not to exclude you.”
“It’s okay,” Shane understands.
“Ilyushka, lie on your back.”
It takes a moment, but Ilya unfurls from where he was curled into Shane and lies on his back.
Svetlana gets up and settles herself over him, sitting on his hips.
Shane backs away, watching them. It doesn’t even read as sexual to him. He can see the way she’s aiming to weigh him down, to comfort him.
“Open your eyes.”
Ilya still can’t do it.
Svetlana glances at Shane, checking on him, before bending forward and putting more weight on Ilya, grabbing his wrists to tug his arms over his head. “Deep breath and open your eyes.”
Forcing his arms over his head helps and Ilya takes a deep breath in, when he lets it out, his eyes open.
Shane doesn’t know how to describe the look in Ilya’s eyes. There’s still fear etched into him, but there’s something like relief there too.
She coos down at him. “Is this all an act to get me to call you my good boy in front of him? He probably knows those words.”
“Sveta…” Ilya whines.
“I know, Ilyushka. You slipped very fast, you surprised yourself. You feel so safe here. In your boyfriend’s home. With me and him. It’s been years since you slipped with me. I should’ve expected it to blindside you like this.”
Ilya manages to get some words out now that Svetlana’s started to soothe him. “Scared for him to see.”
Svetlana nods, leaning in closer to nuzzle her face against his. “I know. He’s okay. He loves you. I love you. You are very, very cute when you slip and it makes me very protective of you, Ilyushka.”
“You can kiss him,” the words burst out of Shane. His eyes are wide.
Svetlana glances at him.
Shane swallows. “If it… I mean, it helps me when… He needs it, right?”
Svetlana keeps her gaze on Shane. “Make sure you mean that. Don’t just say it.”
“I mean it,” Shane says, voice steady and sure. He switches to Russian, “I trust you, Sveta.”
The whimper that rips out of Ilya’s throat forces their attention back to him.
Svetlana leans back in, nosing at his jaw. “He says I can kiss you, Ilyushka. What do you think? Is it our turn to put on a show fo–”
Ilya surges up, needily crashing his lips against hers. His arms wrap around her, pulling her tight to him.
Shane can identify his own habits manifesting in Ilya’s body. For a moment, he doesn’t recognize his boyfriend. His body language is totally foreign to Shane. He’s never seen Ilya move like this.
There isn’t a second where Shane worries about him kissing Svetlana. All he feels is relief that she’s here to help.
Ilya’s hands slide down Svetlana’s body landing on her hips.
Ilya grinds up into her and Svetlana makes a sound. “If you need help with that, we’re asking him.”
Ilya whimpers needily. “Ask him.”
Svetlana laughs softly. “Shane,” she looks at him and sees… he looks focused and oddly relaxed. “How do you feel about blowing him here in the grass?”
Shane tears his focus off of Ilya to Svetlana. “That’s what he needs?”
She nods. “If you’re open to that.”
Shane’s body tugs forward as if yanked by a string. “Tell me what he needs.”
Ilya interrupts with a soft whimper, “I need you, Shane.”
Shane’s beside them, hand in Ilya’s hair. “Yeah, well, you’re not in charge right now.”
It’s difficult to explain the way Ilya’s eyes sharpen in response to the words. It’s like a bolt of lightning shoots through him.
Svetlana stares at Shane, also completely caught off guard. “Fuck, maybe you can dom.”
Shane blinks at her. “What?”
Oh, so he has no idea how that sentence came off in this moment.
Svetlana laughs and mutters, “Unbelievable.” She scoots forward so her weight is over Ilya’s chest, but she’s holding herself up so she doesn’t suffocate him. His arms wrap around her as if he’s going to tug her farther forward and go down on her but she throws him a look. “No. Patience, Ilyushka. Your boyfriend is helping you and then you’re coming out of it.”
She places her hand on Shane’s forearm. He looks at her. “Please go suck him off.”
Shane takes in the position Svetlana is in. “While you’re–”
“Yes,” she confirms. “While I’m sitting here.”
Shane hesitates.
Svetlana, now that she knows he knows at least this much vocabulary, asks, “You trust me?”
Shane centers himself and nods. He slips behind her and pulls Ilya’s pants down.
Ilya’s hand tracks him, reaching for him. “Shane…”
“He’s still touching you. He’s here.” Svetlana, now that Shane isn’t watching her so closely, lets her eyes soften. She’s missed this. Missed what it looked like when Ilya allowed himself to be vulnerable.
She hears him gasp in response to Shane’s mouth on him, but she’s so hyperfocused on his face.
She uses her middle finger and starting at the tip of his nose, runs her finger tip lightly up to his forehead. She does it a couple of times and then moves to a new spot, his eyebrows to his temple. She traces every curve of his face and can see that it’s bringing him into a more relaxed subspace. He doesn’t look scared anymore.
His breathing gets sharper and she squeezes her thighs around him. “We’ve got you, Ilyushka. We’re both here. You can fall. I’ll catch you. We’ll catch you.”
The position isn’t perfect, but Ilya wraps his arms around her hips as tightly as he can and presses his face into her thigh as he comes.
She scratches her fingers along his scalp like she saw Shane doing before. “Shane, cover him back up if you can.”
“Yeah…” Shane sounds a little dazed, but she can’t blame him.
She looks over her shoulder and gestures for him to sit beside her again. She keeps one hand in Ilya’s hair and reaches the other toward Shane. “May I?”
Shane nods, blushing.
Her hand cups his cheek. “You did really well, Shane.”
His pink cheeks flush fully red. “Oh. Good.” But his eyes haven’t moved from Ilya’s face, half hidden where he’s still buried in Svetlana’s thigh.
When Ilya speaks, his voice is smaller than Shane knew was possible for him. “Don’t want to move.”
Svetlana frowns. She pats Shane’s cheek once more and releases him. “Is it okay with you if we speak Russian for a moment longer so I can help him through this”
Shane’s nodding before she finishes asking. “Yeah, of course.”
“Are you still floaty, Ilyushka?”
“Yes,” his voice is pouty.
Shane can’t understand fully, but the tone is still… unfamiliar.
Svetlana scoots back and lays down so her chest is flush with Ilya’s. It forces his face to be visible and he brings his arms over his face immediately.
Svetlana coos, “You don’t have to hide from him.”
“I do.”
It’s difficult to know what the right thing to do here is. Shane and Ilya are in love, yet this isn’t something Ilya has revealed to Shane yet. He wasn’t necessarily ready to. Perhaps it’s more accurate to say Ilya didn’t know this was still part of him.
Svetlana kisses Ilya’s arms. She doesn’t try to push them away. “Can he help cuddle you with me? Help bring you back down?”
Ilya hesitates. He wants to say yes.
Svetlana continues, “You know, he’s much heavier than me with all those muscles. Probably a better weighted blanket than I am right now.”
A soft huff comes out of Ilya’s lips. “You’re perfect, Sveta.”
She tsks, “You only think so when you’re floaty.”
“I always think so,” Ilya moves his arms a bit to glare up at her, still trying to hide his face from Shane.
With a smirk on her lips, she reaches out to tug his pouty lower lip down with her thumb. “He will love you like this. He’s not laughing. He won’t start.”
Ilya knows she’s right but that doesn’t make it easy. He lets his arms fall to the ground over his head, but can’t help the way he angles his head in the opposite direction of Shane.
Svetlana coos again, she can’t help herself. “My Ilyushka is shy.”
“Shy?” The word falls out of Shane’s lips with breathless wonder. He’s never once described Ilya as shy.
“I think maybe,” Svetlana tries, “it could be good if you kiss him.” Ilya’s eyes flick to her. “Yes. Do that.” She sits up and gives Shane space to lean in.
He doesn’t need to be told twice.
Shane knows what it’s like to be aware of raw emotion in your eyes and the impulse to not let anyone see it. He’s the one who usually starts crying at a moment’s notice. So he doesn’t linger. He dives in and allows Ilya the privacy of whatever he thinks is too visible right now. He can’t see Ilya’s expression if he’s kissing him.
Ilya grabs at him in a way Shane also isn’t used to. Not that Ilya’s never been needy, but this is… 
Ilya whimpers into his mouth and Shane moans in response.
Svetlana slowly scoots farther and farther down until she’s over Ilya’s legs.
As she conceded the space, Shane seems to know to move into it. Athletes always have such inherent spacial awareness.
Shane straddles Ilya and Svetlana uses the same moment to get up and step away from the blanket.
She sits on the bench nearby and just monitors them.
It’s funny, she knew that Ilya loved kissing but this is next level even for him. Maybe it’s because Shane clearly also loves kissing.
She used to struggle with aftercare sometimes because he wanted to kiss so much and she couldn’t keep up, but now she has a new tool in her dom toolbelt: Shane Hollander.
After a while, Ilya finally comes up for air. “I’m sorry. Shane, I’m so sorry.”
“No,” Shane says immediately. “Don’t you dare. It’s okay, Ilya. I love you. I love you so much.”
Ilya’s eyes close again, brows furrowed, as he takes that in. “I love you too.” He kisses him, a brief peck. “Svet–” He realizes she’s not here and his eyes snap open. 
“I’m here,” Svetlana calls from the bench, waving.
Ilya lets out a breath. “Fuck, you scared me.”
“Sorry, Ilyushka, but your boyfriend has the aftercare handled. I left you to it.”
“Yes,” Ilya’s hand is in Shane’s hair and he looks at him, a little shocked. “Handled.”
Shane can tell that wherever Ilya went, he’s still not all the way back but he’s participating in conversation so that seems like progress. He swallows. “Um, do you need…”
Ilya touches Shane’s leg in a language they both know and Shane slips off of Ilya to lie beside him.
Ilya pulls Shane’s arms around him and tucks his head into Shane’s neck.
It gives Shane the opportunity to glance curiously at Svetlana, a question in his eyes that he’s scared to voice.
Svetlana just gives him a thumbs up.
So they lie like that for a while while Svetlana scrolls on her phone.
He has no idea why this pops into his brain, but Shane has a feeling that casual conversation might be the way to go. “We were thinking we could play some Xbox for a bit?”
Svetlana looks up, eyebrow raised.
Shane continues. “Uh, do you… do you play?”
She locks her phone, blinking at him. Ilya seems okay. He’s not responding, but he curls further into Shane as his voice vibrates through his chest. “Yeah. I’m okay at it.”
“Cool,” Shane nods. “I have four controllers. We usually play as each other. Start thinking about if you want to be a Raider or a Metro.”
Svetlana laughs. “I want to play hockey with Shane Hollander.”
Shane hums thoughtfully. “That’s the trick. You can either play with Ilya on virtual-me’s team, or you can play as Boston with real-life-me.”
“So a win-win. Both ways, I’m playing with Shane Hollander.”
Shane laughs nervously. “I also have some field hockey gear in the shed if you really want to.”
A fire enters Svetlana’s eyes that Shane thinks he needs to get used to not being intimidated by. “You have field hockey gear?”
Ilya makes a soft sound, nuzzling into Shane’s chest. “You’ve made mistake.”
Shane glances down at him for a moment, a smile tugging at the corner of his lips. “A mistake?”
“She played,” Ilya mumbles, “before injury.”
Svetlana is already off the bench and tugging at the door of Shane’s shed. “What is the code to this padlock?”
Embarrassingly, Shane has to admit it’s, “8124.”
Ilya gasps and chokes on his spit, immediately having a coughing fit. Shane pulls away to look at Ilya’s face as he chokes. “You okay?”
Ilya coughs a few more times, clearing his throat. “You… are so gay. When did you get that lock?”
Shane blushes. “Don’t worry about it.”
Ilya pushes at his chest softly. “I need to sit.”
They rearrange so they’re sitting on the blanket while Svetlana hunts for field hockey gear in the shed.
Ilya still can’t quite make eye contact, but he’s sitting up and staring at the blanket.
Shane bumps their shoulders lightly. “You’re good?”
“Yes,” Ilya confirms. “Slowly better.”
Shane doesn’t ask. Somehow he knows it’s not the right time to ask.
Svetlana emerges from the shed victorious, sticks in hand. Her eyes are on Shane. “I will destroy you.”
Ilya tries to be snarky, but his voice is still so soft. “You will not. You are out of practice and he’s Shane Hollander.”
Shane huffs, “Both of you need to stop saying my full name like that.”
Ilya makes a sound of disbelief, “Shane, I will say this once. Listen close. You have to start accepting that you are the best hockey player in the world right now.”
Shane stares at him. “Holy shit.”
“Only once. Never again.”
Shane looks at Svetlana. “Is this typical after? Psychosis?”
It’s so unexpected, Svetlana and Ilya actually both crack up laughing.
Shane smirks, leaning into Ilya as the laughter wracks through his body. He whispers. “Do I have permission to beat your oldest friend in field hockey?”
Ilya kisses his jaw. “Let her score once. She will think about it forever.”
“You’re good,” Shane sobers. “If I get up?”
Ilya nods. “Stay close. I’m good.”
Shane cups Ilya’s jaw and kisses him hard before getting up. “Say the word and we go in and switch to Xbox.”
“The word? The safe word?” Ilya’s confused.
Shane smirks. “No, sorry. It’s an expression. Say the word. Never mind. Just… tell me if you want to go in and cuddle.”
Ilya shakes his head, he starts to stand but Shane offers his hand. He tugs Ilya up.
Ilya moves to settle on the bench and Shane grabs the picnic blanket, wrapping the non-grass side around Ilya’s shoulders before dashing over to help Svetlana with the collapsible goals.
Ilya holds the blanket tightly around himself while he watches them, the goofiest smile on his lips.
Svetlana looks the happiest she’s maybe ever been–facing off against Shane. Ilya gets it. He really fucking gets it.
He also hasn’t seen her play since they were kids.
Because he’s Shane, he asks about her injury and she points out her right shoulder. He doesn’t go as easy on her as he could, but he always avoids her right side.
They stop keeping track at 17 goals for Shane, but Svetlana does sneak a couple by him. Ilya starts coaching Svetlana from the sidelines so she can see all the gaps in Shane’s defense that he does.
It’s only about 20 minutes before Svetlana’s legs give out and she falls onto the grass, starfishing on her back. “Jesus,” she's panting, face flush. “How do you do that for 60 minutes on ice?”
“Ice is cold,” Ilya says succinctly.
Svetlana lifts her head to glare at him.
“I’ve never not done it,” Shane says with a shrug. “It’s all I know.”
Svetlana tugs herself up into a seated position with noticeable effort. “Okay, I need like five showers and food. So one of you better start cooking.”
Shane offers her his hand and tugs her up. “I’ve got dinner plans set up. I’ll get started.”
She lets the momentum carry her into Shane’s personal space.
It’s because she has the same mischievous tendencies as Ilya that she lets her lips crash into Shane’s cheek. “Thanks, Hollander.”
Shane rolls his eyes. “Don’t demote me to my last name because we played hockey.”
Svetlana holds her middle finger up over her shoulder as she goes back inside.
Shane fully collapses onto the bench beside Ilya. “She’s good.”
Ilya laughs. “She’s good for amateur, yes. She used to be very good.”
“Some of those goals she scored were not me being nice.”
Another soft laugh from Ilya, “Yes, I noticed.”
Shane lets his gaze linger on Ilya and Ilya does the same back at him.
“Do you want to shower with me?”
Ilya nods. “Sure, Shane. After dinner. Sveta really will kill you if you don’t start on dinner. She is… wait I’ve heard it. Angry and hungry.”
Shane wheezes. “Hangry.”
“Yes, very hangry.”
They stand and move inside. Ilya lets Shane go first and open the door for him. He looks Shane up and down. “You, eh, you’re not hard?”
Shane blinks. “Oh. I mean. A little but… it went away.”
“Hm.” Ilya tries to beeline for the couch but Shane catches him by the picnic blanket like it’s the scruff of his neck.
“Don’t get grass all over my couch.” Shane unwraps him and replaces the blanket immediately with a much softer one.
Ilya can’t complain. He proceeds to the couch and tucks himself into the corner.
Shane starts to walk to the laundry room and stops.
He puts the picnic blanket down on the floor and moves back into the kitchen.
Ilya’s confused for a moment before he realizes that Shane is making sure to stay visible.
Ilya told him to stay close. And Shane’s still listening.
Shane may not be a dom but he’s certainly… something.
Ilya guesses they’re going to use the rest of the week to find out what.

 ★ ★ ★ 
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Svetlana returns from her shower to a spread she could’ve never imagined.
The rice cooker is steaming and on the island is a freshly chopped salad, sliced chicken breast on the side, and avocados – no extra charge.
It’s not the grandest meal of all time but she’s not surprised this is a Shane Hollander default. 
She finally finds the scruff of curly hair sticking up behind the couch and realizes Ilya must be napping. Good.
She keeps her voice low. “You cook?” 
Shane’s eyes go to Ilya first before landing on her. He shrugs. “It’s just a salad and rice.”
Svetlana laughs. “This is more cooking than any man has ever done for me.”
Shane’s brow furrows. “Ilya cooks.”
“Sandwiches.”
“That doesn’t count?”
“I got him that sandwich press just so that there would be an option for hot food at his place.”
Shane laughs softly. Then he gestures toward Ilya. “It’s good that he’s napping, right? I tried to, um, google a little.”
Svetlana sits on a stool by the kitchen island as Shane finishes washing some dishes. “It’s good that he’s napping.” She confirms as she studies Shane for a moment. He’s still so calm. Part of her wondered if he would be swayed into subspace, but it didn’t seem to hit him at all.
Shane notices that she’s watching him. “What?”
With a shrug, she tries to figure out what to ask him. “Before.” She starts, easing him into talking about it. “When you… you said to Ilya, ‘you’re not in charge right now.’” There’s a question here she could ask but she wants to see how he reacts first.
Shane’s brows furrow. “Yeah, you both… reacted to that. Why?”
Svetlana’s mystified. “Shane, imagine if he said that to you while you were in the middle of that.”
Shane’s cheeks flush. “I just meant– It was just true! Is it bad to joke during d/s? Ilya and I always joke with each other in bed.”
Understanding filters into her. “It was a joke?”
Shane nods, cheeks still red as he turns the sink off. “Yeah. I didn’t realize…”
“Okay, new question,” Svetlana needs to keep interrogating him. “I know he was hiding from you and we were speaking Russian, but the way he slipped, you’ve never felt like that before, have you?”
It’s a difficult question to answer and Shane fills two bowls with brown rice before sitting in a stool next to Svetlana. He douses his rice with furikake before offering it to her.
“What is it?” She holds the bottle and looks at the label.
Shane’s perks up, excited to share. “Furikake. Ilya hadn’t heard of it before either. It’ll change your life.”
“Can I try yours?”
He pushes his bowl towards her.
She tastes it, her eyes going wide. “Holy shit. It’s just seaweed flakes. Why is it so good?”
Shane shrugs. “Cause I needed it to distract you from your question, probably.”
She smirks at him. “So what’s your answer?”
Shane lets out a sigh. “I mean, it’s hard to know how he felt. To know if I’ve felt the same. Ilya and I…” Shane glances over Svetlana’s shoulder at Ilya’s curls. 
He taps his thumb against his spoon rapidly while he thinks, staring into his rice.
He lets out a breath before shoving a spoonful of rice into his mouth.
They’ve been doing this for so long. He can’t even remember all the times he and Ilya have had sex. There was a time when it was so precious and he would play back their last night together in his head every time he jerked off alone until they met up again.
They still don’t see each other as often as they’d like, but it’s not like it was then.
And they’ve dipped into powerplay a lot, though Shane wouldn’t have called it that back then. He didn’t think much of anything during Vegas other than… he would do whatever Ilya wanted. He was so desperate, he didn’t care what kinks Ilya had as long as he wanted Shane to be the one in his bed that night.
It should’ve been embarrassing, and it was for a bit, but then he took off his underwear and saw the way Ilya’s face changed. He realized that even though Ilya was playing as the one in power, he had just as much power over Ilya.
He listened to what Ilya and Svetlana said about that night, that Ilya should’ve been more careful with him. But he barely thinks of it as an especially kinky thing they’ve done.
He didn’t feel lost in himself the way Ilya seemed to today.
After they’d had sex, he brought up the Olympics as if nothing happened. He didn’t need aftercare or to be coaxed out of it the way Ilya had today.
Then he remembers what Svetlana said at the beginning of it. He’d understood some of the Russian. She said Ilya felt safe.
The word reverberates in Shane’s chest for a moment.
Safe.
He thinks of that night in Vegas. Shane had been so sure things were over. Ilya had ghosted him for months. And then Shane immediately went crawling back to him.
Yeah, he wouldn’t say he felt particularly safe that night.
He felt horny and desperate.
But Ilya always made it so fun. Shane never felt like an afterthought with him.
As much as Ilya tried to say it was just sex, Ilya had always taken care of him. Always gone slow and checked in with him.
There’s a reason Shane kept going back despite all the hurdles they went through. Ilya was good to him. From day one.
And he knows now why Ilya had been off after the Olympics.
Neither of them were their best selves that night.
A hand cups his neck and he feels a thumb rubbing circles into his temple.
He blinks and comes back to himself. 
Svetlana’s smiling softly at him. “I thought steam might start coming out of your ears.”
Shane laughs softly, embarrassed. “Sorry. I just… I don’t know. It’s a lot to think about. I don’t think so. I don’t think I have. Definitely not at the beginning. More recently… I’m not sure. Maybe. That night with you on the phone… after you hung up.”
He’s tapping his spoon again.
“Yeah?” She asks gently. “You think you slipped that night?”
“Maybe.” It’s a little blurry in his memory and maybe that speaks more loudly than anything else could. “Yeah, maybe. We can ask Ilya.”
“You have a hard time letting go.” Svetlana says. It’s not a question. “You think so much, you’re so focused on other people.” Her eyebrows raise as she drops her hand from Shane’s neck and takes a bite of food, looking surprised. “Fuck, maybe you are a dom.”
Shane doesn’t follow. “What do you mean?”
“Headspaces are different for everyone. Usually doms are… in tune with their partners, focused on what they need. Helping them through their emotions to find the catharsis on the other side of it.”
She takes another bite and talks with her mouth full, Shane kinda loves her for it. “Headspaces are two sides of the same coin, you know? It’s just how people respond to control. The stereotype is that people who have to be in control of a lot of things in their daily lives crave submission, to let go. People who feel a lack of control usually want the exaggerated amount of control you get from domination. I don’t think it’s totally accurate, but that’s one theory.”
She glances at Shane. “Do you usually feel like you have too much to control or that you feel a lack of control in your daily life?”
Shane snorts. “Am I on the ice or off it?”
“So a mix.”
“I guess, yeah. In case you haven’t noticed, I’m prone to panic attacks so a lack of control is something I’m used to.”
Svetlana hums, considering that. “I think it’d be good for you to try and explore submission more, see if you can fall deeper into it. Ilya and I can help you through it. Or, um, sorry. He can. I didn’t mean–”
“I’d be okay with you helping.” Shane says, eyes locked on hers.
Svetlana looks back at him.
Shane realizes he needs to be the one to reassure her now. “I get what you meant before, about how all of this isn’t just about sex. Like, sure, I’m gay but…” Words fail him for a second. He shrugs. “You’re important to me. I trust you.” He says it like it means something, and it does. “I’ve never been comfortable in bed with a girl and I’ve technically been in bed with you twice now without issue.”
Svetlana interrupts. “You can hardly count a phone call and a picnic blanket–”
“Okay, but I do count it.” He says seriously. “Really, Sveta. I feel differently about you than… fuck, than anyone.”
Svetlana keeps her tone mellow, but she has to joke it off. “What, you have a crush on me, Shane Hollander?”
And as she expected, Shane doesn’t laugh. “Something like it. Yeah, I think I do.”
Svetlana wants to trust it. She knows he means it, but he also hardly knows her still. 
Shane has been so totally open and honest with her. She’s been honest with him, but it’s not like she’s told him much about herself and her life yet. She’s talked about her sexlife with Ilya and a little bit about her job, but that was just because of the text convo he’d read between her and Ilya.
Shane doesn’t know anything about her outside of where she overlaps with Ilya and that was intentional.
She knows that. She knows she hasn’t been very forthcoming with him.
And yet… he knows her. He knows her in a way only Ilya ever has.
It’s terrifying. “You don’t know me.”
Unexpectedly, Shane laughs, ducking his head. “God, you’re the same person.” He runs a hand over his face. “Ilya denied it the first time I tried to tell him I liked him too.”
Svetlana bristles. “Okay, we’re not the same person. That’s my point, Shane. You don’t know me. We talk about hockey, and sex, and–”
“And that’s all Ilya and I ever talked about and I fell in love with him. Knowing your past isn’t mandatory for me to know who you are right here in the present. And I like who you are right here a lot.”
It’s then that Ilya decides to speak up. “Sveta, save yourself the time and believe him. He means it. I know it feels impossible, but he means it.”
Shane lets out a breath through his nose, smiling with his eyes closed. “Morning, Ilya. How long have you been eavesdropping?”
Ilya wiggles his way up so he can look at them over the back of the couch. “How long is whole time?”
“You’re such a piece of shit.”
“What, like you would not say it in front of me anyway?”
Svetlana holds up a hand. “Can you…” They quiet down. She rubs at her own temples. “Fuck, okay I need to eat. And process. And then we can talk more.”
Shane nods, eyes flicking over her face to check in on her but he doesn’t comment on anything. She needs space. He gives it to her.
He gets up and assembles a dish for Ilya before bringing that one and his own to the living room to sit with Ilya and eat while they power on the Xbox.
When Shane sits next to him, Ilya leans in and kisses his cheek.
They look at each other.
Ilya’s eyes are sparkling.
Shane doesn’t need him to say it. Ilya loves that Shane likes Svetlana this much. He’s not jealous or scared. He’s excited to talk about it more, discover more about what this is.
And actually, yeah. Shane’s excited too.
His brain is working overtime so it’s impossible to explain his branching thoughts to Ilya, but he swears it makes sense that the next words out of his mouth are, “Can I tell Rose about you?”
Ilya processes that for a second and then bursts out laughing. “Of course, Shane. I’m surprised you haven’t already.”
They finish eating while getting the MLH game set up, and when Svetlana is finished she joins them on the couch – unsurprised to see a third controller powered on and waiting for her.
She punches Shane’s arm lightly. “You and me versus the Metros.”
Svetlana can’t believe she thought Shane’s smile was fond before. It’s something entirely different now.
“Okay.” Shane says with a nod. “You and me.”
Ilya glares at her. “Traitor.”
She holds up her hands. “Hey, I’m a Raider. You’re the traitor.”
They argue in Russian while Shane smiles contentedly and starts a new three player match.
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Ilya won twice in a row until Shane started playing dirty and put his hand on Ilya’s thigh every time he was about to shoot.
Shane switches the TV to YouTube and hits play on his subscriptions so it’s a bunch of hockey analysis and cute animal videos alternating back and forth.
Ilya lounges back against the arm of the couch and pulls Shane with him, so Shane’s in Ilya’s arms, head pillowed on his chest.
Ilya kisses his forehead.
Svetlana watches them. “Feeling better then?”
Ilya’s eyes flick to hers. “Yes, I won twice. I practice fake hockey more than Shane.”
“And I practice real hockey more.” Shane snipes.
“Yes, you are huge nerd. We know.”
Shane’s eyes fall closed, feeling instantly too comfortable and warm with Ilya like this.
Ilya’s thumb is on his cheek, caressing his freckles.
This is their default, Svetlana reminds herself. It makes sense they’d fall back into it so easily, but she’s never seen Ilya bounce back to any kind of dom energy after subbing like this.
She bites her tongue. They’ve all hit their max with d/s today and she doesn’t want to bring them back into it.
“Shane,” Svetlana says instead. She gets a hum in response. “Can I tell you more about me?”
Shane’s eyes blink open. “Yes. Please.”
Svetlana nods, eyes on the TV while she talks. “I didn’t grow up in Russia the way Ilya did.”
Shane knew that in theory, but he realizes his image of them as childhood friends usually was set in Russia. He doesn’t interrupt.
“I was born in America. My dad played for Boston just like Ilya does now. He wasn’t an American citizen, but went back and forth to Russia a lot. He and Ilya’s dad knew each other well. Especially when my dad made the Russian Olympic team.”
Ilya adds, “My father, you know, was very Russian pride about sports but especially hockey. He was always very… uh, he meddled with the Olympics.”
Shane nods slowly, trying not to think too hard about the implications there or it’ll take them down a totally different track in this conversation. “Your mom?”
Svetlana laughs without humor. “My relationship with my mom is complicated, but we’ve gotten to a good place. She and my dad were seeing each other casually when she got pregnant. She wasn’t ready to settle down and have a kid, but she didn’t want to give up on me either. She and my dad reached an agreement to get married so he could get citizenship and she could use his benefits. But she wasn’t present in my life so it was really just me and my dad most of the time.” She pauses here and adds with emphasis, “It wasn’t a lavender marriage, trust me I’ve asked.”
Shane laughs softly. “How did they react to that question?”
Svetlana glances at Ilya with a smile, they’ve talked about this. “I had to explain what a lavender marriage was to my dad and he looked at me like I was insane, which is fair. My mom, I don’t really call her my mom. I call her Donya. We got back in touch a couple years ago. She laughed when I asked her and said that was fair and maybe she looked at women’s asses too long sometimes so. Yeah, she’s cool. But she’s still not really my mom. And my dad is…” She trails off, trying to decide how to describe it.
“He is okay for Russian,” Ilya fills in.
Svetlana laughs. “Yeah, I guess that’s as good a way to put it as anything.”
“Good dad.” Ilya insists. “Most of the time.”
“Not always,” Svetlana agrees, lips pursed. “But I know he tries. And I mostly grew up with Natalie, his long term girlfriend after he and Donya separated. And Natalie didn’t act like my mom. She’s like an aunt, I guess. So I’m used to the mom role in my life being more of a friend.”
Ilya presses his lips to Shane’s temple. “Shane’s parents are so perfect. He gets confused sometimes with bad family history.”
Shane tsks, “Shut up. I can listen to her without being able to relate to it.”
Svetlana smiles softly. “Yeah, and besides Shane knows what it’s like to grow up mixed in North America. My dad’s white and my mom is Black.”
A frown tugs at Shane’s lips. Hockey always left him in predominantly white spaces. Sometimes when he thinks about the pressure on him to be a good role model for Asian kids, he wonders if he’s even capable of it. All he has is his mom, and that should be plenty but… it doesn’t always feel like enough.
Is that what Svetlana means?
She continues in his silence. “Not Black enough, not American enough, not Russian enough.”
A hollow in Shane’s chest fills just a bit. “Yeah, that’s… exactly what it feels like.”
Svetlana’s smile is sad. She can’t bring herself to linger in the hard emotions this long. This is the most she’s talked about herself in years. She’s covered her parents and race, she needs to bring this back to hockey, for her own sake. “I played field hockey as a kid because there wasn’t an ice hockey league for girls in Boston at the time. I played all the way through high school and was going to get a scholarship to play in college when I fucked up my shoulder.”
“How’d it happen?” Shane asks with gentle curiosity.
She shrugs. “It wasn’t one particular thing. I pushed myself too hard. It just became totally unstabilized and all the physical therapy in the world couldn’t get me back on track to play collegiately. 
“I didn’t have a backup plan so I just went into college for business and coasted to my degree.”
Ilya attempts to lighten the mood, “This is the boring version of your life. You are leaving out all the sex.” 
Svetlana rolls her eyes. “Yes, and I was fucking all the hottest people at my university, shoulder injury be damned.”
Shane’s surprised by how hard that makes him laugh, but he can absolutely relate to irritating an injury for sex. He and Ilya have had this conversation a thousand times and yet. “People? Not just men?”
Svetlana nods. “I’m into everyone. Most people call it pansexual but I just say queer. It’s easier.”
“I’m people,” Ilya inserts himself. “We fucked a lot while she was in college. We were both in Boston and she speaks Russian. Extremely convenient for me.”
“Convenient.” She glares at him.
“And we were good friends.” Ilya says, “But you have to admit for me it was convenient to have a hot woman friend who spoke Russian when I moved to Boston.”
Svetlana taps her finger to her lips, overexaggerating focus while she looks at the ceiling. “Yes, and I remember you sneaking into my dorm and telling me about the interesting, nerdy boy you met at the Prospect Cup.”
“Sveta–”
“And I told you I watched the game and he would be better than you one day. And we had hate sex about it.”
Shane chokes on air. “Is this 2008?” He’s in mild shock. “You two were talking about me in bed in 2008?”
Svetlana nods casually. “I told you, Shane. I knew from the beginning you would make it big. I think you know my taste by now. Are you surprised if I say I have a competence kink?”
A smile bursts onto Shane’s lips. “Don’t we all?”
Svetlana’s eyes light up. “Of course this is a kink you’re familiar with.”
Shane nuzzles into Ilya. “It was a really good excuse for why I wanted to fuck him at the beginning. He was an asshole, but he’s good at hockey.”
“And I’m hot,” Ilya adds. “Is that not also very important?”
“Goes without saying, Ilya.” Shane smiles, leaning up to kiss him softly.
Ilya’s fingers play with Shane’s ear casually, like he doesn't even know he’s doing it.
They spend the rest of the night trading stories about college, or training camps, or the time between Shane and Ilya’s hookups that they haven’t actually expanded to each other about yet.
They float in the memories of who they used to be and how all of that tangled together to get them here.
Svetlana glances at the time, it’s nearly midnight. “I think I’m gonna call it. You boys okay if I go downstairs?”
Shane looks to Ilya.
Ilya nods. “Yes, I know you’ll come running if we need you. Night, Sveta”
Svetlana smirks. “Good night.”
Shane obediently switches to Russian, “Good night, Sveta.”
She’s sure there must be hearts in her eyes. “Good night, Shane.”
Ilya pinches Shane’s side. “You are such a suck up.”
Shane giggles and Svetlana’s vision of him as a dom gets blurry again.
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As soon as Svetlana is gone, Ilya and Shane’s lips find each other.
Shane rolls so he’s straddling Ilya, arms around his neck where he’s propped against the arm of the couch.
Ilya pushes Shane’s shirt up and he yanks it off, doing the same to Ilya.
They both need the skin contact.
Ilya doesn’t make to move and something snags in Shane’s brain as odd, but he just naturally steps in. “Come on. Bed.” He gets up and tugs Ilya with him.
Their pants are discarded in the bedroom and they push the door closed.
They lie naked together, still kissing.
Shane’s getting hard, but Ilya isn’t and that’s kind of what they both expected. It’s a little confusing for Ilya because it definitely has nothing to do with his refractory period. He’s just… overwhelmed. Doesn’t keep him from wanting to feel Shane’s skin against his as much as possible.
Pulling away from the kiss, Shane breathlessly asks, “Will you watch me?”
Ilya blinks. “You want to?”
“I want your eyes on me.”
Ilya nods. “Yes, okay. Whatever you want, Shane.”
So Shane touches himself. And Ilya watches.
This always came naturally to Shane in a way that still baffles Ilya. Maybe it’s because he knows his body well, maybe it’s because he’s an athlete or because he models for commercials, but when Shane touches himself like this he really does make it a show.
Ilya starts to think about before. About why he’s not ready for another round right now.
They’ve never been unbalanced like this. He doesn’t know how to–
“Focus.” Shane says sharply. “Please.” It’s desperate and commanding at the same time.
Ilya blinks, realizing he had been zoning out. Zoning out while Shane is naked in bed? Fuck, there’s something truly wrong with him.
“Can I–” Shane pants. “Can I have your fingers?”
Ilya nods, scooting closer.
Shane leans forward and Ilya lets Shane suck his fingers into his mouth, moaning around them.
When Shane releases them, he thunks back against the headboard. “In. Please, Ilya.”
Ilya presses his fingers into Shane slowly and familiarly.
“Good,” Shane moans, “thank you.”
Ilya doesn’t know why he’s not talking. He doesn’t want to miss anything Shane says or does. He’s just… listening.
“I’m…” Shane’s close, they both know it. “I’m gonna…”
Ilya kisses his jaw.
Shane tumbles over the edge and then slumps into the bed, chest rising and falling.
This is usually when Ilya gets them towels or guides them into the shower. He starts to get up but Shane’s hand falls on his thigh. “No, stay. I got it.”
So Ilya watches Shane get up and clean himself off and he feels… 
He has no idea.
What was that?
When Shane gets back in bed with a damp towel for Ilya’s hand, Ilya is still stuck on a loading screen.
Shane laughs. “What?” He takes Ilya's hand in his own and cleans it with the towel.
Ilya looks at Shane and finally finds his words. “Did you just dom for me?”
“What?” Shane’s brow furrows. “No, I just… you did a lot today. I wanted you to take it easy.”
Ilya blinks. “Yes, Shane. That’s what…”
It’s quiet between them for a moment, but Ilya can see Shane’s brow crease. He balls up the towel and launches it towards the sink and of course makes it.
Finally Shane says. “I don’t know. I guess… I could tell you still need it. I don’t really know how to do it the way Sveta does but I can at least take the lead a little if it helps.”
Ilya feels so cared for but it’s overshadowed by how guilty he feels. “I did not mean to put this on you.”
“Ilya,” Shane says, frowning. “I wish you’d ask for help more. If this is a way for you to do it, then I’m happy about it.”
“I don’t want to make you do anything you don’t want.”
Shane’s hand cups Ilya’s cheek. “I promise you, I won’t. Does that help? You and Sveta keep checking in and giving me opportunities to leave and change my mind. I haven’t, okay? I haven’t left. I haven’t changed my mind. This is new, sure. But it’s… It’s exciting?”
Ilya nods, trying to let those words settle within him. He’s trying to protect Shane but he also has to trust him. It’s true that Shane could always leave the room. He could set a boundary and not participate. This isn’t like when their relationship was casual and they both made concessions to be the one in each other’s beds. They can talk openly now and this is Shane choosing to figure this out with him.
His hand cups the back of Shane’s head to pull him in for a kiss. “Yes, yes it helps. I will trust you to…” The English escapes him. “Take care of yourself. But you need to...” He gestures with his hands, trying to figure out the word boundary. “If you need to stop, or if you don’t like something, you need to say it.”
Shane’s focused, trying to find the word for Ilya. Somehow, he gets there. “Set boundaries?”
Ilya nods, relieved. “Yes, you need to protect your boundaries. I will trust you to do that but please be careful with it. Use yellow a lot.”
Shane’s lips quirk up. “Okay. I’ll use yellow more. Check in.”
Ilya nods to himself, feeling significantly better after talking that out.
Shane’s smile softens. “I feel like you didn’t want me to notice, but Sveta’s right. You were… are very cute when you’re feeling like this. Your eyes…”
Ilya feels his cheeks heat. It’s complicated. Technically, he wants compliments like this but usually he wants them from his dom and that’s always been Svetlana. It’s difficult to accept them from Shane who has historically, though unofficially, been his sub. “What about my eyes?” He asks nervously.
“You’re usually so intense. Affectionate, but intense.” He brushes his fingers through Ilya’s hair. “It’s nice to see you… with your walls down.”
Ilya swallows. That’s what it is, isn’t it?
He should be used to being vulnerable with Shane but the dynamic shift happening between them makes it harder.
Shane’s thumb presses at the furrow on Ilya’s brow. “I love you. Seeing more of you just gives me more to love.”
With a soft sigh, Ilya nods. “Yes, I know.” He puts his hand over his heart. “I know here.” He taps his temple. “It’s harder to believe here right now.”
Shane nods. “Okay. Then we’ll work on that together, yeah?”
Ilya loves him so much. “Yes. Together.”
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Ilya wakes up first and stares at Shane’s face. He seems pretty out of it so Ilya extricates himself and pulls on some fresh clothes. He hasn’t unpacked yet so he steals some of Shane’s from the dresser. 
He sneaks into the living room and closes the door behind him to find Svetlana already set up at the kitchen island with a coffee and her laptop open.
She raises an eyebrow at him.
He sidles up next to her and presses a kiss to her temple. “You’re working already?” His hand rubs circles onto her back.
“I told you I didn’t have enough vacation days to do anything but work during the day while I’m here.”
Ilya sighs. “We must get you new job.”
She rolls her eyes. “That’s your motivation? You need me free now that having sex with me and your boyfriend is on the table?”
“Exactly,” Ilya agrees, sarcasm coloring his voice, stepping away to find himself something to snack on. 
She watches him over her laptop. “You’re feeling okay?”
He glares over his shoulder as he grabs a bowl from the cupboard. “You don’t need to check on me so much, Sveta.”
She says nothing and lets the silence rattle him while she catches up on her emails from the weekend.
He hates the silent treatment.
By the time he’s assembled a bowl of cereal, he caves. “Something happened after you went to sleep.”
Her eyes flick up to his. “Something?”
Ilya nods, eating his cereal while he stands opposite her, leaning on the counter.
She can tell he’s struggling to process, but doesn’t know what he needs to coax the words out of him more easily right now. “What kind of something?”
Ilya glances at the door to Shane’s room. “I think that he– I mean we talked about it and…” He groans. “Why am I speaking English?” He takes another bite and focuses on switching languages. The stammers turn into an uncontrolled rant, “I wasn’t ready to go again, but he was and he asked me to watch. He kept telling me what to do for him. And we talked after and agreed it was kind of… you know…” Why can’t he bring himself to describe Shane as dom out loud? 
Svetlana closes her laptop, extremely focused. “He did what?”
“It wasn’t–” He backtracks. “It wasn’t as intense as it sounds. It was just…” 
Just what? He thinks back to Focus and Can I have your fingers?
Part of him wishes Svetlana was there and could make her own judgments about it. He’s not used to talking about d/s like this. Svetlana has always been there for that. 
This is unfamiliar territory for him and acknowledging it, outside of subspace, makes his skin itch. He knows it shouldn’t bother him, but he becomes so vividly aware that he’s 1.8m tall and Svetlana is comparatively tiny. It’s harder to believe in the fantasy of how overpowering her presence can be when they’re standing here in the sunlight. But really it’s that it’s harder to believe he can let himself be meek and unguarded without some kind of consequence.
She prods. “Was it like what happened before? He was joking and it came off–”
“No.” Ilya shakes his head. “It wasn’t like before.”
Svetlana’s phone dings and she curses under her breath. “Sorry, Ilyushka. I have a meeting.” She grabs her laptop and rushes back to her room. “We’ll continue when I’m done!”
Ilya drops his forehead to the edge of the counter.
He doesn’t like feeling so off kilter.
In retrospect, he’s appreciative that Svetlana always made them talk and prepare before doing anything with headspaces. He was such a dick about it back then. He’ll apologize to her about that later. 
He doesn’t like the way he feels extra sensitive to it here with both of them. He knows that it means he trusts them, that he feels safe here, but he still doesn’t like feeling so vulnerable to it.
He hears the door open and picks his head up.
Shane’s eyes are wide. “Hey.”
Ilya takes another bite of his cereal, as if that makes it seem like he’s casual and unaffected and Shane didn’t just catch him zoned out and spiraling. “Good morning, Shane.”
“You okay?”
Ilya groans. “Tired of being asked that.” The answer is no, but he needs time to unpack it all on his own before he says it out loud.
Shane smirks knowingly, but there’s still concern in his eyes. “Sveta asked you too?”
“Yes, and I mean it. Please stop asking for like an hour at least.”
Shane holds his hands up. “Understood.”
He crosses the room and presses his chest to Ilya’s back, holding him.
They stand there for a moment in silence.
The warmth of Shane’s body is a balm, but it’s also a reminder of everything he’s scared to think of right now.
Ilya elbows him. “You fall asleep?”
Shane laughs into his neck. “I think I could.”
Ilya gestures at the abandoned coffee cup. “Sveta has to work. She ran to take a video meeting. Very annoying. You have to get her a new job.”
Shane rolls his eyes, as he lets Ilya go to find his own breakfast. “Only if she wants that, Ilya. My influence on her job stops at introducing her to my mom. Which we’re doing tonight, remember? Dinner at theirs.”
“Yes, I remember. You’re not my goalie.”
Shane smirks at the inside joke. He means ‘not my keeper’ but when the phrase had come up before, they went on a tangent about it and other sports-related idioms so now they say this instead.
Shane copies Ilya and pours himself a bowl of cereal and then they just stand in the kitchen, eating and looking at each other.
It’s disgusting, really, but this is still novel for them. They can be together. They can have mornings together.
“Shane,” Ilya says, voice going serious.
Shane nods.
“I don’t want…” Ilya lets out a breath. “The headspaces… I don’t like being sensitive to it. I don’t want to slip again today. Maybe I don’t get to decide that. Maybe it happens. But I don’t… I would prefer not to.”
Shane keeps nodding and it gets faster as Ilya talks. “Yeah, yeah of course. I, um, I’ll try to…” He realizes he doesn’t know how to help with that.
Ilya smiles softly. “What you did last night, it helped. It was very sweet. Maybe do it less today? But I don’t want you to not be you.” He pinches the bridge of his nose and lets out a harsh breath. “What I’m asking is too complicated. Sorry. You will overthink. It’s you. It will make you crazy.”
Shane puts his cereal down to cross the room and hold Ilya’s hands in his. “Hey, this is new. I don’t expect you to know exactly how to do this. And I don’t either. I mean, you’re right, I’ll overthink it. But that’s me being me, right?”
Ilya’s smile is grim. “Yes, I guess so. I don’t like causing it.”
“Too bad,” Shane tries to reassure him. “I signed up to overthink about you when I agreed to be your boyfriend. Comes with the territory.”
Ilya purses his lips, once again urging himself to believe what Shane says. He’d always expected to have problems with trust in a committed relationship, but he didn’t expect the hardest part of it to be trusting someone else to set their own boundaries, trusting that Shane really wants to take care of him and won’t lash out one day and admit it was too much. If he keeps taking from someone, won’t they want more from him? He doesn’t know how much more he has to give.
They finish their cereal and then Ilya breaks the silence by saying. “Shower with me.” He really needs to get out of his own head.
Shane deadpans at him. “I know what you’re asking.”
“Okay, so shower with me.” Ilya repeats.
Shane does that thing he does where he pretends he can resist it, but then he puts his bowl in the sink and peels off his shirt.
Ilya’s smile is devilish and he grabs Shane by the hips and pushes him back towards the bedroom and into the shower. He lets himself focus on every point of contact between his and Shane’s body, and trusts in the way they’ve learned to move together.

 ★ ★ ★ 







      

  












      Chapter 15: Hoodies and Sunshine
  



    Chapter Notes
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   ★ ★ ★ 

After their very athletic shower, Shane and Ilya settled across from each other on the couch.
Shane has his glasses on to read his book, but he has his phone beside him and focus is hard to come by right now. He keeps staring at a page and then scrolling for a bit and then glancing at Ilya - repeat.
It goes against all his instincts to have walked out of the bedroom this morning to see Ilya panicking and just… not talk about it.
Ilya is one of the first people in Shane’s life that has been around for long enough, with a deep enough connection, that he’s had to start learning how to maintain their relationship. It’s a strange and new concept, but he thinks he’s getting better at it. He used to assume everyone coped the same way as him, that offering things that helped him would also help other people.
That is demonstrably untrue with Ilya. This moment being a prime example. Through trial and so much error, Shane knows that sometimes Ilya really does just need to take his mind off things. He can’t fathom it, as someone who overthinks and wanders down every possible outcome, but it’s true. Ilya often steps away from his problems and processes them in the background, solving pieces of them over time before he’s ready to tackle it as a whole again.
So while every impulse in Shane’s body right now is screaming TALK ABOUT IT, he knows all that would do is make Ilya shut down.
He gives up on his book and sits up a bit.
Ilya catches the movement and looks up from his phone.
Shane gives Ilya the space he needs and says, “My mom’s gonna ask about the charity later.”
He can visibly see the way Ilya’s shoulders drop tension. “Obviously. She’s in charge.”
Shane rolls his eyes. “She’s not– I mean, yeah she’s running… But it’s still our charity. We’re making all the big decisions.”
Ilya holds Shane’s gaze for a second and then laughs. “Sure, Shane. She is making decisions, but she humors us. It’s okay. She’s very good at it, way better than my ideas.”
Shane frowns. “I liked the idea of us coaching our own teams during the camp.” It sounded extremely fun to get a bunch of kids amped to beat all the kids Ilya was working with.
“But the whole point is getting rid of the rivalry.” Ilya parrots Yuna. “Why recreate it at camp?”
Shane nods. “Fine, she’s right, but it sounded fun.”
Ilya shrugs. “We can just find kids and make them fight.”
Shane glares at him.
A smile spreads across Ilya’s lips and he looks relaxed again.
Shane quietly congratulates himself. If this is what Ilya needs to destress so there’s room in his head to think, then Shane can get better at not prodding him for answers.
Shane keeps his voice steady as he says, “Hayden has at least 8 by now we can draft.”
Ilya laughs, kicking Shane’s foot. “When Katya is old enough, I will invite her to the camp.” 
Every so often, Ilya will mention his niece Katerina and Shane lets him decide how serious they need to be about it. If he thinks about his niece with Alexei, it will destroy him. So usually Ilya thinks about circumstances in which he can see his niece without her father around. There’s no way to know if it’ll ever be possible, but why not hope for it? “You assume she’ll play hockey?”
Ilya shoots him a look. “She shares genetics with me.”
“Did your brother play hockey?”
“Yes, he was shit but he played.”
“What if she has his genes?”
Ilya scoffs. “No, I will train her. Katya will have the strongest backhand in Russia.”
Shane’s smile makes his words totally meaningless, “You are such an asshole.”
Chuckling, Ilya sits up to tug on Shane’s leg, so with a roll of his eyes Shane crawls up the couch to sit in Ilya’s lap.
Ilya looks up into his eyes.
These are the moments they both hold onto when they’re not here.
Neither of them used to think much about love and what it would look like to them.
Their lips meet softly.
Love looks like borrowed hoodies and sunshine streaming in through the windows.

 ★ ★ ★ 
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      Chapter 16: Now Kiss - RECAP
  



    Chapter Notes

      RECAP

Recap 1-15
Recap 16-25
Recap 25-55
Recap 55-76
Recap 77-84
Recap 85-96
Recap 97-107
Recap 108-129
Here’s what you missed in chapters 1-15 of Crowded Table…

Ilya video called Shane to show Svetlana that they’re a couple. She immediately invites herself to dinner with hockey legend Shane Hollander and the two of them stumble into a true rapport.

She attends a home Metros game where the WAGs suspect her of being Lily and she admits to being Lily’s best friend. Then she goes back to Shane’s and they watch the game back and talk about Ilya being a sub - casual.

When Shane and Ilya are finally in the same city, they call Svetlana to help translate a conversation about sex - again, casual - which naturally progresses into light phone sex voyeurism that Shane finds himself surprisingly into.

Ilya and Svetlana talk the morning after as Ilya admits he may need to pay more attention to his headspaces and Svetlana opens up about not being happy with her dead-end career.

THEY ALL GO TO THE COTTAGE.

Having a new person in his home triggers Shane, remembering how scared he was when they were caught by his dad. Ilya has the opposite reaction, feeling so safe with the two people he trusts the most he slips into subspace. With no trepidation, Shane hands Svetlana the reins and they help him through it.

Svetlana and Shane continue to grow closer as feelings spark. Tearing down some of her own walls, Svetlana decides to tell Shane about her past and let him into her heart.

Though overwhelmed in this new world of d/s, Shane tries to take the lead alone with Ilya later and realizes he sort of stumbled into soft domming.

Ilya takes some time to check in with himself and asks for some space to process, so he and Shane start prepping to talk about the charity with Yuna later while Svetlana continues wondering what changes she wants to make for her career…


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






   ★ ★ ★ 

Svetlana is nearly done clearing out her inbox but finds herself opening a new tab to google sports agent jobs.
It’s funny, it’s really not too different from what she does now yet it appeals her to so much more. The obvious implication here is that she would do this for Ilya, but she has no idea if he wants that. And if he doesn't, who would she approach? 
Would Shane introduce her to some of the Metros? Does she wait until Ilya gets to the Centaurs and scout out players there?
It’s not like sports agents typically start by sleeping with their clients’ friends, so maybe it’s better to not even have clients on Shane or Ilya’s teams. If she finds a client in Boston, does she stay there when Ilya moves away?
She closes the tab.
Lack of control, she’d told Shane. Maybe that stereotype applies to her afterall. She loves to dom.
She can see the appeal of subbing, but it’s just not interesting to her. She likes being the one in control, setting the pace, being obeyed. And Ilya’s always done it so prettily.
She squeezes her eyes closed and does her best to refocus on her inbox. She has to deal with these last few emails and then she’ll go back upstairs and see the boys and figure out what the hell happened last night.
 
It’s unsurprising to walk into the living room to Ilya and Shane showered on the couch – Ilya straddling Shane with his hand under Shane’s shirt. They’re kissing again. Do they ever stop?
She clears her throat.
Shane’s eyes open and flick to her, but Ilya doesn’t stop until Shane pulls away.
Shane’s cheeks are red. “I promise I didn’t ask you here just to…”
Svetlana laughs. “Are you really trying to convince me to believe that you, Shane Hollander, a gay man, didn’t invite me, a woman, here just for sex?”
“Well, when you put it like that.” Shane smiles as he pushes Ilya off of him. “We can behave, I swear.”
“Eh, I don’t swear.” Ilya says, but he settles on the couch and stops touching Shane.
There’s a fork in the road here where Svetlana could let her curiosity win and ask about last night, but there’s something in the way Shane is looking at her. She has no idea how, but she is getting the message loud and clear to not bring it up. They have to leave soon for dinner anyway so instead she asks. “What do I need to know about your mom?”
Shane puffs out a breath. “Loaded question, uh. She knows you’re coming, so that’s a huge advantage over when she met Ilya.” 
Ilya kicks Shane’s foot off the couch.
Shane barely reacts, just puts his foot back on the couch. “I told her it’s okay to show you my contracts as examples if you need. I think she’ll also want to talk about the foundation, uh, the charity. She’s been helping Ilya and I with it and is always looking for reliable people to bring on, especially if you’re actually thinking about moving to Ottawa.”
Shane says it so casually, but it pierces Svetlana in the chest. Holy shit, the foundation. They’d been talking about it so hypothetically she didn’t even think about that as a possibility. “The foundation needs people?”
Shane blinks and makes eye contact with her. “Uh, yeah. I don’t know too much about operations. I’m trying to learn but it’s just not how my brain works. My mom is working really hard to make sure everyone there is LGBTQ supportive because she thinks long term. So if you’re Ilya’s childhood best friend–”
“And queer.” Svetlana adds.
Shane smirks. “And queer. She’ll want to scout you for sure.”
Svetlana nods, pretending like this news didn’t totally change her perception of what her future could look like. “So she’s a business woman through and through, and she’s a boy mom.”
“Boy mom?” Shane asks.
Ilya perks up. “Wow, Shane doesn’t know an English word. Must be slang, yes? He is so offline and sheltered.”
Svetlana tries to explain quickly, “It’s the stereotype of moms who prioritize their sons over their daughters, like the son can do no wrong. Not that I mean that about Yuna, but she prioritizes you.”
“I’m an only child.” Shane says blandly, brows furrowed.
“Nevermind,” Svetlana waves it off. “Would she feel like we were in the way if we head over early or would she be impressed?”
That mischievous smirk returns to Shane’s face. “Definitely impressed.”
Svetlana raises an eyebrow. “Then let’s go.”
 
It’s as if Yuna can sense a kindred soul before they even exchange words. As soon as Svetlana is in the door, Yuna has decided she loves her. “You must be Svetlana.”
“It’s lovely to meet you. I’ve heard only good things.”
Yuna gives Shane a side eye. “Is that right?”
Ilya backs him up. “Is true, Yuna. Shane brags about you all the time. You’re the best, know the most.”
Her side eye shifts to Ilya. “And I’m supposed to take your word for it too?”
“Mom, relax. I’m not trash talking you behind your back.” Shane hugs her as he walks in looking for his dad, hugging him as well.
Ilya gets a hug from Yuna and an overdramatic kiss on the cheek. “It’s good to see you, Yuna.”
Yuna gestures over her shoulder, “David could use your help with his puzzle.” 
David comes in from the other room to shake Svetlana’s hand. “It is wonderful to meet you.”
Ilya looks at David seriously. “New puzzle? How many?”
David returns his gaze. “1,000 pieces, but I’ve made some good progress. I’ll be honest, I’m starting to flag.”
Ilya’s face hardens as if he’s preparing to jump the boards and go out onto the ice. “I’m on it.”
Svetlana throws him a look.
Ilya smirks at her as David throws his arm around Ilya and drags him into the living room. “I am a puzzle prodigy.”
Svetlana watches all this, baffled.
Her eyes slide back to Yuna and she offers her hand.
Yuna shakes it. “We don’t have to launch into business right away. Please make yourself at home. A friend of Shane’s… oh and Ilya, huh, probably not many of those just yet. You must be very special. You’re always welcome here.”
Svetlana can’t believe she blushes. “Oh, I guess that’s true.” She watches Ilya and Shane settle on the couch in the living room with David, all immediately focused on the puzzle on the coffee table.
It’s the most domestic shit she’s ever seen Ilya do.
She takes out her phone and snaps a picture.
Yuna smirks at her. “I like you already.”
Svetlana shakes her head. “Ilya’s never like this. I don’t think I’ve ever seen him comfortable around… parents.” She means it to be light, but then realizes how heavy the statement is.
Yuna nods. “He’s had a hard time, but we do our best to take care of him here.”
Svetlana didn’t know how much it was going to impact her to see Ilya find a family for himself. Her eyes well up with tears and she turns around.
“Oh,” Yuna puts a hand on her back. “Are you okay?”
Svetlana nods, blinking her eyes rapidly. “Sorry. It’s good to see him with his family. It means a lot that you can be this for him.”
Yuna analyzes the moment and somehow reads the situation perfectly. She knows when emotions need to be expanded on and when they need to be deescalated. “Maybe we can sit at the dining table with some drinks and we can get into it.”
Svetlana laughs. “That sounds perfect.” She dabs at her eyes.
Yuna gestures down the hallway. “Restroom is the door on the left if you need it.”
 
Eventually, David has to abandon the puzzle to check on dinner and get everything finished so Ilya and Shane join Yuna and Svetlana at the dining table.
“Good, come sit. I need to talk to you boys about the foundation.” Yuna beckons them over, glass of wine in hand.
She shows them how things have progressed since they last talked. Ilya and Shane have some updates of their own that they share. There’s a few things to tie up before it’s officially ready, but everything they needed to get into place before announcing it is… ready.
Shane slumps in his chair, staring at the paperwork.
Ilya stares at Shane. “What are you thinking?”
“I don’t know,” Shane says honestly, eyes still a little wide. “I knew we were working towards this, I just didn’t… expect it to come so soon.”
Yuna is fondly exasperated. “It’s been months, honey. We’re actually behind schedule.” They’re probably 3 years ahead of a normal schedule, but normal schedules have never met Yuna Hollander.
Shane still doesn’t move or change his expression. “I know.”
Ilya puts a hand on Shane’s shoulder. “If you’re still not ready–”
Shane shakes his head. “It’s just telling people we’re working together. It’s not like… It’s just publicly being your friend. And people knowing we know each other.”
Svetlana watches all of this silently, but carefully. She wants to be part of this foundation professionally, but personally she wants to help Ilya and Shane with this transition. She looks to Yuna. “What are your plans for the press release right now?”
Yuna takes out the drafted press release and hands it to Svetlana. She scans it, but shakes her head. “The statement looks great, but what else is lined up?”
Shane doesn’t follow. “What do you mean?”
Yuna answers, “It’s the middle of the season, I couldn’t expect them to be able to do press interviews to support it.”
Svetlana takes out her phone. “No, not the kind of interview you’re thinking. Do you have any connections you could tap for a profile?” She pulls up a photoshoot and written interview in Sports Illustrated.
Shane can see the gears start turning in Yuna’s head. “A written interview and photoshoot…” She takes out her own phone, scrolling through her contacts. “I do know some people at Sports Illustrated.”
Svetlana shakes her head. “That’s not the right fit. This is an exclusive. Magazines would fight over this kind of announcement. The end of the Hollander and Rozanov rivalry? I wouldn’t be surprised if you could get it picked up by Time.”
Yuna slows herself down and looks at Shane and Ilya. “What do you two think about that?”
Ilya shrugs, deferring to Shane. “I’m okay with whatever you all think is best, what Shane’s comfortable with.”
Shane’s taking very controlled breaths. “I don’t get why we want more attention on it.”
Yuna looks to Svetlana, “You wanna take this one?”
Svetlana smiles. Damn, it feels good to get approval from Yuna Hollander. “No matter how quietly you announce it, this will blow up. The less you say, the more speculation there will be. If you launch with a full profile, and have photos to soften people up, you get to control the narrative from the beginning. There will still be speculation, but it’ll be far less credible.”
Shane’s starting to understand but he’s still not convinced. “Okay, sure, but what’s the narrative? We get a full profile of a lie. They’re gonna ask how we met, how long we’ve known each other.”
“So tell the truth, just leave out the sex.” Svetlana fights back.
Shane narrows his eyes. “It’s not that simple. We’re supposed to be loyal to our teams. If suddenly I say Ilya and I have been friends for ten fucking years, the Metros will riot. I’m their captain. They wouldn’t be able to trust me.”
“Yes,” Ilya agrees. “My team would be the same. It’s a long time to lie about a friendship.”
Yuna weighs in. “Shane, I agree about the profile but we definitely have to work out what your story is. I know you don’t want to lie–”
“I don’t.” Shane says harshly. “Once we lie, we have to keep lying. I can’t do that, not to my team.”
“We are already lying, Shane.” Ilya reminds him gently.
“It’s not the same,” Shane mutters. “Now we’re omitting the truth. If we outright lie to the press… that’s different.”
Ilya looks to Svetlana and mouths ‘omitting’?
Svetlana laughs under her breath. She translates, “Omitting the truth.”
Shane glances at Ilya, “Sorry.”
Yuna raises an eyebrow. “I should’ve realized you speak Russian if you’ve known Ilya all your lives.”
“I’m learning,” Shane says almost to distract himself.
David checks in from the kitchen. “Sorry to interrupt all this brainstorming, but I’m almost ready in here if you can get the table cleared off.”
Yuna stands, “Yes, of course. I’ll get plates.” She looks at her son. “Think about it.”
“Yeah, I am.” Shane says stiffly.
Ilya reaches his hand out to Shane’s neck so his thumb can massage Shane’s jaw. “You will give yourself migraine.”
Shane relaxes his jaw. “I’m okay.”
Svetlana understood, in theory, what it meant for Shane and Ilya to be hiding this but witnessing this conversation is totally different. She starts to really understand what’s at stake, both for Shane and Ilya and the impact an announcement like this would have not only on their teams but on the entire league.
Svetlana switches her attention to Ilya. “You’re not worried?”
Ilya shrugs. “People assume the worst from me. Knowing Mr. Perfect is like… worst thing I could do. And you know, fuck the league. Shane and I are always top players. What are they gonna do?”
“Fire us.” Shane says harshly. “Trade us. Revoke my captain’s title. I don’t want to move backwards, Ilya.”
“You are the best,” Ilya says fiercely. “They would be fools to demote you.”
“If my team doesn’t trust me anymore, they’d have to.”
Svetlana has to ask, “None of your teammates know you even know each other?”
Ilya takes it. “No, they don’t know. The most they know is that I text Jane for years, and he texts Lily. Like you knew before we told you.”
“Can you test the waters with any of them? Start small?”
“Test the waters?” Shane asks. “What, like just tell someone we know each other?”
Ilya purses his lips. “You can tell Pike.”
Shane glares at him. “Hayden hates you.”
“I hate Pike, we are even.”
“No, you don’t.”
Ilya brushes that away. “Still, you can tell him we’re friends. You trust him. You could even tell him how long. See what he thinks about what to say to the rest of the team.”
Shane’s jaw starts to clench again. “He’d tell Jackie.”
“And who would Jackie tell?” Ilya prods.
Shane’s eyes fall closed. “I could tell her not to tell the other WAGs. She likes me too much to spill that to them.”
Ilya gestures at Shane as he tells Svetlana, “He is like their fifth child. It’s disgusting.”
“He’s my friend, Ilya.” Shane says without opening his eyes.
Svetlana smirks. “Okay, so it seems like you can tell him about it. Ilya, no one on the Raiders? Not even Cliff?”
Ilya thinks about it really hard. “Eh, I don’t know. Maybe. Cliff is… he’s nice but… I don’t know. I am not close with Cliff like Shane is with Hayden.”
She glances back at Shane. “And you haven’t told Rose yet, right? Maybe we can pick her brain.”
Shane blinks his eyes open and frowns. “She knows I’m gay, though.”
“Yes, but she knows hockey,” Ilya adds. “Good perspective on reveal of us. Especially since she’s an ex Metros WAG.” Ilya’s tone goes snarky at the end.
Shane glares at Ilya. “And she and I know what it’s like for the public to get a hold of an unexpected connection.”
Ilya’s lips turn down at the corners. “Yes, Rose Landry knows what it’s like for everyone to know you’re her boyfriend.”
“Ilya…” Shane’s tone is half concerned and half scolding.
“No, it’s fine. I like her. She’s your friend. I hated her for a little. Not anymore. She’s funny.”
Yuna of course chooses that moment to return with dishes.
Ilya catches the movement of her entering the room and drops the emotion from his face, clearing his throat.
Shane interrupts with a progress report to prove he’s in fact thinking about it. “Svetlana thinks we could try and tell a teammate or two first. Maybe Hayden.”
A spark enters Yuna’s eye. Her gaze zeroes in on Svetlana. “Where have you been all this time?” She looks pointedly at Shane.
Shane holds up his hands. “Don’t look at me. If you wanna recruit her, just ask.”
“Shane!” Yuna scolds. “Have some tact.”
Svetlana saves him, “I’ve been looking for an opportunity for a career change. I’d love to have a discussion about what the foundation needs in terms of staffing.”
Yuna’s smile is calculating. “I was also thinking of potentially finding someone to help with Shane’s sponsorships if I move more fully into focusing on the foundation. You seem to know him well. Is that something you’d consider?”
Svetlana’s eyes go to Shane.
Shane’s looking right back at her.
It’s not like any of this is romantic, but something about having Shane’s mom recognize the bond they share, that she’s asking Svetlana if she’d consider being the one to take over Shane’s public brand. It feels so incredibly intimate.
Time pauses for a moment as they hold each other’s gaze. Something in Shane relaxes for the first time in this whole conversation. “Svetlana would be incredible at that.”
Svetlana doesn’t often find herself speechless. “Yeah… I mean, it’s really kind of you to consider me for something like that.”
Ilya switches to Russian. “Now kiss.”
Svetlana glares at him.
Shane blushes and changes the topic immediately. “Safe to assume you both want some vodka?”
“After dinner, Shane.” Ilya smirks.
Yuna raises her eyebrows. “So the three of you have a secret language.”
“No secret,” Ilya teases. “Everyone can know Russian.”
Shane shuts that down immediately. “Mom, I would love it if you didn’t learn Russian.”
Yuna shrugs. “Maybe a few phrases could be useful.”
“Mom.”
“Dinner’s ready!” David brings the food out into the middle of the table and they all serve themselves.
By the end of the night, Yuna’s drafted a job offer for Svetlana to consider and Ilya finds the last puzzle piece under the couch.

 ★ ★ ★ 
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      Chapter 17: You Loved Her For Real
  








   ★ ★ ★ 

When they get home after dinner, Ilya asks if he can talk to Shane alone so they go for a walk and sit on the boulder by the water.
Ilya bumps his shoulder against Shane’s. “Tell me what you’re feeling about Svetlana.”
Shane lets out a breath. “I had a feeling that’s what you were going to ask about.” He stares out at the water. “I don’t know. I told you, I like her a lot. When she joked about a crush… I realized that didn’t feel totally wrong. But it has to be. I’m gay. I don’t like her like that, and definitely not instead of you.”
Ilya listens carefully. “It’s very similar to how I feel for her.”
Shane’s eyes flick to Ilya’s. “Really?”
Ilya nods, then gestures in a so-so motion. “I’m bi, so it’s a little different. She’s a very attractive woman. You don’t think so, right?”
Shane hesitates. “I mean, she’s beautiful.”
Ilya pauses for a moment, gauging Shane’s reaction, as he asks, “More than Rose Landry?”
Shane sighs. “Ilya–”
“No, I’m being serious. I know you said sex didn’t work with her. Is it different for Sveta?”
Shane makes a face and looks back out at the water. “No, I don’t think so. I’m not tempted to go to bed with her without you.”
“Hm,” Ilya raises his eyebrows. “You would be naked with her if it’s with me?”
Shane swallows nervously. “Um, I don’t know.” He ducks his head. “Why does that scare me to consider?”
“Because you are gay.” Ilya nuzzles his nose to Shane’s cheek. “But you love her.”
Shane’s eyes close and he leans into Ilya’s touch. “That doesn’t make any sense.”
Ilya pulls back. “I love her, but not romance. You love her the same?”
Slowly, Shane shakes his head. This should scare him more, but the past few days have been… He knows Ilya will be open to talking through this and Shane would rather bare his heart completely than try to wade through this on his own. If he’s hiding from the rest of the world, he doesn’t want to spend a single second hiding from Ilya. “It’s not that yet, but it feels like… it could be. Maybe, one day.”
Ilya lets out a long breath. “I do not have enough English for what I want to say.” He takes out his phone. “Hold on…” He mumbles, scrolling.
Shane waits patiently, resting his head on Ilya’s shoulder.
Finally, Ilya makes a satisfied sound. “I think I found it.”
Shane takes Ilya’s phone from him. “Ilya, this is an entire wikipedia page.”
Ilya tsks, “The top. Right here.”
Shane reads it out loud, “The split attraction model is a model in psychology that distinguishes between a person's romantic and sexual attraction, allowing the two to be different from each other.”
“Yes,” Ilya hums. “They can be different.”
Shane reads it again to himself, then scrolls for a bit but the rest of the page gets too technical. “What, so it’s saying… I can want to have sex with guys but be in love with women?”
“Exactly, yes. Or for you, sex with men and in love with anyone, I think. Maybe.” He pauses. “I think maybe you loved Rose for real.”
Something in Shane fractures. It’s one thing to think about this in relation to Svetlana. But to have Ilya suggest that what he felt for Rose was real…
He feels his eyes well with tears. “Oh.”
“Hey,” Ilya puts his phone away and grabs Shane’s face in his. “It’s okay. You’re okay.”
Shane collapses into Ilya’s chest. “I thought… I don’t know what I thought. I guess I just believed that being gay meant…”
Ilya holds him. “Do you still love her? Rose?”
“No,” Shane says softly. “Maybe I could’ve, if it worked and we were together longer. But it was true when I told you we weren’t compatible. She’s my friend.”
“Okay.” Ilya says, guilty at how relieved he is to hear that. It’s one thing for Shane to have feelings for Svetlana. He wasn’t sure how to feel about the same being true for Rose. “You love so easily, you know. I like you being mine. I want the entire fucking world to know you’re mine. But I understand if maybe one day you’re hers too.”
Shane sucks in a breath. “That’s… Hers too?” Neither of them even say Svetlana’s name but they don’t have to.
Ilya leans back, looking into Shane’s eye with a sad smile. “Threesome is not the only option. Loving multiple people is possible too. Romantic and sexual are different. Sexual is threesome. Romantic is, um…”
Shane stares at him blankly. “Polyamory?”
“Yes, polyamory.”
Shane can’t quite wrap his head around that. “That’s a lot to think about.”
“No rush. No pressure. I just want you to be able to think about it. It’s okay if it’s not that. But I want you to… feel. I’ve been with many people. You’ve been with me, Rose, those boring flings before me, and… that girl you talked about from school you were with for like two months.”
The corner of Shane’s mouth lifts a tiny amount. The boring flings as Ilya refers to them were terrible attempts at compulsory heterosexuality. He’d actually discussed it with Ilya finally. It wasn’t an easy conversation, but he’s glad they had it.
“Sarah.”
“You know all their names. I cannot even begin.”
“Okay.” Shane doesn’t see where he’s going with this.
Ilya cups Shane’s face in his hand. This should scare him. He knows, in theory, it should terrify him to give Shane this permission. But it’s Shane. He loves this man so much, but even more than that he knows this man so well. “It’s okay for you to explore. I know you will always come back to me. I’m not scared. I am your person. You are mine.”
Shane is upset that as good as Ilya’s English is, fluency for a conversation like this is extremely difficult. He’s holding his own but Shane gives him grace that what he’s saying may not be exactly what he means. “I don’t want this to be open. I don’t want it to be anyone. Just Sveta.”
“Yes, that’s what I mean. If there’s ever someone else… you tell me, but–”
Shane’s shaking his head. “I don’t think there will be.”
They both sit with that for a moment, watching the water. Then Ilya finally says what they’re both thinking. “She’s special.”
“Yeah.”
“Yes, I think so too.”
Shane knows this is going to take some time to absorb, but if they’re having this conversation now, he wants to clear the air fully, “It’s okay with me too. For you and her. What I said the other day, about you being with her in Boston if you need it. I didn’t mean it then. You were right. I mean it now, though. If you need her, that’s okay with me. I want you both to tell me if anything is happening and like… I don’t know, maybe update me after? If that’s not weird? But it’s okay. I want you to be able to be with her.”
Ilya swallows down the emotions he feels about that. “Maybe. I will have to ask her first. It’s her decision too.”
“Right, of course.”
Ilya lets out an exaggeratedly long breath and raises his voice into a more playful tone. “We have had insanely big day, Hollander. So many emotions. Too many for one day.”
Shane shoots a look at him. “Are you last naming me to try and rein in your emotions?”
“I don’t know what you mean.” He crawls off the rock. “It’s cold, let’s go in.”
Shane jumps down too.
They start walking back and then look at each other…
And take off running.
Shane makes it inside first.
“You cheated.” Ilya insists.
Shane rolls his eyes, glancing around, but it seems like Svetlana went to her room already. 
Ilya catches Shane by the hips and walks him back to press him against the kitchen island. They kiss gently.
Shane noses at Ilya’s jaw after. “Will you fuck me before my game tomorrow?”
Ilya snorts. “Fuck, Shane. Why not tonight?”
Shane shrugs. “Old habits die hard. My stats are better at the games after we saw each other.”
Ilya looks at Shane like he’s insane in the same way Ilya is insane, with a giant smile on his face. “You checked?”
“Worse,” Shane laughs. “My mom pointed out my best games and I realized they were all the days we met up before a game.”
Ilya wheezes. “So you want me to fuck you because your mom noticed it makes you better?”
Shane turns red. “You didn’t have to say it like that.”
“You realize,” Ilya kisses him again, “if you keep having good stats like that. She will also know why now.”
Shane shrugs. “Maybe some embarrassment is worth the better stats.”
Ilya looks at Shane like he hung the stars. “You are unbelievable.”
Shane’s grin goes cocky. “Someone told me recently I’m the best hockey player in the world. I have to live up to that.”
“I’m never saying it again.”
“You will.”
They make their way to the bedroom, but stay up another hour talking softly about how to break the news to Hayden, Rose, and Cliff.

 ★ ★ ★ 







      

  












      Chapter 18: Are You Being Nice to My Best Friend?
  



    Chapter Notes

      if you haven't already noticed, i am willingly being ignorant to hockey practice and game schedules. like i KNOW their week at the cottage mid season is NOT POSSIBLE but did you consider that i could be Wrong On Purpose in favor of Good Content? ahahaha i started wondering if i should scrap the cottage thing when i first started writing it and then was like.... no i want them all in the same room. so here we are

i have an important stressful presentation later tonight so i am posting this because 1 this chapter brings me immense joy 2 im hoping it also brings you all immense joy and i can vibe with you all in the comments about it~







   ★ ★ ★ 

Svetlana gets banished from the upstairs entirely so Shane and Ilya can have morning sex before Shane drives to Montreal for the game. Shane has one mode and it’s: Achieve Task, so he’s also planning to stay the night in Montreal so he can talk to Hayden after the game. As tempting as it was to go, Svetlana decides to stay with Ilya to watch the game with David and Yuna.
 
The offer letter is on Svetlana’s desk, staring at her: Executive Assistant and Brand Manager, The Irina Foundation. The problem is that she should think longer about this, it’s a major life change and an immigration issue though Yuna’s already promised the foundation would sponsor her work visa. And Yuna already reviewed her entire CV. And she essentially nailed both an interview and a sample campaign pitch.
When she was thinking about the sports agency job on its own, it felt like the right direction but something was missing.
Yuna explained that this job would just be with the foundation, it wouldn’t include any of the sponsorship deals. Once the foundation goes live, if it was still something she wanted to do then Svetlana could do contract work as Shane’s agent. 
It’s a patchwork of responsibilities, but it activates all the pieces of her brain that the luxury car industry has dulled.
It’s her dream job.
She thinks about late night paperwork and vodka, travel that has only become worth it very recently, and perks that she’s never cared to use. She thinks about the benefits and the fact that her health insurance would go away and has to keep reminding herself that Canada has universal health care.
It’s her dream job.
The last thing she does before shutting her computer for the day is send in her two weeks notice before signing the job offer to return to Yuna.
 
Yuna pops a bottle of champagne at 3pm when Svetlana brings her the paperwork. Then she turns around and surprises them with Metros gear which Ilya spends almost a full hour playing up how he absolutely will not wear it but nearly purrs like a kitten once they wrestle a Metros jersey with Shane’s name and number onto him.
Svetlana stands behind Ilya and takes a selfie, showing her with a Metros track jacket and Ilya from behind in Shane’s jersey.
Svetlana: good luck today ;) [Image Attached]
Jane: No fucking way
 
Jane: What did they promise you to make you do that
Lily: do what
Jane: Sveta told me about the jersey
Lily: what jersey
Jane: Don’t play dumb, she sent me a picture
Lily: there’s no jersey fdsalk;jdfafdsdfk;a
Lily: hi s here, i stole the phone. lily is literally so happy wearing your number its insane
Lily: i am wearing a boston shirt
 
Svetlana: this is 100% going to be this a sex thing when you’re back tomorrow
Jane: Noted
 
The Metros win and unfortunately the first thing Shane thinks about is his mom being right about his stats.
He shakes it off as he packs up. “We’re still on for tonight?” Shane asks Hayden.
“‘Course, dude. The kids will probably be asleep already but Jackie hasn’t seen you in a minute. She might be asleep too though. Kid four kicks like you wouldn’t believe.”
Shane tries to remember how to talk to straight people after spending so many days with Svetlana and Ilya. “When’s she due?”
“Two more weeks! So you know, any second.” There’s a tension in Hayden’s voice. “Not ideal mid-season, but nothing’s ever the right time.”
 
They drive separately to Hayden’s so Shane calls Ilya to try and calm himself down during the 15 minute drive and hears Svetlana and his parents in the background the whole time watching the game back. Fuck. He loves them.
He parks at Hayden’s and takes a deep breath.
Ilya reassures him. “It will be fine. Hayden loves you, remember?”
“I know. And I’m just saying we’re friends. I’m such an anxious mess, though. He’ll know it’s more, won’t he?”
Ilya pauses. “It’s okay if he does, Shane. If you want to tell him everything you can, but try and just tell him about the foundation. But if you tell him everything… that’s okay too.”
“That’s terrifying.”
“It is, yes. But maybe good.”
“I’ll call after.”
“I love you.”
“I love you too.”
 
The first red flag is that when Hayden offers Shane a beer, he accepts it.
Hayden stares at the beer in Shane’s hand. “Okay, so should I be worried?”
Shane feels so calm, cool, and collected. “What?”
Hayden points at the beer. “You’re drinking. During the season. Are you, like, dying or something?” Then he makes a face. “Fuck, I shouldn’t joke about that.”
Shane holds a hand up. “You’re fine, no. I’m not– I’m not sick or anything.”
Jackie did end up being asleep already so they’re awkwardly standing in the kitchen and if there’s one thing Shane hates, it’s standing up during hard conversations. “Can we sit?”
Hayden gestures wildly. “See, man?! Something’s totally wrong.” But he moves to the living room to sit on the couch.
They keep their voices as low as possible to not wake the kids, but Hayden’s kids have slept through a full hockey team watching playoffs. They can sleep through anything at this point. 
Once settled, Shane centers himself as best as he can. “I do have to tell you something kind of serious. It’s not that serious but I think it’ll surprise you and I don’t really know how you’ll react.” He pauses, trying to gauge Hayden’s reaction. He seems mostly curious, some of the concern has been assuaged. Shane admits, “I’m freaking out, but I freak out over everything.”
“Yeah,” Hayden actually finds comfort in that. “That’s true.”
Shane smiles half heartedly. “Okay.” The foundation. Friendship. “I’ve been working on something, a foundation. Like a summer camp for kids. For hockey. Obviously. It would benefit mental health and suicide prevention.”
Hayden’s eyebrows are up. “Fuck. That’s awesome, man. How the hell do you find time for shit like this? And why would this shock me?”
Shane chews on his lip a second. “I’m working on it with another player, someone who also has a really significant connection to the cause. And you don’t know that I know him.”
This all mostly makes sense to Hayden. “I don’t know that you know him? Okay, someone from another team, I assume?”
“Yeah.” Shane says. He knows he must look terrified. He’s trying so hard not to, but his heart is pounding out of his chest. He can’t believe he’s about to say Ilya’s name in front of Hayden. It’s been so forbidden for so long. What if he read this wrong? What if Hayden doesn’t love him enough for this? He knows he’s overreacting, but he can’t help the thought of what if he isn’t? It’s not impossible for this to go horribly wrong. He knows Hayden and there’s a reason he’s trusting him enough to tell him this, but there’s still the chance of this going wrong.
He tries to hold onto everything Ilya, Svetlana, and his parents have been saying.
Hayden can see that Shane’s struggling. “What team?” He tries his best to assist. Shane’s not only his captain, but also one of his closest friends. Whatever this is about, he wants to help Shane through it. 
Shane laughs and it comes out a little frantic. Fuck, he needs to calm down. “Um… Boston.”
“BOSTON?” Hayden barks out the word and then glances towards the bedrooms and lowers his voice. “Boston?!”
“I know,” Shane holds up his hands. “I know, Hayd. Trust me.”
Hayden lets out a breath. “Okay, wow. Yeah. Shock, you were right on that.” He’s trying to think through their roster for who Shane would get along with well enough to start a charity foundation with. “Who the hell do you know from Boston? I’ve never seen you even talk to any of them.”
Shane nods, averting his eyes. His thumb is tapping against his beer bottle rapidly. “I knew people would freak about it if they knew so I’ve been, you know, keeping it…”
“Secret.” Hayden supplies.
Shane nods again, forcing the words out of his mouth. “Yeah. You can understand why, right?”
“Yeah, Shane. I can understand why.” The words come out a little tense. Hayden’s still wrapping his head around this, but he can also see the way fear is choking Shane right now. He takes a breath. “So. You’ve somehow befriended a Raider. And you both have ties to mental health causes. And you like this guy enough to start an entire charity with him. So I can’t be too pissed at this guy if this is important to him and he’s smart enough to say yes when you asked him to do this. I assume you asked him to do it.”
Shane smirks. “It was a mutual idea.” That I pitched at 3am, but Shane leaves that out. “It would be named after his mom, Irina. He lost her to suicide when he was 12.” Maybe that’s playing dirty, but Shane needs this to go over well. He feels guilty about it but sees Hayden soften.
“Oh, fuck. I’ve never heard that from Boston. Someone private who doesn’t do a lot of interviews? I mean, I guess so if you’ve been keeping a secret friendship this whole time.”
Shane still can’t say it and he knows that makes it worse.
Hayden reaches out and pats his knee. “I think I get why you’re freaking out. You’re our captain and you’re friends with a Raider. But I know you, Shane. I know you wouldn’t, like, spill team secrets or jeopardize a game. Boston was the hard part right? Just tell me which player it is. No big deal.”
Unfortunately, Hayden is about to eat his words but Shane can’t handle the anxiety anymore so he spits the name out of his mouth. “Ilya Rozanov.”
Hayden blinks at him and then bursts out laughing. “Sure, give me a hard ball so the next name out of your mouth makes more sense.”
Shane’s shaking his head. “No, Hayden. I’m friends with Ilya Rozanov.”
Hayden stares at Shane and sees how absolutely dead serious he is. “That’s not…” For maybe a full minute, there is not a single thought in Hayden Pike’s brain.
Ilya Rozanov is one of the biggest bullies in the entire MLH . Hayden’s never heard a nice thing out of Rozanov’s–
Well, that’s not entirely true. Hayden’s occasionally overheard Ilya talking to his teammates, checking in and hyping them up. He supposes there’s a reason the guy’s a captain, but it’s easy to forget based on the chirps that seem to endlessly come out of his mouth.
Shane prompts him. “Fuck, Hayden. Say something.”
Hayden finally says, “You hate him.”
It’s exactly what Shane’s mom said and it hurts that he can’t say what he said to her. Shane makes a face and tries to smile through the stress. “We have a lot in common.”
Hayden loses it. “You? With Rozanov? Shane, no two people have ever had less in common.”
Shane gets defensive. “You don’t fucking know him, do you? I told you before, it’s an act. He’s a good guy.”
Hayden stares at him again. “You’re serious. You’re seriously calling Ilya Rozanov a good guy?”
Shane puts his beer down and drops his head between his knees. He can’t do this.
He knew this was going to be hard, but not this hard.
Hayden scoots closer, putting his beer down too. “Shane. Hey, I’m sorry. You have to know it’s hard to believe.”
It’s then that Shane realizes this is always how this conversation is going to go. People are always going to tell them how hard it is to believe that they even know each other, that they like each other much less love.
He feels the temptation to tell Hayden everything, but he can’t. Coming out as Ilya Rozanov’s friend is still easier than coming out as gay, somehow.
An insane thought pops into Shane’s head. He sits back up. “Jackie told you about Svetlana, right? That she came to our game and sat with the WAGs?”
Hayden nods, confused by the change of topic. “Yeah, Lily’s friend. Still no Lily, but we’re getting closer.”
Shane nods to himself. This could work. “Svetlana is also friends with Ilya. She lives in Boston.”
Hayden’s thrown for a loop. “Woah, small world. Does Lily know Rozanov too?”
Fuck, Shane didn’t even realize he used Ilya’s first name but Hayden didn’t seem to notice. Maybe he can? Friends use each other’s first names. He calls Hayden by his first name. He can say Ilya now, right?
“Yeah,” Shane figures it’s not a lie. “Lily knows Rozanov.”
Hayden’s face turns serious. “And does Lily like Rozanov?”
What a fucking question. Shane can’t help laughing and saying, “Sometimes.” Then he laughs again. “No, sorry. Yes. It’s a whole thing.”
“Holy shit,” Hayden stares at him. “You have inside jokes with your girlfriend and Rozanov?”
“Yeah,” Shane can say honestly, “tons of inside jokes.”
Hayden starts to calm down. “How long?”
Shane picks his beer back up, takes a nervous swig, and quietly says, “Um, years.”
“Years?” Hayden’s eyes bulge. “Since when, Shane?! Give me a date!”
Shane tries to calculate when the hookups started to include conversations after. Was it the whole time? “Maybe… 2010 ish?”
“Te–” Hayden chokes. “Shane. That’s eight years ago. That’s your rookie season! Is the entire rivalry a sham?”
Shane has to admit that. “Kinda.”
“What the fuck.” Hayden falls back on the couch and stares at the ceiling. “Hollander versus Rozanov. And you’ve been friends the entire time? How is that possible? All the press. You… you guys hate each other.”
“Okay, please stop saying that.” Shane has to set that boundary for himself at least. “We’ve never hated each other. I mean, I hated him when he got first draft pick over me. But that’s kind of the only time.”
Hayden sits back up. “Show me your texts.”
Shane’s heart seizes. “What?”
“You’ve been friends with the guy for eight years. Show me your texts.”
Shane… did not foresee this. “That’s… an invasion of privacy.” He has no idea where the words come from but he’s grateful he could think of anything to say to that.
Hayden rolls his eyes. “Sorry, forgot I was talking to Mother Theresa. Then tell him to call. I just need confirmation he’s not actually an asshole to you.”
“Being an asshole is h–” his love language, Shane was going to say and stops himself, “uh, is how you know he likes you.”
Hayden scoffs. “Then he must love every player in the MLH.”
Shane resolutely does not react to that.
If he was just friends with Ilya, he would still be under a fake name, right? He could probably change Ilya’s name in his phone and have Ilya call him. Just as long as he’s not at Shane’s parents anymore and they don’t do video.
“Restroom.” Shane gets up unceremoniously. 
Hayden rolls his eyes. “You’re delaying the inevitable,” he calls after him.
Shane locks the door behind him.
Jane: Hayden wants me to call you for proof that we’re actually friends and you’re not a total asshole to me
Lily: being an asshole is how i show i care
Jane: That’s what I said
Jane: What name would I have saved you as if we were hiding being friends?
He sends it and deletes the text from his end just in case.
Lily: lily
Jane: Not helping
He deletes those too.
Lily: you are boring so initials? IR?
In all honesty, yeah. That’s probably what Shane would’ve done and that’s a horrendous idea.
Jane: Too obvious
Lily: you are hiding in the bathroom?
Jane: Yeah
Lily: okay. i love you. this doesnt matter. save me as james or something idk. i’ll call you in 5 minutes so you don’t have to unlock your phone or open texts. delete all this
Jane: I love you too. Yeah, already deleting. Okay. Five minutes. We’re FRIENDS.
James: bestie 
Jane: Behave
James: as your friend? absolutely not. we’re home so your parents will not be in background
Shane should probably focus on Ilya thinking ahead the same as he did about his parents in the background, but his eyes are focused on we’re home.
He has no idea if Ilya even realizes what he just said.
He takes a screenshot and saves it to a locked folder before deleting everything.
He stares at the text history. Even if somehow Hayden scrolls up a little, Svetlana provided the perfect cover with the way she phrased the texts about the jersey.
Shane flushes the toilet to keep up his ruse and then actually washes his hands before walking back out.
Hayden’s smirking. “How was your secret meeting with the enemy?”
“Fuck you. He’s gonna call in a bit.” Shane sits back on the couch.
Hayden purses his lips. “I’ve had some time to process and it’s occurred to me that you’re the top two players in the league and like you said, you probably have a lot in common. I also remembered what you said about his mom. I guess the stereotype about pushing people away when you’re in pain is true.”
Shane doesn’t love that Hayden is now psychoanalyzing Ilya, but it’s better than continuing to say they hate each other.
He nods. “Yeah, he’s a great player.”
Hayden makes a face but stops himself from commenting on that. “And you played super well together at the All-Star game. And honestly this explains a lot about that day you went down during the Boston game and he wouldn’t leave the ice.”
Shane feels himself start to blush and ducks his head. “Uh, yeah. He was, um, freaking out.”
Will everyone make these same connections this quickly? Svetlana was right to suggest this before doing a more public announcement.
“Didn’t he visit you in the hospital after?”
“Yeah. I was high as shit. Apparently I said a bunch of dumb things. He’s still teasing me about it.” Because he thought it was the cutest thing he’s ever seen. Shane doesn’t say that part.
His phone rings and the name James pops onto the screen.
Hayden raises an eyebrow. “Fake name?”
“Obviously,” Shane says under his breath and rushes to answer the phone. “Hey, I’ll put you on speaker.”
“Hello, Pike. Are you being nice to my best friend?”
Shane can’t help the laugh that bursts out of him. He drops his face in his hand. “Jesus, Ilya.”
Hayden’s silent.
Shane looks up. “What, did you not believe me?”
Hayden stares at the phone. “Ilya Rozanov just called you.”
Ilya snarks back. “I am still here. And could say something mean, but I promised I would be nice. It’s hard for me.”
Shane can’t stop smiling. He had no idea what to expect from Ilya pretending their relationship is platonic but if he doesn’t get his reaction under control, Hayden is going to know something else is going on.
Hayden gestures with both his hands. “Your entire vibe shifted.”
Shane’s so bad at this. “Uh.”
Ilya tries to help…in his way. “Yes, this is what calling your best friend does. Because it’s me, not you.”
Shane glares at the phone. “Chill out, man.”
No one really knows what to say, but Ilya knows one thing that calms Shane down more than anything. “The ref should’ve called that foul in the second period. That was bullshit.”
Shane’s focus shifts entirely. “Thank you! As if we don’t have fucking replays. It was criminal.”
Ilya hums. “And you should have scored three. You hesitated on your last approach. Why?”
“I didn’t hesitate.”
“You did.”
“I didn’t see the shot.”
“It was right in front of you. What didn’t you see?”
“If they saved it they were in position to run it back. And we were ahead.”
“Oh, so you don’t want to catch up to me in scoring race?”
Hayden finally says something. “This is crazy.”
Shane blinks and remembers that Hayden is even here.
Hayden has been watching this entire back and forth, shocked to see Hollander and Rozanov interact off the ice and even more shocked to see… it’s exactly as Shane said. They’re both the best. Of course they call each other after games and criticize each other.
Ilya continues to fill in the silence, “You played okay, Pike. Not your worst game.”
Hayden rolls his eyes. “Thanks, I guess.”
Shane smirks, “Say something nice, I know you can do it.”
Hayden looks skeptical.
Shane raises his eyebrows. “You’re making a good impression with my friend, right? You can say one nice thing about him.” For me goes unsaid.
Ilya makes a show of groaning loudly. “I guess I can think of one tiny thing. First period, you made a blind pass. I regret to say, it was like poetry. Puck went right to Shane. He didn’t need to adjust. Perfect play.”
“Fuck,” Hayden’s eyebrows are up. “You guys really are friends.” His memory of the previous conversation pours back into him. “Shane told me about the foundation, about what it means to you. I’m sorry about your mom.”
Shane cringes.
Ilya’s quiet on the line. “Thank you, Pike.” The words are robotic.
Shane lowers his voice. “Sorry, I should’ve asked.”
“It’s okay, Shane. The charity is named after her. People will ask.”
Hayden realizes a question he hasn’t asked yet. “How did you two even meet? Like other than on the ice. How did this even start?”
Images of a shower, a gym, and a hotel room flash through Shane’s mind.
Ilya thinks of something first. “I told him he has incredibly weak backhand when we were shooting the rivalry promo and we insulted each other enough that the critiques became helpful and we traded numbers. But obviously just shot a rivalry promo so… fake names.”
He doesn’t say which rivalry promo, so Shane says. “Yeah, the pre-season one in 2010.” To tie a bow around the backstory, if he even needs to. It’s practically the truth. They really did fight about his backhand that day. It’s just that they traded numbers a couple hours later in Ilya’s hotel room.
“Yes,” Ilya agrees easily. “2010.”
Fuck, Shane hates lying. He’s going to have to remember the details of this story now. Is this what they’ll say in the profile? Eight years of lying?
Ilya keeps everything on track. “We wanted your opinion on all this, Pike. When we go live with the charity, do you think we can be honest? About being friends since 2010? Or do we lie so our teams don’t hate us?”
Hayden lets out a breath. “Look, I love Shane and this is a lot to take in. I think in this instance, lying might be the way to go.”
Shane drops his head into his hands again. “I had a feeling you’d say that.”
Hayden feels complicated about Shane’s reaction. “For someone who hates lying, you pulled it off for eight years.”
Shane doesn’t say anything.
Ilya doesn’t know what’s normal for a friend to say right now, but he knows that hit Shane the exact wrong way. He has to say something. “Shane, a secret and a lie are different.”
Shane scoffs. “Still had to lie to keep a secret.”
Ilya tries something else since he can’t be too affectionate right now. “Are you mad or worried, Pike?”
Hayden laughs. “I think mostly just surprised. I could never be mad at Shane.”
Shane looks up, knowing there are probably tears in his eyes he can’t do anything to hide right now. “Seriously? I thought you’d be pissed.”
“Ask me again tomorrow. But I don’t think I’ll be mad. This is clearly tearing you up. You made the choice you thought was best. Sometimes we make mistakes and have to live with them. But you’re telling me now, before a press release. So… I have to be honored that you trust me with this, that you want my opinion.”
Trust.
Again, Shane wants to tell him but he can’t.
Shane pivots. “Um, you can tell Jackie. Just, you know, ask her not to tell the other WAGs.”
Hayden’s lips curve into a half smile. “Jackie will take any secret of yours to the grave.”
Shane laughs softly. “She’s great, Hayden.”
“Yeah, meanwhile the only person I’ve met in your phone contacts is the biggest asshole in the league.”
Ilya perks up. “And I work hard for that title. I have to think of new, creative chirps every game in my second language. They should give me an award.”
Hayden laughs. “That’s a good point.”
Shane smiles, finally feeling a little calmer. “He’s not a bad guy, Hayden.”
Hayden teases, “You specifically said he was a good guy.” 
“Me?” Ilya sounds disgusted. “Absolutley not.”
Shane rolls his eyes. “You’re a softy, Rozanov.”
“Eh, this is slander. I’m hanging up.”
“Make sure Ottawa loses twice in a row tomorrow,” Shane says.
Ilya laughs sharply. “Oh, you know it.”
The call ends.
Hayden stares at him. “This is crazy.”
Shane nods. “I know, but… he’s cool.”
“Cool.” Hayden looks at Shane skeptically.
Shane lets himself enjoy this for a second. “You see how we are together. He’s a good friend. He’s funny.”
“He cares about you.” Hayden says seriously. “He pulled you out of a spiral before I even realized you were in one.”
Shane’s mouth goes dry.
Hayden raises an eyebrow. “He wasn’t joking at the top of the call. He’s your best friend.”
Shane nods slowly. “Yeah.” He says it hesitantly and then again with more confidence. “Yeah, he is.”
“Well,” Hayden says with exaggerated drama. “This is heartbreaking news for me.”
They spend the next half hour ragging each other and talking about the game.
When Hayden finally sends Shane off he says, “I can’t believe it’s Rozanov, but I’m glad you’ve got someone in your corner.”
“Thanks, Hayden.”
 
As soon as Shane’s gone, Hayden goes to his bedroom and finds Jackie awake, struggling to sleep.
“How much of that did you hear?” Hayden asks.
“None of it, why?”
Hayden tells her the whole story. “And the crazy thing is, it makes sense. Hearing them talk to each other, it’s like. Yeah, of course they’re friends.”
Jackie’s face is one of stunned silence and boy oh boy does Hayden know that feeling. “But Rozanov?”
“I know! He said I can tell you but you can’t tell the WAGs.”
Jackie draws an x over her heart. “Of course not. Eight years? So there was never even a real rivalry?”
“Well, I think they still want to be the best. So yeah, it’s still a rivalry. They just don’t hate each other the way everyone thinks they do. It’s seems like some kind of sick obsession. Rozanov watched the game today and gave him feedback to improve. I think they want each other to get better, be better competition.”
Jackie laughs. “That makes a lot of sense for both of them.”
“Yeah, I guess it does.”
Jackie pokes Hayden on the bridge of his nose. “I know you’re gonna be thinking about this all night, but at least try to get some sleep.”
Hayden nods and reaches over to turn off the lamp and lie down.
It’s quiet for a minute before he says, “Eight years, Jackie.”
“Go to sleep, Hayden.”
If only he knew it was ten.
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As usual, Shane gets up early and he’s pacing around his apartment trying to decide if he needs to bring anything back to the cottage.
Do they want to try a different game on the Xbox with three people? Do they need more snacks? His brain almost whites out when it occurs to him to consider sex toys.
He forces himself to drink a full glass of water and sit on the couch to collect himself.
And he thinks about calling Rose.
She’s typically up early too. It would usually be a no-brainer to call Rose to chat, but now he has a motive in the back of his mind that would make the conversation a lot less relaxing than a call with her typically is.
Telling Rose is so significantly easier than telling Hayden that Shane actually wants to tell her. After keeping himself from telling Hayden everything, the urge to tell someone that he’s actually not just friends with Ilya is practically bursting out of his chest.
The phone is ringing before he even consciously decides to hit call.
“Well, if it isn’t the funniest man I know.” Rose answers brightly.
Shane smirks. “That's ‘cause you know a lot of funny women.”
“I like that you know your place. What’s up? Is this a chat, an anxiety call, or something else?”
Shane groans. “You can’t let me get away with anxiety calling you. That’s what therapy is for.”
Rose hums. “And how often have you been going to therapy lately?”
Shane winces as he thinks about the amount of appointments he’s cancelled due to travel for the league. “It’s a something else call.”
Rose perks up. “Oh, exciting. Okay. Hit me.”
Shane’s mind goes blank. It’s almost too easy. Ilya’s right, why the hell didn’t he tell Rose sooner? “So I’m gay.”
Rose laughs. “I’ve heard, yeah.”
“And I’m… seeing someone.”
Rose squeaks. “Shut up, tell me everything. How did you meet? What’s his sign? When can I meet him?”
Shane laughs. “Uh, well his birthday is June 15. I don’t know what that is.”
“Gemini,” Rose shakes her head. “Wild for you, but I won’t judge too soon. And you know his birthday without hesitation. So it’s serious.”
Shane nods to himself. “Yeah, it’s uh… yeah. Extremely serious.”
Rose’s tone sobers. “Shane, are you in love with him?”
Shane feels a smile tugging at his lips. “Hold on, you’re getting ahead of yourself. I haven’t even told you who he is.”
Rose tsks. “That hardly matters if you’re in love with him.”
Shane’s heart does a backflip. What the hell did he do to deserve a friend like Rose Landry? “You’re the best, you know that?”
“I do. Come on, spill. You wouldn’t have called me at 6:30am if you didn’t want to tell me everything. I have made my coffee and I am sitting down.”
Shane’s brain is wired so strangely, but it does somehow help to know that Rose is sitting. When did that become such a thing for him? She’s so excited that Shane can’t help having a little fun with it. “What would you think if I told you it was someone in the league?”
The line goes silent.
Shane worries it disconnected. “Rose?”
“When I told you to spill, I didn’t realize it was going to be this good. Holy shit, Shane. Are you fucking with me?”
“No,” he leans back against the couch. “Not fucking with you.”
Rose has to guess. “A teammate?”
“No,” Shane says. “Do you actually think you could guess?”
An excited gasp precedes Rose’s reply, “Oh my god, yes. This is crazy. And just a reminder, you’re asking me to speculate so anything I say is your fault.”
Shane cannot stop smiling. “Please slander everyone in the MLH for my entertainment.”
“Please, thinking they’re gay would hardly be slander.”
“Definitionally untrue.” Shane counters. “Slander is just misrepresenting someone.”
“Au contraire,” Rose parries. “As someone who has had to file a defamation lawsuit, slander is specifically about damaging someone’s reputation.”
“Damage is subjective.”
“Well they’re subjectively assholes then.”
“Yeah, that’s how that works.” Shane agrees.
“Another team…” Rose starts thinking through the Metros schedule. “Well you already narrowed it down to the MLH for me, so no one from any affiliate teams.”
Shane concedes. “True.”
“Would it be wrong to say it has to be someone who regularly makes the All-Star team? How else would you see someone on another team regularly?”
With a laugh, Shane says, “50% true. It’s someone who makes the team regularly, but I can confirm there are plenty of ways to keep in touch with someone regularly outside of the All-Star games.”
The line goes quiet again.
Shane’s impatient. “What, you’re stumped already?”
“No…” Rose’s voice is a little airy. “I was just thinking about who you played really well with last time.”
Shit, is it really that obvious?
Shane’s baffled. “It’s going to be really embarrassing for me if you nail this with one guess.”
Rose stammers. “Shane… this… this is a crack ship.”
“A what?”
“When we were together, do you know how much hate I got from people that ship you with…”
“Ship? What are you talking about?”
“Shipping. You know, like, people who think celebrities are in a relationship or should be. Like people who thought we were the best couple ever, ‘cause we were, they shipped us.”
A cold dread fills Shane’s chest. “People… ship me with him?”
Rose hesitates. “Are we talking about the same person?”
“Make your guess.”
Rose lets out a breath. “It would make an insane kind of sense if you tell me that you’re in love with Ilya Rozanov.”
It would make sense.
Fuck. Shane needed to hear that so fucking badly. He loves Rose so much. “Okay. I’m in love with Ilya Rozanov.”
“Shut up.” Rose starts typing so loudly Shane can hear it in the call. “I’m sending you edits.”
Shane rubs his temple. “It’s hard enough learning Russian, I have no idea what language this is.”
“You’re learning Rus– oh my god, right. Holy shit. You’re learning Russian for him. God, of course Ilya Rozanov is a Gemini.”
The next hour is just Shane lying on his stomach on the couch with Rose on speaker while she sends him a thousand video edits of him and Ilya, and Shane tells her the context of all the clips and how long it’s been going on.
“Were you in love with him when we were together?”
The question jams the gears in Shane’s brain. “No. I mean,” he sighs, “I think I was trying really hard not to be. And I never lied to you–”
“I didn’t think you did, Shane. You were always as honest as you could be.”
He doesn’t like the addition of as you could be.
“That’s not fair to you.”
Rose considers that. “We never got serious.” She says carefully. “We were dating and it was fun, but it never became anything more. Part of that was because you’re gay, sure. But while you weren’t falling for me, I also wasn’t falling for you. You’re one of my best friends and I would die for you, but I think we were neither sexually nor romantically compatible.”
Shane’s brain breaks. There it is again, the separation of sexual and romantic.
“Do you know about the split attraction model?” He asks her suddenly.
She laughs. “Yeah, I wondered if you did.”
Shane nods, always guilty of forgetting people on the phone can’t see him. “I’ve been thinking about it a lot lately.”
“Can I ask why?”
Shane takes that question seriously. Does he want to explain Svetlana to her right now? “You’re going to make fun of me, but can we come back to that another time? I… would love to keep talking to you about Ilya right now.”
Rose coos at him. “God, absolutely. This is the best day of my life. Tell me more about your star-crossed hockey romance.”

 ★ ★ ★ 






  
    Chapter End Notes

    writing rose is the most fun shit in the world oh my god shes perfect. and shane loves her so much and hes so fun to write With her. they are so funny together and trust each other so much. i cannot believe it took this long to get to rose. i thought she would've shown up sooner but hey better late than never


  


      

  












      Chapter 20: Go Have Fun
  








   ★ ★ ★ 

Yuna had volunteered to take Ilya and Svetlana into town for the game, and the closer Shane gets to Ottawa the harder it is to keep his GPS set for the cottage and not reroute to the stadium.
It’s even harder after talking to Rose this morning.
Why can’t he go watch a Boston vs Ottawa game? Is that so wrong?
He calls his dad.
“Hey, kid.”
“Hey, dad.”
“You’re on your way?”
Shane hesitates.
David laughs. “You’re thinking about going to the game.”
Shane lets out a breath. “Is that stupid?”
“It’s not stupid. You want to support your boyfriend.”
Shane scoffs. “Okay, but in our situation it’s stupid.”
“It’s not stupid,” David insists. “Maybe it’s even a good step with all your publicity plans your mom’s got you on. And if Yuna’s staying for the game, you could always just say you wanted to watch a match with your mom. Everyone knows she’s a fan.”
Shane realizes that’s a pretty good excuse. “But she hates Boston.”
“Okay, so she wants to watch Boston lose. Your mom will root for anyone to take down Boston, even if Ottawa isn’t likely to make that happen.”
“Ilya’s gonna win tonight. Ottawa’s not in good form.”
David laughs, “I’m trying to convince you to go, Shane.”
Shane doesn’t respond immediately. “I should ask mom.”
“She’ll talk you out of it so you can follow the plan.”
Shane knows he’s right.
For the entirety of his hockey career, he’s been uninterested in branding and sponsorships and would just do whatever his mom told him to because he trusted her. She knew what he needed and she took care of him. She always checked in with his comfort level, even when it was horribly uncomfortable and they had to talk about his boundaries with nudity and commercials that would focus on sex appeal.
He’s been doing this for a while now and by living through it, has developed some of his own opinions. He’ll always want to trust his mom’s perspective on it because she’s so much better at seeing the big picture, but sometimes the best choice for his public image isn’t the one that will make him the happiest.
He wants to go to this game.
He wants to watch Ilya play while sitting in the VIP box with his mom and Svetlana. When will he ever have this opportunity again? 
And what’s the other option, driving to his dad’s and stewing in depression knowing he’s a coward who decided to play it safe and not go?
Ilya’s taken so many risks for him, is about to upend his entire life to move to a new country for him.
Shane can watch one hockey game.
He resets his GPS. “I’m going.”
Shane can practically hear his dad’s smile. “I’m proud of you, kid.”
Shane’s eyes tear up and he blinks them back. “Thanks for talking me into it.”
“I only did it because you obviously want to go. If anything happens, we’re all here for you. But you’ve attended games before. This one just feels different.”
It’s not something he does often, but it’s true that Shane has occasionally taken his mom to Ottawa games just like this, but that was years ago. He’s over thinking it. “Sorry to leave you alone tonight.”
David scoffs. “Don’t even worry about it. Go have fun. Text me when you get to the stadium.”
“I will. Love you.”
“Love you, kid.”
 
Shane hangs up and immediately calls Svetlana because he’s a coward. “Have you bought tickets yet?”
“Hi Shane. How are you?”
“Hi Sveta, I’m good. Have you bought tickets yet?”
Svetlana makes eye contact with Ilya in the passenger seat, they’re just about to pull up to the stadium. “No, we haven’t bought tickets yet. We were gonna buy them at will call.”
Ilya makes grabby hands. “Why the hell is my boyfriend calling you? Put him on speaker.”
Svetlana does right as Shane says, “I’m coming to the game.”
The silence in the car is deafening.
Yuna breaks it, “I thought you were going to watch the game with your dad.”
Shane makes a frustrated sound. “There’s a reason I called you, Sveta! What the hell!”
“Okay, lead with that next time, Hollander.”
“You’re coming to the game?” Ilya’s voice drops immediately from teasing to soft and small.
Shane matches it. “Yeah.” He knows how Ilya feels. He feels the same way. “I used to watch Ottawa play with my mom all the time. It’s the same as that.”
Yuna frowns as she parks in the lot. “We’ve never watched a Boston game. No offense Ilya, but Ottawa’s not a very strong team and I usually prefer to see Boston lose.”
Ilya snorts. “Offense on both sides for me then.”
Yuna laughs, reminding herself Ilya’s about to ask to be traded to Ottawa.
“Okay, so I’m studying Ilya to beat him. I don’t know.”
Yuna’s shaking her head. “If we’re about to announce the charity, you shouldn’t be saying stuff like that to the press right now.”
“I don’t want to talk to the press!” Shane exclaims. “I just want to watch the game.”
Yuna raises her eyebrows. “That’s kind of interesting, actually. You specifically say no comment if someone asks. People will be curious.”
“Perfect,” Shane says, but Ilya can hear the irritation in it and smiles. “I’ll say no comment then.”
“Fans will take photos,” Yuna warns.
“Fans always take photos,” Shane is even more aware of this after the videos Rose sent him this morning. He will be showing them to Ilya later, but now is not the time to mention it.
Svetlana waits for a beat of silence and says, “I think it’s a great idea and it also sounds like you want to be here. With us.”
Ilya looks back at her and swallows back his emotion. He nods. He wants it too.
“Yeah.” Shane says emphatically.
“I want you here,” Ilya says, just so Shane can hear him say it.
“I’ll be there,” Shane promises.
Yuna looks at Ilya and Svetlana and realizes she miscalculated. She jumped forward to the long term campaign and didn’t even realize what was actually happening here for Shane. This has nothing to do with publicity for him.
Her son wants to watch his boyfriend play a hockey game and sit with his friend and with her.
She nods. “Okay. I’ll make a call to get us into VIP.”
“Thanks, mom.”
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Almost as soon as he enters the VIP box, Shane can feel a camera on him.
There’s a private entrance that they came in through and he didn’t walk out to his seat until the game was about to start.
He can hear the announcers practically besides themselves. “Is that Shane Hollander? What’s he doing at a Ottawa, Boston game?!”
“Knowing him, studying the competition.”
Shane’s wearing a navy blue hoodie, as neutral and unassuming as possible. He holds up a hand in a polite wave to the jumbotron, but otherwise doesn’t engage.
Some people in the stands turn towards him and snap pictures. He tries not to think about it.
Yuna puts her hand on his back, but doesn’t let herself look concerned because that wouldn’t be putting forward the image he needs right now. They’re just here to watch a hockey game.
Shane’s phone buzzes and he has a feeling he knows who it is so he checks it.
Rose: THIS IS NOT HELPING THE SHIPPERS YOU KNOW
Shane: I don’t care. I want to see him play.
Rose: who’s the hot girl???
Shane: I thought you were straight
Rose: okay i have eyes
Shane: Ilya’s friend. My friend now too
 
Hayden: ???????????
Shane leaves Hayden on read for now.
 
Yuna elbows him. “After all that, are you really gonna text the whole game?”
Shane glares at her. “Just acting casual. I don’t know.”
 
It’s hilarious that Shane thought he could be impartial watching Ilya live. It’s not like he’s right up against the glass, but he keeps finding himself on the edge of his seat and having to scoot back.
They decided Yuna would sit between Shane and Svetlana to curb any rumors there, and also preempt the announcement of Svetlana being part of the charity.
Shane plans to celebrate that later when he’s not having a fucking heart attack.
Shane keeps muttering to himself, all the things he would be saying to Ilya if he could hear him.
He can tell Ilya’s feeling cocky with him here and wonders if for that reason alone, this was a mistake. He’s definitely chirping more than usual and it seems to be really provoking Ottawa.
Shane’s shaking his head and turns to Yuna and Svetlana. “He’s asking for it. He’s going to get himself hurt.”
Svetlana smirks at him. “He’s fine, Shane. He’s always like this.”
Shane has to wonder if that’s actually true. It feels so elevated being here in person. Maybe this isn’t actually unusual. But Ottawa doesn’t usually rile easily.
 
Shane finally texts Hayden back between the second and third period.
Shane: I’m just watching him play
Hayden: So it’s a publicity stunt for the charity?
Shane’s teeth clench. He starts to type He’s my best friend and deletes it.
Shane: Is it really that weird that I’m here?
Hayden: YES. The WAGs are here and losing their minds about it.
Shane: What are they saying
Hayden: The most insane theory is that you’re scoping out a new team to trade yourself to, which I know isn’t true. Some of them are wondering if Lily is a sibling or friend of a Boston player that travelled with the team. Jackie pointed out Yuna and said you’re clearly just watch a game with your mom
Shane: Thank you Jackie
Shane: It’s kind of about Lily, but I owe you a full explanation on that
Hayden: ?????????????? More of an explanation than you being besties with Rozanov?
Shane leaves the conversation off there, not willing to white lie about it any further. He’ll tell Hayden everything. Soon.
 
Ilya takes a hard hit in the third period and Shane actually stands up and then immediately sits down, feeling like a fucking idiot.
“It wasn’t that bad,” Yuna says immediately. “He’s okay.”
Shane nods, saying nothing as Ilya gets up and shakes it off. He forces himself not to check if there was a camera on him. Is this going to be another clip for the compilations?
Shane admits to himself that this was in fact a stupid idea. He could never be neutral watching Ilya play hockey, but something within him has thawed today so as stupid as it was… it was worth it.
He got to pretend, just for a second, that they could have this.
 
The Boston locker room after the game is a different story entirely.
“What the fuck was Hollander doing here?”
“Fucking spy, probably. With his hockey IQ or whatever the fuck they say about him.”
“Did you see him stand up when Rozanov went down? Probably hoping he stayed down.”
“Wasn’t that Rozanov’s girl with him and his mom?”
Everyone turns to look at Ilya. He’d very intentionally not picked up his phone just yet. “Yes.” Ilya says casually. “That was Svetlana.”
The room implodes.
“Is your ex girlfriend fucking Shane Hollander?”
“Did you know about this Rozanov?”
Ilya holds up his hands. “She is training under Hollander's mother for sports manage… something. It’s good opportunity for her. Why the fuck would I get in her way?”
Cliff eyes him. “Did you know he was coming tonight?”
Ilya wiggles his hand back and forth. “I found out right before.” He answers honestly. “It was supposed to just be Svetlana and the mom.”
“So what,” another player jumps in, “you have mutual friends with Shane Hollander now?”
Jesus, Ilya blinks at him. Is that enough to make them hate him? They’re going to murder him if they find out he actually knows Shane. He takes the risk, maybe because he’s insane, or maybe because it’s worth taking to him. “It’s not like I never see him. He’s everywhere, they put us together. I talk to him, you know.” He knows his English sounds worse than it is and that’s a coping mechanism. If he misspeaks he can blame it on the language gap.
The locker room goes quiet.
“You’re saying you’re friends with the guy?”
Ilya makes a face, “Friend is strong word.” And boyfriend is a stronger one. “We talk more than we used to.” That’s definitely true.
“What are you saying to Shane Hollander?”
And this, Ilya is actually perfectly prepared to answer. “That he has weak fucking backhand and will never catch up to me no matter how much yoga he does.”
That gets some sneers and clears the tension from the room a bit.
A few of the guys are still throwing him weird looks, but he’s not the only player in the MLH to have friends on another team. It’s just that most players aren’t Rozanov and Hollander.
When he finally looks over at Cliff he sees a look of betrayal.
The locker room buzz builds back up so Ilya speaks under his breath, “What?”
Cliff puts his hand over his heart. “You kept this secret from me?”
Ilya feels himself brighten as he laughs. “You’re shit with secrets, Marlow.”
Cliff nods. “That’s fair.”
Once Ilya’s sure people are paying him less attention, he mutters to Cliff. “We are working on something together.”
“What?” Cliff perks up. “Who?”
Ilya makes a face, widening his eyes meaningfully.
“Oh!”
Ilya nods. “A charity. I tell you more later.”
Cliff smiles fondly, reaching over to ruffle Ilya’s hair. “I knew I was your favorite.”
Ilya pushes him off, “Fuck off, don’t touch me.” But his smile is wide.
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Yuna passes her keys to Svetlana on the way out and drives back with Shane, while Svetlana drives Yuna’s car to meet Ilya at the hotel the Raiders are staying at.
It’s much harder to go unnoticed now that people know Shane was there, but it would’ve been far more suspicious for Yuna Hollander to take Ilya Rozanov to her car so they agree it makes the most sense for Ilya to ride with the team back to the hotel first.
Ilya finally checks his phone when he’s in a window seat on the bus with Cliff next to him providing cover.
Jane: 👍?
Lily: you can text full words you know
 
He texts Svetlana quickly.
Ilya: i need to talk to cliff when we get to the hotel. it might be a while. do you mind waiting?
Svetlana: do i have a choice? jkjk
Svetlana: do what you need ilyushka, i’m here if you need me
 
Jane: You okay?
Lily: don’t text and drive
Jane: I’m not driving. The person I’m driving with assumed I’d want to be texting you.
Ilya smirks. Yuna Hollander is terrifying, but he loves that he’s on her good side and this works in his favor.
Lily: smart woman
Jane: Bus?
Lily: yes. it was tense for a bit
Jane: …. Tell me later
Lily: obviously
Cliff snoops and laughs when he sees the name at the top of the texts. “Your Montreal girl texts you when you’re not in Montreal?”
These types of questions are harder to respond to now that they’re starting to blur lines. Obviously Jane is a different topic than Shane with his team, but he used to tell half truths and he finds himself at a loss for what to say right now.
“She watched the game. Gossip about Hollander, you know.”
Cliff rolls his eyes. “I guess you know the guy, but you have to admit it’s annoying that we beat Ottawa 5-1 and all anyone can talk about is Shane fucking Hollander watching us play.”
It’s a helpful thing for Cliff to say because actually, Ilya wasn’t thinking about that at all and the rest of the Raiders are probably all thinking that. “Yes, Mr. Perfect always gobbles up the attention.” It’s not the nicest thing he’s ever said about Shane, but it’s unfortunately true. Shane shines in the spotlight and he does it gracefully. Even when he doesn’t mean to, he can overshadow the rest of the league.
Ilya can physically see Cliff deciding not to ask more about Shane right now and he’s grateful for it.
“You were supposed to share a room with me, so it’s just me in there.” He says as a way of inviting Ilya to talk about it more in private.
Ilya glances around. “The guys are talking about that too, I assume.”
“Of course they are, Roz.”
 
Everyone notices that Ilya follows Cliff up to the hotel room and it seems to relieve more tension, but they’re all connecting the dots that Ilya flew up to Ottawa 4 days early, skipped two practices, and then Shane Hollander showed up at their game with Rozanov’s childhood best friend.
As soon as the door closes behind them and they drop their gear, Cliff spins on him. “So, what the fuck’s going on Roz? A charity?”
Ilya nods. He doesn’t usually get nervous like this but he starts to wonder if this is what Shane feels like all the time. “Yes, a charity. A summer hockey league to benefit mental health and um… suicide prevention.”
Understanding starts to filter into Cliff’s eyes. “Oh. Your mother.”
Ilya nods, jaw tight. “Yes.”
Cliff doesn’t quite follow. “You talked to Hollander about your mother?”
That’s an incredible point that Ilya hadn’t worked out yet. Yes, he told Shane about his mother while they were cuddled in front of a fire, told him her name while they were naked in bed at 3am. What’s the platonic version of this story?
He thinks about their early days and pulls on a thread. “We do shoots together a lot, me and Hollander. You’ve done shoots.”
“With the team, yeah. Not the fancy ads you guys get.”
“Yes, but you know how there’s long stretches between set up and stuff. Time to talk. Imagine shooting an ad but just with the two of us.”
Cliff gives him that. “We would talk.”
“Yes.” Ilya hesitates. “Hollander is…” Is this saying too much? “... ball of anxiety. At first, he’s annoying. Can’t sit still. Control freak. But the more I see, uh, saw him I realized he didn’t control it.” He’s doing it again, making his English sloppy as an excuse to correct himself if he says something he wants to walk back. Whatever. That’s his right if he has to speak in his second language for people.
Cliff’s following this as closely as possible, “This is the mental health part of the charity.”
“Whole thing is mental health, but yes. Hollander struggles.”
Cliff laughs. “Seems like everything comes so easy to him.”
“Yes,” Ilya remembers when he thought the same thing. “He works hard to hide it. It’s a big deal for him, to talk about this more.” And that’s true. The only reason Shane isn’t spiraling about that part of it more, is that being publicly connected to Ilya is the bigger story.
“You haven’t really talked about your mom publicly either, have you?”
Ilya purses his lips. “No, not in an interview or anything.” His family would’ve excommunicated him if he ever mentioned what really happened with his mom. But his dad is dead and he excommunicated himself. “I couldn’t with my dad. I can now.”
“Fuck, Roz. This is heavy. And Hollander’s been the one helping you through this?”
The words strike him in a way he hadn’t expected. If Shane wasn’t in his life, would Cliff have been the one he confided in about his father? Would he have put it all on Svetlana?
He doesn’t like to think about where he’d be without Shane, but he tries to remember that he and Cliff are friends.
Cliff asks a follow up question before he can answer. “Is this why you freaked so bad when I took him down last season?”
It’s foul play for Marlow to bring that up right now, but Ilya understands why he did. Ilya nods. “Yes, we are close. It scared me.”
“Close? You said in the locker rooms you weren’t even friends really.”
Ilya makes a face. “I said friend is strong word, and it is. And we are.”
Cliff lets out a long sigh. “You have got to stop with the white lies. It’s gonna kill you. You’re really good at them, but I’m not sure that’s something to brag about.”
Ilya lips press together tightly. “I know. But I’m telling you the truth now. It’s a start.”
“It’s a start,” Cliff agrees. “So the truth. How long have you and Hollander been friends?”
Ilya lets out a sigh and flops back onto the unused bed in the room. He stares at the ceiling. He speaks dejectedly. “Rookie season.”
“Rookie–!” Cliff stands over him, looking down with hands on his hip. “Roz, tell me you’re kidding.”
“You wanted truth. This is truth.” Ilya has no resistance left in him. If Cliff keeps pushing, he’ll say they’re dating. What does he even have to lose?
Cliff considers that and sits on the edge of the bed. “Look, I know we’re like, teammate-friends. We go to clubs after games, but we don’t hang the way some of the other guys do. Maybe ‘cause you’re always off with your Montreal girl, or we both hook up a lot.”
“It’s because we hooked up a lot,” Ilya insists. “Neither of us were in hotels much the first few years.”
Cliff is usually pretty unobservant, but he notices what Ilya said. “Hooked up? Past tense? I’m still hooking up, Roz. Is that why you’re in Canada early? Is your Montreal girl here?”
Ilya’s hands cover his face. He could white lie his way around all of this, but Cliff inadvertently trapped him in an impossible corner. There’s no way to answer this without either a complete lie or giving him the whole truth.
He sits up. “Do you actually want the truth? And be real with me, Marlow, because if I tell you this, it’s a real secret. So know that I would tell you but if you think you can’t keep your fucking mouth shut, I’m not saying another word.”
To his credit, Cliff really thinks about that. “I know I’m shit at secrets, but I can tell this is big for you. I’ll keep it quiet, cap.”
Ilya knows he should feel scared, but ever since his father passed all of this stuff has felt like… like crashing a fancy car. It’s maybe not the healthiest mindset to be in, but everything feels expendable. Everything but Shane and Svetlana, at least. He’s about to throw this team away. He would even be willing to throw hockey away if it came down to it. He doesn’t want to, but he would.
So it’s actually really easy for him to tell Cliff why he actually came to Ottawa early. “I came to Canada early for Shane Hollander.”
Cliff’s brow furrows. “For the charity?”
“No,” Ilya says calmly. “Because he’s my boyfriend.”
It’s as if someone hit pause. Cliff doesn’t move or react. He blinks slowly. “Sorry, I thought you said boyfriend.”
“I did,” Ilya confirms. “We are doing the charity because it’s important to us but also so people don’t freak about seeing us together like they did today.”
Cliff’s still caught up on, “But Montreal Girl–”
“Is Shane,” Ilya finishes for him. “Fake name.”
Cliff stares at him. “Jane? Jane was your fake name for Shane Hollander? You’re such a dumbass.”
Ilya scoffs. “I’m the dumbass? You had no idea.”
“So you like,” Cliff gestures broadly, “boys.”
“And girls, all. Yes.”
“And Hollander–”
“Likes me,” Ilya says smugly. He’s not going to get into Shane’s sexuality right now.
Cliff starts pacing. “Jesus Christ, and I accused you of white lies. This is something else, brother.”
“You don’t hate me now, do you? Now that you know I’m fucking the Metros captain?”
Cliff winces. “I did not need that visual.”
“It’s very hot visual.” It’s easiest to play this off. “You don’t mind,” Ilya has to ask. “That I’m…”
“What, gay? Nah, man. Gay people exist.”
“Not in MLH locker rooms usually, not out.” Ilya has to point out.
Cliff shrugs. “Okay, you’ve never hit on me.”
Ilya tsks, “Untrue. I hit on you all the time.”
“As a joke.”
Ilya shrugs. “If you wanted it, it would have been less of a joke to you.”
Cliff stares at him. “You were actually hitting on me?”
“Before Shane, yes. A little. You’re hot. Why not?”
Cliff sputters a laugh. “You’re crazy.”
“I know, it’s why women love me.”
“And that worked on Hollander?”
“Eh, no. I mean, yes. It does now. He loves that I’m crazy, but I think at first the rivalry made it hot. We play each other, have sex, repeat.”
Cliff can’t help laughing again. “You’re really fucking Shane Hollander.”
“Worse,” Ilya makes himself look regretful. “I’m dating him.”
Cliff snickers. “You got locked down by Mr. Perfect.”
“I know, it’s terrible. Very embarrassing for me.”
“Is this why you hate Rose Landry?”
“Obviously. Well, I don’t hate her anymore. She’s Shane’s friend.”
Cliff collapses on his own bed staring at Ilya. “How am I supposed to believe any of this? I feel like I’m on drugs, man. Everything you say is more insane than the last.”
Ilya holds up his phone. “I can call him.”
Cliff’s brow furrows. “You can just call Shane Hollander?”
Ilya can’t help smirking at the full name. He can see why Shane got irritated about it, but Shane is such an Entity in the hockey world. It’s hard for people who don’t know him to remember he’s a human.
“My boyfriend,” Ilya reminds him. “Yes, I can call him.”
Lily: can i call like you did with pike
Jane: ??? 
Jane: Who are you with?
Lily: marlow
Jane: Oh, yeah. We’re still in the car so please don’t make sex jokes while I’m sitting next to my mom
Lily: no promises
He shows his phone screen to Cliff. “Jane, see?” He hits call and puts it on speaker.
Shane answers immediately. “Hey.”
Ilya’s smile softens immediately. “What did you think of the game?” He holds up a finger to Cliff, “Hold on, I must ask him this first.”
Shane glances at his mom and assumes Cliff can hear him too. “I think you have to stop provoking people into fouling you.”
Ilya groans. “Oh my god, you are so boring. That’s hockey, Shane.”
“You provoked a Centaur into fouling you. A Centaur, Ilya. They never take the bait. What the fuck were you saying to them?”
Ilya smiles goofily and lays back on the bed, raising his eyebrows at Cliff. “You got so scared. Everyone saw you stand up when I went down. It was very gay, Shane. I got hard a little when they told me.”
Shane sighs heavily. “Is Marlow actually there or are you just messing with me?”
“Unfortunately, I’m here.” Cliff says.
Shane’s curled forward, using his freehand to pinch the bridge of his nose. This is going to give him a migraine. “I don’t think we’ve really met. Ilya speaks highly of you.”
“Does he?”
Ilya gestures between them. “What the fuck do you think I’m doing? I tell you everything first. No one else knows.”
“No one?”
“My parents know,” Shane corrects. “And Svetlana. I told Rose this morning.”
Ilya perks up. “What did she say?”
Shane laughs. “A couple things I can’t repeat right now.”
Ilya barks a laugh. “I need to meet her.”
“Yeah, you do.” Shane’s voice goes soft.
Ilya’s eyes sparkle. He knows what Shane does to him and he knows Cliff can see it.
Cliff whistles. “Fuck, dude. You’re whipped.”
“I know,” Ilya admits easily. “My boyfriend is perfect.”
Shane knows he’s blushing but he also knows his mom keeps sneaking looks at him and is pretending she can’t hear the other side of the line. He keeps turning the volume down but Ilya keeps getting louder.
Shane really wants to keep talking, but is too hyperaware of his mom listening. “I’ll call you when I get to the cottage.”
Ilya switches to Russian, speaking slowly. “You being at the game made things hard with my team, but I’m glad you were there. I’m really happy. I love you.”
Shane hates that they can’t talk about this right now. He struggles to put a sentence together but thinks he manages to say something along the lines of, “You are so strong for me. I’m sorry it’s hard. I’m happy too. I love you.”
Ilya makes a kissy noise before he hangs up.
Cliff stares even more than he was already. “Bro, you got Shane Hollander speaking Russian with you?”
“What did that idiot say in locker room before, have to use his big IQ. So I make him learn Russian.”
Cliff is starting to catch on. “Did you make him or did he do it before you even asked?”
“Same difference.”
Cliff full gaffaws. “Holy shit, you’re so soft with him. What happened to my party boy?”
“Excuse you, I am still party boy!”
“You’re about to go to Shane Hollander’s cottage! Like a storybook!”
Ilya raises an eyebrow. “It’s a beautiful house. You’d be so jealous. Did you see the show? You watch all the reality, right?”
“The feature on his fortress of solitude. Is that where you’ve been?”
“Many windows,” Ilya confirms. “The windows stay open during sex.”
Cliff lets out a breath to keep himself from laughing and then gets up to cross the room and dap Ilya up. “I hate that this is about Hollander, but yeah, that rocks, dude.”
In direct contrast to the other people they’ve come out to, Ilya spends most of the time telling Cliff about every time he and Shane have successfully snuck away during hockey seasons to have sex, but despite it all Cliff can see that Ilya is deeply and embarrassingly in love.
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Ilya’s phone is plugged into the charger Yuna has in her car because of course a Hollander has multiple charging cords available. He's been anxiously waiting for Shane to drop off his mom and call once he's alone. He's staring at the screen and almost before the screen turns on, he answers his phone on the first ring.
“You’re pathetic,” Svetlana whispers with a grin.
Ilya answers. “You’re alone?”
“I’m alone.” They start absolutely rapid fire talking at each other. “Fuck, I feel crazy. I know we have to talk about the hard stuff but can we do that later?”
“Yes, obviously. Having your eyes on me, fuck, Shane. I felt fucking invincible.” Ilya is very proud of that word choice.
“Yeah, I could tell. That’s the part of this I regret the most.”
“Nooo, Shane, it was so hot and sexy. My boyfriend at my game. You wore blue though, so boring.”
“I wasn’t about to wear yellow and fucking black, Ilya.”
“I wore your jersey.”
“At my parents’ house.”
“You have to put on my jersey.”
“Wash it first.”
Ilya whines. “You are so boring. What, like we won’t get sweaty?”
Svetlana can’t hold it in any longer and burst out laughing. “Fucking hell, Ilya. You’re feral.”
“Yes,” Ilya responds with his whole body. “My boyfriend came to my game and watched me win 5-1.”
“He sees you play all the time when you’re on the ice together.”
“It is so different, Sveta.” Shane weighs in, while Ilya nods in tandem.
Shane takes a breath and has to ask, “Wait, so what happened with your team?”
Ilya pouts and leans back in the passenger seat. “Some of them know Sveta.”
“Oh shit.” Shane feels like he should’ve known that. He thinks he did know that, but he totally forgot what that would mean in this context. All he could think about was being at the game. Consequences be damned. He thought he was the one taking a risk this time and all he’s done is add risk to Ilya again. He feels sick.
Svetlana shrugs. “Sometimes I watch the playoffs with them and they assume I’m Ilya’s latest fling, usually true I guess. But I just wanted the friendship perk of watching playoffs with an MLH team. Would’ve been better if they thought I was available and one of them took me home, but I’ll live.”
Shane presses his head against the cool window. “And neither of you thought to remind me of that before I insisted on sitting with her?”
“Shane,” Ilya says gently. “I didn’t care. I wanted you to be there. Fuck what my team said.”
“What did they say?” Shane presses.
Ilya sighs and reclines his chair, trying to get his phone to stay on his chest but it keeps slipping off so he holds it there. “Nothing. They chirped. Asked if I knew you were going to be there. I told them the truth, that I thought it was just Sveta and Yuna. Last minute you showed up too.”
He keeps his tone casual like he’s telling a funny story but Shane isn’t laughing.
Ilya goes on. “They freak out about if you’re sleeping with my ex-girlfriend. Kind of you are, but I did not say that.”
Shane sighs heavily but doesn’t interrupt.
“They are all surprised that Svetlana is friends with me and you, so I say, I work with him a lot. We shoot promos. We talk.”
Shane sputters. “What? You told your entire team that we know each other?”
“I said we are not really friends, but we talk.”
Shane’s pacing, his voice is as raised as it gets for him. “And what did they say about that?!”
“Some of them are stupid, you know, asking what I talk to you about. I told them I roast you about your backhand and yoga. Because I do.”
Shane has to consciously unclench his jaw a couple times. “And Marlow asked for details?”
“No,” Ilya shakes his head. “Marlow was sad I kept a secret and he is like a very cute puppy when he’s sad. I wanted to tell him.”
Svetlana shoots him a look. “I thought you said you weren’t that close with him.”
“I said we weren’t friends like Shane and Pike, which is true, but I realized Marlow is very chill and we are better friends than I gave him credit before. Also he did not even react when I told him I am bi. He was like, okay and? He is my best friend, I think. I did not know, but yes. Marlow is my best friend.”
Svetlana slaps his thigh.
“Fuck, Sveta. What the hell?”
“He’s not your best friend.” She stares daggers at him as much as she can while driving.
“Yes, sorry. You’re right. I told Pike that I am Shane’s best friend.”
Svetlana giggles shrilly, half anger and half affection. “I’m going to strangle you.”
Ilya cackles, “Choke me, mommy.”
“Ew,” Shane cringes. “Ilya, what the hell?”
Svetlana is almost in tears while she tries not to laugh so hard she swerves. “You’re an idiot.”
Ilya whines, “What, is it not hot? I thought mommy was supposed to be hot?”
“Ilya–” Shane can’t even get into it. “I get that you’re being high energy to ignore the hard shit, but are you going to have a problem with your team because of me?”
Ilya lets his smile fade. “Who cares, Shane? I’m transferring next year.”
Shane gets legitimately upset. “You could get a cup this year. You don’t care about that?”
“Of course, I care. It’s like you said, my loyalty is for you. If they are dicks about this, why would I win the cup for them?”
Shane’s finger is tapping against his thigh. “What’s the worst case scenario? Would they try to hurt you in practice, call it an accident?”
“Fuck, Shane. That’s dark.” Svetlana looks surprised.
Ilya glances at her. “It’s not impossible, but I don’t think so.”
She throws him a disbelieving look.
Shane nods. “I need to talk to Hayden again. He said we should lie, but… I don’t know. I’m sick of lying.”
Ilya’s eyes close. “There’s no good reason we would lie about being friends for ten years, Shane.”
“I know,” he agrees softly.
“You don’t want to come out.” It’s not a question. Ilya knows that’s not what he means. “But we have to lie if you don’t.”
Shane doesn’t like it, but the last 24 hours have been nothing but confirmation of how they need to handle this press release.
Still, he can’t help wondering what it would look like if they told the truth.
Shane opens his texts with Rose to copy and paste a link to Ilya.
Ilya’s phone buzzes. “What is this?”
“Just hit play.”
Ilya sucks in a breath as the clips play to some cheesy… okay, no, he can admit he likes this song.
It’s bizarre.
It’s bizarre to watch moments that mean so much to them from an outside perspective, to know that there are people that have noticed even if they themselves think they’re delusional.
There’s a clip of Ilya hovering by Shane when he went down last season, that one keeps showing up from different angles. Their goal at the All-Star game and the flagrant kiss Ilya couldn’t resist planting on his helmet.
The clips that catch him off guard the most are the shots of them on the benches watching each other on the ice. The close ups of them smirking at each other during face offs from the stands, not the shots that made it to the broadcast. Their gloves touching after games and the eye contact.
The video ends and Ilya lets out a breath. “We are very stupid.”
“Rose said some of them read our lips and there’s all kinds of fights online about if they’re right or not.”
“What do they think we say?”
“Room numbers.”
Ilya wheezes. “Fuck. They are detectives. No one believes them?”
“Ilya,” Shane says seriously. “Our own friends barely believe us.”
Svetlana frowns. It’s true. She’s been teasing Ilya about Shane since the 2008 Prospect Cup and even she didn’t believe they actually knew each other, much less were together. “You hid behind the rivalry too well.”
Ilya mutes the video and scrolls back and watches it again. He has an idea. Shane will hate it. “We announce the charity. Everyone learns we are friends. Our teams maybe get mad at us, but we lie about how long we’ve known each other. I tell so many sad stories about my mother. Everyone feels bad about being mad. Check mate. Then when it starts to be quiet again, I come out as bi.”
Shane almost drops his phone. “What?” as Svetlana says the same thing.
Ilya nods to himself. “Yes, I come out first. What was the phrase you used the other day? I test the water for you.”
“No, absolutely not. What the fuck, Ilya? We say we’re friends and then we wait.”
Ilya’s already made up his mind. “Yes. I want to. It’s a little for you, but also for me. I have to be number two to Scott Hunter, it pains me. But at least I’m not number three. Maybe someone else will beat me. Hm.”
Shane’s baffled. “Where is this coming from?”
“Cliff was very cool about it. I think more people than we expect will be cool about it.”
Shane hears a car approach and runs to the front, hanging up his phone. He runs directly to the passenger door and opens it. As soon as Ilya’s head leans out of the car, Shane’s grabbing him by his shirt and pulling him up to kiss him. “You’re an idiot.”
Ilya wraps his arms around Shane’s waist. He leans back against the car and they both just feel everything for a second.
Svetlana takes Ilya’s gear inside but he doesn’t even notice to be able to thank her.
When they finally break apart, Shane holds Ilya’s face in his hands. “You wore my jersey last night.”
Ilya pulls Shane’s hips tighter against him. “You came to my game.”
They forget the rest of the conversation as they scramble back inside, shirts half off.
Svetlana rolls her eyes. “Wow, in front of my salad?”
Shane has the decency to spare an apologetic smile for her, but Ilya just holds up his middle finger as they kick the door to the bedroom closed.
Svetlana looks outside and calls out to them, “You left the fucking car door open.”
Ilya’s panting when he yells back, “Little busy, Sveta!”
She hears Shane giggle like a fool.
Exasperated, she goes out to close the door herself and lock it. They’ll drive the car back over to Yuna and David’s tomorrow.
Maybe it’s crazy, but once she’s back inside and locks the front door, she doesn’t immediately go downstairs.
Today was… a lot. She quit her job and signed on to work for Yuna Hollander. If it was anyone else, being an assistant would feel like a demotion but she’s not worried about that.
The Raiders learned that Ilya and Shane are friends. Ilya told Cliff he’s in love with Shane.
Shane Hollander attended a fucking Boston game, even if it was in Ottawa.
So yeah, maybe it’s not the most normal coping mechanism but she sits at the kitchen island and listens to them.
The wild part is that it’s not really turning her on or anything. She’s just comforted by them being together again after everything that happened.
At some point, Ilya switches to Russian and she thinks he probably didn’t even notice. She wonders how often that happens with them.
Shane begs for Ilya in a way that she knows he needs. More than anything, Ilya needs to be needed. Or maybe it’s that he needs to be wanted. And god, does Shane want him.
They get very loud and then very quiet.
As Shane said the other day, this place is not sound proofed and you can see the gap under all the doors.
So she hears them whispering words of affection to each other before the shower turns on.
She gets up and is walking away when she hears Shane say, “Wait.”
She turns around and is startled to see Shane, chest flushed red, with sweatpants pulled on in the doorway.
Ilya’s behind him, comfortably naked, a curious look on his face as he watches Shane.
Shane crosses the room to her. “I–” He reaches out and then stops. “Fuck, sorry. I’m…” He glances back at Ilya.
Ilya raises an eyebrow.
“I didn’t even really say congratulations.” Shane looks directly into Svetlana’s eyes.
Svetlana can’t help laughing. “Shane, it can wait until tomorrow.”
His brow furrows. “It can’t. I know today was a lot for me,” he glances at Ilya again, “for us. But it was a lot for you too. You’re moving here. I didn’t mean to overshadow you with all of my impulsive… bullshit.”
Svetlana cups his cheek. “I appreciate that.” She can tell something else is happening in Shane’s head that neither she nor Ilya understands.
He looks her in the eye resolutely. “I’m proud of you.”
It sounds a lot like when he said I trust you the other day and she starts to understand what he’s getting at. She keeps her hand on his cheek.
He steps closer.
Ilya’s eyes sharpen, but he says nothing. Just watches.
He keeps talking because he’s Shane. “I would never have been able to do that without you.”
“Yes, you–”
“No, it all started with you, Sveta.”
And she realizes it’s true. Yuna and David found out by accident. They just started telling other people this week.
The first person they chose to tell about this was Svetlana and it was only after that that Shane could start thinking about telling more people.
He wants to kiss her but he knows he’s disgusting and was just sucking Ilya’s dick so he presses his lips to her forehead. “Good night, Sveta.”
She presses her lips to the corner of his jaw. “Good night, golden one.”
Ilya inhales so sharply he starts choking.
They separate and turn to him with matching amused grins.
Ilya holds up a hand. “No, ignore me. You’re being cute. Please continue.”
“What’s that mean?” Shane asks.
Svetlana puts her hands on Shane’s bare chest and gently pushes him toward Ilya. “Ask him.” She walks downstairs.
“Shower, Shane. Now.” Ilya waves him over.
Shane walks to Ilya who puts an arm around his waist immediately, kissing his temple. “You are so soft with her, both of you together. So soft and sweet.”
“What did she say? It was like a nickname, right?”
“Yes, a romantic nickname.”
Shane’s heart thuds in his chest. “Oh.”
Ilya presses kisses to Shane’s face everywhere he can. “Fuck, I love how she loves you.”
Shane blushes, but he wants the translation before he spirals about that. “What does it mean though? Does it translate?”
Ilya pulls them into the water. “It means something like, uh, I think you say sweetheart. But it’s not right. It means actually–”
“Literally?”
“Yes, literally it means little gold, like treasure.”
Shane drops his head onto Ilya’s shoulder, smile spreading across his face like an idiot.
“No,” Ilya lifts his face. “Let me see how happy that makes you.”
Shane has the dopiest grin on his face. “Treasure?”
Ilya’s smile matches his. “Wow, look at you. And you call me simp.”
“Shut up.” 
Ilya’s entire being resonates in tune with Shane’s happiness. “I think she means it as a, like two meanings.”
“Pun.”
“Yes, like a medal or trophy.”
Shane makes a distressed sound. “Fuck, that’s even cuter.”
Ilya starts babbling in Russian, but Shane can’t follow any of it and he has a feeling that Ilya is baby talking at him or something. 
He watches this fondly as they rinse off. “You really like that I like her.”
“I am thrilled,” Ilya finally makes it back to English.
They turn the shower off and grab towels. “I don’t get it,” Shane says earnestly. “How can… how did you two never…”
“Fall in love?” Ilya guesses. “Like you and Rose, not compatible.”
“Bullshit,” Shane shakes his head. “You’re perfect together.”
“No,” Ilya says. “I don’t know what to tell you. There is no why. We just don’t. But I love you and you… you are loving her for me, hm?”
“Maybe,” but Shane says it through the most lovesick grin Ilya’s seen. And he knows it because it’s how Shane looks at him too.
“Mm,” Ilya hums softly, running his thumb gently over Shane’s cheek. “You need time to think about it, but you do.” He kisses Shane’s nose. “Young love is so cute.”
Shane bursts out laughing. “I don’t think you were this happy about me loving you.”
Ilya gasps dramatically. “Take that back. Yes, I was. I cried then. I am not crying now, am I?”
“Well I haven’t said it yet, there’s still time for you to cry.”
Ilya shakes his head. “No, I will not cry.”
They settle back into bed, Shane stares into his eyes. “Yes, you will.”
Ilya holds his gaze for a moment, a challenge in them. He kisses Shane. “Good night.”
“Good night.”
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The cottage is dark as Svetlana finds herself wrapped in a robe, bonnet on, knocking on Shane’s bedroom door at 3am. 
She hears some grumbling and finally a sleepy voice, Shane’s, say, “Sveta?”
“I have an idea.” She says urgently.
Ilya’s still mostly asleep and hasn’t found his way to English yet, “Come in. Be quiet.”
She opens the door slowly and sees Shane tugging the blankets strategically over himself. Ilya just keeps trying to get Shane to stay still so he can curl around him and fall back asleep.
Shane nudges him with his shoulder. “Wake up.”
“No.” Ilya winds his arms around Shane’s waist, eyes closed.
Svetlana smirks and sits on the edge of the bed. “Sorry, I know it’s late.” 
Shane’s shaking his head, trying to wake himself up. “‘s okay.”
“Shane does to me all the time.” Ilya mumbles.
Shane’s smile is so soft and Svetlana wishes she could focus on it but the blankets keep slipping and there’s so much skin. “Um…” She forgets for a second what she woke up in the middle of the night to tell them. “Oh. I have an idea.”
Shane looks her in the eye. “I’m listening.”
“I’m not,” Ilya lies. His ass is fully hanging out from where the blankets have bunched between them in Shane’s effort to cover himself, but Ilya couldn’t care less about it.
“I was thinking about being in public versus public image,” Svetlana starts, keeping her attention on Shane since she knows this whole process is hitting him harder than Ilya right now. Shane nods, she continues. “Announcing the charity is one thing, and it’s going to be a big step, but you two being together in public is still going to take some time for the public and for you yourselves to adjust to.”
“Especially with the shippers Rose was telling me about,” Shane says with a frown. “I don’t want people to jump to conclusions.”
“They won’t,” Ilya weighs in. He would usually elaborate more, but it’s 3am.
Svetlana nods, “That’s where my brain was going, and I was thinking of celebrities in the public eye and who gets what kind of attention so my idea is, you need a friend group.”
Shane blinks at her. “A friend group.” He says it blandly. He doesn’t understand what she means.
“If two celebs are spotted together a lot, people assume there’s something romantic there. No matter the gender of the celebs. If you have three people, you get some third wheel accusations. Four, double date. But five? That’s just a celebrity friend group that people wish they were part of.”
Shane perks up. “Like I was worried people would assume you and I were on a date and Ilya suggested we go out with Rose.”
Svetlana smiles. “Yeah, except not just you with two hot women.” She pretends to flip her hair even though it’s still in the bonnet.
Shane’s smile is small, but so fond. He just stares at her for a moment.
She gets a little shy. “What?”
He shakes it off, looking down. “Nothing.”
“He wants to kiss you.” Ilya mumbles, eyes still closed.
Shane glares at him. “I understood part of that.”
“You keep forgetting word for kiss.” Ilya teases. “Even though I say it so much.”
Shane blushes. “Well now I understood all of that.”
Svetlana guides them back, trying not to think too hard about the beautiful naked man who is looking at her with stars in his eyes and apparently wants to kiss her. “I don’t know who you would want in a friend group like that. It would have to be a very specific vibe to work the way I’m thinking.”
Shane does his best to ignore the last few moments and refocus on Svetlana’s idea. “So it would be me and Ilya and then three more people?”
Svetlana nods. “Yeah, around there. I don’t know. I think five is a good number.”
Shane shrugs. “Okay, so you and Rose brings us to four.”
Svetlana’s eyes light up. “You’d want me in the group?”
“Obviously.” Shane’s brow furrows. “You didn’t think so?”
“Me and Rose Landry…” Svetlana daydreams.
Ilya decides to chime in, “She’s hotter in person.”
Shane glares at him. “You never met–” His words die out when he remembers the night at the club.
“Just ‘cause I was jealous doesn’t mean she didn’t look hot.” Ilya’s lips press against Shane’s chest.
Shane glances between Ilya and Svetlana, both people who seem to be more attracted to his ex-girlfriend than he ever was. “She’s, uh, straight.”
Svetlana frowns. “For real? She has secret bisexual vibes.”
Shane smirks. “She would love that you think so, but unfortunately–her word, not mine–she’s straight.”
Svetlana nods. “I can work with that. I bet she would be down for some girl-on-girl faux flirting to keep people from thinking either of us are dating either of you.”
Ilya seems to be more awake finally. “No, they would think I am fucking both of you or something.”
“Why you?” Shane asks, puffing up a little.
Ilya laughs, blinking his eyes open. “Reputation, Shane.”
Svetlana interjects. “If it was the four of us, they would think we’re all fucking each other.”
Ilya perks up. “Is good idea, we should for real.”
Shane sighs. “I’m not asking Rose–”
“Joke, Shane.” Ilya scoots up, pressing kisses up his chest until he reaches his jaw. “Be calm, a joke.”
This is something Ilya’s been doing on purpose more, repeating what he says in both English and Russian to help Shane learn. The more people they bring into their circle, the more Shane wants an option to communicate with a little privacy.
“So the question is, who would be the right fifth person for a group like this?”
Front of mind for Shane is, “Hayden but–”
Ilya groans, “Hayden is boring. So many kids. He would never be free with new baby. I like him, but not for this.”
Shane turns it onto Ilya. “Fine, then how about Cliff?”
Ilya shakes his head. “Same problem but backwards. Cliff is too single. He is my best friend, but he does not like attention like this would be. He likes being famous hockey player to hit on girls at bars, but he does not want to be in tabloids.” He hesitates then adds, "And it would be bad for him with Boston. Especially when I Ieave. I can't ask him to do this."
They immediately exhaust their list of close friends.
A name floats into Shane’s head and he rejects it, but it flitters back in like trying to blow a leaf away.
Svetlana catches something in his expression. “You have an idea.”
Shane purses his lips. “It’s a bad idea.”
Ilya raises his eyebrows. “You have a bad idea? First time for everything.”
Shane elbows him in the stomach.
Svetlana encourages him. “Just say it, we need to brainstorm.”
Shane glances at Ilya. “You’ll hate it.”
Ilya looks between Svetlana and Shane. “Say it.”
Shane hesitates a moment longer before he says, “Scott Hunter.”
The room goes silent.
Shane expects them to laugh.
Svetlana stares at Shane. “Hunter…”
Ilya tries to get a read on Svetlana. “I thought you said idea was to not seem like we are couple. If Scott Hunter is there, would that not make us… gayer?”
Shane ducks his head. “That’s true. Yeah, nevermind. Like I said, it was a bad idea.”
Svetlana holds up a finger. “You two and Scott Hunter are the three captains of the only teams that have won a cup in the last six years. From a hockey stand point, it makes a strange kind of sense.”
Ilya argues, “But he is old. Our friend group so far is sexy and fun. And then Scott Hunter?”
“Have you watched the feature he did with Kip’s friends at the bar?” Svetlana asks, eyes on Shane.
Shane nods guiltily. “I mean, it’s hard to not keep up with what he’s doing. For obvious reasons.”
Svetlana’s brain is going a mile a minute. “Captain’s Night at the Kingfisher…” She nods. 
Ilya’s frown deepens. “Sveta, it’s a gay bar.”
She counters, “But Scott owns it now!”
“It’s still a gay bar.” Ilya’s expression is severe. 
For a moment she thinks he’s angry and then she realizes he’s being protective. Her eyes find Shane whose gaze is getting farther and farther away by the second.
She concedes. “Okay. Not Scott Hunter. Not yet anyway. Do you trust anyone else for it?”
Ilya’s eyes are on Shane, but Shane is still too far away. Ilya answers for both of them. “No, not enough. Maybe just four now. Four is enough.”
It’s not a question but Svetlana agrees. “I think four could be enough.”
“Shane,” Ilya’s voice gets ten times softer.
Shane hums, but he’s still not quite focused.
Ilya puts his hand on Shane’s cheek. “Hey, where did you go?”
Shane turns his head to Ilya, but still isn’t making eye contact. “It’s just…” He starts, trying to find the words for what he’s thinking. “It would be kind of nice to spend more time with Scott. Without cameras. I still haven’t talked to him after everything. If he really knows…”
Ilya brushes his thumb over Shane’s cheek. “It was a chirp. He doesn’t know.”
Shane’s eyes finally find Ilya’s. “It wasn’t just a chirp.”
Svetlana’s brow furrows. “What are you talking about?”
Ilya glances at Svetlana. “Couple years ago, Shane got into a fight.”
Svetlana laughs. “Yeah, his only fight in the history of his career. I do in fact remember that. Hunter said something to you?”
Shane swallows. “He insinuated that he knew about me and Ilya.”
“Holy shit,” Svetlana processes that. “Years ago?”
Shane nods. “Freaked me out. He’s the only one who ever… I mean, I guess I can understand in retrospect why he picked up on it.”
“Gaydar,” Ilya nods sagely. 
Shane rubs a hand over his face. “Do you think he actually heard us at the All-Star game?”
Ilya tries so hard not to laugh but chuckles softly. “I mean, probably.”
Shane groans, “I’ve been trying not to overthink it.”
“But he’s gay,” Ilya says. “So if he knows and he’s gay, it’s different.”
“Yeah.” Shane says weakly.
Svetlana listens quietly, letting them hash this out.
Ilya gently tugs Shane’s hands away from his face. “We can talk to him. We will all probably make All-Star team again.”
Shane shoots him a look. “If you and I talk to Scott together, he’ll know why.”
“That’s the point, yes?” Ilya shoots back.
Shane’s grinding his teeth again. “I know you trust Cliff, but it’s harder for me to… I don’t like other people on the ice knowing. It’s hard to focus when I know they’re probably looking at us more closely than they used to.”
Ilya laughs that off, “Shane, nothing distracts you on the ice.”
Shane wheezes, “Factually untrue. I have a medical history to prove it.”
Ilya rolls his eyes. “Okay, nothing besides me distracts you.”
“And people watching me and you would be part of that.”
Ilya massages Shane’s jaw, nonverbally cueing him to relax it which he does. “When we tell everyone we are friends, they will watch us too. When we announce the charity, they will watch us. The Raiders know we know each other. People are watching more closely now. We can’t go back.” He pauses, watching how that impacts Shane. “It’s a good thing, Shane. I know it feels bad right now, but it’s going to be so good. I want them to look at us. I want them to know you’re important to me.”
Shane melts, his entire body melding to Ilya’s to kiss him hard.
Ilya’s eyes flit to Svetlana as he tugs at the blanket to make sure Shane’s still covered before he kisses back fully.
Shane breaks the kiss suddenly, eyes flitting to Svetlana. “Fuck. Sorry.” His entire face is red. “Sorry, I got…”
“It’s okay,” Svetlana reassures him. “It’s late. It’s a lot to process. I shouldn’t have woken you up.”
Shane shakes his head before she finishes, “No, I’m glad you did.”
Ilya glances between them. “Maybe we put on pants and she can stay?” He asks Shane.
Shane blinks. Mouth opening, but nothing comes out.
Ilya laughs. “Oh, I broke you.” He swings himself out of the covers, winking at Svetlana as her eyes flick over him. He tugs his sweats back on, then finds Shane’s and tosses them at him.
Shane watches this, catching the sweatpants on pure instinct. He has a question but he doesn’t know how to ask it. “You two still…”
Svetlana waits for the question as Shane awkwardly tugs on the sweatpants under the covers. “What?”
Shane narrows his eyes. “You find each other attractive.”
Svetlana laughs. “Um, I mean, you’ve seen him.” She takes off her robe and tosses it on the floor, wearing an old t-shirt and sleep shorts.
Ilya gestures at himself. “It’s a fact.”
There’s algebra happening in Shane’s brain that doesn’t lead him to the answer he’s looking for.
Svetlana waits, and then tries to help Shane find the question he’s actually trying to ask. “Do you mean how are we friends even though we’re attracted to each other?”
It doesn’t feel exactly like what he wants to ask, but it’s close. “I guess.”
Svetlana shrugs. “Plenty of people are hot and I don’t want to have sex with them.”
Shane counters, “But you do want to have sex with him.”
Svetlana raises an eyebrow. “Okay, complicated. If we negotiate boundaries in a way where we’re all comfortable with that, then sure. I could want to have sex with him again but in this moment, I don’t want to have sex with him.”
Ilya tries a different angle, “You are in locker rooms with hot hockey players all the time. You don’t think about fucking them?”
Shane makes a face. “No, do you?!”
Ilya shrugs. “Less now with you, but before yes.”
Two very obvious dots connect in Svetlana’s brain and she can’t believe it took her this long to realize it. She smiles softly. “I think I know what you’re getting at and I think it needs to be a morning conversation.”
Shane frowns. “What am I getting at?”
Hesitantly, she crawls up the bed between Ilya and Shane, putting her hand on his cheek. “Trust me, if we open this door right now we will never fall back asleep and Ilya will be so grumpy tomorrow.”
The proximity of her seems to distract him enough from the spiral of thoughts that were speeding up in his mind. “Do you, uh, the covers…”
They help get her under the covers and Ilya presses his chest to her back, holding her.
Shane watches them and can’t help thinking that it’s not the same way Ilya holds him. He holds Svetlana like a teddy bear. It’s cute.
Ilya falls asleep almost instantly so Svetlana and Shane stare at each other.
Shane feels like he should say something, but instead he finds himself reaching the back of his hand out to brush her cheek bone with his knuckles.
She turns her head to press a kiss to his hand.
They dance around each other a bit, trying to get comfortable, until they finally land on Svetlana’s leg thrown over his and their hands loosely grasped between them. Their foreheads get closer and closer until they’re touching lightly. Even though the position isn’t the coziest, they’re tired enough to drift off to sleep, comforted by being close to each other.
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      Chapter 25: Like a Bonded Pair
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Shane wakes up and immediately thinks about two things. One, this is their last full day together before he has to take Svetlana and Ilya to the airport bright and early tomorrow. Two, Svetlana is so beautiful in the morning light, especially with Ilya curled around her.
He loves them.
Part of him thinks this should be complicated, it should be hard to feel this way. 
But Ilya and Svetlana fit into his heart like a bonded pair. 
He can’t believe they’re not in love themselves, but he understands completely. He feels the exact same way about Rose. He spent a long time after they broke up wondering why it didn’t work, why it couldn’t work. She was exactly who he should’ve ended up with on paper. She loves hockey, she’s gorgeous, she’s kind, she’s funny. He should’ve married her.
But he just doesn’t love her. And she doesn’t love him.
Ilya and Svetlana seem to fall into that same category, even more baffling to Shane since Ilya is bi. Shane at least had made peace with not being able to be with Rose since he’s gay, but this panromantic thing… 
Talking to Rose yesterday helped. Hearing her say that she also hadn’t grown to love him makes him realize that even if he can fall for a woman, she still wasn’t the right one. And it’s not like he’s falling for every man he’s ever met. If he’s talking about how people look on paper, Ilya is the farthest from who he thought he’d end up with.
Svetlana is actually much closer to who he imagined himself with. She’s funny and sharply intelligent not just with hockey analysis but also outside of it. While initially her PR pitches made him itch with anxiety, sitting with them for a while made him realize that she has a deep understanding of people and how Shane and Ilya can present themselves in a way that people will understand. She’s also kind in a way that she tries not to let you see. Ilya does the same thing in a completely different way. Ilya hides his kindness with sarcasm, Svetlana tries to make her kindness invisible. But Shane sees it.
Shane’s fear has always driven him to blend into normalcy, yet now he’s in a long term relationship with a man and about to confess to a woman even though he’s gay. It doesn’t make any logical sense.
But when he looks at them, both glowing golden in the early light, he doesn’t care about logic.
He already thought he was lucky enough to find Ilya, to work through all they did to find happiness together. He feels like a glutton for loving Svetlana as well. But regardless of how he feels about her, Svetlana is a nonnegotiable part of Ilya’s life. She would’ve always had a presence with them. And Ilya is so happy that Shane loves her. If Ilya had any hesitations at all, Shane would take things slower. Question it more.
He realizes Svetlana was always a complicated person in Ilya’s life. They’re best friends, that much is extremely clear. But they’re also sexually compatible in a way that Shane wouldn’t have been able to understand a few weeks ago.
The conversations about d/s and the split attraction model have given him language to understand this. Ilya and Svetlana are not in love. They’ll never be in love. But their emotional support for each other has often been found in physical catharsis.
Shane relates immensely. He’s the one who had told Ilya that sex sometimes feels like the only time they don’t have a language barrier. If he’s found that same language with Svetlana, how would it feel to no longer be allowed to speak it?
Ilya’s brow creases and he takes a sharp breath in, nuzzling further into Svetlana. He mumbles, “Why does it feel like you are thinking?”
Shane’s smile tugs at one corner of his lips. “You can tell with your eyes closed?”
Ilya hums but doesn’t make to move from where he is.
Even if Svetlana wakes up, Shane has to ask Ilya, “Do you think you’d ever fully love someone if they didn’t also love Sveta?”
Ilya’s eyes blink open and he looks at Shane like Shane’s just cut open his chest and ripped out his heart to hold it in front of him. “Do I…?”
Shane reaches out over Svetlana’s shoulder to brush his knuckles over Ilya’s cheek like he had to her last night. “She’s half of your heart.”
Ilya frowns. “I told you, I don’t love her lik–”
“That’s not what I’m saying.” Shane says gently. “She’s part of you.”
Ilya’s never thought about it like that, but now that Shane has said it in such a visceral way he realizes it’s completely true.
If he ever dated someone who was jealous of the time he spent with Svetlana, he would leave them. He never saw himself as someone who was destined for romance so it seems a very easy choice to prioritize her over romantic love.
He never expected Shane Hollander to lay claim to his heart. And when Shane’s parents found out, when they finally admitted to loving each other and the secret started to overflow, Ilya needed Svetlana to know.
He didn’t have any expectations for what would happen. He never could’ve predicted this. He knew Shane was gay when they traded I love yous, he knew Shane was gay when Ilya called himself Shane’s boyfriend. He couldn’t have known that Shane would be able to love her like this, that he would have room in his heart for both of them.
But he also knew they would love each other platonically if nothing else. The way it started is exactly how he thought it would always be. He would lock them in a room whenever they both got too focused on hockey. They could stay up late talking about the world in a way Ilya was interested in hearing, but never really had his own opinions about, none he has figured out how to voice yet at least. He thought they would be friends, like he and Svetlana are friends.
And maybe they are. If they keep coming back to this split attraction model, it seems like Ilya has half of that covered for Svetlana and Shane has the other half. It takes both of them to love her as much as she deserves.
There’s a mountain of things that Ilya could say right now in response to all of this. He could even say it in Russian if he couldn’t find the words in English to say what he feels correctly. But what he finds himself saying is, “I don’t think this fits in the press release.”
And Shane laughs so hard that Svetlana wakes up with a frown. “What are you two assholes giggling about?”
Ilya kisses the back of her ear, nuzzling his nose against the soft silk of her bonnet. “How much we love you.”
That wakes her up quickly. “What?” Her eyes open to Shane and fuck, what a vision it is.
His freckles stand out more starkly in this light, or maybe it’s because he’s still so close to her.
But she can’t keep distracting herself with Shane’s appearance. It’s been her number one coping mechanism this week – if she just pretends all of what she feels for Shane is because of how hot he is, it won’t hurt when this ends and he goes back to being solely Ilya’s.
Here they are, curled together in one bed, tangled in a knot so complicated they wouldn’t be able to escape it if they wanted to. And they don’t.
Shane’s eyes have never hidden a single emotion and she can see how he feels before he says it. His hand slips from Ilya’s cheek to her own and his voice is severely earnest when he says, “I love you.”
It swells in her. This impossible, too quick feeling. She shouldn’t feel like this for him already, but Ilya gave them both a shortcut. “I love you too.”
Shane’s eyes flick over her shoulder and his expression morphs into one of utter delight. “I told you you’d cry!”
Ilya sits up, turning away from them. “I am not crying! It’s just sun in my eyes. So bright.” He’s wiping at his eyes with the comforter.
Shane’s shaking his head, sitting up as well. “You’re such a fucking softy.”
“Shane…” Svetlana reaches her hand up to curl around Shane’s neck and pulls him down. He intuitively reaches his hand around her waist to pull her up and they meet in the middle.
It’s a simple kiss. Just a press of lips at first and then they move together, just to feel it out. No tongue.
When they break apart, Shane fully collapses back onto the bed on his back, staring at the ceiling. It feels like he’ll never stop smiling.
Svetlana’s sitting up and Ilya is behind her, chin on her shoulder. “You are happy now? Greedy for both our love?”
Shane looks up at both of them, love beaming out of him. He nods sharply. “Happy now. Extremely.”
Ilya kisses Svetlana’s jaw, arms wrapping around her middle. “You make me share everything, Sveta. I am so nice to you. Letting you love him.”
Svetlana giggles as Ilya tickles her. “You wanted this more than I did.”
“Maybe,” he whispers, hiding his smile in her neck. “Mm,” he can’t stop pressing kisses to her cheek, neck, shoulder. “My girlfriend-in-law.”
Svetlana cackles at that. “So you’re married now?”
Ilya raises an eyebrow at Shane. “Maybe one day.”
Shane’s entire face turns bright red. “Maybe one day,” he echoes softly.
Ilya can barely control himself. He settles on the bed and pulls Svetlana into his lap, her back against his chest, biting her shoulder.
She smacks his arm. “What is wrong with you?”
“No idea,” Ilya admits. “I feel like I have you more now.”
She leans to the side to be able to turn and see his face, looking at him skeptically. “Again, in Russian.”
Ilya groans, rolling his eyes. “Before we were just friends who sometimes fucked. We didn’t want to date, didn’t want to say we were family, but there was something more we couldn’t figure out. This is the more. With Shane. This is the more I always wanted with you.”
Her smile is so wide it almost hurts. She puts her hands on his face and pulls his forehead against hers. “Yes. This is the more I wanted too.”
She glances down at Shane who is watching them with the same goofy, lovestruck grin he can’t seem to get rid of. “Is it okay if I kiss him?”
Shane snorts. “Sveta, you could fuck him right now if you wanted.”
Sveta chokes on a laugh. “Wow, okay. Noted.” Then she looks back at Ilya. “Not right now.”
Ilya’s lower lip sticks out in a pout. “You are both so boring.”
She takes off her bonnet first because she wants Ilya to be able to dig his hands into her hair, sue her, and tosses it onto the nightstand. She leans in and bites that lower lip playfully before Ilya’s hands wrap around her, dipping her gently as he kisses her hard.
She readjusts, straddling his lap so they can press together more firmly.
It’s so easy to fall back into this with him, it’s what they’ve always known.
What she doesn’t expect is the second pair of lips on the back of her neck. Shane kisses his way across Ilya’s arm to his jaw.
Ilya finally breaks his kiss with Svetlana to look at Shane. There’s lightning in his eyes. “You are kissing me while I kiss her?”
Shane blinks. “Yeah? Is that okay?”
Ilya looks overstimulated in the best way possible. He whines. “There is only one of me and two of you and you both need to be pressed into this mattress and fucked.”
Shane licks his lips. “I actually kinda had an idea about that.”
Ilya has no idea if what he’s feeling is pleasure or torture. “You… Shane, you had an idea about…”
Shane laughs, digging his hands into Ilya’s hair. “Ilya, take a breath. You’re going to hyperventilate.”
Svetlana kisses his neck. “He’s so horny.”
Shane tsks, “That’s part of it. He’s happy.”
Ilya moans, “Say your idea please before I die of horny and happy.”
Shane leans in to kiss Svetlana’s cheek before he looks at Ilya. “I think I’m still not really ready for threesome sex without d/s, but I agree that Svetlana…” He doesn’t say ‘needs to be fucked into a the mattress’ the way Ilya did. “...well, you know her better than I do. If I go make breakfast, do you think you could take care of her for me, Ilya?”
Ilya short circuits.
Svetlana chokes on a laugh. “Shane, I know you literally just said you don’t want to do this without d/s but I’m pretty sure you just made him slip.”
Shane blinks. “I… what?”
Ilya buries his face into Svetlana’s neck, cursing under his breath in Russian.
Svetlana laughs, nodding. “Yeah. Our subby baby here will absolutely follow your command and take care of me while you cook us breakfast.”
Shane panics. “I didn’t mean to…”
Svetlana puts a hand on Shane’s cheek. “I’ve got him, Shane.”
And Shane trusts them. He leans in, one hand on Ilya’s back and the other on Svetlana’s waist. “Okay. I trust you.” He kisses her cheek, then reminds himself he can say it. “I love you.”
Svetlana’s smile goes a little goofy. “I love you too.”
Shane gets up, tugging on a shirt. Before he walks out of the room he says, “Hey, Ilya.” Ilya looks up, soft and embarrassed. Shane waits until he makes eye contact to say, “Bonus points if you make her scream my name.”
Svetlana laughs hysterically as Shane closes the bedroom door and starts cooking.
His cheeks are permanently red as he listens to them and makes a thousand mental notes about it maybe being worthwhile to soundproof the cottage.

 ★ ★ ★ 







      

  












      Chapter 26: My First Draft Pick - RECAP
  



    Chapter Notes

      RECAP
Recap 1-15
Recap 16-25
Recap 25-55
Recap 55-76
Recap 77-84
Recap 85-96
Recap 97-107
Recap 108-129
Here’s what you missed in chapters 16-25 of Crowded Table…

After Shane and Svetlana had a moment in front of Shane’s parents, Ilya talks to him about the split attraction model and Shane comes to terms with being homosexual and panromantic. Then they stay up late deciding how to come out to a few more of their friends.

The week at the cottage is interrupted by their hockey schedule and Shane goes back to Montreal for the day. Ilya and Svetlana watch the game with Yuna and David, all wearing Montreal gear which Does Something to Shane.

After the game, Shane goes to Hayden’s to tell him about the charity and Hayden demands proof Ilya is actually nice to Shane so they get on the phone and Hayden can immediately tell that Ilya and Shane are much closer than Shane let on.

The next morning, Shane calls Rose and tells her he’s seeing someone, another player in the league. She starts to guess but the first name out of her mouth is Ilya Rozanov. They spend the morning looking up fan edits of the two of them.

Empowered by the conversations, Shane decides he’s going to the Ottawa vs Boston game. The announcers spot him in the VIP box with Yuna and Svetlana, and he’s caught on camera standing up when Ilya gets taken down. Ilya is fine, but a few of the Raiders recognize Svetlana.

The locker room after the game is a bit of an interrogation as Ilya admits to his team that he and Shane see each other a lot and they talk sometimes. To avoid suspicion, Ilya rides with the team back to the hotel and decides to tell Cliff everything. Cliff is ally number 1 and Ilya realizes they’re better friends than he gave Cliff credit for.

The emotions of the day get the better of Shane, Svetlana, and Ilya when they get back to the cottage – Shane and Ilya immediately drag each other to bed, and Svetlana takes a moment to process. Before she can go to her room, Shane catches her and they have a moment that none of them can really explain. Svetlana uses a Russian pet name for Shane that she makes Ilya explain.

Svetlana wakes up at 3am because she has a publicity idea, so the three of them talk and Ilya invites Svetlana to stay the rest of the night with them.

Shane wakes up in bed with the two of them and realizes he’s so deeply in love with both of them. He tells Svetlana he loves her, she loves him back. The sheer bliss nearly destroys Ilya so Shane asks if Ilya can take care of Svetlana for him, unintentionally dropping Ilya into subspace.

Svetlana reassures Shane she can handle it so he leaves Ilya to Svetlana and makes the three of them breakfast…


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  ★ ★ ★

Svetlana takes a moment to just look at Ilya, running her fingers over the sharp contours of his face.
He’s pouting at her. “Fuck me.”
She tsks, “Patience, Ilyushka. Didn’t your boyfriend tell you that you’re supposed to be taking care of me?”
Ilya’s struggling to get his thoughts in order. He’s feeling so many things, absolutely overrun with bliss. And maybe that’s why he slipped. To hand part of this over to Svetlana before he fully combusted.
“Tell me,” he nuzzles into her neck. “Sveta, tell me how to be good for you.”
She coos, holding him tightly. “You know how. But I want you to be slow. We haven’t talked about this yet. You keep slipping so fast.”
Ilya does his best to listen to her and decides the best thing to do is to copy her so he wraps his arms around her and holds her.
She hums. “Good boy.” He whines, still vibrating with excess energy. “Tell me what you want first.”
Ilya answers immediately. “Need to make you scream his name.”
“No,” Svetlana scolds him softly, “That’s what Shane wants. Tell me what you want.”
This question is actually harder for Ilya outside of subspace so as it is, he actually can think of a couple answers. “I want your weight on me. Like this, but more. I want… I want you to fuck me.” He means that he wants her to ride him. They established that turn of phrase ages ago.
She pets her fingers through his hair. “Thank you for telling me. Any ideas for how you want to do what Shane asked yet?”
Ilya nods fervently. “I want to go down on you.”
Svetlana smirks. “Mmm, you’re very good at that. Seems like a good idea. I think maybe you should do that first because I don’t want you to linger in the headspace too long when you’ve surprised yourself with it. So take care of me, then I’ll take care of you and guide you down. But then I think you should let Shane feed you breakfast either as aftercare or to keep easing out of it.”
Ilya’s whine turns into a moan halfway through.
Svetlana kisses his jaw. “I knew you’d like that idea.”
His teeth nip at her neck. “I don’t like it in the sun.”
After last time, she thinks she knows what he means. The domestic d/s stuff is still foreign to him. He’s not comfortable in the headspaces outside of a bed. “Can you try? And if it’s bad, you tell me immediately. Stoplight or safeword, I’ll listen for both.”
She eases herself out of his lap and tugs him with her and she lies on her back.
He’s braced over her, looking a little shellshocked. 
She smiles up at him. “Take your time, Ilyushka. We can kiss first if you need that.”
He takes her up on it immediately, pressing their lips together.
She lets their bodies talk, finding their way back together after their hiatus. She could’ve guessed why Ilya stopped wanting to have sex with her last year, she knew things must’ve been getting serious with ‘Jane.’ She just didn’t know yet who Jane was.
Once they find their rhythm, Ilya starts kissing down her body and she lets him lead as he tugs off her pants.
The thing about Ilya and sex is that he never gave 100% to his hookups. But with Svetlana? He knows exactly what she likes and how to give it to her. She imagines it’s the same with Shane.
She loses herself to the sensation of it, his hand reaches up and pushes her shirt out of the way so she tugs it off and lets him touch her.
She has no idea what she says but when she comes, Ilya looks pleased with himself as he kisses his way back up her body so she assumes he succeeded in his goal.
He’s needy for more kisses so she complies, tasting herself on his tongue. 
She pulls away, “Condom?”
Ilya gestures vaguely to the nightstand furthest from the door. She scoots over (hearing him whine when she moves away from him) and opens it. She shouldn’t be surprised by the sheer amount of supplies Shane keeps here, but she is. She tries not to immediately catalog every single sex toy Shane Hollander owns and fails.
She works quickly, rolling it onto him and amused by the soft whines he makes as she finally touches him.
“My turn, my moon.”
Ilya’s head is thrown back as he moans at that. She hasn’t called him that in a long time. Years.
Pet names were something they tested out when Ilya moved to Boston, but they never felt right. It always felt like too much.
It feels like the perfect time to bring them back.
Svetlana expects Ilya to respond with the pet name he tested out back then, my joy. But he blindsides her by whimpering, “My soul.”
She kisses him hard, tears in her eyes. Svetlana grunts, “Fuck you for making me cry during sex, what the fuck.”
Ilya laughs as she switches to English to tease him.
His fingers dig into her thighs. “Please, Sveta.”
“I know,” she kisses him one more time. “I’ve got you, Ilyushka.”
She rides him fast and hard, focusing on herself because she knows for a fact the fastest way to get Ilya riled up is to see his partner feeling good. 
The moment they’re done she springs into action cleaning them up. Part of her responsibility as a dom right now is taking care of Ilya and his headspace, but the other part that she’s well aware of is getting him back to Shane as soon as possible.
She finds a Montreal t-shirt in Shane’s dresser and tosses it at him. “Here, you whore.”
Ilya smiles like an idiot as he tugs it on. “You too. It will kill him.”
She picks up a second Montreal shirt and shakes her head. “No, I need him focused on you right now. I’ll save that for another time.”
They get dressed and before they leave the room, Svetlana glances at the bed and grabs a pillow.
Ilya throws her a look. “What’s that for?”
Svetlana laughs. “Oh, you’ll understand very quickly.”
 
Shane has something that can be called breakfast assembled on the kitchen island. The toast is a little burnt, he luckily couldn’t really mess up pre-sliced fruit, and his face is bright red. What they don't know is he tried to make omelettes but those are burnt beyond recognition and in the trash since he zoned out listening to Svetlana scream his name with a backdrop of Ilya’s needy whines.
It takes Ilya about .3 seconds to understand what the pillow is for. He snatches it from Svetlana and takes long strides to Shane before dropping the pillow in front of him and getting on his knees.
Shane looks at Svetlana, panicked.
She very casually makes her way to the opposite side of the island and shrugs. “Can’t see anything from here.”
Shane’s breathing picks up speed. “Oh. Right. I, um…” He chokes on a moan. “Ilya…”
Svetlana watches him. “Stoplight if you need it, golden one.”
The irritated fondness in Shane’s eyes when he looks at her almost makes her fall off the stool with laughter.
Svetlana picks up a piece of toast, breaking off the burnt bits, as Shane goes through every single human emotion. 
“This is so fucking…” His hand grips the counter, other hand presumably in Ilya’s hair.
“Hot?” She asks.
He glares at her again.
She can’t help laughing.
She can see him holding back a laugh as well, but extremely distracted by Ilya’s mouth on him.
“You put him in my shirt,” Shane manages to say.
“You’re welcome,” she says smoothly.
Svetlana’s not sure what Ilya does, but she imagines he wants Shane’s attention on him and boy does he get it.
Shane doesn’t mutter a single thing close to any stoplight colors or safewords so she lets herself watch him as he comes.
It’s satisfying to see things play out exactly as she expected.
Ilya pops back up into view, wrapping around Shane, tucking his face into Shane’s neck. “Good?”
Shane holds him, staring at Svetlana over his shoulder. He kisses Ilya’s ear. “Yeah, of course, Ilya. You’re always… you’re always good.” He gauges her reaction. “Is that too much?”
Svetlana shakes her head. “I told him you could feed him after.”
Shane doesn’t understand. “Yeah, I made food if you’re hungry, Ilya.”
Svetlana tsks. “No, feed him, Shane. With your hands to his mouth.”
Shane blushes. “Oh.”
Ilya holds him tighter.
Svetlana gestures at him. “He’s still nervous about you seeing him like this.”
Shane thinks about that. “Rewards help, right?” The night after talking to Hayden, he maybe read about 15 articles, essays, blog posts, and wiki pages about d/s.
Svetlana raises an eyebrow. “Rewards can help, yes.”
Shane considers that, then focuses on Ilya as he says, “If you let me see you, let me feed you, I’ll put on your jersey.”
Ilya’s back straightens so fast Svetlana worries he’ll get whiplash.
He’s staring directly into Shane’s eyes, vulnerability on full display. “Wear it while you feed me?”
Shane loves him so much. The first word that comes to mind is that somehow, Ilya looks fluffy.
He’s so incredibly cute, with his eyebrows scrunched together and his lips in a permanent pout.
Shane kisses his forehead. “Deal. Go sit. I’ll get it.”
Svetlana stands. “Nu uh, I’ll get it. You two eat.”
“Lap.” Ilya says and then clears his throat. Trying to make himself speak in full sentences again. “Can I… sit…”
Shane has never cared less about getting crumbs on his couch. “You want…”
They stare at each other.
Svetlana reappears with the jersey and grabs Shane by the shoulders. “It’s not that hard. Come on, boys.” Moving Shane moves Ilya by proxy, attached to his side like a magnet.
She pushes Shane to sit by the arm of the couch and Ilya hesitates before sitting sideways, back against the arm of the couch and legs over Shane’s lap.
Shane has to focus extremely hard on not commenting on how bizarre this feels.
Ilya seems to feel it from him regardless, withdrawing into himself.
“No, hey,” Shane digs his fingers into Ilya’s curls and kisses his jaw. “You’re so fucking beautiful.”
Ilya’s hand fists in Shane’s t-shirt. He bites Shane’s lip just on the wrong side of too hard. “Jersey.”
“Ow,” Shane pulls back, rubbing at his lip.
Svetlana had gone to get a plate for them and hands it to Shane.
She grabs Ilya’s chin. “Are you being bratty? Do not do that to him.”
Ilya tugs at Shane’s shirt again and looks at Svetlana meaningfully.
She sighs heavily. “Fine.” She takes the plate back from Shane and looks at him expectantly. “Off.”
Shane glances between them and then slowly reaches for his shirt.
He pulls it over his head and doesn’t miss the way Svetlana’s eyes track the motion. She hands him the jersey. “Ilyushka, tell me what the jersey is a reward for.”
“Eating,” Ilya says, eyes on Shane.
“Try again,” Svetlana says strictly.
Ilya’s so impatient. Shane seems to understand not to put the jersey on until Svetlana specifically says to.
Ilya whines. “Letting him feed me.”
Svetlana scoffs. “Closer. There was a more important part of it.”
Ilya’s eyes close and he takes a breath. “Letting him see me.”
Svetlana nods to Shane.
He tugs on the jersey and Ilya’s eyes open.
They stare at each other.
Ilya melts. He puts his hand over Shane’s heart, over the team logo. He has complicated feelings about the Boston jersey lately, but it’s still his jersey right now. The jersey he’s won cups in.
And his boyfriend is wearing his jersey.
If he wasn’t in subspace, he would feel more aggressive about it but as it is it relaxes him.
Svetlana gives him one more warning, “If I see you being bratty again, I will pull you off of his lap.”
Ilya pouts at her, “I’m fine.”
Shane backs him up. “He’s okay, Sveta.”
Ilya nuzzles Shane’s cheek.
Shane’s eyes flit to Svetlana.
It’s like watching a kid feed an animal at the petting zoo for the first time.
Shane looks terrified and awestruck.
Svetlana settles on the couch next to them with her own plate, not close enough to touch but close enough to intervene if needed.
Any hesitation in Ilya is gone. 
Shane lifts a piece of fruit to Ilya’s lips and he takes it gently, licking the juices from Shane’s fingers.
They eat in silence because Shane has no idea what to say.
Svetlana has a suspicion that he can figure this out so she uses her favorite tool and gives them both the silence they need to work this out.
It takes longer than expected, but Shane finally comes to the conclusion that Ilya needs to be babied, so Shane babies him. “You’re so good to me,” Shane says softly, pushing another slice of fruit between Ilya’s lips. “This whole week, you’ve been so patient. I’ve been a fucking mess and you’ve been so steady. I guess you feel unsteady with this, but I feel unsteady everywhere else. My mom pushes me so hard and you’re always just… you.
“All the pressure with this press stuff and you’re so calm. You prioritize my pace. You encourage me to be honest with my friends, with myself. It’s like… you see such a clearer version of me than I see. And you know what would make me happy when I can’t see it myself.” Shane places the empty plate onto the coffee table. His hands are sticky, but it doesn’t matter. “You remind me every day that playing it safe can sometimes be more damaging.” 
He wraps his arms around Ilya and holds him tight, kissing the top of his head. “I will always, always take care of you. Whatever you fucking need, Ilya. It’s not something you’re asking me to do, and it’s not something I feel obligated to do. It’s… it’s a fucking honor to take care of you. I never thought I could be good at anything but hockey, but I think I’m pretty good at this. I think I’m good at loving you so please let me.”
Shane hears Ilya sniffle and knows he’s crying because Shane is too.
Ilya’s lips press against Shane’s neck, then his jaw, until his face is visible. His eyes are red. “You are very, very good at loving me.” Ilya says, voice breaking. “I worry, maybe, I’m not as good at loving you.”
“Bullshit,” Shane says easily. “Did you hear anything I just said? Ilya, every day you’re fighting me for my happiness. The biggest obstacle is always how scared I am of fucking everything and you just being beside me makes it all so much easier to push through. I know it made things more complicated, but I went to the game because of you and it was worth it. It was dangerous and it made both of us so fucking happy. You are the main thing keeping both of us happy.”
Ilya pouts and looks over Shane’s shoulder at Svetlana. “Mostly Sveta right now.”
Shane laughs, knocking his forehead against Ilya’s. “Okay, fine. You’re right about that.”
Ilya knocks his forehead against Shane’s back. “I will try.” He promises softly. “I will try to… believe that I love you enough. It helps that Sveta loves you too.” He smiles at her, then looks back at Shane. “It helps to know that I have help to love you enough. You deserve so much. Your parents love you. Rose loves you. Hayden loves you. It’s very tough competition, loving you.”
Shane laughs softly. “Yeah, but you were my first draft pick.”
Ilya kisses him.
Svetlana relaxes.
She was waiting for them to get to the kissing phase of this.
Did she cry hearing the rest of it? Of course. But she had to keep her focus on Ilya’s subspace and she knew it would devolve into kissing at some point.
He’ll start coming out of it and she thinks Shane has a better sense of what to look for now.
Today feels a lot like that first night they called her. When she witnessed a really intimate relationship negotiation type conversation between them. This time though, they both kept mentioning her, looking at her. Because she’s part of this now, part of them.
She should have her laptop open by now, but who cares? She quit. So what if she’s a little late to checking her inbox today?
She has much bigger priorities, MLH player sized priorities.
She cuddles into the couch and scrolls on her phone, occasionally looking up to watch her two boys kiss.
She thinks about vodka and rom-coms. She’ll never feel that hopeless again. Neither of them will let her.

★ ★ ★
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Ilya’s curled up in Shane’s lap, snoring softly, and Shane is petting his fingers through Ilya’s hair looking like he won the lottery.
“Does this always happen?” Shane tears his eyes away to look at Svetlana. “Does he always fall asleep after subspace?”
Svetlana locks her phone and looks at Shane, considering that. “I can’t say I’ve ever seen him slip in the morning like this. Usually he slept after because it was late so maybe it’s just his way of easing out of it.”
Shane logs that information for later.
Svetlana prods at him about it. “You’ve been studying up about it for him.”
Shane laughs, gesturing at his bookshelf of hockey books. “I can’t help it.”
“You’re learning Russian for him.” Svetlana adds. “What will you learn for me, I wonder?”
Shane’s heart bursts at Svetlana being more comfortably flirty with him now that they’re all on the same page with boundaries: being that there are none. “Russian,” Shane teases with a smirk. But then he genuinely thinks about it, hand still petting through Ilya’s hair. “Being more public,” he says it softly. Then realizes it doesn’t explain what he means well enough. “Like taking you to dinner and not caring about what people think. The friendship group thing, it makes a lot of sense. And I want you both to meet Rose.”
Svetlana melts. It’s so easy to forget how honest Shane is. She asked him a flirty question and he answered it like it mattered. She can’t remember the last time someone took her seriously like this. “Does Rose have a friend for the friend group?”
Shane scoffs. “She’s very popular.” He thinks about it. “It depends on what she’s filming. She usually has a cast bestie, her words. When we were together, that was Miles. But if we’re trying to not be very obviously gay, well.”
Svetlana laughs. “I heard Miles danced with you that night.”
Shane blinks at her. “What?”
She raises an eyebrow. “Did Ilya not admit that he was watching you for a while before you spotted him?”
Shane’s cheeks heat. “We don’t really talk about that night a lot.”
“I got the best friend rant about it, so I’ve heard the details.”
Shane doesn’t want to know, both because Ilya will tell him if he asks and because… it doesn’t matter anymore. “What were you going to say last night? Before we fell asleep.”
Shit, she totally forgot about that. She hums. “You ready to dig into it?”
“Always and never,” Shane answers coyly. 
Svetlana throws it at him. “Have you heard the term demisexual?”
Shane lets out a sigh. “Are you going to pull up a wikipedia page?”
Svetlana barks a laugh. “Is that what Ilya did?” She shakes her head. “It just seems like… your emotional attachment plays a big role in your attraction to people. You need an emotional link before you really feel the desire to touch someone.”
Shane looks at her like she has two heads. “Sveta, Ilya and I started hooking up when we were barely talking to each other.”
She waves that off, “You knew him, though. The same way he knew you. You watched him on the ice, you knew what kind of player he was. That he was as smart on the ice as you were. I would be willing to bet before you actually hooked up you already decided you thought he was funny.”
Shane blushes. “How can you know that?”
Svetlana smiles victoriously. “Because, Shane, I know you.”
He shrugs. “Okay, yeah. Maybe.”
“Who else do you find hot?” Svetlana tries.
Shane makes a face, staring at his hockey books as if they’ll inspire him to find an answer. “Rose and I were talking about, um, she was in a movie with David Corenswet.”
Svetlana doesn’t mean to laugh. “Superman, right.”
Shane shrugs, but his blush deepens.
Svetlana’s eyes narrow. “When you say you were talking to Rose…”
Shane doesn’t say anything.
“Shane… do you talk about hot boys with Rose Landry?”
“She knows I’m gay,” he says in lieu of an actual answer.
“Call her.” Svetlana has a fire in her eyes.
Shane shakes his head. “She’s shooting.”
“Okay,” Svetlana is unfazed. “If she’s shooting, it’ll go to voicemail.”
Shane shoots her a look. “I haven’t told her about you yet, just Ilya.”
Svetlana draws an x over her heart. “I won’t out you as polyamorous unless you’re comfortable telling her.”
Shane mumbles as he pulls his phone out of his pocket, “I’m comfortable telling her anything. It’s just hard to say out loud.”
Once again, Svetlana sees Shane in a new light. So far all she’s seen is Shane with Ilya, Shane on the ice. He’s a jock 90% of the time, but it seems like Rose brings out something different in him. She allows him to be himself, she allows him to be a person away from hockey. Svetlana didn’t know that was possible for Shane Hollander. She wants to see it desperately.
Shane scrolls to her contact. “What do you even want to talk to her about?” He looks at her suspiciously before he hits call.
Svetlana answers honestly, “I just wanna see how you are with her.”
“Is this a test?”
“Oh my god, I told you, no tests.” Svetlana punches his shoulder lightly. “I wanna see the side of you that talks about celebrities with your best friend, that’s all.”
Shane blushes. “I don’t… whatever.” He hits call.
Rose answers almost immediately. “Thank god, there was some kind of tech issue with the set and I’m stuck in my trailer for who knows how long until they can fix it. I’m bored out of my mind. You’re a fucking life saver.”
Shane immediately smiles softly. He loves so purely, it hits Svetlana directly in the heart. He’s so incredibly cute. “At least you have a trailer this time,” he teases.
“I know, I shouldn’t have done that last movie but shockingly I don’t want to be the lead in everything I do! It’s nice to be a supporting role every so often.”
Shane snorts, “Can’t relate.”
“Yeah, well, you’re the best player in the league. Speaking of which, how’s #2 doing?”
Svetlana chokes on her laugh.
Shane smirks at her. “I, uh, wanted to introduce you to my…” He trails off.
Rose perks up. “Oh my god, is Ilya there?”
Shane looks down at Ilya, still sound asleep. At least, Shane thinks he is. He’s not that good at faking. “Yes and no. Ilya’s asleep in my lap.”
Rose squeals, “Can you send me a picture or is that against the rules?”
Svetlana takes a picture.
Emotions war in Shane’s eyes about it. “I have a locked folder that I can show you next time but I can’t send anything.”
Rose sighs. “Fair enough, so who are you introducing me to?”
“You remember Svetlana?”
Svetlana raises an eyebrow. She realizes the only person with less of a filter than Ilya is Rose Landry. “You mean the hot girl at the Ottawa game?”
Svetlana’s other eyebrow raises to match the first.
Shane stammers, “I, uh, I mean, yeah she was at the– Rose, you’re on speaker. Sorry.”
Svetlana says, “It’s absolutely incredible to meet you.” And she means that.
Rose immediately requests to switch the call to video. 
Shane gets deja vu of the night he video-called Ilya to meet Svetlana. He passes his phone to her and watches them.
Svetlana looks like she’s trying to not look starstruck. “So you’re the one who taught Shane Hollander what a crack ship is.”
Rose laughs hard in the way she does off screen, not cute and dainty for the cameras, but genuine. “So you know then?”
Shane interrupts, “Sorry, yeah, you both know. You can… it’s fine…”
Svetlana smirks at him and then looks back at Rose. “I asked him which boys he thinks are hot and he said Superman.”
Rose cackles, “Okay, but is he wrong?”
Svetlana rolls her eyes. “It’s a safe answer. He’s objectively hot.”
Shane realizes very quickly the danger in letting two of his friends meet – they both know exactly how to make fun of him. It’s not dissimilar from chirping in the locker room but something about these two people who actually know him is so different. It’s scarier, they have so much more ammo, but it’s also not scary at all – he trusts them.
Rose makes a gesture at the camera, “I’m getting publicist vibes. Is that why you were sitting with Yuna?”
Svetlana raises an eyebrow. “Close enough, yeah. I’m going to be working for the charity.”
Shane gestures for Svetlana to turn the camera to him, “Sorry, I didn’t tell you all that yet. We got distracted with the, um…”
“Fan edits,” Rose fills in with a smirk.
They catch Rose up on the charity and by the end of it she has a weird look on her face. “You didn’t think to reach out to me about it?”
Shane hesitates. “What do you mean?”
Rose shrugs. “I’d be more than happy to support it publicly. I could do fundraising campaigns with my platform. Whatever you need.”
Shane admits, “This isn’t really my forte, but you’re talking to the right person.”
Svetlana takes over. “I’ll talk to Yuna about it, but I can’t see why we’d turn that down.”
Rose points out the obvious hurdle, “Other than me being his very publicly ex-girlfriend.”
Svetlana shrugs. “But people know you’re friends now.”
Rose laughs. “Some people think we’re still fucking.”
Shane blushes in front of his two partners. As if summoned by the idea of Shane being fucked, Ilya starts to wake up.
Svetlana’s still not concerned. She tells Rose about the whole friend group idea and they get really focused on public image, social media, and potential reactions. 
So Shane lets them talk and focuses on Ilya.
Ilya wakes up, squinting at Svetlana. “Is that Rose?”
Shane nods. “Svetlana wanted to meet her.”
Ilya frowns. “Wow, she meets Svetlana before me?”
“You never asked.” Shane says bluntly.
“I did,” Ilya insists.
“Okay, you asked literally last night while you were talking to Cliff. You can meet her right now. If you feel okay?”
Ilya still looks a little sleep-soft, maybe not fully recovered from the headspace, but this is one of Shane’s closest friends so he’s not as worried as he could be. He nods, gesturing at the phone as he sits up.
“Sveta,” Shane interrupts a conversation around engagement and click conversion rates that he doesn’t understand at all.
Svetlana glances at them and scoots closer. “Oh, the boys want you.”
“Don’t they all,” Rose says airily.
Svetlana giggles.
Shane… has never heard Svetlana giggle like that. He shoots her a look as she hands him the phone.
Svetlana blushes as she averts her gaze.
He has no idea what to do with that, but he tells himself to ask her about it later.
Shane looks at himself in the camera and in that moment remembers he’s wearing Ilya’s jersey and Ilya is wearing a Metros shirt. Whatever, Rose was always going to tease him about this. Might as well give her plenty of fuel. But first, “If I introduce you to Ilya, do you promise to be normal?”
Rose scoffs at him. “Why on Earth would I promise that?”
Ilya rips the phone out of Shane’s hand. “Hello Rose Landry, you stole my boyfriend for a while but I won in the end.”
Shane lets out the loudest longest sigh of his life.
Rose is delighted. “That’s a lot less intimidating after seeing you sleeping in his arms in a Metros t-shirt.”
Ilya actually flushes. “I’m not mad anymore,” he says, trying to preserve his dignity. “You are a very good friend to him.”
“And from what I’ve seen, you’re a very good boyfriend.” Rose says with a genuinely welcoming smile.
Ilya’s struck silent for a moment.
Then Rose says, “But the Metros are still destroying the Raiders next week.”
Ilya drops his head back onto the couch and curses in Russian before lifting his head and glaring at Shane. “Do you only know people who love hockey as much as you?”
Shane smirks, “Pretty much.” He leans in. “That works in your benefit, doesn’t it?” He leans in to kiss Ilya, mostly for himself but partly for Rose.
He wants the people who can see them together, to see them together. He wants everyone to know how good this is.
A loud bang makes Rose jump out of her skin and a voice calls out in the background, “Back in 15.”
Rose screams, “Thank you, 15!” Before looking back at them. “You are the cutest couple on the planet and I’m going to be thinking about how lovesick you both look all day, but I have to go. Get me in touch with Yuna, okay, Shane?”
Shane clears his throat, embarrassed by the openly amused and affectionate way Ilya is looking at him. “Yeah, I’ll tell her. Good luck with the shoot.”
“Don’t need it! Love you!”
“Love you.”
The call ends.
Ilya whistles. “Wow, so you love her too?”
Shane deadpans. “Why the fuck did you say that to her?”
Ilya shrugs. “I have spent years being jealous of Rose Landry. She knows now that I won.”
Shane rubs his hand over his face. “You’re such a dick.”
“She thought it was funny.”
“Yeah, you’re lucky she did.”
“You like funny people, I knew she would think it’s funny. I’m not actually mad. Anymore.”
Svetlana adds to that, “She’s also extremely confident and competent. Which seems to be a thing for you too.”
Shane feels his cheeks heat. “So?”
Svetlana shrugs. “It’s cute, you have a type.”
Ilya’s ego expands like a physical thing. The smile that grows on his face is the only one Shane doesn’t necessarily love to see. “Shane, did Rose remind you of me?”
Shane shuts that down as fast as he can. “Well, Rose is nice. So no.”
Ilya presses his lips to Shane’s neck. “She is funny, hot, chirps, good at her job, blonde. Sounds like me.”
Shane takes a breath, closing his eyes. He knows Ilya is being silly about something that previously hurt him. He gets that, he does but he doesn’t want to linger in what was. “Can we please stop talking about her as my ex and treat her like my friend?”
Svetlana swoops in, “Can we talk about how I’d love to make her my future ex?”
That makes Shane’s lips quirk back up. “She’s straight.”
Svetana shrugs. “Innocent until proven guilty.”
Shane cannot possibly grasp where she’s going with this. “What’s that supposed to mean?”
Svetlana smiles. “I’ll assume she’s queer until I’m sure she’s not.”
Shane is baffled. “She’s told me very specifically that she’s not. What more proof do you need?”
Svetlana smiles at him. “How many queer women do you know?”
That makes Shane’s thoughts grind to a halt. “Uh, just you, I guess.”
Svetlana nods. “Okay, a lot of women who tell themselves they wish they were gay… well, let’s just say people don’t think about it that much if they’re actually straight. And as a queer woman, talking to her… there’s a vibe.”
“A vibe.” Shane repeats skeptically.
Svetlana nods. “Definitely a vibe.”
Ilya jumps into Russian to make Svetlana explain what vibe means.
Shane zones out for a second thinking about that while they translate, and the first thing out of his mouth is, “What’s the point of the friend group if no one is straight?”
It’s so surprising to Svetlana, she chokes on a laugh. “I think maybe this is another one of those things that we could treat as a publicity stunt, or we can just have fun.”
Shane thinks about being with Ilya, Svetlana, and Rose. Doing whatever the hell they want. Out at dinner. And… 
His mind goes blank. What else do people do together for fun?
He feels something like regret seep into his heart. How much has he been missing out on?
Shane reaches out his hand and Svetlana reaches out to hold it.
Shane massages the back of her hand, then looks into her eyes. “Could you plan something?”
Ilya tries to understand the emotion in Shane’s eyes before looking at their clasped hands.
Svetlana nods and then ruins the moment. “Well, you’ve forced me to ask you for Roses’s number.”
Shane laughs, tilting his head back but the sadness is gone. There’s playfulness in his eyes when he asks her, “Can you not flirt with my friend on the day I told you I love you?”
Svetlana looks a little guilty. “Sorry. But back on the table tomorrow?”
Shane throws a pillow at her.
She squeals with laughter. “I’m kidding!”
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The rest of the day passes entirely too quickly, partially taken up by Yuna telling Ilya and Shane about the interview and photoshoot she booked for them while Shane is in Boston for the game next week.
Svetlana did eventually catch up on her inbox which was blissfully manageable.
Their suitcases are in the living room prepped for the early drive tomorrow and Shane stares at them sitting by the door like they’ve mortally offended him.
Ilya walks up behind him, hands on Shane’s waist as he kisses his jaw. “They do not bite.”
Shane sighs. “I know we cheated and shouldn’t have even had this week together, but it’s still really hard to watch you leave.”
“Next year.” Ilya kisses down his neck. “Next year I will just be down the road.”
Shane rolls his eyes. “It’s a much longer drive than that from here. And I’ll be in Montreal.”
Ilya tsks. “You already worry about the details for a problem that doesn’t exist yet.”
Shane’s brain is pinballing right now, “By the end of next week, the rivalry will be over.”
Ilya steps out from behind him to see Shane’s face.
Svetlana comes up from downstairs with her last bag.
Ilya grabs Shane’s chin. “Eh, no. I will not be letting the rivalry die. I’m still ahead of you with goals this season.”
Shane frowns. “I’ve have more points with assists–”
“Doesn’t count.”
Svetlana eyes both of them. “The rookie at the Admirals isn’t that far behind you two.”
They turn to her with twin expressions of absolute betrayal.
She holds up her hands. “It’s just true.”
Shane sighs. “My mom said the same thing.”
Ilya makes a sound like a wounded animal. “No, I refuse to become old like Scott Hunter.”
Shane is a livewire thinking about this week ending, going back to his apartment alone in Montreal, the interview next week. 
He jumps over the back of the couch with the ease of a man used to vaulting the boards onto the ice and picks up the Xbox controller. “Can we just… sit… and… be here.”
Ilya sits beside him. “There are other ways to calm your nerves.”
Shane looks at him, eyes determined. “Sure, we can have sex at your place next week. I want to be with you here.” He turns to Svetlana. “Both of you.”
Svetlana is still in a flirty mood today so she snags a controller and says, “Okay, but this time Ilya and I are doubling up to dom you.”
Shane drops his head into his hands. “Is this what it’s going to be like?”
“Always,” Ilya kisses the shell of his ear with a laugh.
Shane’s hands barely cover his smile.
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The rest of the night is deceptively… tame. They do as Shane asked – be here.
They strategize about what to say in the interview next week, watch the New York versus Minnesota game, and lose Shane for about two hours as he watches highlights from the week, taking notes with unbreakable focus.
Ilya recruits Svetlana in the kitchen so they can make dinner, but Ilya keeps glancing at Shane and his notebook.
Svetlana isn’t much better off. “How do you keep up with him when he’s like this?”
Ilya laughs, answering in Russian. “I don’t know, honestly. It’s like nature versus nurture, right? I was always naturally good at this and then forged by Russian training camps, by my father. Shane was naturally good and continues to train himself as if he’s not already the best.”
Svetlana takes that in. “None of that answer was you giving enough credit to yourself.”
Ilya scoffs, focused on pulling ingredients out of the fridge.
Svetlana presses him. “I didn’t mean to make light of it, Ilyushka. Shane Hollander is a high bar to meet, sure, but you’re good at this too. You care about being better.”
“To keep up with him.”
“Do you really think that’s all it is? You’re doing this all for him? None of it is for you?”
Ilya stares at Shane, then looks at Svetlana. He doesn’t answer the question directly but answers it as specifically as he can. “You’re working for the foundation now, and it’s for you and your career but would you do it if it wasn’t for me and Shane?”
She lets out a breath, not expecting Ilya to vivisect her so cleanly like that. “Fuck. I guess that’s fair.” She finally notices the ingredients Ilya’s pulling out of the fridge. “Wait, what is this? Are you making real food?”
Ilya shrugs, attempting to be blase. “I’ve started trying to remember some of my mother’s recipes. I’m not very good at it yet but… I want to try and learn.” He holds out his phone with a recipe for Zharkoye pulled up.
Svetlana takes the phone from him and scrolls through the page. The recipe he found is in Russian, but from what she knows about this dish it’s missing some key steps. Traditional recipes always expect you to have some kind of spiritual connection to the past to recreate dishes correctly.
She nods, smiling at Ilya fondly. “I’ve made this. It was years ago, but I think I remember. I can show you.”
Emotions linger in the air like rainclouds before the storm breaks.
Ilya holds back the swell of tears he feels threatening to overflow. He nods wordlessly and they get to work.
 
Shane’s broken out of his hockey analysis stupor by the smell that permeates the living room.
He joins them at the counter right as they start dishing out portions.
Shane’s eyebrows raise. “Oh, this is the recipe you found?”
Ilya nods, staring at the dish in front of him like it might bite him instead of vice versa.
Svetlana puts a hand on Ilya’s shoulder. She’d eaten Irinia’s meals a couple of times. She wasn’t the world's best cook, but it was always comforting to eat her food. Svetlana isn’t sure how close this will be to the meals they shared as kids. “You want me to try it first?”
Ilya nods.
Svetlana takes a bite. It’s… close. “It’s not perfect but… it tastes like a memory.”
Brows furrowed, Ilya nods and takes a bite. He immediately understands what Svetlana means. No, it’s not the exact flavor of the faded memory he has of childhood and maybe he doesn’t really remember it well enough to know for sure if it’s the same. But he’s eaten at Russian restaurants, he’s ordered Russian dishes in American restaurants. None of them got this close. With Svetlana’s additions.
He puts his hand on Svetlana’s shoulder.
Ilya’s never really cared about food. He ate what he was told to eat to maintain his body for his sport. It was when his father died, all the cultural meals he was re-exposed to during the funeral, that he remembered what he was missing.
As meaningful as the moment is, he doesn’t want to linger in it. Doesn’t want this to turn into an experience purely couched in grief. He forces his shoulders to relax and looks at Shane. “Canada could never make food like this.”
Shane hesitates for a moment and then accepts that Ilya wants to soften the moment. He lets the corner of his mouth pull into a smirk. “Lots of Russians have opened restaurants in Canada.”
Ilya doesn’t look impressed. “Okay, so that is Russians making food. Not Canada.”
They bicker about one day Ilya becoming a Canadian and what that means for his Russian cooking.
They all eat two portions, not thinking for a second about nutritionists.
 
The rest of the night is consumed by soft kisses and cuddles. It still surprises Ilya that he can spend the night with people he cares about without it needing to be for sex. For so long, his affection for people was locked behind his attraction to them.
Shane and Svetlana were the key to that lock.
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The silence in Shane’s head while he drives back to Montreal alone is maddening.
After Ilya had left his cottage this Summer, he assumed it would get easier to walk away. He was so wrong.
Luckily, his team is about to have a grueling 2 week road trip so he’ll be able to keep his mind off of it for the most part, aside from the interview looming ahead of him when he gets to Boston.
They play in Toronto Monday night, then Buffalo on Wednesday before ending the week in Boston on Friday. Once they get back to Montreal, they’ll have a couple home games during the holidays and then Shane will start packing up for the All-Star game.
He feels the mask start slipping back on. He doesn’t mean for it to, but old habits are hard to break.
It’s hard to keep his secret boyfriend and somehow even secret-er girlfriend front of mind when he’s so used to repressing it to focus on winning cups.
He calls Hayden.
In lieu of hello, Hayden answers by saying, “Wow, we still do phone calls even though I’ve been unseated as your best friend?”
Shane feels himself smirk. “Rose unseated you years ago.”
Hayden takes the jab with a laugh, “Yeah, yeah, Shane Hollander and his league of best friends. And you deserve all of us, man.”
It’s a weirdly affectionate thing to say, but Shane can understand that Hayden is probably still recovering from finding out about part of Shane’s secret. “You deserve it too.” It’s not the most perfect, poetic response but it gets his point across.
This is yet another moment where Shane tells himself he could come out to Hayden. It should be easy. He knows, or at least he hopes, Hayden would be fine with it. But isn’t it too much? Isn’t it too much truth to drop too quickly? Does he have the capacity to have a hard conversation like this twice in one week?
As he overthinks it, Hayden changes the topic to the upcoming games and things he’s noticed about their opponents in previous games.
Shane accepts the change of topic, but feels guilt pool in his stomach.
Despite how many people know about him and Ilya now, the fact remains that the only person Shane has chosen to come out to is Ilya. He doesn’t know how to do this yet, doesn’t know what shape to mold his courage into to get the words out of his mouth.
He knows there’s no perfect moment, but he still doesn’t know how to pick a moment. Maybe this moment was the right one, but it’s slipped by yet again.

 ★ ★ ★ 






  
    Chapter End Notes

    new fic just dropped!
Shane and Ilya red string of fate fic with telepathy and emotional overlap - Focus On Me


  


      

  












      Chapter 31: Scared of Being Nice
  



    Chapter Notes

      
        See the end of the chapter for notes
      






   ★ ★ ★ 

As if in a trance, Shane finds himself with four wins behind him on the bus to Boston.
The team is feeling pretty good and getting themselves hyped up about ending the road trip against their rivals, but Shane can’t quite match the energy.
They’re getting to Boston a day early so they can actually sleep ahead of the game but as soon as Shane gets off the bus, he’ll be ushered into a private car and styled for a photoshoot. With Ilya.
 
Ilya spends too much of his morning staring at himself in the mirror. It’s a habit he doesn’t love but can’t break. He doesn’t know what he’s looking for in his own eyes, but he doesn’t find it. Maybe he’s looking for bravery, maybe he’s trying to make sure he can hide the love brimming in his heart for Shane before they have cameras on them in an entirely new way than they’ve ever been before.
Usually, they wear their helmets in promos. There’s always more to hide behind. The smirks come off as competitive. What will it look like now?
The doorbell rings and Ilya shakes it off.
He didn’t want to see other people today but he knew he needed to, so as anti-social as he feels, an immense amount of pressure releases from him as he opens the door to Cliff with to-go bags in hand. “You look like shit.”
Ilya lets out a breath. “Just what everyone wants to hear before a photoshoot.”
Cliff shrugs, dropping the food on the coffee table as he plops onto the couch. “That’s what the non-makeup looking makeup is for, right?”
Ilya sits down, unwrapping food, positive that he hasn’t managed to wipe the tension from his expression yet.
Cliff definitely seems to read it on him. “So you’re really doing this? A profile with Hollander?”
Ilya nods.
Talking with his mouthful already, Cliff says, “You’re freaking me out. You’ve got to say something.”
Ilya puts the food back down and falls back against the couch, palms pressing into his eyes. “I don’t know. Part of me is excited and part of me… It’s stupid. But I know Shane is freaking out even more, and it makes me want to be stronger for him. To support both of us. But English… What if I say something wrong and it’s all on record?”
Cliff raises an eyebrow. “You’re fluent in English.”
Ilya raises an eyebrow. “Better than I used to be, yes, but sometimes… with things like this, I can mess up.”
Cliff waits until Ilya looks him in the eye and then says it again with more emphasis. “Roz, you’re fluent in English.”
It’s complicated to hear. Ilya is so used to the language gap causing problems for him, but he knows there’s truth to what Cliff is saying. Ilya’s been texting Shane and having casual conversations with his team for years. So maybe conversations about kinky sex have tested his mastery of the language, but an interview? Talking about hockey and the foundation? He’s been doing this for months.
Ilya tries to feel the confidence that Cliff is attempting to instill in him. “Even if my English is good enough, I might still mess up.”
Cliff snorts. “Yeah, man. You’re an asshole in the press. It’s your whole thing. I don’t think you’re scared of speaking English, I think you’re scared of being nice.”
The statement pulls a wheeze out of Ilya’s lungs. “Fuck,” he smirks at Cliff. “Fuck, I think you’re right.”
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Shane and Ilya don’t get a chance to talk to each other before they find themselves making eye contact in the mirror while they both get their hair styled.
There are thousands of things they want to say to each other, but neither of them wants to risk being overheard by the wrong person.
So Ilya says, “Do you know who you are wearing?”
Shane’s brow furrows, misunderstanding the question. “Um, I think it’s a suit.”
Ilya laughs. “Yes, by who?”
The confusion is evident. “My stylist?”
Ilya’s joy is uncontained. “Shane, it’s a fashion thing. Who are you wearing, what brand made the suit?”
Shane looks entirely lost, his eyes jump around the mirror hoping to catch his stylist in the room.
She’s smirking at him from the corner. “It’s Armani.”
Ilya whistles. “Italian.”
Shane fixes a weird look on Ilya. “You care about that stuff?”
Ilya opens his mouth, about to tease Shane about how often Shane has not only seen Ilya’s closet but also handled Ilya’s clothes in the act of taking them off of him. He licks his lips, holding all of that back. “Many of my clothes are designer, yes. You wear Armani a lot.” He looks to Shane’s stylist. “They sponsor him?”
Shane’s stylist, Cirie, has a glint in her eyes. “Not yet, but maybe after this.”
Ilya’s grin matches hers. “Could you get me in touch with Saint Laurent?" 
Yuna strides into the room, “Cirie and I worked together on the Armani connection. If you want to connect with a designer, maybe I could help.”
Ilya’s smile softens fondly. “Hello, Yuna.” He can see Shane tense in the mirror, but they have to keep reminding themselves this entire interview is about the foundation. It’s no longer a secret that Ilya knows Shane and Yuna.
She places a hand on the back of each of their chairs. “You boys ready for this?”
“No.”
“Definitely not.”
Yuna smirks. “Yeah, that’s what I thought. You’ll be fine.”
Ilya’s eyes start scanning the room. “Is Svetlana…”
Yuna nods. “She’s talking with the interviewer about how they’ll handle translation if you need to answer something in Russian.”
Ilya relaxes in a way that signals to everyone who thought he was relaxed before that he’s actually very good at masking his nerves.
Shane glances between them, letting himself refocus on the task at hand and asks Yuna, “Did you do your interview already?”
Yuna nods. “Yes, I explained the foundation and its mission. We’re giving TIME the exclusive to share the sign up link, so they have all the details they need on the timeline and when the first camp sessions will start. You don’t have to worry about any of that. Most of what they want from your portions will be about the rivalry and why mental health connected you two.”
Shane nods, “Thank you.” His gaze goes unfocused. He knew that would be the expectation here but it still helps to know that his mom handled all the logistics and he can focus on the hard part.
Ilya wants to reach out his hand so badly. He lets his tone go sarcastic. “Whole world wants to know about my best friend when he is only the #2 hockey player in the league.” He tsks.
A smirk tugs onto Shane’s lips.
Ilya smiles in response.
They meet each other’s eyes.
Yuna watches the whole thing, wondering if she’s biased or if everyone in the room can tell this is more than friendship.
She says nothing, neither of them need to overthink that right now. Besides, she knows for a fact Shane tenses up in front of cameras and reporters. This easiness he has with Ilya won’t be evident once they’re on the record. And from what she knows about Ilya, he overcorrects in the opposite direction. 
This will certainly be interesting. She’s never been happier that she included a clause about final approval in the agreement for this interview so she can strike anything later. On paper, it would seem like that was to ensure information about the foundation is accurately portrayed but it was actually to protect the boys’ privacy.
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They start with a tense but short photoshoot for the cover. They’re both wearing suits in front of a neutral backdrop and take a couple shots of them shaking hands.
It’s easy enough, not too different from what they’ve done before.
Then they’re pulled away to be changed into more casual outfits to sit down for the interview. Yuna suggested additional photos for the interiors be taken during the interview since the goal was to show their genuine friendship.
She watches from behind the cameras as Ilya does what he can to calm Shane and how easily it works.
Some shots are taken of them arm wrestling with smiles plastered on their faces. Even more photos of Ilya winning and the ensuing bickering that broke out as Shane demanded a rematch.
The interviewer, Isaac Yu, is writing everything down and Yuna can hear the cold open of the article now. Something like – Watching two grown men arm wrestle with the delight of 8 year olds on a playground, it’s difficult to remember that they’re the current top scoring players in the MLH and have been the faces of a vicious decade long blood feud.
Once they all settle, Isaac hits the gas. “I know we’re here to talk about the Irina Foundation, but I think we need to acknowledge the elephant in the room – I get the impression you two don’t hate each other anymore.”
Ilya has no idea what any of this has to do with elephants, but he ignores that. “It has never been about hate.”
Shane agrees instantly, remembering what he said about this once and decides it could maybe make for a good sound bite. “Yeah, I never hated him. Well, I hated him when he got the top draft pick over me but that was really the worst it got.”
Ilya’s smile is feral. “You will never let that go.”
“No, man. That spot was mine.”
“Clearly it wasn’t.”
“Fu– Wait, can we curse here?”
Isaac looks like he just won the lottery. “It’s a written interview, so you’re welcome to curse and we can either cut or censor as needed.”
Shane looks smug as he said, “Great,” then turns to Ilya. “Fuck you.”
“Fuck you too,” Ilya responds fondly.
Isaac laughs softly. “I take it that friendship hasn’t softened the rivalry?”
Shane feels confidence surge in him. Maybe all he needed was permission to curse in an interview. “No, definitely not. I think we’re bigger rivals now that the chirps can come at any time.”
Ilya looks upset. “Yes, some of my best chirps were sent as texts to an audience of one. A waste of my, um,”
“Talents,” Shane mutters.
Ilya nods. There’s an instinct to tease Shane for offering up the word as a compliment, but Ilya doesn’t want to draw too much attention to the ease at which Shane can help fill in the blanks for him. “Yes, my talents.”
Isaac seems distracted by the mention of texts. “Can we see any of these texts?”
Shane’s eyes find Svetlana, offering her a nervous smile that she returns with a fond one as she digs out some papers. She’s been standing close by in case Ilya needs her. It was her idea to pull a few of their texts as samples to provide if it came up. It had happened enough times with the friends they talked to for it to be a point of stress. Shane nods. “We had a feeling you’d want to see that.”
Svetlana hands Isaac the sheet of compiled texts.
It’s all their funniest bits with some of the dates adjusted to be within the last four years. They’d decided the lie would line up with their friendship starting slowly years ago, but then solidifying earlier this year when Ilya’s father passed and when Shane went down on the ice.
Isaac reads one aloud,
Shane: I’ve been dreaming about the Olympics my whole life
Ilya: dreaming about what, bronze medal?
Shane: Fuck you
That one hadn’t been a text, but Shane had to admit it was one of Ilya’s better ones since it had stuck with him so long.
Isaac laughs, “I don’t know what I expected.”
They could’ve filled ten pages or more with texts, but they stopped when one page was filled. That was enough of a dip into their privacy for this.
Ilya steers the conversation back. “We chirp a lot but it is not hate. I am not sincere so often as…” He hesitates, looking at Shane and makes the decision. “...as Shane, but I want to be sincere about this. For a long time, hockey was a job for me. Something I thought I had to do because I had talent and expectations. No one challenged me like Shane does. Everyone thinks the rivalry is about hatred, but being his rival makes me a better player than I thought I could be. It makes me enjoy hockey again.”
No one in the room expected Ilya to be the one to shift the tone first, least of all Ilya.
Shane’s nodding, easily matching Ilya’s decision to go on record using each other’s first names. “Yeah. I mean, I’ve always loved hockey. It’s… everything. Hockey is my life. But when there’s so much pressure it doesn’t matter how much you love something, some of the fun starts to go away. Playing against Ilya, knowing how well matched we are and what a challenge it is to face him, it makes it fun.”
Ilya raises an eyebrow. “Most fun when we destroy Montreal. Which we will do tomorrow.”
“Not happening.” Shane’s mouth tugs into a smile. “We’re on an away game win streak and that’s not ending tomorrow.”
Ilya snorts. “Wow, an away game win streak. So specific. But who has the most goals?”
“I have more points–”
“Oh my god, with the points again! I said goals, Shane. You remember what goals are? Rectangle with net you put the puck in?”
“We’re still winning tomorrow.”
“I would say I hate to disappoint you but I really don’t. You get so pouty when we beat you.”
“Oh, fuck off.”
Ilya smiles devilishly at Isaac, “He always ends with ‘fuck you’ ‘fuck off’ when he has no comeback. I am trying to make him better at chirping but he is slow learner.”
Shane pinches the bridge of his nose. “You were being so nice but I guess that was your quota, huh?”
“For the year, yes.” Ilya says smugly.
Isaac has to interrupt, “Alright, alright. We all know MLH players can chirp, but this friendship will be unexpected to so many fans. How long exactly have you two been friendly?”
They glance at each other, checking in on who wants to take that one.
Shane finds his resolve and goes for it. “I think people forget that no two players have been put in more promo shoots or press conferences or All-Star games than Ilya and I. We knew, going into the MLH as the top two draft picks and our history at the Prospect Cups, that the narrative of our rivalry was picking up traction that only grew when we were drafted to Boston and Montreal.
“But just like this interview right now, we’ve had to do lots of press together. We’ve talked a lot. We’ve always been competitive but honestly I think we’ve also always been friendly about it.”
It’s dangerously close to the truth. Ilya knows it’s a safe enough answer, but he still wants to specify to protect them. “Many MLH players hate me because I chirp them too well, but Shane always smiles and chirps back. I joke that he is not, but he is funny. People don’t know this, but unfortunately it’s true. I think big reason we were friendly is because of this, because he is, um, what is the–” He looks to Svetlana. “What is the word, good natured?”
Svetlana translates for him.
Ilya nods. “Yes, he is good natured. Doesn’t take chirps personally. He lets hockey be hockey. We traded numbers around Olympics because Shane is golden retriever and wanted to ask about Russia, tourist phrases. It was very embarrassing for him, so much fuel for chirping. I think All-Star game early this year is when it really started being… friends.” Isaac makes a note to adjust that to ‘last year’ since the article will post after the new year.
Shane nods, looking at Ilya seriously. “Yes, a lot happened this year.”
Ilya swallows, nodding. “Yes, um,” he laughs but it comes out sad. “Perhaps now we talk about my parents. Perfect segue. Losing my father this year… a lot of people reached out. I know I am very loud in the press, but in a lot of ways I still am… private.” He looks to Shane. “Shane is private too but in a more obvious way, I think.
“I am not used to…” He struggles to get his words in order but Shane doesn’t interrupt. Some emotion enters Ilya’s voice. “...to being open with people. But this year, I realized who is close to me. My lifelong friend, Svetlana, she came with me to Russia for the funeral. My teammate, Cliff, he supported me and I think I maybe haven’t told him enough what that meant for me. And Shane…” It’s difficult to think of this and not think of all of it. To think of the phone call and what it meant to him. Ilya nods, unable to finish the sentence in a way that feels right so he just leaves it unsaid. “Many people reached out who I am very grateful for, but those three… and it led to me telling Shane about my mother, Irina. She is who the foundation is named for.”
Isaac understands the fragility of the topic immediately. “If I may?” Ilya nods, collecting himself as Isaac speaks. “I know the foundation is supporting mental health and suicide prevention. We don’t have to go into the details here if it’s too difficult…”
“No,” Ilya says, voice wet. “The whole point of this is to honor her, to talk about her. It’s hard, yes, but I want to. I lost my mother to suicide when I was 14 years old. She was such a beautiful woman. So, so fucking strong. But she suffered. She fought the battle and she lost.” Ilya’s eyes close, he breathes. He keeps most of the details out, they’re not for the public to know. “It was a long time ago but in many ways, still fresh. Fresh because of my father, too. I was a mess, I don’t really remember why I told Shane about my mother then but I’m glad I did.”
Shane gently takes the reins. “And I shared my struggles with him too. It’s easy to throw around the word anxiety in place of stress but clinical anxiety…” His words fade away, he doesn’t actually know what to say. He was so focused on answering questions about him and Ilya. Part of him wonders if he should bring up autism but he’s not technically diagnosed and doesn’t want to be a bad example in that space without an actual diagnosis. He feels himself start to blank, start to panic.
Ilya fills the silence, relieving the tension with some humor. “You are much funnier with medication.”
The laugh that bursts out of Shane’s chest almost sends him into a coughing fit. “Do you think?”
Ilya nods. “Much less thought spirals, more space in your brain to think of punch lines.”
The affection in Shane’s eyes is nearing on too much. He glances at Isaac, “I think I have to specify that he’s being an asshole. My medication doesn’t make me funnier. He’s just trying to make us both feel better.”
Ilya tsks. “Oh my god, so boring, Shane.”
Shane rolls his eyes. “Obviously, this is all difficult for us to talk about and I think the more we build up the foundation the better we will get at it and that’s the point. We want this to be easier to talk about, especially for athletes. Everyone is so focused on physical health and I think, we think, it’s about time we focus on mental health too.”
“Yes,” Ilya says firmly. “Exactly.”
Isaac starts to wrap up. “I have to say, when you two came in here I was expecting more of an alliance or a compromise. But I think it’s pretty evident you two are genuinely close friends. I have to wonder, why the decision to hide your connection to each other?”
They both laugh, tension evident.
Shane answers wryly. “You don’t know the extent of the Boston and Montreal rivalry, do you?”
“We are both captains of our teams,” Ilya adds on. “At best people will think us being friends is problem with loyalty, at worst they think we are sharing team secrets.”
“No one,” Shane says firmly, “wants to beat Boston more than I do.”
“Uh, me.” Ilya insists. “I want to beat Montreal more than you want to beat Boston.”
Shane nods. “We’d never spill details about our teams to each other, that ruins the game. People will say what they want about us, they say I’m the golden boy and that I’m a rule follower, that I don’t fight. And Rozanov has never been a cheater. He’s an asshole with all the chirps, but he wins fair and that’s evident as soon as you look for it. So yeah, being friends as rival captains felt like a complicated thing to talk about publicly but when the idea for the charity started, that became more important than a rivalry.” 
Isaac underlines his notes as he writes down that quote.
Ilya looks so immensely proud, “I’ve said this before in press with Shane but I think it works here too.” He brings the lav mic clipped to his collar closer to his mouth and says, “What he said.”
Isaac clicks his pen shut.
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Ilya, Shane, and Svetlana get into Ilya’s car after the interview and collectively take a deep breath.
Ilya looks at the two of them from the driver’s seat. “Home?”
“Please.” Svetlana says.
Shane nods, slumped in the passenger’s seat. He’s texting his mom about any final details she needs to wrap everything up. They’re planning to launch the article the day before the All-Star game so they have about two and a half weeks before it publishes. 
Apropos of everything, Shane mumbles, “I need to tell my team.”
Ilya puts the car into drive. “Yes, I had a feeling that was on your mind.”
Shane finishes his texts but is still looking at his phone. “How the hell do I tell my team?” 
Ilya glances at him. “Same way you told Hayden.”
Svetlana glares at Ilya in the rearview. “Don’t be a dick, Ilyushka.”
“I’m not being a dick!” He says defensively.
Svetlana continues. “First, do you want to tell them before or after tomorrow’s game?”
Shane lets out a breath and his head falls into his hands. “God, fuck. If I tell them after and we lose, that would be like the worst case scenario. But if I tell them before we even play, it’ll be so weirdly tense. And why the hell would I tell them now? The interview I guess. I could just be honest.”
Ilya hates that he has to say it. “If it helps, I do think you will probably win. We have a couple injuries and your stats are better this season. But I did not say that. I still think I will score more than you and do everything I can for you to lose.”
Shane sighs softly. “I feel like that should help but it doesn’t.”
Svetlana jumps in. “Let's go through the facts. They all know you were at the Ottawa, Boston game. Has that come up?”
“Yeah,” Shane scoffs, sitting up. “I just told them I wanted to bring my mom to a game.”
Ilya has to ask, “Did they mention the standing up thing?”
Shane glares at him. “Usually if I don't say anything, people assume my answer for me. Everyone seems to think I stood up hoping you’d stay down.”
Ilya sucks his teeth. “Does not line up with our press plans.”
“Yeah, but I’m not as good at redirecting shit like that. I don’t know. I just wanted them to drop it.”
“So they think you wanted me injured and now you will tell them we are best friends?”
“I don’t know, Ilya! I don’t fucking know!”
Svetlana leans forward, hands on his shoulders. “Hey, it’s okay. We all knew this would be hard. It’s expected, right? Nothing to panic about.”
Shane lets out a harsh sigh that comes out as a yell. “Sveta, I really don’t like that you keep ending up, like, moderating shit with me and Ilya. I mean, I appreciate it, I do. I just don’t want you to think that’s all this is.” He turns in his seat, focus entirely shifted. “I don’t like you having to do so much emotional support for us. I know the timing is weird, but I just don’t want this to set a standard, okay? Sorry, I think this is coming off wrong.”
“No,” Svetlana assures him, soft smile on her face. “I know exactly what you mean and… it helps to hear. I don’t think it quite reached the point where it was bothering me but I… yeah, it helps to hear that.”
Shane smiles at her wryly. “I promise when your life is falling apart and you’re having mental breakdowns nearly every day, I will be in the backseat of Ilya’s car supporting you.”
Svetlana snorts. “And I wholly believe that you mean that.”
Shane grabs one of her hands and brings it to his lips. And he thinks about what he promised her, about being in public with her. “Did you start planning anything with Rose?”
Svetlana’s smile turns mischievous. “She’s willing to come to the game tomorrow and get drinks after if you two weren’t totally out of it post interview?”
Shane considers that. “As much as I don’t want people to think we’re back together, I do kind of like the idea of her being there when I tell the team about Ilya.”
Ilya and Svetlana both feel the same pang of jealousy.
Shane picks up on the weird vibes. “What? I know she’d be okay with it.”
“Oh good,” Ilya says dryly, “as long as Rose Landry is okay with it.”
Shane glances at Svetlana for help. It’s never a good sign when Ilya full-names Rose like that.
Svetlana raises her eyebrows. “Are you implying in front of your two partners that you want people to assume you’re dating someone else so people think you’re straight?”
Shane blinks, understanding filtering into him. “Oh,” he looks at Ilya, “you’re jealous.” Then his head whips to Svetlana, “Wait, you’re jealous?”
Svetlana’s lips purse. “Why can’t you be dating me?”
That hadn’t even occurred to Shane. “My… parents?”
Svetlana counters. “Yuna loves me. I haven’t talked to David as much, but dinner went well.”
Shane’s eyes are glued to Ilya. “Sveta… I see what you mean, but… what if I come out? What if Ilya and I come out as together? Do I say that you and I were fake? And if I’m public with you in a way Ilya can’t be with me… well, I know how he feels about when I was with Rose.”
Ilya keeps his eyes on the road, face carefully neutral.
The reality of what they’re doing finally crashes into Svetlana.
The public can never know about this. It’s one thing for Shane and Ilya to come out individually while they’re still playing, but they’re doing whole press releases just to be friends. They have a years-long plan to come out as a couple. Where in the timeline does coming out as polyamorous fit? How does Shane come out as gay and explain a girlfriend?
She understood how this all felt for Shane and Ilya in theory, but in this moment she feels the pain of it burrow deep into her chest. Part of this will always be a secret, and they have to decide which part.
She loves Shane but she can’t imagine this going anywhere toward marriage. And yet Shane and Ilya are thinking about it, so would she have to stand aside and let them be public one day while she remains their secret?
The car stops and Svetlana realizes they’ve made it to Ilya’s house.
They’re in one of Ilya’s cars so of course it’s a two-door. Shane gets out and folds the seat to help Svetlana out. “Sveta…”
She shakes her head. “No, sorry. I just… I hadn’t thought about the fact that I need to be a secret, don’t I?”
Shane and Ilya look at each other.
Ilya moves around the car to them. “This is what Shane and I thought for ten years, Sveta. Until Scott Hunter. It feels impossible now, but I don’t know. Maybe it’s not.”
She has no idea where he finds the optimism. It’s so unlike the Ilya she knows but she’s seen the changes in him in the last year and she’s so proud of him.
She chooses to have faith in his optimism. This is all still so new. There’s no way to know what the future holds. She makes a decision. “We keep the current plan. I want you two to make history as the gay husbands of hockey one day. That’s important.”
Shane blushes and averts his gaze.
Ilya looks directly at Shane. “Husbands of hockey… good ring to it.”
Shane takes a shaky breath. “Can we go inside?”
Ilya gestures. “I’ll get your bag. You both know the code.” He opens the trunk to get Shane’s duffle bag out. This is still new and Ilya feels a thrill about it. Shane’s team will think he’s with Lily, just like how the Raiders assumed Ilya was with Jane even in Ottawa.
When Ilya makes it inside, Svetlana is giving Shane a tour as if he’s never been here which… may as well be true.
The last time they were here Shane ran away and never got to spend the night as they planned. This was still the first place they cuddled and shared a meal, even if it ended badly.
Ilya kicks off his shoes and then leans back against the kitchen counter, watching Svetlana show Shane around just like how Shane had shown her around in his cottage.
It’s so endearing it almost hurts.
They settle together on the couch and that hurts too. Ilya can’t help but think of him and Shane in that same spot last year.
Shane’s eyes find his. He pats the couch next to him. “I think I’ll try and call Rose and um,” he looks to Svetlana, “tell her about you. Especially if she’ll be here tomorrow.”
After the realization she’d come to earlier, the idea of Shane immediately telling someone about Svetlana feels like the best kind of whiplash. “Really?”
Shane nods fervently. “I told you, I trust her. I just don’t know how to say it. So I’ll just say it, I guess.”
Shane opens his phone and before he can overthink it, he hits call.
Rose answers on the first ring. “Hot Ottawa girl invited me to the game tomorrow.”
Shane drops his head into his hand. “You can’t call her that.”
“Why not? It’s true. How was the interview?”
“She’s not even from Ottawa. She’s from Boston. The interview… actually, I think it went well?” He glances at Ilya and Svetlana who both nod their agreement. “Yeah, like… way better than I was expecting.”
“That’s so great, Shane. You’re a natural. You act so shy but you’re so good in front of a camera. I’m glad you’re not my competition as an actor.”
Shane rolls his eyes. “I’m not a good actor.”
“I dunno! I think you could be! Lots of athletes break into the film industry, never say never.”
Shane has to steer this conversation or Rose will keep leading them down the most unpredictable rabbit holes. “I actually wanted to talk to you about Svetlana.”
Rose hums, “You pronounce her name well. Like in Russian. It’s pretty.”
Shane blushes as Svetlana raises an eyebrow at him. He ignores it. It’s so stupid but he uses the same playbook as last time. “So I’m gay.”
Rose chokes on her laughter. “Oh my god, do you have another boyfriend?”
Shane wheezes. “It’s actually more complicated than that.”
Rose connects the dots immediately. “Last time we had a talk you mentioned the split attraction model and now you’re calling to talk to me about Svetlana. Shane, if you tell me you’re dating both of them I will have to file a complaint. It is actually ethically unfair for you to date two of the hottest people I’ve ever seen. You need to share with the rest of us.”
Shane’s smile is… easy.
Ilya and Svetlana are watching and are both struck dumb by it.
Ilya hadn’t even thought about what Shane was like around Rose until Svetlana wondered about it and he’s so fucking glad she did. There’s something about seeing Shane talking with her that makes him look so free.
He trusts her intrinsically and Ilya realizes this is the woman who helped Shane accept himself, the first person who ever really talked to him about queerness and immediately led with acceptance.
He knew all of this, in theory, but seeing how her love affects Shane like this… Shane needed someone to be gentle with him about that and when he’d brought it to Ilya, Ilya had laughed it off. Even if that was how Ilya was protecting himself at the time, it wasn’t what Shane needed.
No wonder Rose means so much to him.
Shane responds with the telltale sarcasm Ilya knows well. “Then you’ll have to file a complaint.”
Rose gasps, “Oh my god, shut up! That’s like… the most beautiful throuple to ever throuple. And they both seem so smart and funny. God, if anyone deserves it, it’s you, Shane but I can’t say I’m not a little jealous. I can’t even find one partner and you’ve got two.”
Shane’s still smiling like a fool. “I just wanted you to know, if you do end up coming tomorrow. I wanted you to know about her too.” He reaches out and threads his fingers with Svetlana’s.
Rose makes an exaggerated sound of annoyance. “Does this mean I’m the fourth wheel in the PR friend group?”
Svetlana chimes in, “I hear four wheels make things steady.”
Shane throws her an absolutely betrayed look.
Ilya barks a laugh. It’s the same look Shane gave him when he said ‘lovers’ in front of Yuna and David.
Rose giggles almost exactly how Svetlana had the other day. “Is that her?!”
The fans in Shane’s brain are whirring as his processing overheats. “I… yeah, we need to finalize plans if you’ll be here.”
Rose hums. “Is Ilya there too? Wait, you’re in Boston, right? Can we video?”
Shane sighs and switches the call to video. “Hi, Rose.”
“Hi Shane. Oh, ew, did they put makeup over your freckles again? I hate when they do that.”
Ilya frowns. He had the same thought but couldn’t say anything at the studio earlier.
Svetlana cuddles into Shane’s side. “Hi, Rose.”
Rose perks up. “Hi, Svetlana! God, I can’t believe Shane’s given me twice as much best friend work tomorrow. It’s hard enough to gather intel to approve of one partner, now I have to gather intel on two!”
Svetlana shrugs confidently. “You like me already.”
Rose straightens her spine, acting cold. “Well, I still have to decide if I like you for him.”
Shane rolls his eyes. “Rose, I love you, but I’m not breaking up with her if you have bad vibes.”
Rose sighs. “Relax. I’m just posturing. Let me dad with a shotgun for you.”
Ilya finally convinces himself to join them on the couch. “What about a shotgun?”
Svetlana explains the archetype to Ilya in Russian quickly.
Rose groans. “Oh my god, and you’re all multilingual? This is disgusting, Shane.”
Shane realizes he needs to specify. He thinks Rose understands but he has to say it. “With Sveta, it’s, um, just romantic. It’s not, um…”
Rose nods and responds gently. “Yeah, I had a feeling. Split attraction model, right?”
“Right.” Shane relaxes. He changes the topic. “If we’re going to a bar or club tomorrow, can we please make sure there are booths?”
All three of them groan at him. Shane feels attacked.
Ilya kisses his jaw. “You are so boring. Yes, we will find a booth for you to hide and I will dance with Rose and Svetlana. Tabloids will go crazy.”
Shane sighs harshly. He wants to just relax with them, but if they’re doing something in public he has to consider the optics. “I’ll dance long enough for Rose to post to her Instagram story and tag us.”
Ilya studies Shane’s face for a moment. “Maybe Cliff and Hayden can come too, since it’s after the game.”
Shane’s brows furrow. “I thought you said Cliff wouldn’t want to be–”
Ilya shakes his head, “No, not in the picture maybe but they can just… come with us, hang out.”
Shane smiles softly. “Oh. Yeah, that’s a great idea. I’d love to actually meet him.”
Ilya glances at Svetlana and Rose through the camera before he looks back at Shane. “Have to warn you, I gave him a lot of details about sex.”
Shane’s eye twitches. “Why?”
Ilya shrugs. “Is how we are. We both hooked up a lot during early seasons, traded notes. Had to tell him about new forever hookup.”
Shane passes Svetlana his phone and drops his head into his heads. “Cool, so Cliff Marlow knows what I like in bed. That’s fucking great, Ilya.”
Ilya grabs Shane’s hands. “No, no. Stupid language. Just about how often and when we got away with it, not what we did. Sorry. I wouldn’t do that without asking you.”
Shane sits back up, glaring fondly at Ilya. “I almost strangled you.”
“Hot,” Ilya says quickly.
Svetlana and Rose laugh.
Rose asks, “Are they always like this?”
Svetlana raises an eyebrow. “Oh, you have no idea.”
Rose asks, “So how long have you and Shane… wait, is it just you and Shane?”
Svetlana laughs, “Good question. Yes and no. It’s pretty new but it’s… strong. I guess it’s really only been about three weeks. Ilya and I have never made it to romantic attraction, it just doesn’t work for us. But he’s bi–”
“–and hot,” Rose finishes, understanding.
“Exactly,” Svetlana smirks. “And we’ve known each other for ages so it’s… more than friends but just not that, you know?”
Rose sighs dreamily. “Yeah, that’s sweet. So you’ve had a thing with Ilya, then Ilya found Shane, and now everything clicks?”
Svetlana narrows her eyes at Rose. “Yeah, almost exactly like that. You sound… familiar with polyamory, Rose Landry.”
She shrugs. “I’ve dabbled.”
Svetlana throws a look at Shane.
Ilya clears his throat and makes grabby hands at the phone.
Shane and Svetlana look at each other nervously as they pass him the phone.
Ilya keeps his voice soft. “I know we are joking, but I see now how quickly you accept him and what it means to him. You are a extremely good, important friend for Shane. Thank you.”
Shane mumbles, “An” softly.
Ilya glances at him. “What?”
“Before a vowel, you said a extremely good friend. It should be an extremely good friend.”
“No,” Ilya says pouting, “I said extremely good, important friend.”
Shane is tired of rolling his eyes. He snatches his phone back. “Okay, my social battery is so dead. Rose, I love you, but I need to just cuddle with them for the rest of the night and I’ll see you tomorrow.”
“Jersey or no jersey?” Rose asks.
Shane looks to Svetlana.
Svetlana thinks about how Shane isn’t ready to be out yet, his fears with the foundation being announced soon. She’s not sure if it’s the right call in the long run, but in this moment she decides, “Jersey. And I’ll wear Ilya’s and sit with you.”
Ilya grabs the phone from Shane. “Okay, bye, Rose. I have to fuck one or both of them now with that image in my head. Good night.” He ends the call.
Shane massages his temples. “You’re both so embarrassing.”
Svetlana kisses his cheek. “You love us.”
Shane leans back against the couch and looks at both of them. “So much.”
Ilya stands up and immediately throws Svetlana over his shoulder, tugging Shane up too. “Come on.”
Svetlana screeches happily.
Shane hesitates. “If you’re going to–”
“Just kisses, Shane. I want both of you.” He looks Shane over. “If you fit over my other shoulder…”
Shane scoffs. “Just focus on not dropping her.”
Ilya shrugs, spinning around while Svetlana laughs madly. “Sveta is not big, strong hockey player. If I can throw you around, I think I am okay holding her.” Svetlana slips and Shane’s there to push her back onto Ilya’s shoulder.
Svetlana starts cursing at him in Russian.
Ilya smiles sheepishly. “Fine, let's go to bed.”
Shane follows them, more fond than he’s ever felt before.
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It’s crazy how easy it is to take things slowly with Ilya and Shane. They’ve all tugged on their sleep clothes with only a couple of kisses and touches stolen in the process. And now Svetlana is cuddled between the two of them.
Having Ilya curled around her back as she looks into Shane’s eyes seems to have immediately become their default cuddling position.
Shane made sure to clarify his feelings today and Svetlana wants to return the favor so she rests her hand on his face and says, “You know I’m just having fun with the idea of flirting with Rose, right?”
Shane doesn’t really react to that. Svetlana doesn’t know him well enough to know what that means, but over her shoulder Ilya knows very well that Shane is intentionally masking his reaction, that he’s either upset or suspicious of what Svetlana’s said.
Ilya presses his lips to Svetlana’s shoulder. “If that’s true, then why are you actually flirting with her?”
Svetlana starts to argue that she’s not, but remembers all the giggling.
Before she can think of a response, Shane says, “We didn’t really talk about exclusivity.” His face is still blank in a way that is starting to make her nervous.
Ilya scoots away, allowing Svetlana to lie back and see both their faces, her hand slipping away from Shane. Ilya tells her, “Shane and I agreed that we’re open but just for you. If there’s someone else one day, we will talk about it. But right now, just you.”
Svetlana processes that. She feels foolish for not talking this through with them sooner. The distance while Shane was in Montreal and on the road has made this feel easy, but now that they’re not in that bubble at the cottage, a lot of the things they should’ve talked through sooner are becoming increasingly obvious. She lets out a soft exhale. “Can I download my thoughts for a second?”
Shane nods and Ilya’s green eyes sharpen on hers, listening.
Svetlana starts, “I hate dating. The last few years I’ve spent a lot of time thinking about my future. Part of that was my career and part of it was… the potential of a partner. I realized that marriage isn’t very important to me. If I end up in a relationship where it makes sense, maybe. But I’m okay if that never happens. So dating felt pointless. I could imagine myself being with someone one day, but I would install and uninstall dating apps after using them for a week because they’re infuriating.
“Trying to meet people for the express purpose of dating them feels… manufactured. I know it works for a lot of people, but it’s just not how I want to spend my time. I’ve told myself that I’ll focus on making friends and if one of those relationships built into something, I’d pursue it but…”
Ilya frowns. “You don’t tell me about friends.”
Shane’s brow furrows, thinking he means that Svetlana doesn’t share that information with Ilya but she clarifies for him.
“I’ve been pretty isolated. A lot of my work friends have quit or moved and I never saw them outside of work a lot anyway.” She looks at Shane. “That’s part of why it’s so enticing to move. I don’t have a lot tying me to Boston right now except my dad and Ilyushka. And my dad’s been talking about moving back to Russia.”
Ilya’s nose wrinkles but he says nothing.
Shane’s eyes flick over Svetlana’s face for a moment and then he lies on his back and stares at the ceiling, brow still furrowed as he ponders all of that.
Ilya and Svetlana look at each other.
Svetlana mumbles to him, “You understood?”
Ilya nods. “Enough, I think. Some of your words you don’t usually use with me.”
Svetlana smirks at him, “I guess it’s a type of code-switching knowing when I’m talking to a native or non-native English speaker.”
Shane speaks finally, “That’s all really helpful to know and sorry if this is rude, but I don’t really understand what that has to do with exclusivity.”
Svetlana reaches for Shane’s hand, holding it in hers and tracing patterns over the back of his hand.
Shane watches her do this and smiles softly. He can tell it wasn’t a fully conscious action and more of a nervous tick. She touches him to soothe herself and it soothes Shane in turn.
Svetlana’s really focused, not making eye contact when she speaks. “I guess what I meant is that I haven’t thought a lot about dating and what I want from it lately. I definitely wasn’t expecting you.” She looks into his eyes at that. “Wasn’t expecting this.” Her eyes flick over her shoulder at Ilya. “I can say honestly that I’m not looking for anyone else, but that’s been true for a long time. I’m really happy to have found this with both of you…” Her sentence trails off unfinished.
Shane prods, “But?” His eyes are still expressionless. He needs her to say what she’s thinking.
Svetlana pushes herself to be honest. “I guess I don’t feel settled. You both have someone you can be with body and soul. I think I want to allow myself the possibility to find that too. But I have no interest in casual sex or casual dating for that matter. Not now that we have this. And Rose is… well, you care about her so much. It’s hard not to want to know her more. And she’s hot. But I’ll stop if it makes you uncomfortable.”
Svetlana can see the moment the mask drops from Shane’s face. He looks deeply relieved and some light returns to his eyes. “That makes a lot of sense.” He thinks for a moment longer and says, “As long as Rose doesn’t mind, I don’t mind. I just wanted to understand… what it meant for us.”
She stares at him for a second, confused about the way his emotions just poured back into him, and then decides it might be better to ask Ilya. She twists to look at him.
Ilya is already smirking at her. “He is like this sometimes. You get used to it.”
Shane frowns. “What are you talking about?”
Ilya waves his hand over his face, putting on a faux serious face. Then waves it back and drops the expression. “You can lock away your emotions when you are… scared, maybe? Overwhelmed?”
Shane blinks at them. “Oh. I didn’t realize… Sorry.”
Ilya tsks, dramatically crawling onto Svetlana to get closer to Shane.
Svetlana yelps with a laugh as Ilya’s body weight smothers her.
Ilya grabs Shane’s jaw and tugs him into a kiss. “No sorrys. I think it’s cute. A fun puzzle for me to lure your grumpy away.”
Shane’s lips tug up at the corners and love shines out of his eyes.
Svetlana watches with wonder. Things with her and Shane are still so new. Watching how he is with Ilya is so totally different. They know each other in a way that Svetlana is still processing. She thought she and Ilya were best friends, that she knew him more than anyone. But somehow, secretly, it’s been Shane this whole time.
“I’m not a puzzle, Ilya.” Shane’s voice is harsh, but his eyes betray him. He’s charmed by the comparison.
So Ilya coos and leans into it, “Yes, a puzzle box. That I know all secrets to so I can work you open.”
Shane’s grin brightens into a real, full smile. “Is that right?”
Ilya’s tugged to Shane like a magnet, pushing off of Svetlana and straddling Shane’s lap. “Yes, that’s right.” Ilya kisses Shane’s collarbone, then his forehead. “Inside and out.” He presses his lips to Shane’s gently. “I know all your tricks.”
Shane reaches up with both hands, slipping his hand out of Svetlana’s, to tug Ilya down and kiss him hard.
Ilya grinds onto him and Shane whimpers out a soft, “I love you.”
Ilya presses his face into Shane’s neck, “I love you.” Before his hands are under Shane’s shirt, pushing up to grab his pecs.
Shane’s eyes blink open. “Wait.” His voice is breathy and he glances at Svetlana, an air of panic entering him. “Ilya, wait.”
Ilya moans softly, still pressing kisses wherever he can but retracting his hand.
Shane’s never done it before, but he wonders if it makes sense to use it now. He tries not to overthink it as he says, “Loon.”
Ilya’s entire body tenses as he jerks away. “Sorry.” He scrambles off of Shane’s lap.
Shane reaches out. “No, you didn’t… Fuck, I just wanted… Can we talk about this?”
Svetlana’s attention had been on Shane, the look on his face while Ilya kissed him. But it shifts immediately to Ilya. “Ilyushka, he’s okay. He just wanted to pause. You didn’t do anything.”
Ilya’s eyes flick to hers, some of his panic easing at her words. “I thought maybe… He’s never…”
Svetlana reaches over Shane to grab Ilya’s hand. “The safe word is new, right? He’s still learning how and when to use it. Just because he’s never used it before doesn’t mean you did something horrible. It’s a tool, Ilyushka. He’s using it the way he needs right now. That’s all.”
Shane’s eyes flick between them, not able to understand the Russian very well but trusting that Svetlana is helping to calm Ilya down.
Ilya’s nodding, eyes closed as he takes long, slow breaths.
Svetlana squeezes his hand. “Now we listen to him.”
Ilya nods again, almost more to himself, and opens his eyes. “Yes, I’m listening.”
Shane swallows back the apology fighting behind his teeth to get out. He knows that he’s allowed to use the safe word in this way. It’s still hard to see how much it scared Ilya. “I don’t know how to do this with both of you.”
Having the problem stated so clearly helps Ilya so he can focus on it. 
Shane reaches out his hand and Ilya cautiously threads their fingers together, allowing the offered point of contact.
Ilya looks to Svetlana. “I think maybe that Svetlana and I are okay with whatever,” he looks back to Shane, “so we will do what you want.” His eyes flick to Svetlana with a question in them.
Svetlana nods. “Yeah, I’ll follow your lead completely. Whatever you’re comfortable with.”
Shane hates that answer even though he can tell it’s the truth for them. “I don’t want to be the one holding you back.”
“You’re not,” Ilya says, brows furrowed with intention. “This is the same as it always is. Neither of us pushes the other to do things we don’t want. Some days we don’t have sex, some we do. It’s the same with her.”
Shane glances between them, something warring behind his eyes.
Ilya clocks it. “What, why are you struggling?”
Shane tries to word it a thousand ways, but ends up saying. “I want you to fuck me.”
Ilya doesn’t understand the problem for a second, then a shit eating grin blooms on his face. “Ah. I see. You want that but you don’t want her to leave.”
Shane’s entire face turns red. “I don’t know. I mean, maybe… I don’t know how I feel about being watched. It’s…” He runs out of words. He can’t figure out how he feels.
Svetlana is taken aback by the confession that Shane’s hesitation wasn’t about wanting her to leave, but about trying to figure out how to do this in a way that he feels comfortable with for her to stay. She fully expected to be asked to leave. 
Her expression morphs from concern to fondness. “Maybe something similar to how we helped Ilyushka the picnic blanket?”
It’s as if Shane’s blush deepens. “I, um, that seems like a lot.” He looks between his two partners and then lets out a harsh sound that startles both of them. His palms press into his eyes and he starts ranting, “It feels overwhelming to have both of you touching me, but it also feels overwhelming if it’s only Ilya and Sveta is just… nearby watching. I know we did that in Vegas, kind of. And then on the phone with Sveta, but that was just kissing. So maybe if she focuses on touching you, but I also don’t know how I feel about her undressing.”
He drops his hands and looks at them both, pure confusion on his face. “Why is this so complicated?”
Ilya leans in, expression understanding as he presses his lips to Shane’s jaw. “Because you are trying to think for all of us by yourself. Do you know if she wants any of that?”
Guilt takes over Shane’s face. “Fuck. I shouldn’t assume–”
Svetlana tsks, “I just said I want whatever you want, Shane. But I see Ilyushka's point. If we both keep saying we’re okay with anything, that’s not giving you a lot of guidance to work with while this is so new. Physically, I’m okay with whatever. But I guess I wasn’t really considering what I’m comfortable with emotionally.”
She thinks for a moment, looking at both of them. “What if, for now, I stay to like… warm you up.”
Shane’s eyes narrow. “If you mean, um, prep that’s kind of the last thing I want you around for right now.”
Svetlana blushes, “No! No, not what I meant at all.”
Ilya presses his lips together, eyes sparkling with amusement as he lets them talk this through.
Shane presses, “Then what do you mean?”
Ilya suggests, “Foreplay?”
Svetlana nods. “Yeah, kind of. Like maybe we can start with the limit being pants on, shirts off? And I’ll keep my bra on. And we can… see what happens and when you two are, um, ready to move further I’ll excuse myself to the guest room.”
Shane’s brow furrows. He can see what she means, and doesn’t really have another solution right now. Besides, this is just a starting point. “I guess that makes sense for now. But I don’t want you to sleep alone.”
Svetlana nods, looking at Shane like he hung the stars.
Ilya can relate.
She speaks softly. “You’re so fucking sweet, you know?”
Shane tsks, averting his eyes.
Svetlana nods. “Okay. I’ll knock on the door when I hear the shower turn off?”
Shane nods. “We do it this way for now and then next time, um, maybe it can be… more.”
Svetlana nods. “Maybe next time it can be more.”
Shane glances at Ilya and then back to Svetlana. “This is going to sounds like… the opposite of everything I’ve said.” They both look at him with intense curiosity, no idea where he’s going with this. “I’m gay, but I mean, I’ve, um, been with women.”
Ilya’s brows raise. “I cannot wait to hear the end of this thought.”
Shane pushes him lightly.
Ilya listens with a feral smile.
Shane clears his throat. “I just mean that I’m not really… uncomfortable with touching you, Sveta. It’s just the other way around that… doesn’t usually work for me.”
Ilya’s smile gets more insane. “Oh, Shane Hollander knows how to please a woman. The tabloids will go crazy.” Ilya nuzzles into him, biting his shoulder lightly. 
Shane scoffs as they tussle for a second. “I didn’t mean it like that, pervert.”
Svetlana watches, laughing softly. “What did you mean?”
Shane has Ilya in a headlock when he looks up at her. “I don’t know. Taking off our shirts… I think that works for me. If it’s okay with you for me to, um, touch you?”
Svetlana barks out a laugh. “Of course it is, Shane. Is it okay for me to touch you?”
Shane releases Ilya who returns immediately to watching Shane’s every emotion.
Shane nods. “Yeah, um, waist up.”
Svetlana smiles. “I can work with that.”
Ilya scoots back, propping his head up with one arm. His shirt’s been off the whole time, so he looks at them. “My favorite show is on.” He gestures for them to go ahead.
Shane spares him an annoyed glance, but then reaches for the hem of his shirt.
Svetlana stops him, hand over his. She looks at him and the energy in the room changes instantly. “You did a great job with the safe word earlier. Use it again if you need to. I’ll listen.”
Shane nods, eyes laser focused on hers.
She straddles Shane’s lap and tugs on his shirt enough to cue him that she wants him to sit up.
He does, his arms wrapping around her waist.
Her arms wrap around his neck and their lips meet.
They kiss for a minute, then Svetlana speaks into his lips, “I wanted to.” She reaches for the hem of his shirt and he smiles, nodding.
Shane lets Svetlana peel his shirt off and when his face comes back into view, he looks amused.
Svetlana laughs, speaking softly. “What?”
Shane shakes his head. “I kind of like that you’re into me. Like letting you have me as much as I can.”
Svetlana’s eyes heat. “Oh yeah?”
Shane nods, his words are starting to slur a little. Svetlana has a feeling she and Ilya both clock it. “Also like skin contact,” he murmurs, hand slipping under her shirt.
She pulls her own shirt off and then they wrap together again, kissing without tongue and with no ulterior motive.
Ilya watches, fascinated at how they move together. It’s not lustful the way he’s used to. Lately, he and Shane have slowed down and moved at this kind of pace. But it’s interesting to him to know that things are still new for Shane and Svetlana, but they don’t rush into physicality the way Ilya typically associates with a new relationship.
He ponders it, realizing that it’s because sex isn’t the goal here. They’re touching, kissing, because they’re comforted by being close to each other.
He knows for a fact that Svetlana is sexually attracted to Shane, but she has no trouble reigning that in.
And Ilya can see what Shane meant when he said he’s been with women before. He’s gay, but he’s spent most of his life thinking he could date women. And Ilya knows how much Rose means to him, how confusing it must’ve been when they were together. He would’ve wanted to be closer to her, to make her feel good, even at his own expense.
How different does it feel for him now? Having said all of that out loud, knowing that Svetlana knows exactly how he feels? Is it liberating to be able to love her without the pressure of fucking her?
Shane looks so incredibly happy, so calm.
Ilya’s lips curl up into a soft smile.
He was joking about his favorite show being on, but it really is so wonderful to watch them figure this out.
Svetlana’s hands started on Shane’s arms but gradually got bolder as she realized just how much Shane meant what he said and no safe words were used. Her hands are on his chest, “Fuck, you’re so hot.”
Shane sputters a laugh. “Um, thanks?”
Ilya and Svetlana both snort.
Shane’s eyes blink open, a hint of worry in them.
Ilya clues him in, “Usually, you tell your partner they are hot too.”
Shane’s cheeks tint. “Oh. Fuck. Sorry.”
Svetlana laughs, pressing her lips to his jaw. “You don’t have to say I’m hot.”
Shane frowns. “You’re stunning.”
Svetlana assumes he’s humoring her.
Shane notices she doesn’t believe him. “Really, Sveta.” He tries in Russian. “One of the most beautiful women I…” He struggles with tense and switches back to English. “I’ve ever seen.”
She pushes his chest and he obeys the unspoken command, lying back down.
She lets herself look at him, his bare torso. Then she looks into his eyes. “You switch to Russian when you’re trying to be genuine. But you’re not fluent. Is it because Ilyushka and I switch to Russian to be more intimate?”
Shane blinks, then laughs. “God, I guess?”
Ilya interjects, “Don’t forget he also speaks French.”
Svetlana’s eyebrows raise.
Shane shoots a glare at Ilya. “Okay, but you don’t.”
“You speak French?” Svetlana asks.
Shane shrugs. “Ottawa is pretty close to Quebec and now I’m in Montreal.”
Svetlana laughs, kissing Shane’s brow. “Let me rephrase. How do you feel when Ilyushka speaks Russian, even if you don’t understand?”
“Confused?”
Svetlana rolls her eyes. “Oh really? It’s not hot?”
Shane blushes, glancing at Ilya who makes a kissy face at him. “Of course it’s hot. But, like, because he’s relaxed.”
“Is it sometimes hot because he’s brilliant and bilingual? I remember you saying you have a competency kink.”
Shane hesitates, but nods. “Yeah, I guess.” It’s evident that his answer is more certain than a guess.
Svetlana makes a silly face at him. “Okay, so maybe he and I would enjoy hearing you speak French every so often.” 
Shane understands what she’s getting at and casually switches to French to say, “Fine, I’ll speak more French.”
Svetlana’s mouth goes dry.
Ilya cracks up laughing. “You literally asked him, Sveta. What did you expect?”
Svetlana looks at Ilya, betrayed. “The accent.”
Ilya gives her an unimpressed look. “He’s good at everything.”
Shane scoffs, “I’m not good at ev–” but he’s interrupted by Svetlana’s mouth on his.
He’s lulled back into the rhythm she sets as his hands find purchase on her bare waist. 
He lets his hands roam, massaging the irritated skin under her bra strap.
Every so often their hips connect and she worries Shane is uncomfortable, but he never flinches, never says anything. He’s not hard and she thought he would be nervous that she knows that but it seems like clearing the air about expectations here works for him.
She steals a couple more kisses and then presses their foreheads together, her hair curtaining around them. “Okay. I think I need to pass you over to Ilyushka.”
Ilya hums, “Finally. Move.” He pushes her gently, smirking.
She rolls her eyes and scoots away, lying down to watch for a bit.
Shane puts a hand on Ilya’s chest. “Can I get off my back?”
Ilya nods, lying back down and pulling Shane over him.
To use Svetlana’s words earlier, Ilya can confirm that Shane is definitely warmed up.
All of the lust that Ilya realized was lacking between Svetlana and Shane seems to come out of him at full force once he’s touching Ilya and Ilya absorbs it all like a sponge.
There’s always time to be soft and romantic later, he has no qualms about going full speed right now.
For a moment, Svetlana wonders if it’s already time for her to go. She hadn’t expected Shane to set the pace to this so soon.
She and Shane don’t kiss with tongue, but Shane slipped his tongue into Ilya’s mouth immediately.
As horny as it all is, she can still see the love in the way they move together. She still can’t quite get over how well they know each other and that applies to physicality too. 
She knows how Ilya likes to be touched and she’s fascinated to watch the way Shane touches him in all the right ways, barely thinking about it. They move together like a choreographed dance.
She also can’t help noticing the way Ilya touches Shane, the noises he makes. She catalogs it all, not knowing if or when she’ll ever be able to use the knowledge but she wants to make sure she knows.
So she sees the moment Ilya’s hand slips under Shane’s waist band.
Shane’s forehead presses into Ilya’s shoulder as he turns to her, panting. “Sveta…”
Svetlana blows them a kiss. “Yup, I’ll see you later.” She gets off the bed and walks to the door. She doesn’t turn around but she can tell pants are already being removed, so she closes the door quickly before running to the guest room with the fresh memory of Shane’s hands all over her.
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In a perfect world, they’d talk more in the morning, but the moment Shane wakes up he starts to spiral about the game, and talking to his team.
Ilya makes smoothies while Shane sits on the couch with Svetlana draped around him, kissing his neck and jaw every so often. “It’ll be fine, Shane.”
“You can’t know that,” Shane mumbles, focused on his phone as he texts his mom about all the emails and paperwork they’ve prepped for today.
Svetlana frowns, looking at Ilya in the kitchen. “It’s insane that Shane is the pessimist in this relationship.”
Ilya shrugs. “I am optimist out of necessity. I have to argue with his devil.”
It takes Svetlana a second to understand what he means. “Devil’s advocate?”
“Mm,” Ilya hums.
Svetlana realizes that makes a weird kind of sense. “Okay, even if it goes to shit, we’re going drinking after the game.”
Shane does smirk at that, but his attention stays on his phone. Then his smile vanishes. “Fuck, I need to tell Hayden about Ilya.”
Ilya perks up. “Noo, I like being your best friend to Pike. He’s so mad about it.”
Shane spares a second to look up at Ilya with a mischievous smirk. “You can still do that in public, just… I want him to know.”
“Fine.” Ilya says, feigning disappointment.
“I’m scheduling a pickup. I want to meet the team at the hotel.” Shane says blandly.
Ilya scowls at him. “Eat.”
Shane scowls back. “I said I’m scheduling it. I have ten minutes.”
Svetlana watches the exchange. “I forget you’ve been together long enough to have old married couple fights.”
The air gets taken out of Shane’s lungs as the idea of marriage gets tossed out casually again. He doesn’t say anything but he does lean in to kiss Svetlana’s cheek as he pulls away from her to stand.
He takes the smoothie from Ilya and they stand together in the kitchen. “Our starting lineup is likely to score in the first 3 minutes.”
Ilya rolls his eyes. “If you can get past our goalie.”
“Most goals against him are near post. He overcorrects expecting far post.”
Ilya squints at him. “Okay, so I tell him that's your game plan. They know we’re friends now. I can just tell him you said that.”
Shane blinks, clearly having forgotten that. “Fine. It’s mind games either way.”
Ilya pushes the smoothie toward Shane’s mouth. “I will not let you catch up to me tonight.”
“I’d like to see you try and stop me.” Shane bites back.
Ilya lets out a breath. “What is it called when foreplay is after sex?”
Shane smirks. “I think it’s just foreplay for next time.”
Ilya’s eyes flick over Shane’s face. “It will be hard not to think about you riding me last night during face offs.”
“Sounds like a you problem,” Shane says, blushing lightly.
Ilya smirks. “Now you know I am thinking about it. So it will distract you too.”
Svetlana watches all of this quietly, obsessed with every second of it.
Shane’s phone buzzes violently. He frowns. “My ride’s here.”
Ilya pushes him up against the kitchen island and kisses him hard and deep, “No, your ride is here.” He presses his hips into Shane’s
Shane melts into him. “Gross,” he mutters it through a dreamy smile.
“Good luck,” Ilya pants onto his lips.
“You too,” Shane says, suddenly earnest. He pushes Ilya away and runs over to Svetlana, leaning down to kiss her too. “I’ll hate to see you in black and yellow.”
She giggles. “Not sorry.”
He waves to both of them. “See you later.”
Svetlana calls out. “You got this, Shane! Fuck the league!”
Ilya echoes, “Fuck the league!”
Shane’s smile brightens and he calls back. “Fuck the league!”
Ilya and Svetlana burst into cheers as Shane closes the door behind him and runs to catch his car in time.
 
Shane walks into the lobby with the knowledge that the statement he drafted with Ilya and his mom is now in the inbox of his coaches.
It’s an understatement to say he’s tense. Coach Theriault is waiting in the lobby when Shane walks in and immediately gestures him back outside. “Hollander.”
“Coach, I, um,” Shane starts.
Theriault interrupts, “Let’s talk on the bus.”
Shane follows him back outside and onto the bus they’ve been travelling in for two weeks.
The doors close behind them.
Shane tries and fails to interpret his expression.
Theriault lets out a sigh. “Did this email have to happen right before the game?”
Shane feels sick. He tries to find the words to explain. “I know the team has been… confused. I want to be open with them about what’s going on. I want to continue to earn their trust.”
Theriault nods, seemingly as lost in thought as Shane is.
It’s quiet between them for long enough that Shane reaches the conclusion that he’s not… mad. “Sir, if you think it should wait, I can tell them on the bus after–”
Theriault shakes his head. “If you tell them immediately after a game it’ll come off worse than if you tell them immediately before. And I can see why you’d want to explain this before the holiday break.”
The lack of emotion is freaking Shane out in a weird way, but he supposes it’s good. “I don’t want this to impact what happens on the ice. I swear I’m doing everything I can to decrease impact.”
Theriault finally looks at him directly. “That’s the main reason I’m not pissed right now. Shocked, sure. But we’re on the same page with the goal to communicate this to the team in a way that maintains their trust in you without distracting them. Letting them see how you play against him tonight will help in the long run even though I wish there was more time for all of this. You could’ve told me sooner.”
Shane winces. “Yes, sir. When we get to the locker room–”
Theriault shakes his head. “Tell them on the bus. Let them ask questions. Then they can process in the locker room, calm back down.”
Shane swallows. He hates everything about this conversation, but he expected so much worse. “Yes, sir.”
Theriault really looks at Shane. “If it was anyone else working with Rozanov, I’d worry more. There’s a reason we made you captain, Hollander. Don’t prove us wrong.”
They both see some players filtering out the doors to load onto the bus.
Theriault pats Shane’s shoulder. “Go get ‘em, kid.”
“Yes, sir.” Shane steels himself, unsure if this conversation going fairly well is encouraging or unnerving. He situates himself in a seat at the front and stays standing as the others filter in.
J.J. spots him and laughs, high-fiving him and leaning in close to whisper, “How’s Lily?”
Shane glares at him. “Fine.”
J.J. looks vindicated. “I knew it.”
Shane shoots a text to Hayden.
Shane: Coach wants me to tell everyone about the foundation and Rozanov on the bus. Back me up?
Hayden: Yeah, man. If anyone starts anything, I’ve got your back.
Shane: Appreciate it.
A couple minutes later Hayden comes jogging out of the hotel onto the bus and grabs the seat right behind Shane, shooting him some meaningful eye contact.
As the last few players filter in, they all start to notice that Shane hasn’t sat down yet and once Coach Theriault counts everyone in and closes the doors, he gets everyone’s attention. “Your captain’s got something to say so listen up.” He gestures for the bus driver to get going.
Shane keeps his expression schooled. It’s a little bit easier to do this in captain-mode. “In a couple weeks, TIME magazine is going to release an interview about a charity I’ve been working on. It’s a hockey camp that I’ll be running over the Summer benefiting mental health and suicide prevention.” He doesn’t pause, just keeps barreling forward. “If you’re wondering why the fuck TIME wanted this exclusive, you and me both.” That gets a couple laughs. “They weren’t as interested in the charity as they were about who’s running it with me.”
He does pause here, panicking a little. Talking about the charity is the easy part, saying Ilya’s name in front of his entire team like this…
Someone pipes up from the back. “If you’re telling us on the bus right now, it’s someone from Boston, right?”
Taking a shallow breath, Shane nods.
The team starts to buzz a little. Shane glances at Hayden.
Hayden tries to communicate support as best he can.
Shane reminds himself how this conversation went when he told Hayden. He raises his voice over the others. “He cares about the cause as much if not more than me and has been an incredible partner.” He nearly chokes on the word. “I know you’re gonna have questions and you can ask them. I’m running the camp with Ilya Rozanov.”
The bus explodes with noise. Mostly what the fuck and Rozanov?! 
Shane keeps his breathing even and dissociates for a second until he can make out an intelligible question.
Someone calls out, “Is this why you were at that Ottawa game?”
Shane nods. “We were finalizing paperwork.”
“And you had to go to the game?”
Shane shakes his head. “It was a first step before the official announcement.”
“Hard to believe that **** cares about charity.”
Shane doesn’t flinch. “That wasn’t really a question but I’ll say he has a past you can read more about in the article and I’d appreciate it if you don’t talk about my friend like that.”
Another explosion of disbelief.
“Your friend?”
Shane laughs harshly. “Plenty of us have friends on other teams.”
“Not Ilya fucking Rozanov.”
Shane nods in agreement, “Yeah, no shit. I’m the only one here that can keep up with him.”
The chirp eases the tension in a way that Shane wasn’t confident about, but is relieved to see. The shock starts to melt into teasing for the most part. A couple players still look pissed, but a lot of the guys are coming around to it. The acceptance comes mostly from the newer guys who weren’t around for Shane’s rookie season. The old timers are having a hard time letting go, which Shane totally expected.
One of them pipes up. “What, you’re gonna tell us to go easy on him now?”
Shane snorts. “Absolutely fucking not. We’re gonna destroy him and all the Raiders tonight. I’d encourage you to foul him, but I know for a fact it only amps him up.” He thinks about what Ilya said this morning, that they can play mind games more now that their teams know they know each other. “Best thing you could do to fuck with his head is ignore him.”
Coach Theriault snorts. “Maybe this has more benefits than I realized. Why’d we never try ignoring him before?”
Shane shrugs. “Could be funny if we chirped everyone but him tonight.” His eyes flick to their goalie. “And don’t let him fucking score. He will not shut up about his lead on me.”
Hayden claps. “No goals for Rozanov, and three for Hollander.”
Shane smirks at him. “If anyone wants to join me for a hat trick tonight, you’re welcome.”
The rest of the ride devolves into friendly chirps.
Shane can still see some distrust in the eyes of a couple players, but he notes who they are and sits back down. He texts the names to his coach who looks over at him with a nod.
Theriault: Well done.
Shane: Boston loses tonight.
Theriault: That’s fucking right.
 
Shane texts the group chat he’s made with Ilya and Svetlana.
Shane: I think that went… well?????
Svetlana: wait really?
Shane: Yeah???
Svetlana: huh
Shane: It’s good, right?
Svetlana: i mean, yeah. just… idk. no offense i kind of didnt expect montreal to be cool about it?
Shane: Me neither. I think I’m waiting for the other shoe to drop.
Ilya: why are shoes dropping????
Svetlana explains it to him.
Shane takes a second to stare at Ilya’s name in his phone. He’d changed it this morning to Ilya’s real name. They’d agreed to keep most flirting or couple talk to a messaging app where the fake names are still being used.
“Who’s Svetlana?”
Shane locks his phone and glares over his shoulder at Hayden. “Don’t do that.”
Hayden grabs the seat and swings around to sit next to Shane. “Just making sure you’re doing okay.”
Shane shrugs, knowing that this bus isn’t private enough to speak openly about how he’s doing. “Mostly glad that I’m not keeping that secret anymore and the team knows.”
Hayden pats Shane’s thigh. “We’re gonna win this one.”
Shane nods severely. “Away game win streak. It’s not fucking ending in Boston.”
“No it’s fucking not.”

 ★ ★ ★ 
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Shane can feel the extra attention on him in the locker room, and that grows when they get to the ice for warm ups and the jumbotron spots Rose and Svetlana in the VIP box.
Shane had told the team Rose would be here and then told Hayden about Svetlana. Well, he told Hayden that Svetlana is Ilya’s friend. Not… everything else.
He realizes at this moment, with the two of them on the screen, how it looks. It looks like Rose is dating Shane again and Svetlana is with Ilya. Suddenly he understands why Svetlana and Ilya were jealous. He doesn’t like that people will think he’s back together with Rose. He doesn’t like that Svetlana is right there and no one knows how he feels about her either.
He glances across the ice at Ilya who is looking at him too.
Time freezes. Both of them want to comfort each other, to talk about this. Instead they just look away from each other and continue their drills.
The commentators get a laugh out of it. “Seems like neither captain knows how to feel about their fans being friendly.”
Before they line up for puck drop, a couple of the guys rib Shane about Rose wearing his jersey.
The thoughts start to spiral in his mind, but all of that goes away when he skates to center ice across from Ilya.
Ilya licks his lips, eyes gleaming mischievously as he looks at Shane. “Hi, bestie.”
Shane ignores him completely and feels his mind relax into the game.  He wins the face off.
 
Rose had texted Svetlana instructions on how to get to the VIP boxes in the Boston stadium so their first time meeting in person is in rival jerseys. Rose runs into a hug, “Oh my god, it’s so nice to meet–oh, wow. You’re tall.”
Svetlana laughs. “I like wearing heels, sue me.”
“Never. You look great.” Rose says it casually.
Svetlana understands immediately why she and Shane were such fast friends. They have the exact same brand of earnestness to them. Her smile softens. “Who are we rooting for?”
Rose shoots her a look. “Montreal. Obviously.” It’s clear that Rose is as accustomed to the rivalry between the cities as even Svetlana is from her dad being a Boston alumnus.
Svetlana shrugs. “I love an underdog.”
“Boston is hardly the underdog,” Rose frowns. “Just because some of their players are out with injuries doesn’t negate the fact that they still have Rozanov.”
Svetlana laughs. “You talk about him like you haven’t fucked his boyfriend.”
Rose turns red. “Wow. Okay, it’s insane when you say it like that. I haven’t really met him yet, Ilya.” She looks at Svetlana out of the corner of her eye. “Have you and Shane… or–no, nevermind. I should ask Shane.”
Svetlana thinks she knows what Rose is getting at. “Just Ilya,” saying his given name feels alien in her mouth, “but… we’ll see.”
Rose can’t help her curiosity. “Really? You think Shane would… I mean, I guess he did…” She trails off.
Svetlana’s eyes slice to Rose’s. “Shane did what?”
Rose hesitates. “I don’t know if I should say.”
Svetlana considers that. “Okay, don’t say anything. But if I were to ask how good he is with his tongue and you had to give me a number one through ten, what would you say?”
Rose laughs loudly. Then slyly says, “Ten.”
Svetlana chokes on an inhale, surprised. “I was expecting an 8 or 9.”
Rose looks her in the eye and then raises her eyebrows as she repeats herself with emphasis, “Ten.”
Svetlana crosses her legs. “Noted.”
Rose snorts.
 
Three minutes into the second period, Ilya starts to get legitimately pissed off.
He had intended to go lighter with his chirps tonight since he knows Shane talked to his team, but none of them are responding to him and it’s the 10th time it happens that Ilya realizes what’s actually going on.
A penalty has him facing off against Shane again.
“You told them to ignore me?”
Shane keeps his eyes on the ice.
Ilya laughs. “Oh, I see. It’s smart. I have to admit, it’s working a little.” It's working a lot but he doesn’t admit that now. He watches Shane’s expression, fondness radiating off of him. He loves Shane’s focus. “I know your game now. And I don’t have to say anything to remind you what I’m thinking about.” Shane blushes despite himself. Ilya wins the face off.
The second period ends at 4-3 in favor of Montreal. One goal for Ilya and two for Shane, only one goal away from tying the scoring race.
J.J. catches Shane’s eye in the locker room during intermission. “You ever text him during games?”
A couple other guys listen in.
Shane’s face contorts, offended. “Never.” And that’s mostly true. He texts Ilya before and after games, but does his absolute best to resist the temptation during intermissions. The exception being if he knows something is wrong and wants to check in.
J.J. gestures at Shane’s locker. “Could be fun.”
Hayden weighs in. “Thought the strat today was ignoring him.”
Shane shrugs. “He figured it out.”
A player that was eavesdropping asks, “How do you know that?”
Shane focuses on tightening his laces. “Told me during the last face off.” It feels weird talking about Ilya with his team, and even weirder doing it in the middle of a game. He glances around at his teammates. “I’m not texting him. Conversation over.”
J.J. ruffles Shane’s hair. “You’re no fun, capitaine.”
“I’ll be fun when we win.” Shane says, standing up. When the attention shifts away from him, Shane glances back at J.J. Shane’s been holding up a wall between himself and his teammates and he realizes that J.J. could be someone else he lets in.
He shakes the thought off for now. They have a game to win.
 
The game ends 6-4 to Montreal. Shane scored one more so the scoring race is officially tied.
When they line up for handshakes, Ilya meets Shane’s eye before they pass each other and Shane can feel a bad decision in the air.
Shane reaches out to touch Ilya’s glove and instead gets pulled into a hug.
Shane can’t help the smile that blooms on his lips, but he pushes away from Ilya. “Fuck off.”
Ilya’s laughing while he goes down the rest of the line of Metros.
The announcers haven’t known what to do with themselves since Rose and Svetlana sat together in clashing jerseys and they know even less about how to react to Rozanov and Hollander hugging after tying up the scoring race. “The rivalry between Rozanov and Hollander seems to have evolved this season.”
“Evolved or dissolved?”
Shane and Ilya glance at each other across the ice.
Ilya starts to skate toward him and Shane hesitantly meets him in the middle.
Ilya’s normal smirk has softened to a smile. “Maybe we did not need the interview.”
“We do,” Shane says bluntly.
Ilya’s eyes flicker over Shane’s face. “You tense up so much on the ice.”
Shane averts his eyes. “We’ll talk later.” He skates away.
Ilya laughs softly and skates away.
 
The Boston locker room spends a good five minutes razzing Ilya about Hollander catching up to him with goals scored.
Ilya takes another risk and wonders if it’s even a risk anymore. “I will make him buy me a drink tonight as apology.”
Eyes dart to him. “You’re going out with him?”
Ilya nods, softening the admission. “To be fair, Rose Landry will be there.”
The teasing redoubles.
Cliff blinks at Ilya, understanding the implications here but not trusting himself to say anything out loud about it.
Ilya winks at him as the conversation shifts elsewhere. He leans into Cliff’s ear, “You want to come?”
Cliff looks around and whispers back. “To get drinks with you, Hollander, and Rose Landry?!”
“And Svetlana.” Ilya adds, then makes a face. “Possibly Pike.”
Cliff nods slowly. “Okay.”
“Okay,” Ilya bumps their shoulders.
He never let himself believe he could have this. His team knows he’s going out with Shane tonight and it’s okay.
Maybe this is possible.

 ★ ★ ★ 
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Rose is quite pleased with herself for helping Svetlana find this spot for tonight. The lights are dim and she asked them to turn the music down a bit – something Shane will appreciate but would never bring himself to ask for. It’s a private, small – or as she would say, intimate – room. And most importantly, the bartender that’s serving them tonight is currently talking to Svetlana as she has her sign an NDA.
Rose didn’t think that was necessary but Svetlana thought about it quietly and asked Yuna for the paperwork. There’s a… vibe between Svetlana and the bartender that Rose picks up on but doesn’t have time to ask about before she hears someone walking in.
Unsurprisingly, Shane walks in first, closely followed by Ilya. Rose’s eyes take them both in. Ilya is dressed how he always dresses when the tabloids spot him, designer pieces that shouldn’t work but somehow do on him. And that’s how she knows that Shane is wearing Ilya’s clothes. Most people wouldn’t be able to spot the telltale signs of a designer piece without a logo branded on it somewhere, but Rose knows what to look for.
Ilya styled him well. They’re subtle pieces, but they’re definitely not Shane’s.
Shane looks so fucking happy to see her. It makes her heart burst. “Hey, Rose.” He hugs her tightly, a real hug. Not the bullshit side hug most guys will do.
She hugs him back and immediately says, “You didn’t dress yourself.”
Ilya snorts, glancing around the room and immediately clocking the bartender nearby. “He didn’t.” He doesn’t touch Shane.
Rose gestures at Svetlana. “The bartender is actively signing an NDA.”
Shane’s brows furrow. “For what? Did something happen?”
“No,” Rose smiles at him. “So that something could. If you want it to.”
Ilya tries to remember what those letters stand for in this context. “It’s for secrets?”
Rose shrugs. “If she says anything to anyone about what she sees tonight, you can sue her.”
Shane doesn’t look convinced. “She can still say something.”
Svetlana joins the conversation, having heard what Shane said and understanding enough to say, “We went to college together.”
Ilya smiles like a shark. “Ah, college.”
Shane doesn’t follow for a second and then remembers what Svetlana told him about her time in college–most notably, the people she slept with. He glances at the bartender whose eyes are on Svetlana’s ass.
Svetlana smiles innocently, tossing her hair over her shoulder. “She won’t say anything. NDA or not.”
Rose’s jaw drops. “Did you know she worked here?”
Svetlana shakes her head. “Complete coincidence.”
Shane doesn’t look at the bartender again, but he stares at a corner of the bar and thinks about what this all means. Rose and Svetlana have created a semi-public space for them where they can… relax without lying.
It was hard enough parking in the back and walking in with Ilya at his side and not following behind by a couple seconds. He has no idea how to process the idea of, what, standing close to Ilya in a public space? Not having to temper his reactions to Ilya? Touching him if he wants? Dancing with him?
It’s unfathomable.
Ilya watches Shane, can tell he’s spiraling by how still he’s standing. “Shane…”
“Hm?”
“It’s okay? If I… touch you?” Ilya can tell Shane’s freaking out but god does he want this.
Shane hesitates. “I don’t know.”
Ilya swallows it all down. “Okay. Tell me if… take your time.”
Shane lets out a breath. “I’m sorry.”
Svetlana catches Ilya’s eye and jumps in. “I didn’t mean to surprise you with it. It just… worked out this way at the last second.”
Rose glances at the three of them and tries to weigh what she knows about Shane with what she knows about the two of them. She smiles brightly and holds her hand out to Ilya. “I’m Rose Landry.”
Ilya immediately clocks that Rose is creating space for Shane to process and his eyes soften as he looks at hers. “Hello, I’m Ilya Rozanov.”
He shakes her hand and holds it for longer than he needs to.
Rose blushes.
Shane shoots him a look.
Ilya laughs, chaos brewing within him. “Can I buy you a drink?” He offers her his arm.
Rose glances at Shane for permission, understanding the chaos immediately.
Shane has the energy of a wet cat. He rolls his eyes, but there’s a tiny smile tugging at the corner of his lips. “Yeah, whatever. Go talk shit about me.”
Rose takes Ilya’s arm, giggling as they walk away.
Svetlana sidles up to Shane and they watch Rose and Ilya fall into an easy rapport at the bar. “Introducing the two of them feels dangerous suddenly. I could feel a thousand schemes being cooked up.”
Shane stares after them with an overexaggerated frown. “Too late now.”
Hayden walks in and distracts Shane as he greets him. “Hey, man. Thanks for coming.”
“Yeah, of course.” They do the half hug that Rose detests.
“This is Svetlana Vetrova,” Shane introduces them.
Hayden shakes her hand. “Hayden Pike.”
Svetlana nods, “Oh, I know.”
Hayden smiles. “Hockey fan?”
Shane preens. “She knows more about hockey than me.”
Svetlana scoffs. “That’s a gross exaggeration.”
Shane insists, “It’s not, she’s brilliant. She watches tape with me and spots so much stuff I miss.”
Hayden looks genuinely impressed. “Damn. Not much gets passed Hollzy.” He glances at the Boston jersey she now has stylishly tied around her neck. “Too bad you’re a Boston fan.”
Shane raises an eyebrow at Hayden. “You remember Sergei Vertov?”
Hayden’s brow furrows comically. “Hold on, yes. It’s coming to me. Something is telling me Olympic finals.”
Shane nods. “Legendary goalie for the Raiders, played for the Russian Olympic team. Also Svetlana’s father.”
Hayden’s jaw drops. “Oh. You’re a legacy fan.”
Svetlana laughs softly. “I probably wouldn’t be by now but then Ilya got drafted to Boston too.”
Shane’s eyes sharpen. “Which team would you be supporting if Ilya wasn’t on a team?”
Svetlana looks him dead in the eye. “Who do you think, Shane Hollander?” She over emphasizes his name.
Somehow, Hayden misses the flirtation completely because his eyes have slipped over Shane’s shoulder as he realizes Ilya and Rose are at the bar. “Fuck. This is wild.”
Ilya catches Hayden’s eye and raises a drink to him as he focuses on whatever Rose is saying.
Hayden frowns. “He’s not hitting on your ex is he?”
Shane’s laugh spills out of him. “Rose is my friend. She can flirt with whoever she wants. But no, I doubt he’s hitting on her.”
“How can you be so sure?” Hayden’s suspicions are loud and clear. 
Shane has to remind himself that’s fair. As far as Hayden knows, Ilya is just Shane’s friend. He would still believe all the rumors about Ilya’s personal life.
Shane bumps his shoulder against Hayden’s. “Um,” he glances at Svetlana. “You know how I told you that I owed you a full story about Lily?”
Hayden’s entire demeanor changes. 
Svetlana snorts.
Hayden asks, “Wait, is Lily coming tonight too? Do I get to meet her finally?”
Svetlana looks at Shane, amusement dancing in her eyes. “Okay, I’m gonna leave all that to you.” She pats him on the shoulder and whispers in his ear, “Good luck.” She resists the temptation to kiss his cheek and joins Rose and Ilya at the bar.
Hayden shoots a look at Shane. “What does she mean by that?”
Shane glances at a booth. “Let’s sit.”
“Oh, boy,” Hayden teases.
They settle into the booth across from each other and for a moment, Shane remembers sitting at a table across from Rose as she asked him questions that ripped his chest open.
This time it’s his decision.
Shane looks into Hayden’s eyes, determination and trust brimming in him. And for the first time in his life, makes the decision to come out to someone, “I’m gay.” Once the words are out, he realizes he has no idea what he expects to hear in response.
Hayden blinks. He’s extremely caught off guard, but that’s fair since Shane started by bringing up Lily. “Oh. So… huh. Does that mean you ended things with Lily? Sorry. I don’t– I mean, fuck. What’s the right response? Can I say I’m happy for you?”
Shane’s laughter tears out of him. “Yeah, I guess? I don’t know what the right response is either.”
Hayden holds out a fist and Shane bumps his against it. They both lean back, gauging the other for a second.
Shane fills the silence. “Um, there was never a Lily.”
Hayden’s eyes bulge. “You made her up as a cover?”
Shane shakes his head. “No, it was, um… it was a fake name for someone else. A guy.”
Hayden’s trying to school his reactions but can’t help the way his eyebrows raise. “Woah. So this whole time… That’s why we couldn’t meet her. Him. Has he been to games?”
Shane wants to get to the punchline here but has to answer the question honestly. “Yeah,” he laughs, “um, he’s been to every game we’ve played in Boston.”
Hayden looks offended. “Every game!” He’s scanning his memories. “Wait, have I met him?”
Shane is very conscious of Ilya sitting at the bar, very much in Hayden’s line of sight right now. “Yeah, you’ve met him.”
Flabbergasted doesn’t begin to cover it. “I can’t remember you introducing me to someone. Did you bring a friend out to a bar with us?”
Shane can’t help being a bit of a gremlin about it. “You’re not gonna figure it out.”
“Yeah, man. If it’s been going on this long and I had no idea that you… How long has it been going on? I saw you texting Lily, like, rookie season! I mean, it’s serious, right?”
Shane nods resolutely. “Yes. Yeah, it’s serious.”
Hayden nods in response, taking this all in with a grace Shane hadn’t really expected. He knew Hayden would accept him eventually, but he thought there would be… an initial amount of confusion or disgust. Maybe it was wrong of him to expect that, but that’s what the movies always showed him. He didn’t really expect the piece that Hayden would focus on being who his mysterious partner is. In retrospect, it makes sense. Hayden’s been so direly curious about Lily all these years.
Hayden asks yet another follow up question. “So… he’s in Boston? Is he coming tonight?”
Shane thinks about it for a second, but only a second. He’s tip-toed around all of this for so long. His best friend and his girlfriend made a bartender sign an NDA so he can relax tonight and he wants that beyond just tonight. He doesn’t want to lie to his friends anymore if he can avoid it.
So Shane says, “He’s here.”
Hayden’s eyes dart around the room. “Did you have him hide in the bathroom until you told me or something?”
Shane smirks. “No, he’s at the bar.”
Hayden looks at the bar in their private room and sees the bartender, Rose, Svetlana, and Ilya. He looks back at Shane. “The only other guy here is Rozanov.”
Shane lets his smirk grow into a smile. “Yeah.”
Hayden blinks about 17 times. “No.”
Shane nods again, looking more amused by the second. “Yeah.”
Shane can practically see the dots connecting in Hayden’s brain.
Hayden’s jaw hangs open. “You motherfucker. He’s been at every Boston game. You’re such a piece of shit.”
Shane laughs, amusement dancing in his eyes. “You set me up too well. How was I supposed to resist that?”
Stammering, Hayden’s brain struggles to compute. “Hold on. But you’re saying Lily… Lily who you’ve been texting–who you’ve been sexting before games… Lily, who I have spent the last 8 years roasting you about every time you come back to our hotel room looking smug after seeing…”
Shane can feel the tips of his ears turning red. He laughs nervously. “Don’t make me say it, Hayd.”
Hayden glances at Ilya at the bar and then back at Shane. “You don’t have any other Boston hook ups?”
Shane snorts. “Worse, I don’t have any other hook ups.”
Hayden gestures at the bar. “You were with Rose.”
Shane nods. “Well, yeah. But we were dating. It wasn’t a hook up.”
Hayden stares at Shane.
Shane sputters, “What!”
Hayden shakes his head. “I’ve spent the last three weeks trying to even understand how you, Shane Hollander, can be friends with that guy and now you’re saying that you’re…”
Shane finally just says it out loud. “I’m dating Ilya Rozanov, yeah.”
Hayden leans back in the booth. “Wow.”
Shane’s eyes flick over his expression and then scoots over in the booth and looks at Ilya across the room.
Ilya, who has been glancing over at Shane every three seconds, spots him immediately. He can read the vibes off of them and pushes away from the bar, grabbing two drinks. He stands next to Shane. “You told him.”
Shane nods, exuding happiness in a way that Hayden didn’t know he was capable of. “I told him.”
Hayden’s eyes are stuck on Shane. He’s never been very emotive and Hayden just assumed that was his normal. He’s seen Shane win Stanley cups for fuck’s sake. He’s never looked happier than he does right now, looking up at Ilya Rozanov.
“Fuck.” Hayden says softly.
Ilya nudges Shane’s shoulder. “Let me sit.” He slides a beer in front of Shane and holds onto his own glass.
Shane scoots over and Ilya joins them in the booth, eyes on Hayden.
Shane threads his fingers with Ilya’s under the table.
Ilya narrows his eyes at Hayden. “Are you being nice to my boyfriend?”
Shane nearly chokes on his laugh.
Hayden tries to laugh and it comes out as a wheeze. “This is… crazy.” His eyes flick to the drink that Ilya ordered for Shane without asking and then back to Ilya.
“It’s not.” Ilya says easily. “It’s actually the most sane thing I have ever done.”
Shane squeezes his hand. “He didn’t mean it like that.”
Hayden looks at Shane. “Is that for real? He’s… your boyfriend?”
Shane tries to school his expression but can’t keep a smile off his face. “Um, yeah. Yeah he is.”
It’s that moment that Cliff walks in. “Woah, private room.”
Ilya looks at Shane, tortured. “Please can I kiss you? Bartender can’t see from here.”
Shane nods, eyes glassy.
Ilya leans in and kisses him without tongue, just a hard press of lips and then holds their foreheads together. “I love you.”
Shane hesitates, overly conscious of Hayden right there.
Ilya pulls away, raising an eyebrow.
Shane starts to panic.
Ilya holds out a hand. “It’s okay, Shane. Take your time.”
Ilya gets up to greet Cliff who has a shit eating grin on his face after witnessing that kiss.
Shane feels guilt gnaw at him. Why was it hard to say it back all of a sudden?
Hayden is still shell shocked.
Shane forces out a laugh at his expression. “I didn’t mean to ambush you with it. But I did want you to meet him.”
Hayden opens his mouth. Closes it. “I need a drink.”
Shane nods. “That’s probably a good idea.”
 
Ilya had offered his arm to Rose and took her to the bar. They ordered drinks then Rose immediately commenced the shovel talk. “What are your intentions with my best friend?”
Ilya blinks at her. “Intentions?”
Rose’s scowl softens for a moment. “Oh, do you not know the word?” Ilya shakes his head. “Um, like, huh. What does that mean? What are your plans with Shane? Long term?”
Ilya thinks he understands the question, especially based on what she’d said previously. “I love him.” His eyes go to Shane, checking in on him every so often.
Rose melts, expression morphing into one of total awe. “Wow, you said that so easily.”
The bartender places their drinks on the counter for them and Ilya immediately takes a sip of his. He ordered a low-alcohol beer for Shane too but will wait until he’s done talking with Rose to bring it to him. “It’s true.”
“He told me a bit about your story, how you got together. How long it’s been going on.”
Ilya waits for judgement. “And?”
Rose smiles at him fondly. “And it’s very romantic.”
Ilya laughs softly. “Sure, fucking in hotels for years. Very romantic.”
“For years,” Rose emphasizes. “You two couldn’t resist each other.”
Ilya shrugs. “He resisted me while he dated you.”
Rose deadpans. “How long are you going to hold that against me?”
Ilya lets a real smile shine through. “For as long as it is funny.”
“Fair enough.” Rose holds up her drink and Ilya clinks his against hers.
Ilya eyes her as they both drink. “You are not like I thought,” he admits.
“What did you think I was like?” She prods.
Ilya sucks his teeth, thinking. “I don’t know. Famous actress. Obsessed with yourself. And you dress nice, so like… cold. Before Shane told me more about you, I mean. But you are very funny.” He pauses. “And warm.”
Rose puts her hand on his shoulder. “I would describe you as warm too.”
Ilya snorts. “I am not warm. That’s Shane.”
“Ilya,” Rose waits until he looks her in the eye. “You are very warm.”
Ilya’s mouth twitches with the need to reject that again. 
Rose continues. “We’ve been talking for five minutes and you’ve already told me how much you love your boyfriend, complimented me, and are clearly distracted because you can’t help worrying about him. At what point was I supposed to see you as cold?”
Ilya shrugs, gesturing a little wildly as he relaxes. “You watch hockey. You see my interviews, how I play. Everyone knows I am cold.”
“Yes,” Rose nods. “I do watch your games. You’re funny too. I’ve heard some of those assholes try to be funny and miss the mark completely and just insult people. You’ve never been one of those guys. You tell jokes, not make insults.”
Svetlana walks up right then.
Ilya looks at her, a silent question in his eyes. Sometimes he knows what words mean but when they’re used together the nuance gets confusing.
Svetlana translates what she heard, “You tell jokes, not make insults.”
Understanding dawns in Ilya’s eyes. “Maybe.”
Svetlana throws her arm around Rose casually. “She’s right, Ilya. You’re never mean. You’re catty.”
Rose nearly shrieks with laughter. “Holy shit, that’s exactly it.”
Ilya frowns. “What is catty?”
Svetlana translates and Ilya’s frown deepens, but then he glances at Shane again and sees him and Hayden looking over here with insane looks on their faces. “Fuck, I think he told Hayden about us.”
Svetlana pushes him away. “Go save him.”
Rose laughs and pulls away from Svetlana. “It’s still really great to be here with you all in person.”
“Likewise.” Svetlana agrees, mischief in her eyes. “We should go to games together more.”
Rose smiles, but it doesn’t reach her eyes. “My schedule is about to get crazy again. I have two overlapping projects. I shouldn’t have done it but… they just both sounded so interesting.”
Svetlana’s fingers tap on the bar. “Then we’ll just have to make the most of the time we have tonight.”
Rose eyes her curiously. “Yeah, we will.”
The bartender sets a drink down by Svetlana that she didn’t order. Svetlana glances at the drink and then at Kaylie, the bartender.
Kaylie shrugs. “No world in which you don’t still like vodka sodas.”
Svetlana takes a sip, keeping her eyes on Kaylie the whole time. “Good memory.”
Rose looks between the two of them as Cliff walks in. She jumps up off the barstool. “Full house. We should all cram into the booth and chat for a bit.” She grabs Svetlana’s hand and tugs her to the booth.
 
Cliff hugs Ilya, laughing loudly. “You just kissed Shane Hollander.”
Ilya smirks. “My boyfriend, yes. We do that sometimes.”
Cliff shakes his head. “You two really looked like you were gonna kill each other on the ice today.”
Ilya shrugs. “He was fucking with me. Told his whole team not to chirp me to fuck with my head. Unfortunately it worked.”
Cliff whistles. “Damn, mind games from your boyfriend. What’s that like?”
“Hot,” Ilya says casually, eyes on Shane. “I’ll get back at him next time.”
Rose Landry suddenly pops into his field of view. “Okay, everyone come sit!”
Cliff gets immediately starstruck. “You’re Rose Landry.”
Rose winks at him. “You’re Cliff Marlow.” Then she’s gone, pulling up extra chairs so they can all sit together.
Cliff looks at Ilya, dazed, “Dude… Rose Landry knows who I am.”
Ilya snorts. “She’s a hockey fan, Marly.”
Cliff shakes his head. “And I’m not on drugs?”
Ilya shrugs. “I don’t know what you get up to.” He tugs Cliff to the table.
The six of them sit together.
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      Chapter 39: They All Know You’re Mine
  



    Chapter Notes

      six people cram into a booth, you could say this table is crowded







   ★ ★ ★ 

There’s a moment where they all just take in how crazy it is to have this group of people sitting at a table together.
Shane ended up scooting around to the middle of the circular table with Ilya pressed beside him and Cliff following Ilya, choosing the most familiar person to sit with. So the other side of the booth is Hayden who ends up next to Shane and looks extremely nervous next to Rose and Svetlana at the end.
Rose leans forward, cradling her face in her hands and says, “We booked an entire private room and we’re still sitting in a booth for you, Shane.”
Shane glares at her, but a smirk tugs at his lips. “And you turned the music down, didn’t you?”
Rose gestures at Svetlana.
Svetlana blows him a kiss. “That was my idea.”
Shane can’t help blushing a bit at what he knows is flirtation but tells himself Cliff and Hayden won’t notice.
Cliff’s torn between staring at the two beautiful women across from him and trying to decide how he feels sitting with two rival players. “Do we have to call a truce and not talk about the game?”
Shane looks at him, lightly panicked.
Ilya squeezes Shane’s hand and then lets go so he can rest his hand between Shane’s shoulder blades. “Impossible, Marly. Shane must talk about hockey.”
Shane frowns. “If it’s weird for you…”
Hayden shrugs. “I think we earned some bragging rights.”
Ilya looks past Shane at him. “Oh, you did? Or your captain earned it for you?”
Shane’s glare sharpens into true annoyance.
Ilya catches his eye and smiles innocently. “What, he can chirp me but I can’t chirp him?”
Shane glances at Svetlana. “Maybe we shouldn’t talk about hockey.”
Hayden notices Ilya’s hand on Shane’s back, but more specifically he notices how much it helps Shane to have the point of contact. 
Shane, who is hyperaware of everyone’s expressions right now, realizes he needs to specify. “Oh, um, you all know about me and Ilya.”
Hayden’s eyes flick around the booth. “What the fuck? Was I last to know?”
Shane scoffs. “Of this group, yeah, but trust me Hayd, most people don’t fucking know. And I’d love for it to stay that way.”
Hayden’s brow furrows. “You told the team this morning that you’re doing the charity with him.”
“Yes,” Ilya confirms. “It’s hard enough to tell people that. I would not mind if people find out I’m bisexual, but…” He stops himself.
Shane decides he’s okay with finishing that sentence. “I’m not ready to come out.”
Hayden nods fervently. “Totally, man. Lips are sealed.” His eyes slide to Ilya as he turns over the word ‘bisexual’ in his mind. He did kind of jump to the conclusion that they were both gay and was struggling to understand Ilya’s… history. This makes a lot more sense.
Shane can’t help seeking some validation after saying all of that out loud so he holds out his fist and Hayden knocks his fist against it, offering him a small smile.
Shane smiles in return.
Rose and Svetlana use the time to whisper to each other about what they could possibly change the topic to. They have no idea what all these people have in common aside from hockey.
Hayden glances around. “Is it okay to ask… how it happened? Does everyone else already know?”
Cliff nods, “Pardon the pun, but I only got the cliff notes version.”
Hayden and Shane look at Cliff with mild disappointment. 
Rose lets out a surprised chuckle, and Svetlana rolls her eyes fondly. She's been around Cliff before.
Ilya doesn't react to Cliff’s joke at all, much more focused on the invitation to speak. He perks up. “Oh, you want me to brag about my boyfriend?”
Shane feels his entire soul melt into a puddle. He’s never experienced this before. A room full of people who know about them and Ilya being loudly possessive.
Ilya notices Shane’s reaction immediately, grin going feral. He leans in close, mouth on Shane’s ear. “They all know you’re mine.”
Shane flinches and slaps Ilya away. “Stop it.” He can’t help checking everyone’s reaction – Cliff looks generally amused yet somehow still baffled, Svetlana and Rose look like they’d be eating popcorn if it was available to them, Hayden looks torn between thinking this is a prank and… well, he’s still processing this new dynamic.
Ilya looks at Hayden, still smirking. “My boyfriend is very shy.”
“Ilya.” Shane says firmly.
Hayden’s brain is stuck in a cycle. He starts to believe these two men are friends, then he remembers they're boyfriends, then he remembers years of Rozanov slamming Shane into the boards as if he wanted to kill him, then he wonders if that ever felt sexual to them in this context, then his brain whites out and he reminds himself they're friends, then reminds himself they're boyfriends. And now he's listening to Boston’s Ilya Rozanov being loudly possessive of Montreal’s captain.
Ilya laughs. “Can you blame me? I like them all to know.”
Shane looks at Svetlana for help.
Svetlana switches to Russian, “Go easy on him, Ilyushka. This is hard for him. He likes it but you have to calm down or he’ll have a panic attack.”
Ilya takes the opportunity to respond back. “Would it be so bad if he crawled into my lap right here?”
Shane understands enough of that to drop his face into his hands. “Jesus.”
Hayden’s eyebrows raise. “You speak Russian?”
“I’m learning,” Shane says tersely without raising his head.
“Sorry,” Ilya says, kissing his ear softly.
This is wild for Cliff to see. Roz has always acted so unaffected about dating, only going for hookups. For lack of a better word, Hollander has domesticated him. But even more than that, Cliff can tell that this is Ilya with all the paint stripped away. This is who Ilya would be all the time if he wasn't forced to hide.
Shane gets a terrible idea and picks up his head, looking directly at Ilya as he speaks in French, “Can we please have a normal conversation? Stop flirting with me while I’m stuck at a table with our friends.”
Ilya swallows and nods.
Svetlana raises an eyebrow. “You understood that?”
Ilya glances at her, “The words? No. The meaning? Yes. Loud and clear.”
Shane laughs softly. “I think maybe we need a round of shots or something.”
Rose gasps. “Insane for you to suggest that but I agree.”
Svetlana jumps to her feet. “I’m asking for the good vodka.”
“Please,” Ilya nods at her.
Cliff asks a question, going back to what Hayden said. “I have to admit, it's wild to know how long you've been hiding this. Like, what, have you been flirting during games?”
Shane squeezes Ilya’s knee in warning and answers himself, “I guess sometimes, but that’s mostly Ilya.”
“Guilty.” Ilya smiles, “But don’t act all innocent. If the camera could see the way you look at me during face offs…”
“What, like I want to kill you?”
Ilya considers this. “You know French, yes? I know some French that has to do with a little death.”
Shane’s entire face turns red. “I don’t want to know why you know that.”
Ilya perks up. “And why do you know that?” He’s thrilled that Shane’s familiar with the phrase le petit mort which he’s heard is slang for the feeling you get post-orgasm.
“Anyway.” Shane says sharply, redirecting the conversation. “The hockey has always been hockey. Not to recite one of our scripted publicity lines, but we still treat each other as rivals. It’s just that people always assumed we hated each other, which we don’t and never have.”
Ilya corrects him, “You said you hated me during the draft.”
Shane rolls his eyes. “That was just a joke for the reporter.”
“It was not a joke. You meant it, I could tell.”
“Fine,” Shane relents. “I hated you during the draft and I hated you about 2 minutes ago.”
Ilya snorts. “Lie.”
“It was a close call.” Shane smirks, taking a sip of his beer as he looks at Ilya.
Rose whistles. “Did you get so caught up in each other you forgot that there are other people here for a second?”
Shane’s anxiety is a glaring no to that question but, yeah, he was fully focused on Ilya for a bit, “Sorry, we all know he’s a professional antagonizer.”
Svetlana returns with the shots but doesn’t interrupt, looking around as she familiarizes herself with whatever energy is bouncing around the group.
Cliff elbows Ilya, smirking. “So this is why you’re always in a good mood during Montreal games?”
Ilya hums, taking a sip of his drink. “You haven’t lived until you’ve gotten to face off with someone you’ve had sex with.”
Shane covers his face with his hands, voice a little rough. “Please change the topic.”
Hayden does his best to help, also not ready to hear about Shane and Ilya’s sex life, but responding on impulse to a request from his captain. He asks the first question on his mind. “Something must’ve happened at the All-Star game, right? No one could stop talking about how well you play together.”
Rose giggles, “A lot of the internet thinks they know what happened at the All-Star game.”
Cliff doesn’t follow. “What does the internet think happened?”
Rose raises an eyebrow at Shane and Ilya. “I mean, they’re probably right.”
Shane glares at her. “Remember when I said to change the topic.”
Rose smirks, glancing at Cliff. “I’ll just say lots of hockey fans started editing clips of Shane and Ilya with love songs in the background.”
Svetlana takes a sip of her drink, laughing. “Have you seen the one to i hate u, i love u?”
Rose claps her hands together. “A masterpiece.”
Shane looks at the two of them, lips quirking up into a smile. As much as he’s nervous about Hayden’s reaction right now and not throwing too much at him, he can’t help enjoying being in the same room with Rose, Svetlana, and Ilya. He can only pretend to be irritated at them for so long. He loves that they get to talk about this with each other.
Ilya’s looking at Shane, basking in his happiness.
Cliff notices, smiling into his drink as he sips his beer. He’s mostly just enjoying listening to all of this right now. He’ll pester Ilya about it later. The man is so lovesick Cliff worries it could be contagious.
Hayden makes a face at the mention of fan videos. “Those come up on my timeline now and then.”
Rose nearly screeches. “You’re on fan twitter?”
“Not on purpose,” Hayden says, exhaustion clear in his eyes. “People tag the Metros in it. I mean, people tag me in stuff with…Shane.”
Shane’s brow furrows. “What do you mean?”
Rose snorts, and covers her mouth. “Sorry, I didn’t tell you about that. It’s a pretty popular ship, you and your alternate captain.”
Shane blinks at her. Then glances at Hayden, then back at Rose. “People… ship me and Hayden?”
Rose nods. “Not as much as you and Ilya, but yeah. The fan wars are crazy.”
Svetlana snorts, staring at Rose. “You check fan wars for your ex-boyfriend?”
Rose smiles back at her. “Of course, I know more than them. I love knowing when they’re wrong.”
Ilya’s face goes from annoyed to pleased. “Wow, yet another way I am better than you, Pike. Even the fans know I have more chemistry and he’s not on my team.” He presses his forehead to Shane’s temple, expecting another glare. He’s not prepared for the soft smile Shane directs at him.
Hayden glares at Ilya out of habit.
Shane’s laughing but has to say, “You have to stop provoking him, Ilya.”
Ilya groans, leaning back against the booth. “It’s so hard to stop. Metros are so easy to bother.”
“It’s true,” Cliff says faux apologetically. “We’ve spent years generating material.”
“Wow, years and the chirps are still this weak?” Shane says.
Cliff looks taken aback.
Ilya laughs hard and loud. “Oh, Marly, you get to see my secret side of Shane Hollander. He’s hot when he chirps like this, yes?”
Svetlana catches Ilya’s eye. “Do you really want him to say he thinks Shane is hot or will that make you get possessive again?”
Ilya shrugs, “I’m never not possessive.”
Rose decides to keep teasing. “Well good thing Shane’s not, because the internet ships Ilya with pretty much anyone you’ve ever slammed into the boards.”
Shane’s eye twitches.
Rose and Svetlana crack up laughing.
Ilya’s laugh is a genuine one, the kind that Shane can’t help losing himself in a little.
“So what really happened at the All-Star game?” Cliff asks curiously. “‘Cause I know something changed for Roz.”
Ilya’s mirthful expression falls a bit.
Cliff shoots him a look. “Come on, we both know you came back from Tampa with less baggage.”
Shane glances between Hayden and Cliff, then at Rose and Svetlana who look so fucking happy for him. Shane lets their happiness bleed into him. “Um, we had some important conversations that week. I think that’s probably when it… got serious.”
Ilya’s hand slides up Shane’s back to his neck. “Yes, and then we spent the Summer together at his cottage and I met his parents.”
Hayden nearly spits out his beer. “Sorry, what?”
Ilya beams. “Yuna and David love me.”
Hayden stares at Shane.
Shane can’t help the laugh that tumbles out of him. “Okay, so I should’ve specified it’s really serious.”
Hayden echoes the words. “He’s met your parents. And they… like him?” Somehow this makes both more and less sense to him. Of course if Shane is hiding a relationship, it's someone he's serious enough about to have introduced to his parents. But now he's struggling with the mental image of Ilya Rozanov with a bloody nose in a post game interview trolling half the league and then sitting down at a dinner table with Shane's parents. The worlds just don't combine. And yet here they both are, smiling at each other like love drunk teenagers.
Shane understands what Hayden’s really asking. “They love him.”
Ilya feels his cheeks heat and some of his teasing energy goes away as his smile softens.
Hayden looks between the two of them. “Holy shit.” He pinches the bridge of his nose. “Jackie and I have been trying to set you up with people and this whole time you’ve been…”
Shane nods, leaning more against Ilya. “In a committed relationship, yeah.” He pauses, then adds, “And gay.”
Hayden laughs softly, but looks a little frustrated. “God, I’m so sorry, man. I’ve been pushing you to go on dates with women for years. I’m such an idiot.”
Shane puts his hand on Hayden’s shoulder. “I get it. I’m not the most social person in the world and you were just trying to help. You trying to set me up all the time at least gave me something to hide behind if guys asked about my dating life in the locker room. I didn’t have a reputation to hide behind like some people.”
Ilya smiles guiltily. “Very easy to keep a boyfriend secret if everyone assumes you’ve fucked every woman they see you talk to.” He winks at Rose. “When people know we were here together, they will assume I slept with Rose tonight.” His voice turns silly. “They do not know who I will actually take to bed.” He presses his forehead to Shane’s.
Shane takes a deep breath. “Please stop talking about our sex life with our friends.”
“You have a sex life with Rozanov,” Hayden whispers, mostly to himself.
“A very good one,” Ilya adds.
Shane looks at Svetlana desperately. “Shots.”
Rose takes pity on him, laughing as they share a look that only people who know each other as well as they do can. “Shots,” Rose agrees and she and Svetlana start passing them around.
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      Chapter 40: Rose Landry is My Enemy
  








   ★ ★ ★ 

Rose tugs Svetlana and a very surprised Cliff up from the booth with the exclamation that, “I didn’t book us a private room for nothing,” and creates a tiny dance floor for them.
Cliff has no idea what the bro code here is. What’s allowed if one girl is your captain’s previously regular hook up and another girl is your captain’s boyfriend’s ex-girlfriend?
He decides to simply let them lead.
Ilya stares at the strange trio for a second, amused by Cliff’s obvious discomfort. Cliff glances at him and Ilya shoots him a supportive thumbs up that he hopes only contributes more confusion.
Shane sighs. “You should go save him.”
Ilya tsks, “I wanted to talk to you.”
Hayden sips his drink, glancing between them. “Should I–?”
“It’s okay,” Ilya says, smile soft for once. It might be the first genuine emotion Ilya’s allowed Hayden to see. “I know he trusts you, so I trust you. But only off the ice!” He says sharply. “Don’t think I’ve gone soft on you, Pike.”
Hayden holds up his hands with a smirk. “I wouldn’t dream of it.”
Ilya steels himself in front of Hayden, being brave to show Shane that this is possible. “I was thinking we have three options.”
Shane’s brow furrows. “For what?”
“One,” Ilya lists without waiting, “you stop at one shot, one beer. Mostly sober. And we hang out with our friends and I try and succeed at resisting to touch you.”
Shane’s lips quirk up. “What are options two and three?”
Ilya makes a face, “I think option two is bad.”
Hayden listens to the conversation, eyes flicking back and forth like it’s a tennis match.
Ilya continues, “Two, you drink more. Let the alcohol make you brave. You let me touch you and I tell Svetlana she’s in charge of making sure we don’t get carried away.”
Shane frowns. “She planned tonight. She should enjoy herself. I told her I don’t want her to keep watching out for us.”
Ilya gestures with his hands. “I know, I told you, I think option two is bad.”
It catches Hayden so off guard to listen to Rozanov talk to Shane like this, but Shane is one of his closest friends so he can tell immediately that Rozanov’s teasing words are just thinly veiled concern. Shane often talks in the exact same way, acting like he’s not being vulnerable while affection blazes within his eyes. It’s the exact same look on Ilya’s face right now as he looks at Shane. It’s like Shane’s been telling him, Rozanov isn’t a bad guy. It’s all a front to fuck with opposing teams. It’s just wild to see the mask slip in person like this. Hayden is starting to wrap his head around this, around them.
Shane glances at Hayden, unsure how to feel about the smirk on his friend’s face. He looks back at Ilya. “Is option three worse?”
Ilya sips his drink, shaking his head. “Mm, no, I really like option three. It’s a lot like option one, small difference.”
Shane prods him. “What’s the difference?” 
“You still stop drinking after one shot and one beer. Mostly sober. We hang out with our friends.”
“But?” 
Ilya shrugs. “But you feel brave without more alcohol.” He holds Shane’s gaze for a moment. “I like options one and three. I would be surprised if you choose two, but–”
“I choose three.” Shane says resolutely.
Ilya hesitates. “You can choose one, Shane.”
Shane shakes his head. “No. No, I choose three.” He cups Ilya’s jaw in his hand.
Ilya looks at Hayden. “You heard me give him option one. I have a witness. He chose three so I am now forced to kiss him in front of you.”
“Ilya,” Shane says, laughing as he leans in to kiss him.
Hayden laughs as he gets up from the booth, “I can’t believe I’m saying this, but Rozanov might be good for you, Shane.”
Ilya holds up his middle finger to Hayden.
Hayden nods. “There we go. Alright, I’m gonna go awkwardly nod my head to the beat over there.”
“Be there soon!” Ilya calls out while Shane takes the moment of privacy to slip his tongue into Ilya’s mouth.
 
When Shane finally feels that he’s kissed all the nerves out of his body, he pushes Ilya out of the booth.
Ilya stands and waits for Shane.
Shane looks at him curiously. “What, you’re not gonna offer me your hand?”
Ilya attempts to look as innocent as possible. “I do what you want to do, Shane. You have to offer me your hand if that’s what you want. We go at your pace.”
Shane holds out his hand to Ilya for the first time outside of a locked room.
Ilya takes his hand, smiling like he’s just been proposed to. “This is enough.” He says to Shane softly. “I know I’m being clingy, but I mean it. This is enough.”
Shane’s already shaking his head. “Well, I think you deserve more than just enough.” He tugs Ilya toward the others.
Ilya mumbles it, loud enough for Shane to hear, in English. “I love you.”
They join the group and Shane looks around, smiling at Svetlana, Rose, Cliff, and Hayden before looking back at Ilya and wrapping his arms around his neck. He says it loud enough for them all to hear, “I love you too.”
Ilya’s eyes close as he presses his forehead to Shane’s. He curses under his breath in Russian for a second, “I always think it’s your body that will devastate me and then you open your goddamn mouth.”
Svetlana snorts.
Rose gasps, “What’d he say?”
Svetlana mimes zipping her lips.
Shane smiles, holding Ilya close. “I think I got most of that. Something about my body and my goddamn mouth.”
Ilya shushes him, trying to keep Shane from divulging his vulnerability to their friends and fails, “I should never let you learn Russian.”
 
They spend the rest of the night dancing and chatting, but Ilya and Shane are pretty much permanently attached to each other the entire time.
Rose and Svetlana swapped their jerseys at some point and Shane had such a hard time keeping his eyes off Svetlana in Montreal blue that he nearly had to come out to his friends a second time, Ilya whispering in his ear the entire time.
It’s Rose who keeps them on track, shooing Cliff and Hayden away and prying Shane and Ilya off each other to take a video to post to her Instagram story. She talks into the camera while recording, “I made some new friends tonight!” Shane looks properly awkward while Svetlana waves into the camera and Ilya nods neutrally. Then Rose adds, “Everyone say Boston sucks!” Shane barks out a laugh while Ilya lunges for the camera, “It is not true. No one say that. Rose Landry is my enemy–”
The video cuts to the sound of them all laughing and a close up of Ilya’s fond smirk.
Rose posts it and tags them all. Shane keeps staring at her phone with a dreamy expression on his face.
Svetlana tried not to comment but has to ask, “What?”
Shane tries to shake it off. “Nothing, it’s just… That’s the first video or photo of the four of us, but I think it’s also the first photo of…” He looks at Ilya. “Probably the first photo of us outside of a hockey arena.”
Ilya’s eyes go soft but he teases, “Not true, I have the selfie from the Vegas awards show.”
Shane glares at him. “I was so pissed at you during that. It doesn’t count.”
Svetlana adds, “I took a picture of Ilya sleeping in your lap at the cottage.”
Shane nearly forgot about that. “And that’s in a locked folder, right?”
Svetlana rolls her eyes. “Who do you think I am?”
Shane adds, “Still, it's the first photo we’ve shared, I mean. It’s just… it’s new, I don’t know.”
Ilya wraps his arms around Shane again now that their phones are away. “Good new?”
Shane relaxes back into Ilya, closing his eyes for a moment. “Really good.”
Ilya kisses his jaw.
Svetlana did not stop at two drinks so she looks at them and can’t resist leaning in, hand on Shane’s cheek, and pressing her lips to Shane’s forehead. She shakes her head at him. “You’re so cute. You have no idea how hard it is not to kiss you for real.”
Shane smirks at her challengingly. “You could. Confuse the hell out of Hayden and Marlow.”
Rose watches the three of them. There’s a different energy between them now that Cliff and Hayden can’t hear them. Seeing them together makes Rose feel like she’s floating outside of her body for some reason. Is it jealousy? It doesn’t feel like jealousy. Her mind loops the image of Ilya’s arms around Shane and Svetlana’s lips on his forehead and tries to unravel her reaction to it.
Ilya shakes his head behind Shane and mouths to Svetlana so she doesn’t listen to Shane right now, too much.
Svetlana pouts. “Later. Please?”
Shane’s smile softens. “Always wanna kiss you.”
Rose presses her lips together to keep herself quiet, thrilled to witness this despite her internal confusion.
Svetlana blushes.
Ilya nudges his nose against Shane’s jaw. “Hey, your words have been different. Are you tipsy or floaty?”
Shane blinks. “Am I…what?”
Ilya glances at Svetlana whose eyes sharpen on Shane.
Shane’s brow furrows. “No, ‘m good. Didn’t drink too much.”
Ilya hums, “And if I were to let you go right now?”
Shane whimpers, “No, don’t.” He grips onto Ilya’s arm.
Ilya tries to communicate a thousand things to Svetlana and fails.
Ilya closes his eyes and grounds himself for a moment. “Okay.”
Hayden and Cliff are in the booth they were in before, so if they sit in another booth farther back, it should mean no one can see them.
Ilya looks to Rose and Svetlana, “Keep the guys distracted for a minute?”
Rose looks confused. Svetlana grabs her arm. “We’re on it. I’ll explain later.”
Ilya nods and keeps his arms around Shane. “Stay close, Shenya.”
Shane smirks up at him. “A nickname?”
Ilya blinks. Fuck. He’s been thinking that for a while but he hadn’t meant to say it out loud. He tugs Shane toward one of the empty booths.
They scoot in, Shane melding himself to Ilya’s side. If the booths were any roomier, he’d be in Ilya’s lap.
Ilya pets his hair, lips on Shane’s face and neck. “Hey, hey listen to me. Shane.”
Shane’s nuzzling into his neck. “You called me a Russian nickname.”
Ilya sighs softly. “You are extremely cute right now and I will not let that distract me.”
Shane smiles, “You think I’m cute?”
Ilya laughs. “Okay, now I know you slipped. Not mad at being cute.”
Shane honest to god pouts. “I like being cute for you. And Sveta. Sometimes.”
Ilya cups Shane’s face in his hands and holds him as still as possible. “Hey, you are the most unpredictable person in the world and have somehow slipped into subspace for the first time in a public bar. I’m going to try to kiss you out of it but we’re not having sex, okay?”
Shane frowns. “Remember when you made me beg you to blow me in a bathroom?”
Ilya rolls his eyes. “Yes, I was fucking with you. We didn’t actually do that.”
Shane’s hand crawls up Ilya’s leg. 
Ilya catches his hand and tries to distract him with a kiss.
It works surprisingly well.
Shane’s focus totally shifts to clutching at Ilya’s hair and clothes.
They stay like that for a while, longer than they should.
Ilya does grope Shane’s ass and then shakes himself out of it.
Eventually the pace of the kissing changes and Ilya pulls away to look at Shane’s face.
Shane’s brow is furrowed. “I feel weird.”
Ilya coos at him, “Yes, floaty, right?”
Shane nods, breath shallow.
Ilya wraps his arms around Shane tightly. “You’re okay. I’ve got you. Svetlana is distracting the others. We’re okay.”
Shane’s face crumples further. “Why am I… why did I…”
Ilya brushes his fingers through Shane’s hair. “Why doesn’t matter, Shane. We can talk about why later. Do you feel okay? Do you want to go home?” It’s not the right time to talk about it, but a single word keeps floating through Ilya’s mind: safe.
Shane takes a sharp breath in, blinking his eyes open. When he looks at Ilya, Shane’s expression is lost and disoriented.
Ilya lets out a pained sigh, cupping Shane’s jaw. “I’m sorry,” he whispers, kissing Shane’s cheek. “I don’t think… I don’t know if I did this right for you.”
Shane’s hands grip Ilya’s shirt tighter. “No, you’re perfect, Ilya.”
Ilya laughs, self defeatingly. He doesn’t comment on it right now. “Do you want to go back and talk with the others or should I say you don’t feel well and we need to leave? Or I can say I need to fuck you. We can just say that to people now.”
Shane’s smile starts to look more genuine. “Can you give me like one more minute?”
“We can go home,” Ilya insists.
Shane nods, lips curled down. “I wanna say bye. Or, um. I don’t know. I wanted to talk more.”
Ilya smiles fondly. “Next time, maybe. I don’t know if more tonight is good.”
Shane pulls away from Ilya a little, just to see if he can. “Can I just say I’m tired? And you can… um, monitor me?”
Ilya frowns. “You really want to go talk to them?” Shane nods. “And it’s not just because you’re being a, um, people pleaser?”
Shane shakes his head. “No, I wanna see Rose and Svetlana and Cliff and Hayden all together.”
Ilya studies Shane’s face and sighs, defeated. “Fine. But if you start to zone out again I am carrying you to the car.”
Shane blushes.
Ilya laughs. “Maybe I shouldn’t say that.”
“Yeah,” Shane rubs at his eyes. “Don’t say that right now.”
Ilya’s eyes keep flicking around Shane’s face, taking him in. He holds his tongue from telling Shane how cute he is again. The goal is keeping Shane out of subspace right now.
He pushes him out of the booth. “Okay, go. You stubborn minx.”
Shane scoots out of the booth, shooting Ilya a look. “What’s that mean?”
“Don’t worry about it.”
 
As Ilya scoots into the booth next to Svetlana, Rose is wrapping up some insane story about Meryl Streep that he tells himself he’s not desperately jealous to not have heard. He’ll ask her about it another time.
Cliff raises his eyebrows at Ilya. “Wow, in the bathroom?”
Hayden had taken one look at them and then immediately became very focused on the logo engraved on his beer glass.
Ilya blinks, glancing at Svetlana who says, “Your hair looks crazy, Ilyushka.”
Ilya glares at Shane.
Shane smirks innocently.
Ilya leans toward Svetlana, “Fix it.”
Svetlana rolls her eyes. “Don’t know that I can.” And yet reaches into her bag and pulls out a travel sized hair mousse. She spends the next couple of minutes scrunching Ilya’s curls back into place while Shane watches like he’s hypnotized by it.
Hayden laughs. “How much did you drink, Shane?”
Shane blinks. “Hm?”
Ilya answers for him. “He is a lightweight. You must know this about him. Two drinks, done.”
Hayden laughs. “I guess that’s true. I’ve only ever seen him drink one beer.”
“Yes, well,” Ilya says carefully. “This was one beer, one shot. You remember.”
Svetlana deems her work done.
Rose looks at Ilya’s hair, impressed, “Actually, you can’t tell it was messed up at all.”
Hayden glances at Shane, “You two didn’t actually…”
“No,” Ilya answers again. “It’s so horrible. He is actually addicted to kissing me. I had to give him his fix so he didn’t, eh, withdrawal.”
Shane’s cheeks turn pink. He squeezes Ilya’s hand under the table hard, but stays quiet.
Svetlana asks, “Who all is going to the All-Stars this year? Did they announce the final line up?”
Cliff takes that one, “Well, Rozanov and Hollander, obviously. And I think the league will send Hunter every year to avoid looking like pricks. That rookie at the Admirals will probably make the cut.”
It looks like it pains him to say it, but Ilya says, “Pike will probably make it this year.”
That sentence seems to have shocked Hayden more than finding out that Shane is dating Ilya. “What?”
Ilya waves his hand casually. “Your stats are good.”
Svetlana smirks at him. “I wasn’t kidding when I told Jackie your game improved this year, alternate captain. I could see the league sending you and if they don’t, I think the fan vote could do it.”
Hayden can’t quite process the compliment. “You really think so?”
Ilya glares at him. “I will not say it again, Pike. You heard it the first time.”
Shane pipes up at that. “Ilya told me I’m the best hockey player in the world and that he’d never repeat it, but I bet he will.”
Ilya’s expression contorts into the kind of overexaggerated betrayal he usually reserves for kids and dogs. “That was between you and me.” The urge to coddle Shane is spilling out of him.
Shane pouts back at him, before it turns into a smile as he looks into Ilya’s eyes. “Sveta was there too.”
Hayden smirks fondly at–what he believes is–a drunk, tired Shane.
Ilya teases, “Yes, Sveta was there beating you at field hockey.”
Svetlana laughs, “Okay, I wasn’t beating him.”
Ilya throws an arm around Svetlana. “She is a legend, scoring on Shane Hollander after not practicing for years.”
They chat about hockey and college, even veering into careers they thought they’d have other than hockey, until Ilya gets impatient and has to call it a night and take Shane home.
Shane hugs Rose so hard she can’t breathe.
She hugs him back. “I missed you too.”
Shane’s eyes tear up a little. “We have to see each other more.”
They separate and Rose’s eyes flick around Shane’s face. She can tell something has been off about him, that Svetlana and Ilya knew what it was. This is a part of Shane she doesn’t know yet, but she trusts that the people who love him are taking care of him. That strange out of body sensation comes back but she does her best to shake it off and holds out her pinky. “Promise.”
Shane wraps their pinkies together, eyes determined. “Promise.”
Cliff shakes Shane’s hand and laughs, “One drink for you next time, bud.”
Shane nods, a little embarrassed.
Hayden hugs him too. “I’m really proud of you. And happy for you. All of it, man. You deserve it. He’s obsessed with you. I have no idea how you two hid it this long.”
Shane smiles softly. “We had to.”
Hayden’s eyes go sad. “Yeah. Yeah, I guess you did.”
Hayden offers Ilya a hug and Ilya takes 2 seconds too long to accept it, looking uncomfortable the whole time.
Hayden laughs. “Yeah, I hated it too but I wanted to see if you loved Shane enough to do it. Whipped!”
Cliff snorts. “That was hard to watch.” He shakes Hayden’s hand and gives Ilya an awkward side hug. Then he smiles politely at Rose and Svetlana. “It was really nice to meet you.”
Rose scoffs, holding out her arms. “I will never say no to more hockey player hugs.”
Cliff’s face turns red. “Oh. Uh, sure.”
Svetlana laughs and waves her fingers. “I’m good with a wave or handshake.”
Cliff hugs Rose for an amount of time he deems polite and lets go, stammering a goodbye. Then waves at Svetlana.
Ilya on the other hand also crushes Rose into a hug, lifting her off the ground and spinning her in a circle.
Rose smiles so brightly.
Ilya puts her down, hands on her shoulder as he looks at her. “We are lucky to have you.”
Rose’s eyes well. “What the fuck, Rozanov. You’re gonna make me cry.”
Hayden sticks to handshakes for everyone else.
The whole time, Shane is as close to Ilya as he can be (other than the spinning hug).
They all walk out together and go quiet as Ilya and Shane instinctively put distance between each other as they leave the private room.
No one questions it as Shane, Ilya, and Svetlana get into a car together while Rose waits for a car with Hayden and Cliff.
Svetlana leans over the back of the passenger seat while Ilya drives them home, hands rubbing comforting circles on Shane’s chest. “You did so well today, golden one.”
Shane closes his eyes. “I’m really happy.”
Svetlana smiles at Ilya in the rearview mirror. “That’s all I wanted.”

 ★ ★ ★ 
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   ★ ★ ★ 

It feels like a dream to Shane. A really gorgeous, wonderful dream he never wants to wake up from.
His eyes droop in the car to the lullaby of the car engine mixed with Ilya and Svetlana’s soft voices. He doesn’t really hear what they’re saying but every so often he hears them say Shenya and then realizes they’re speaking Russian, Sveta’s hands are still on him.
When the car stops and the engine turns off, he feels a surge of anger churn within him. It feels similar to when he used to throw temper tantrums more when he hadn’t forced himself to learn to mask better when he experiences sensory overload.
He can feel Ilya’s arms slip around him and finally blinks his eyes open.
Ilya’s smile is so soft and fond, Good morning, marshmallow.
Shane doesn’t understand the word, but doesn’t ask right now. He just presses himself into Ilya as tightly as possible and somehow is guided into the house and into the bedroom.
When he’s deposited onto the bed, he immediately makes a sound of protest that makes the Russian chatter pause again. Shane’s brows furrow. “Come here.”
Svetlana and Ilya look at each other. Shane doesn’t get it. Why aren’t they next to him? Why aren’t they kissing him?
Svetlana lets out a string of quick words to Ilya in Russian as she strips off her dress and gets into bed with Shane.
Shane immediately relaxes as Svetlana’s hand returns to his chest like it was in the car. He reaches for her neck, tugging her into a soft, slow kiss.
Shane’s other hand reaches in the opposite direction, expecting to find Ilya behind him but only feels cold blankets.
He pulls away from Sveta, blinking his eyes back open to see Ilya sitting at the foot of the bed, his face in his hands. “Ilya…” Shane reaches out to him.
Ilya tenses, wiping at his eyes for a moment. “Yes, sorry, my love. I’m here.” He focuses on getting his shirt and pants off for a moment before lying beside Shane.
Svetlana is speaking Russian again and Shane feels himself floating on the words like a boat.
Then Ilya’s hands are on him too and Shane wonders for a moment if the bed has turned into a cloud.
Svetlana starts trying to tug Shane’s clothes off, “If you’re ever in my bed, your outside clothes come off before you lie down. Got it?”
Shane smiles up at her. “Anything for you, Sveta.”
Svetlana feels drunk all over again. She looks at Ilya, “And we thought he didn’t slip.”
Ilya hums, “It’s never been like this before.”
Shane’s starting to understand a couple words here and there but he’s mostly focused on Ilya’s mouth on his neck.
Ilya keeps nuzzling his face into Shane’s. “Shane, sweetheart, do you want just kisses? Do you need me to touch you?”
“Touch,” Shane says easily. “Please, Ilya.” He giggles softly and says, “Ilyushka.”
Ilya nearly chokes. “Not fair.”
Shane looks pleased with himself.
Svetlana brushes her fingers through Shane’s hair. “Well played, golden one.”
Shane grabs her hand and presses her knuckles to his lips and just holds her hand there.
Svetlana melts. “Should I leave?”
Shane’s brows furrow in a sharp moment of anger. “No.”
Svetlana glances at Ilya.
Ilya seems much more comfortable now than he was a couple minutes ago. “Pull the blanket over him, you stay over. I’ve got him.”
Any clarity Shane had found disappears as Ilya’s hand slips under the waistband of his underwear while Svetlana’s lips are on his jaw.
He loses himself in the pure sensation of it all.
He can feel Ilya’s lips on his shoulder as he moans into Svetlana’s mouth as he comes.
He almost immediately falls asleep, the bed jostling before he flinches at a wet towel on his stomach.
He can hear what he knows must be affectionate words whispered onto his skin but he doesn’t have the capacity to understand them.
He starts to sink into the comfortable darkness, occasionally tugged back out by soft moans beside him.
But eventually everything goes still and strong arms wrap around him, warmth from both sides, and then everything fades to black.

 ★ ★ ★ 
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Scott hopes that he’ll never get over how it feels to see Kip bathed in the morning sun as they wake up in their bed.
Though this morning, the vision is slightly disrupted by Kip staring at his phone, slack jawed, looking somehow like both his favorite celebrity and his least favorite politician died.
Scott tries to shake off his sleepiness as he presses his lips to Kip’s bare shoulder. “I’d say good morning, but I’m not sure if it is.”
Kip blinks, dragging his eyes away from his phone. “I don’t even know…” He just restarts the video and shows it to Scott.
It takes Scott a second to process who all the people are. He spots Shane Hollander, Ilya Rozanov, and then realizes that must be that actress Shane was dating and the other woman looks familiar but… he can’t place her.
For a moment, he forgets why this video is significant.
Kip makes a noise of befuddlement. “Hello?! Why aren’t you freaking out? Rozanov and Hollander went clubbing together?”
Scott rubs at his eyes. “Yeah, that’s crazy.” His voice is steady.
Kip stares at Scott. “Okay, that’s bullshit. This is shocking news, baby.” He flips through his phone. “And look at this, Rozanov hugged him during handshakes at last night’s game.”
Scott watches the video, brows furrowing.
Kip makes another frustrated sound. “Oh my god, you know something. Spill.”
Now, Scott has been keeping his thoughts about these two to himself for years. He tells himself that if he’s going to voice it to anyone, he can probably trust his boyfriend, but he wasn’t about to out anyone if he could help it.
With a long sigh, Scott nods. “Yeah. Fine, and I don’t know something, not really. It’s not like anyone’s told me anything. It’s just… some rookie mistakes.”
Kip’s jaw drops further. “Holy shit. It’s crazy enough to think they’re friends, you don’t think they’re actually…”
All the increasingly obvious clues Scott’s picked up on for the last six years have been adding up in a way that’s now impossible to ignore. “I mean, the walls at the hotel where they put us up for the All-Star game in 2011 were really thin.”
Kip drops his phone. “TWO THOUSAND ELEVEN?!” He springs himself over, straddling Scott’s lap. “You beautiful, beautiful, nosy gay man. Please tell me everything.”
Scott’s hands naturally find their place on Kip’s waist. “I really shouldn’t say.”
Kip snorts. “You already have.”
Scott drops his head against the headboard. “Just, this stays between us, okay? You can’t even tell Elena. Promise.”
Kip’s expression sobers. “Yeah, duh. Of course. I won’t tell a soul.”
Scott nods, mostly to himself, deciding that this is okay to talk about even as he thinks back to his own fears about being outed and how much he would never want to do that to someone else. He reminds himself that this is safe, that he can tell Kip especially if Shane and Ilya are flaunting something on social media now.
He talks Kip through everything he’s noticed: hotel room numbers whispered on the ice, chirps that escalated farther than they should’ve, lingering glances, Shane’s injury during that Boston game last season. When he finishes his recap his brow is still furrowed. “I admit, I thought it was… hate sex.”
Kip scoffs, shooting Scott a look. “Oh, come on. You mentioned the injury thing. That’s more than hate sex.”
“Yeah, I mean, that was earlier this year. New development.”
Kip smiles at him. “You’re so cute and so bad at gossiping.”
Scott laughs easily. “I don’t do it much.”
“Lies,” Kip presses his lips to Scott’s neck. “I’ve heard you talk to Elena about all the single, straight guys on your team and their disastrous hookups.”
Scott threads his fingers through Kip’s hair. “Yeah, well, those stories are usually funny.”
Kip hums and sits up again. “So you think they’re really together together?”
Scott nods. “I wouldn’t have said so yesterday, but if it was still just hooking up, there’s no way in hell they would let a video of them together like that surface. It’s got to be pretty serious.”
Kip pretends to look disappointed. “They’re totally gonna overshadow our gay impact on the MLH.”
With a wheeze, Scott tugs Kip’s body against his own. “I fucking hope so. I could use some privacy with you.”
Kip falls prey to the flirtation and presses his lips to Scott’s.

 ★ ★ ★ 
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Ilya wakes up to the sound of Svetlana making herself coffee in the kitchen.
Shane’s arms are wrapped around him like a vice, still out cold.
He blinks his eyes open and feels his heart grow ten sizes. He pets his fingers through Shane’s hair gently.
He mumbles in Russian, “I promise one day I’ll stop worrying that you’re too good for me.”
He swallows roughly and starts carefully pulling himself out of Shane’s arms. He needs to talk to Svetlana.
He tugs on some sweats and a tank top and walks out of the bedroom. He leans against the kitchen island where Svetlana has set a glass of cold brew for him. “Morning, my soul.”
Svetlana’s eyes are tinged sad as she smiles at him. “My moon.” She sips her coffee. “It’s dangerous that you’re calling me that right now. You feeling okay?”
And they’ve developed enough trust in this new shape of their relationship that Ilya shakes his head. “I feel like shit.”
They talked through this as much as they could last night, but it was hard to really say what they needed while cradling a literally love-drunk Shane between them. “You did nothing wrong, Ilyushka. I don’t understand why you’re blaming yourself for anything. There is nothing to blame. Shane is happy and safe.”
Ilya presses his fingers against the cold glass. “I knew to go easy with being affectionate and touchy for the first time around our friends and I didn’t. I kept flirting and touching him and he got overwhelmed.”
Svetlana’s shaking her head as he speaks. “You asked him if he was comfortable with it. He wanted it, Ilyushka. I saw him. He was happy.”
“I should’ve known better.”
Svetlana scoffs, “As if either of us would’ve expected that from him in a fucking bar. Even if there was blame to throw around, it should be thrown at me for surprising him with the NDA. And I don’t blame myself for that. You heard him in the car. He was happy.”
Ilya’s staring past her, eyes going unfocused as his thoughts overwhelm him. Against his will, he feels his eyes tear up again.
He wipes at them furiously and turns away from her.
Svetlana pauses, reassessing him. “Unless this isn’t really about him.”
Seemingly out of nowhere, Ilya says, “The season’s almost over.”
Svetlana struggles to connect the dots. “It’s the halfway point, sure.”
Ilya keeps his back to her, eyes on the bedroom door. Then he looks around his house and lets out a breath. “I love him, you know. I would do… I would do so much for him.”
Svetlana stays quiet, just listens.
Ilya lets the tears fall. “So why am I so sad about leaving Boston?”
Everything comes into focus for Svetlana.
Ilya has been so focused on Shane, so focused on making sure things are okay for Shane. Meanwhile he’s giving up his team and his home to be closer to Shane. 
Ilya keeps venting. “I love my team. They’re not perfect but it’s fucking hockey, no team is perfect. We’ve won cups. We play well together. Marly is one of the best fucking forwards I’ve ever played with. One of the best friends I’ve ever had. And our goalie, fuck what Shane said about overcorrecting. He has the most saves this season. He might win us the cup singlehandedly this year.”
Svetlana walks around the island silently and stands shoulder to shoulder with Ilya.
Ilya’s lips press together, eyes still looking around his house. “My contract is coming up and I want to do this. I want this with him. With us.” He presses his shoulder to hers. “But what does it say about me that this is so hard to give up?”
“Nothing, Ilyushka.” Svetlana says easily. “It’s hard. That doesn’t make you less committed to him. Don’t think I haven’t heard you mentioning marriage all the time.” She pauses, understanding what’s at the heart of this. “Shane isn’t the only one allowed to love hockey.”
Ilya’s eyes fall closed, letting out a harsh sigh as he presses his palms into his eyes.
Svetlana continues, “You love this too. You’re a fucking great captain and your team loves you. This is hard. You’re not giving up something bad, you’re choosing to give up something good for something better. That’s hard and it’s allowed to feel hard.”
Ilya wipes the tears away and drops his hands. “Is it hard for you? To give up Boston after all these years?”
Svetlana considers what she said about not having many friends, but when she thinks about leaving she remembers the community she’s built here. The shopkeepers who know her by name, the baristas who prepare her order before she gets to the counter. She thinks about her father and about Donya and Natalie. She thinks about running into exes and old college friends, people she always tells herself she should reconnect with and how all that potential will fade when she moves away. 
She nods sharply. “Of course it’s hard. I’ve never done this before but you have. You’ve already given up an old home for a new one when you moved to Boston from Moscow. This will be your third country just when you’ve finally settled in here.”
Ilya makes a face. “Leaving Russia was different.”
“Not really,” Svetlana insists. “You left behind a lot of pain, but you left behind a lot of memories too. The only reason returning to Russia to maintain your visa over the Summer was worth it was because you got to visit her grave.”
“And you came with me.” Ilya insists. “And it wasn’t permanent at first.”
Svetlana remembers when Ilya found out his father was sick. How much he tormented himself thinking about what life would look like when his father was gone and making the decision to start filing for American citizenship.
Svetlana tries to joke, “I hear the Canadian citizenship process is easier.”
Ilya shoots her a look, eyes red, as he smirks. “Probably even easier through marriage.”
Svetlana’s smile overtakes her face as she launches herself at Ilya, arms wrapping around him. “I knew it. You softy.”
He holds her close, nuzzling his face into her neck. “I meant it about you moving in with me, Sveta. I want to marry him but I don’t want to lose you. He loves you.”
Svetlana feels her mask slip. She pulls away from him and for a moment she feels like she’s stuck in an infinity mirror – looking at Ilya feels like she’s looking at herself. Do they both deal with hardship by prioritizing the people around them in lieu of themselves?
The moment Ilya says it out loud, the fear that’s been gnawing at her suddenly makes itself known and she’s finally made conscious of how much it's hollowed her out. “You really think he will still love me like this after he marries you?”
The shock in Ilya’s eyes is comforting to Svetlana, seeing the honesty in his reaction that he hadn’t even considered the alternative to be an option. “Sveta, this is Shane we’re talking about. We joke that he loves so easily, but tell me how many close friends you think he has.”
Svetlana blinks and racks her memory. “Um, I can only think of Hayden and Rose.”
Ilya raises his eyebrows. “I think maybe he’s good at knowing who is a forever person for him and holding us close. You are a forever person for him. Just like you’ve always been for me.”
Svetlana nods, chewing on her bottom lip as she averts her gaze.
Ilya steps into her line of sight, grabbing her chin in his hand to make her look at him. “This won’t be like it was with her.”
Ilya doesn’t say her name, but they both know about her last serious relationship. At least, it was serious from her perspective. Monica seemed to think it was casual even after trading I love yous. 
Ilya watches the memories resurface in Svetlana’s eyes as he presses his lips to her forehead. “Worst case scenario, feelings fade and we still love you as our friend.”
Svetlana shoots him a glare. “That’s not the worst case.”
“Yes,” Ilya insists. “It is.”
It’s hard for her to accept the certainty he’s trying to instill in her but she does her best to trust him. They have an incredible track record of pissing each other off and never losing an ounce of the love they feel for each other. One day she’ll accept that it’s truly not going anywhere.
She presses her forehead to his and closes her eyes. “I was scared to think about how long I could keep this. I was so sure that one day…” It’s difficult to forget about the forever Monica promised her and how easy it seemingly was for Monica to throw that away. It’s difficult to rebuild the vulnerability it takes to trust someone with her heart. She meant it when she told Shane she loved him, but part of her had already hardened in anticipation of that being ripped away from her again.
Ilya lets his arms wrap around her and holds her firmly against him, “Forever, Sveta. You will have us forever, if you want us.”
“I want you,” she presses her lips to Ilya’s greedily.
“‘s too early for Russian,” Shane mumbles as he squints against the sunlight, padding into the kitchen.
He’s tugged on sweats and one of Ilya’s shirts.
Ilya and Svetlana pull away from each other. A lifetime of memories passes between them as they make eye contact before they simultaneously beeline for Shane, laughing at themselves. How easy it is to forget about their own woes in favor of checking on someone else’s.
They wrap him up in a hug and Shane’s smile is soft and sleepy. “Morning.”
Svetlana and Ilya both desperately resist kissing him too much. They talked last night about not riling him up again this morning until they can talk about what happened last night.
Ilya cups Shane’s jaw in his hand. “Shane, you slipped last night.”
Shane nods, lips curled down. “Yeah… I still feel… I don’t know. I don’t know how I feel.” It’s not that he doesn’t remember what happened, it’s just that all the memories are soft around the edges, the same way it feels to remember a dream.
“Good or bad?” Svetlana prompts.
Shane’s eyes widen slightly. “Oh, um, definitely not bad. Just…” He struggles to find the words to talk about this entirely new feeling. “I think it’s hard to focus?”
Ilya thinks about his own experience with subspace. “Not embarrassed? You feel, um, happy? Safe?”
Shane’s smile brightens. “Not embarrassed,” he shakes his head. He’s a little surprised at himself. When he thinks about how… malleable he’d been last night – in front of Cliff, Hayden, and Rose – he can see why it would make sense to feel embarrassed. But by some miracle, he doesn’t feel that way at all. “Safe, yeah.”
Ilya feels his shoulders drop.
Svetlana mumbles at him in Russian, “I told you, nothing to fucking worry about.”
Shane picks up some of that. “You were worried?”
It’s not surprising to Ilya that Shane prioritized learning the word for worry. “It’s okay now. I talked to Sveta. I’ll tell you everything when you are more focused.”
Shane nods, appreciating the space. He doesn’t think he could internalize an important conversation right now.
Ilya lets go of him so he can find some food for them. “When does the bus leave?”
“Not ‘til later.” Shane smiles as Svetlana slips behind him and wraps her arms around Shane, tucking her face into his neck. They waddle together toward the kitchen. “They figured people would go out after our last road game so they gave us the morning. Hotel check out is 10 and some of the guys will probably go out and grab food before we leave at 12.”
Ilya raises an eyebrow at him. “The Metros think it is safe for them to be seen in public in Boston after winning?”
Shane smirks. “I think sometimes they like being bullied after a win.”
“Hm, just like you, kinky,” Ilya teases.
Svetlana stays quiet, just holding Shane and thinking. The idea of forever with him is new, it’s thrilling and terrifying. The longer she feels the vibration of his words where their bodies press together, the more she realizes what she’s doing.
This isn’t normal morning after behavior for her. She certainly doesn’t do this after Ilya slips, but something about last night and the conversation this morning left her feeling raw.
She’s clinging to him because she needs aftercare. She can’t make herself say it, but she can also tell Shane is quite happy for her to keep herself glued to him like this so she kisses his neck softly, nuzzling her nose against his jaw as she says, “I hate sending you back so soon.”
Shane looks sad as he gently pulls away from her so he can see her face. She keeps her hand on his waist as he turns to face her. “The All-Star game is only three and a half weeks away now. You’re coming, right?”
Svetlana looks at him like he’s crazy. “Of course. I’m a WAG two times over, kind of. If anyone deserves to be there, it’s me.” She immediately steps back in close, chest to chest now. 
Shane’s hand slips around her waist to her lower back. His laugh is half back to normal and half a little giggly like it was last night as Svetlana peppers him with kisses. “Stay in Ilya’s room?”
Svetlana narrows her eyes at him. “Is that a question or a request?”
Shane shrugs. “Both, I guess. We shouldn’t both need to sneak into his room.”
Ilya rolls his eyes. “Sveta wouldn’t need to sneak like you do.”
Shane shrugs. “She would if we’re both going.”
Ilya teases, “And what if we want to sneak into your room?”
Shane’s eyes light up with banter, his cheek pressing to the top of Svetlana’s head as he holds her. “No chance. I’ve gotten away with not starting rumors among the cleaning staff this long. I’m not starting now.”
Ilya scoffs, “I remember going to your room the first time.”
“Yeah, so you could leave whenever you wanted, probably.” Shane tosses back.
Ilya smiles coyly. “Yes, I wasn’t sure how clingy you would be. So scared and naive and curious about me.”
Svetlana’s kept her attention on Shane the whole time so she can tell he’s finding his way back to normal. She still can’t quite convince herself to leave his side. She wants to say it’s for his benefit, but it’s for hers. Later she’ll realize it’s helping both of them.
Ilya sets out some avocado toast and water.
Shane’s attention is on Ilya now, the way his smile slipped away when he turned around. He knows what that means. “Is something wrong?”
Ilya shakes his head, distracting himself with the dishes for a second.
Shane glances at Svetlana.
Svetlana finally detaches from Shane, still pressed shoulder to shoulder, to take a giant bite of the toast and gestures at her full mouth.
Shane loves her so much. But he won’t let that distract him. “Is it what you were gonna tell me later?”
“Kind of.” Ilya admits. Then decides he should say it after all. He turns off the water and looks Shane in the eye. “I think, maybe, this might be the last time you’re in my house here.”
Shane puts his toast back down on his plate. “Oh.”
If anyone understands an attachment to a private, safe place, it’s Shane. He looks around the house and a look of determination starts forming in his eyes. “We’ll make sure your place in Ottawa is even better.”
Ilya smiles sadly. “Yes, I know. But I will still miss it here.”
Shane hesitates, unsure what to say to that. “Would you want to keep it?”
Ilya’s thoughts freeze. “What?”
Shane glances at Svetlana’s surprised expression too. “Uh, I don’t know. If you like this place, you could always keep it as like, you know, a Summer home. Your Boston cottage.”
Ilya’s eyes slide to Svetlana’s.
Svetlana’s lips curl into a smirk. “Hadn’t thought of that.”
Ilya stammers. “Maybe. I don’t want you to think… I want to be in Ottawa. I just… And when I leave, they will probably hate me here.”
Shane offers him an understanding smile. “I get it, Ilya. Though I think they’d be idiots to hate you after everything you’ve done for them. Boston has become a home for you. I feel the same way about Ottawa and Montreal. And, honestly, when I’m with you two, I feel similarly about Boston and they hate me here too.” He smirks, then looks around the sterile, minimalist decor. “Maybe we could hang some photos here and at the cottage?”
Tears nearly burst out of Ilya’s eyes. “You’re impossible.”
Shane moves around the island to hold Ilya’s face in his hands, thumbs brushing away the tears. He reads between the lines, understanding that Ilya’s starting to feel real fear about the big changes ahead. 
Shane thinks about Svetlana, Rose, his parents – all the important people in his life and how far away they all live. How much he has to work to see the people he loves. As much as he’d love to collect everyone in one city, that’s just not how life works. “I still can’t really believe that you’re moving to Canada for us.”
Ilya frowns. “I swear, Shane. I wan–”
“No, no.” Shane interrupts, “Sorry, I didn’t mean that I don’t believe you, I mean, like… I can’t believe this is real. I can’t believe we made it here.” He looks at Svetlana. “I can’t believe you love me. Fuck, that’s not it. I mean, I do believe it! It’s just… good. I can’t believe this is all so good.”
Ilya laughs as Shane stumbles through English as if it’s not his first language. He can relate to that at least. “I want to move to Ottawa and I’m scared to leave Boston. Both are true. But I’m choosing Ottawa. Even though it’s hard.”
Shane looks like he won the lottery. He kisses Ilya hard. “I love you so fucking much.”
“I love you too,” Ilya mumbles.
Svetlana switches to Russian while she watches them kiss. “Wow, look at you saying your feelings out loud like a grownup.”
Ilya holds up his middle finger to her without breaking the kiss.
“He wasn’t mad for a single second. He trusts you.”
Shane breaks away from Ilya, looking at Svetlana. “You guys know my listening comprehension is pretty good now, right? I’ve been watching shows in Russian with English subtitles while traveling.”
Svetlana perks up. “Can we switch to speaking in Russian as the default to help you learn?”
Shane nods. “I like that idea a lot.”
Svetlana laughs, “Okay, we’ll work on making your phrasing more natural.”
Ilya buries his face in Shane’s neck as he listens to his boyfriend speak Russian with his best friend.
He’s still scared but somehow his happiness, which for so much of his life has been fleeting, is stronger.
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It’s when Svetlana insists on Shane climbing into the backseat of the car with her while they drop him off at the hotel to catch the bus that Ilya finally can’t ignore it anymore. “Okay, what’s going on with you?”
“Nothing! I’ll miss him.” Svetlana is acting as casual as humanly possible, leaning against Shane in the back seat while Ilya sits in front, twisted around and staring at them before they head out.
Ilya looks at Shane.
Shane’s eyes widen. He’s been using Russian when possible, but mostly just listening to them for now and responding in English. “Don’t look at me. I don’t, um, I don’t mind cuddling.”
Ilya tsks, but looks at Svetlana again. His gaze is serious and she can’t hold eye contact.
“Sveta… please tell me what’s going on.”
It’s hard for her to admit to it. She thinks about last night, about Shane in freefall and Ilya not being ready to catch him.
She thinks about taking the reins and steering both of them. Ilya hadn’t made it to a headspace last night, too stressed to fall either way. He was able to offer Shane some dom energy, but he didn’t slip.
Svetlana had been the one uttering sharp commands. She’d been the one acting possessive of both of them, hungrily kissing both of them. 
She thinks Ilya may have slid into a light subspace after they’d taken care of Shane. She’d gotten on her back beside him and told Ilya to go down on her, monitoring him while also keeping him busy. And of course enjoying herself.
But it had been a lot. She hadn’t expected it to take so much out of her.
She says the word in Russian, knowing Shane won’t know it yet. “Aftercare.”
Ilya’s eyes narrow, “For him?”
She can tell he already knows her answer before she says it, “For me.”
Ilya’s brows draw together as he takes a breath. “Okay. What do you need?”
She shrugs. “Nothing.”
Ilya stares at her again, eyes flicking over her face trying to understand. His lips tug into a frown. At first, he thought she was following Shane around the house all morning to take care of him but it started to become clear that it was something else. Ilya is very well aware that what Svetlana needs is far from nothing. “Truth this time.” He switches to English, asking her to say it in a way that will be understood by both of them.
Svetlana lets out a heavy sigh, crossing her arms. “It’s nothing. He’s going to be late.”
Ilya’s instinct is to call bullshit, to make her fess up.
He’s about to do it, the words on the tip of his tongue.
But then he thinks about why she’s not admitting to it right now. Why she said it to him but not to Shane.
It clicks – it was Shane’s first time in subspace and she’s trying not to overwhelm him.
Ilya nods, mostly to himself, and turns around to shift the car into drive. “Yes, Shane Hollander can’t be late.” He tries to joke it away, tucking his concern for Svetlana behind his ribs for now. “You think your team will assume I’m being an asshole if I kiss you goodbye in front of them?”
“Don’t do that,” Shane says bluntly, but he’s slipped his arm around Svetlana’s shoulders to tug her close to him. He knows there’s something going unsaid here and he can figure out enough to know that it’s helping Svetlana to be close to him. So he gives her that for as much longer as he can.
He luxuriates in being close to her, the warmth of her, the scent of her myriad hair products that somehow all complement each other.
Mostly he luxuriates in how much she loves him, thinking about the way she touched him last night. Her hands on his bare chest, her mouth on his while…
He lets out a breath. Okay, maybe he shouldn’t be thinking about that right now. “Last night was nice,” he says softly so she knows he’s talking to her, but not so softly that Ilya can’t hear him.
Svetlana hums. “Yeah? I thought so too.”
He’s thinking again about how easy it is to be touched by her, to touch her. Easy in a way he’s spent so much of his life wishing he could feel about a woman. It’s still not… it’s not what he can tell Ilya feels. It’s not the same he feels for Ilya. It’s complicated to put into words but it’s so easy to feel.
He presses his lips to her temple and holds there until a bump in the road separates them. “I, uh, I liked having your hands on me.” He feels more embarrassed about admitting that than anything else.
Ilya’s eyes flick to Shane’s in the rear view mirror but says nothing.
Svetlana hums happily. “Oh, you’re not talking about the bar.”
Shane laughs awkwardly, “No, not the bar.”
Svetlana preens, twisting in the seat to face him. “You liked being in bed with me?” She asks, knowing the answer.
“Yeah,” Shane says with a smile on his face as he looks her in the eye.
Svetlana glances at Ilya, “Ilyushka, your windows are all tinted, right?”
Ilya rolls his eyes, knowing what’s about to happen. “Yes, all private.”
Svetlana thinks about safety for about .5 seconds and then straddles Shane in the backseat, trusting him to hold her in place which he immediately does.
Ilya curses under his breath but he’s smirking.
Svetlana studies Shane’s reaction.
Shane looks amused, happy. His hands, which had found their place on the curve of her hips, are tugging her close.
She looks for the typical reaction she sees in partners when she does this, she looks for hunger or desire and doesn’t see it.
She laughs softly, kisses his cheek. “You’re amazing.”
Shane lobs it back to her, “You’re amazing.”
They still have so much to figure out when it comes to physical affection, but Svetlana thinks she understands to an extent. Most importantly, she can tell what Shane’s boundaries are.
Shane has absolutely no qualms about Svetlana’s body being close to his. He’s happy to touch her and be touched by her.
She can’t help but think of what Rose said at the game yesterday, but no matter how good he may be, she needs to make sure it’s something he actually enjoys doing.
“You really don’t mind, do you?”
Shane doesn’t follow. “Mind what?”
Svetlana shrugs, letting one of her hands trail down his chest, gripping his pec teasingly. “Me touching you.”
Shane’s cheeks tinge a little pink. “I told you, I kinda like that you like it.”
Svetlana slides her hand up his neck to cup his cheek in her hand.
Every time they hit a bump in the road, Shane pulls her closer.
Ilya speaks up loudly, “You are so lucky I love you enough to drive safely, but we’re almost there so don’t make him hard. He will be so embarrassed.”
Svetlana kisses Shane softly. “Making him hard is your job,” she says to Ilya then looks into Shane’s eyes. 
She puts one of her hands over his heart and her other hand over her own. 
She can’t figure out how to say what she means, but then Shane covers her hands with his own, a fierceness in his eyes.
Svetlana nods, tightening her thighs around his to keep herself in place. “Yeah, exactly,” she breathes the words onto his lips as they kiss before Ilya hits the brakes just hard enough to be annoying without hurting them.
“Okay, lovebirds. We’re here.” Ilya smirks at them.
Svetlana climbs off Shane’s lap as Ilya turns into the hotel parking lot.
Ilya navigates to a spot around the building so Shane can get out without anyone seeing which car he’s getting out of.
Shane holds Svetlana’s hand. “You wanna do something crazy?”
Svetlana’s eyes light up. “Always.”
Ilya shoots him a cautious look. “How crazy?”
For once in his life, Shane doesn’t think about consequences. “It would be kinda funny if they all saw me with both of you and Sveta kissed me goodbye.”
“Funny,” Ilya says dryly, looking unconvinced. “What about Pike?”
But Shane’s eyes are still on Svetlana.
Svetlana’s heart is in her throat. “You want that?”
Ilya parks and twists in his seat. “You two are making me fucking crazy. What the fuck are you talking about? You want your whole team to see all three of us, think you spent the night with, what, with Svetlana at my house?”
Svetlana cracks up laughing. “Holy shit, that would give you, like, legend status.”
Shane’s smile is chaotic in a way Ilya rarely sees. “You can’t blame me for suggesting it.”
Svetlana glances at Ilya’s confusion and starts laughing again.
Ilya’s not connecting the dots. “Why would you want them to know you were at my place? That’s dangerous, yes?”
Svetlana spells it out for him in Russian, “If Shane’s roster of women includes A-list actress Rose Landry and his rival’s…whatever they think I am to you. They would think Hollander fucked Rozanov’s ex… It’d be a crazy pull.”
Ilya frowns. 
Svetlana rolls her eyes. “Oh my god, you’re jealous.”
“No!” Ilya insists, though he is a little. “It feels risky. If you want–” He switches to Russian for no reason other than nerves. “If you want to walk over there with him and kiss him, that’s fine, but I’m staying here.”
Shane sobers. “Sorry, it’s a stupid idea. I just…”
Svetlana interrupts. “It’s not stupid, but Ilyushka’s right that it’s risky. I’m always down for chaos, but you two have to agree about it.”
Shane looks at Ilya. “You don’t want me to do it.”
Ilya looks lost. “I don’t understand why you want to do it. You really want to, what, brag in front of them?”
Shane understands the disconnect. “Oh, wait, not like you think. I mean, yeah, it’s funny that they’d make assumptions, but that’s not why I’d do it. I just… I don’t know. You spoiled me with public affection last night. I haven’t gotten it out of my system yet.”
Clarity hits Ilya hard. He keeps forgetting how different his experience with queerness is to Shane’s. Ilya’s been able to hit on girls he was actually attracted to in public all his life.
Shane had one public relationship with Rose and spent the entire time worrying that the world would find out he wasn’t actually into her.
Last night was the first time Shane had been able to touch someone he cared about in public and he’d gotten to do that with Ilya, but Hayden and Cliff didn’t know about Svetlana yet.
After a lifetime of hiding, Ilya can understand why Shane would want to be seen with Svetlana right now.
He’s jealous, sure, but in the same way that Svetlana was probably jealous last night. Though Svetlana doesn’t need an NDA to kiss Shane in public.
He reaches back and grabs Shane’s hand, pulling it to his lips. “Okay.”
Shane hesitates. “You’re sure?”
Ilya nods, letting his resolve show in his eyes. “Yes. I got to be with you last night. Go have fun. Go be with her.”
Shane’s lips quirk into a smile but he asks again. “You’re sure?”
“Oh my god,” Ilya reaches across the console and grabs the back of Shane’s neck to pull him into an exceptionally awkwardly positioned, but still heated kiss. “Yes, I love you, go kiss my girlfriend-in-law in front of your team and text me live updates on the entire ride back to Montreal about how broken Pike’s tiny brain is.”
Shane laughs happily, at ease now that he can tell Ilya understands. “Okay.”
Ilya gets out of the car to move the seat to let them out.
He doesn’t touch either of them once they’re out of the privacy of the tinted windows.
They look into each other’s eyes. 
“See you at the All-Stars game.” Ilya wants to push him against the car.
Shane holds his gaze, feeling the momentum of an action that can’t happen. “Yeah, see you soon.”
Ilya watches Shane’s fingers twine with Svetlana’s. Another pang of jealousy hits him but he wants this for Shane. He wants this for all of them. They’re working to make pieces of this possible and they have to take what they can get along the way. 
He starts to understand that the way this has to work is that they need to take turns with stuff like this. As they walk out of his field of vision, Ilya thinks about the future where, hopefully, he and Shane are married and then Svetlana will never be able to do this again.
He can give them this for now as he holds onto the fiery optimism in his heart that one day he’ll be able to have this with Shane too.

★ ★ ★

The moment they turn the corner, Shane’s anxiety wakes up and his hand tightens around Svetlana’s.
Svetlana immediately laughs at him. “Is this gay panic?”
“What?” Shane’s voice had tightened a bit.
Svetlana’s not surprised that Shane doesn’t know the word gay in Russian yet. She’ll have to send him a list of slang that would be hard to come across in TV shows. She switches to English. “You can change your mind.”
Shane shoots her a look, determination and excitement in his eyes. “Absolutely not.”
Oh. Svetlana’s heart thuds in her chest. This is new for her. This is a Shane she hasn’t seen yet. It’s some combination of who he is behind closed doors and the Montreal captain vaulting the boards. He’s never been hotter to her than he is right now – tugging her toward the bus with a smirk in the sunshine.
Golden one. Yeah. 
Right as the players start to notice them, Shane stops and surprises her again by grabbing her by the hips and pressing her back into a column of the hotel drop off area.
Her jaw drops a little.
Shane laughs at her reaction. 
They stare at each other, both feeling a thrill at this new dynamic. Both feeling eyes on them.
Svetlana’s eyes are half lidded. “You want them to think you’re dominant with me?”
Shane shakes his head, smirk permanently in place. “I’m not thinking about them.” He presses his lips to her neck. “You’ve still got a lot to learn about me, Sveta.” His voice sounds different.
Svetlana feels her knees go weak. Her fingers dig into his hair more harshly than she intends. She loses herself to the heat of his body for a moment and then snaps out of it, tugging at his hair to pull him back. 
She has no idea what to make of the look in his eyes.
She realizes he was telling the truth. As much as they can’t ignore the bus of hockey players about 20 feet away, Shane’s not thinking about them in relation to himself. He’s thinking about Svetlana kissing him in front of people. He’s thinking about Svetlana’s claim on him last night, letting people see what she means to him.
This was supposed to be chaotic and dumb, but she finds her eyes welling up a little. “You are such a piece of shit. I love you so much.”
Shane’s grin sharpens and for the first time, Svetlana realizes that Shane also has a lot in common with Ilya. He’s a little insane. God, she’s so fucked.
Shane presses their foreheads together, his voice softening. “I love you too.”
She kisses him, both hands on his cheeks as she pulls him to her desperately.
A cheer starts up from the bus and a window slams open. A bunch of overlapping voices pour out.
“Hell yeah, Hollzy!”
“IS THAT LILY?!”
“Get some!”
And finally, “Get on the fucking bus, Hollander.”
Shane pulls away from Svetlana with a goofy grin on his face, eyes looking absolutely lovesick.
Svetlana does not want to let him go.
She gets it.
She gets why Ilya wants to move to a new country for this man.
“Three weeks,” Shane mutters.
“Three weeks.” Svetlana says, shaking herself out of it. She gains her bearings and waggles her fingers at him before blowing a kiss as she saunters off.

★ ★ ★
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Shane gets on the bus and finally understands what he’s done.
The entire bus is losing their minds, slapping his back or rubbing their knuckles on his head.
J.J. is out of his mind. “That was Lily, no?”
Shane should’ve thought this through. It would be easy to say yes, but there’s a piece of him that likes the idea of telling people Ilya was Lily this whole time. He doesn’t want to give that to someone else. This presence in his life belongs to Ilya and one day he’ll be able to tell J.J. that.
Shane shakes his head. “Uh, no. That’s not Lily.”
J.J. almost squeaks. “You are a heartbreaker?”
And then, maybe because he spent all night feeling floaty, he speaks without thinking, “Lily knows about her.”
The bus quiets a bit as Shane sits next to an absolutely flabbergasted Hayden.
J.J. immediately pushes people out of his way to sit across the aisle from Shane. “Sorry, what? Lily knows? What do you mean?”
The bus takes off. Their coach immediately puts headphones in, muttering that there are things he’d rather not know about.
Shane glances at Hayden, unable to keep the mischief out of his eyes.
Something about the genuine joy in Shane’s expression makes Hayden relax but he still has no idea what to make of Shane kissing Svetlana and he has less of an idea what to make of how intensely they were kissing. He didn’t think Shane was that good of an actor. Hayden can translate that ‘Lily knows about her’ means that Ilya knows whatever the fuck is happening here, but that doesn’t really answer his questions.
Shane shrugs and falls back on his old technique when it comes to lying about hook ups: saying as little as possible. “It’s no big deal.”
One of the rookies, Antonio – who Shane knows keeps up with every news article and MLH players’ social profiles – asks, “Wasn’t that girl one of Rozanov’s flings? She was at the club with you guys last night.”
Turns out, most of the guys aren’t tracking hashtags or following Rose Landry. A couple of the WAGs had sent screenshots, so there’s a flurry of commotion as anyone who didn’t know where Shane was last night gets caught up.
Shane wants to sink into the seat. He looks at Hayden.
Hayden’s expression is frazzled beyond recognition. “Dude.”
Shane can’t help laughing again. “I know. I’m sorry. I’ll tell you later.”
J.J.’s laughing his ass off by the time they start to connect all the dots. “Holy shit, Hollander. You don’t make headlines often but when you do…” He’s scrolling through a google search listing of pop culture articles that have been posted about the four of them on Buzzfeed, People, and USA Hockey. No one seems to know what to make of Hollander and Rozanov being seemingly friendly.
“Seriously,” another player laughs, shaking his head. “You’ve only been caught with two girls. One was a superstar actress and the other is Rozanov’s girl. And you were with both of them last night.”
There’s an instinct in Shane’s heart that wants to snap, She’s my girl but he stops himself. Instead he finds his way to a joke, “Quality, not quantity.”
J.J. is beside himself. “This is insane.”
Hayden nods furiously. “Couldn’t agree more.”
“So you have two girls in Boston, Lily and Svetlana, and they know about each other?” J.J. keeps up the interrogation.
Shane’s too spoiled with truth. He can’t even think of how to lie his way out of this. “Yeah,” he admits. “They know about each other.”
J.J. snorts. “Next you’re going to say something insane like you have them at the same time.”
Shane intends to lie but he feels his entire face turn red, betraying him. It’s deeply unfair to be having this conversation after his first time in subspace but he supposes these are the very direct consequences of his decision to kiss Svetlana in front of all of them.
There’s another eruption from the team.
Shane yanks his headphones out of his pocket, catching Hayden’s gobsmacked expression out of the corner of his eye. “I’m gonna get some sleep.”
J.J. wheezes, “Yeah, sounds like you didn’t sleep much last night, captain.” 
Shane closes his eyes and tries not to think too hard about what the guys are saying about him.
Normally, he would be roiling with guilt at the misconception but he finds that the joy of being seen with Svetlana is still overriding all the rest.
Is this what it’s like? Is this what it’s like for everyone else?
He thinks about pressing her to the column, the way she looked at him. He loved seeing the surprise and wonder in her eyes, loved letting her see him be bold.
Because that’s what all of this has been about.
He promised her he’d be braver about being with her in public. This is maybe way beyond what he’d thought when he made that promise, but he’s fucking glad he did it.
She’d been scared. Maybe there was more nuance she wasn’t ready to voice to him yet, but he could tell even beyond this morning that something was off for her.
He doesn’t often have the opportunity for grand gestures, but he found this one and he took it.
He’s figured out ways to pamper Ilya with affection after all these years, and he’s learning how to do the same for Svetlana.
After a while, he decides it’s been long enough that people must’ve changed the topic so he opens his eyes to check his phone and immediately sees that there’s a new group chat in the messaging app he and Ilya use for flirting.
He feels a smirk tugging back onto his face before schooling his expression.
He shouldn’t open it.
He knows he shouldn’t open it.
He glances over and sees Hayden slumped against the window unconscious, jaw hanging open.
J.J. fully moved to a different seat after Shane feigned sleep.
He opens the texts.
Sveta: what would you say if i told you i’m going to be thinking about you when i touch myself later
Shane feels his entire body heat up.
He starts to type, I’d like it if you did, and then backspaces, shaking his head.
Jane: I may have accidentally admitted that sometimes I’m with Sveta and Lily at the same time.

★ ★ ★
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Svetlana collapses into the passenger seat, slamming the door shut. She gives Ilya a look.
Ilya snorts, bending over as he laughs hysterically. “What the fuck did he do to you?”
Svetlana whines, “He killed me, Ilyushka. How do you deal with him?”
Ilya grabs her chin, looking into her eyes to absorb how absolutely wrecked Shane’s left her.
He laughs to himself again, patting her thigh. “Welcome to my fucking world, Sveta.”
He throws the car into reverse to get them out of there before any Metros spot them.
Svetlana covers her face and screams into her hands. “He pushed me up against a column.”
“Mmm,” Ilya licks his lips. “Yes, every so often he does that. I guess he’s never done that to you. It’s crazy, right? Just when you think he’s so soft and pliable. Bam.”
Svetlana glares at him. “And you never thought he could switch?”
Ilya shrugs, weaving through traffic easily. “He plays hockey. He checks me into the boards all the time. It’s hot, don’t get me wrong. Like, me? He thinks he can push me? And then he does. And he doesn’t even realize what it does to me.”
Svetlana’s hand is on her lips, tracing the ghost of Shane’s kiss. “He absolutely knew.”
“Yes, now. You’re welcome.”
Svetlana rolls her eyes. “Yes, thank you for teaching our boyfriend how to be a fucking menace.”
Ilya’s smile is insane. “Our boyfriend.”
Svetlana raises her eyebrows at him. “Yes, ours.”
Ilya looks at her impatiently. “Okay, tell me. Play by play. What was it like?”
Svetlana’s eyes soften. She notices that Ilya didn’t ask What happened he asked What was it like.
It hurts her to realize, in a way, she took this from him. The same way that he took this from her last night at the bar.
And then she comes to the same conclusion Ilya had come to – this is how it’s going to be with the three of them. 
She reaches out to brush the back of her knuckles against Ilya’s cheek.
He shoots her a look but her returning gaze is soft and affectionate.
They don’t need words for this.
This is the kind of shared hurt and love they’ve perfected throughout their lives.
So instead of commiserating, she tells him graphically every single detail of her kiss with Shane and how immensely horny it made her.
Ilya spends the entire time whining and begging Svetlana to sext Shane as punishment, telling her which app to download and their usernames.
By the time they get back to Ilya’s house, they've calmed a bit.
Svetlana follows him in, watching as he immediately starts making lunch for them. No more cold food only. He’s been cooking real meals a lot more lately.
“Ilyushka,” she asks as he settles into a flow over the stove.
“Hm?”
“You go on the road soon.”
Ilya glances at her. “Yes?”
Svetlana shrugs. “Would you be upset with me if I ask Shane if I can crash with him while you’re gone?”
Ilya stops what he’s doing for a moment and turns to look at her. “In Montreal?”
Svetlana shrugs.
Ilya’s brain reboots. “Why would… Why would I be upset?”
“Jealous, maybe. That I can do that.”
It’s true that Ilya forgot that Svetlana’s job is totally remote for now. Nothing is tying her to Boston except…
Except Ilya himself.
Ilya turns back to the food. “You should be in Ottawa.”
Svetlana doesn’t realize which dots Ilya is connecting. “Eventually, yeah. But I want to visit Shane. Not go for work.”
“Mm, no.” Ilya explains himself. “Now. You should have moved to Ottawa, but you’re still here. For me.”
It’s not a question.
Svetlana takes her time answering. “Well, if you’re going to give me free housing, why would I move without you?”
Ilya laughs softly. “You’ve never needed my help before. Why start now?”
Svetlana sighs, giving in. “Fine, I don’t want to move without you. There, I said it. You happy?”
Ilya smiles to himself. “Are you still paying for your apartment here?”
Svetlana doesn’t say anything.
Ilya tsks, “Sublease it. Move in with me here. Don’t be ridiculous.”
Without turning around, Ilya hears Svetlana padding up behind him. She wraps her arms around his middle and buries her face in his neck. “Things will change.”
Ilya swallows, nodding. “I know. I want them to.”
He can feel the wetness of tears on his neck. Svetlana’s voice is rough as she admits, “Yes, me too.”

 ★ ★ ★ 
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    Chapter Notes

      sorry again for the wait 😭







   ★ ★ ★ 

Svetlana and Ilya eat in comfortable silence, scrolling through their phones, when they both get a ping at the same time.
Ilya glances up at Svetlana, smirk on his lips. “You ready for this?”
Svetlana returns his gaze. “Don’t sext him on the bus.”
Ilya looks mock offended. “You already did. You know nothing about me and Shane’s relationship for the last ten years if you think I won’t sext him on the bus.”
Svetlana rolls her eyes. “He won’t respond.”
Ilya snorts. “Oh yes he will.” 
Svetlana blinks. “Really?” She thinks about what Shane said, that she still has so much to learn about him.
Ilya checks his phone and blinks at it.
Jane: I may have accidentally admitted that sometimes I’m with Sveta and Lily at the same time.
“Fuck,” Ilya mutters.
Lily: you are bragging about threesomes to the metros?
Lily: did you tell them that you bottom for both of us?
Jane: Fuck off
Lily: tell me about pike. is he having a heart attack
Jane: He’s asleep
Lily: boring
Sveta: you didn’t answer my question
Jane: If you want to, I’m okay with you doing it
Sveta: you gave me a lot of ideas i’m going to have to take out on lily later
Ilya looks across the table at Svetlana.
She raises her eyebrows at him and looks back at her phone.
Sveta: could be hot if i get her into subspace and tell her to be dominant with me. think it would break her?
Ilya stares at the texts.
Sveta: i’ll tell her to push me against the wall like you did, kiss me like you did, and fuck her until she screams
There’s silence as they both stare at Jane’s typing… 
Jane: I’ve never seen you two together like that. Well other than the picnic blanket but that was different.
Ilya’s thumbs hover over the keyboard but don’t move.
Sveta: should i make her wait until you get home? so we can call and let you watch?
Sveta: is that something you’re into? watching two girls together?
Svetlana looks up at Ilya, pleased with herself.
Ilya is taking slow, deep breaths.
Jane: Typically no.
Jane: But I think I could be if it’s you two.
Jane’s typing…
Jane: Sfjds
Jane: fs09dfjlsd.dsf
Sveta: ??? you good?
Ilya curses under his breath.
Svetlana looks up. “What?”
Ilya stares at his phone, concerned. “I think Pike is awake.”
Svetlana is about to ask what he means and then understands.
She scrolls back up through their texts, imagining Hayden stealing the phone to read what they’ve been saying.
She snorts, covering her mouth.
Jane: THIS IS HAYDEN. I JUST WANTED TO MAKE SURE HE WASN’T CHEATING ON “LILY”. THIS IS CRAZY.
Lily: so sweet of you to care about me, pike
Lily: the three of us are closed, so unfortunately i cannot return your affections with sexual favors
Jane: I’m married????
Lily: im not assuming youre monogamous. you are the one assuming that of us
Jane: I’m going back to sleep
Jane: Jesus, Lily
Lily: hi jane. got your phone back, hm?
Jane: I guess that’s one way to explain this to him
Sveta: does he think it’s just sex
Jane: For now, but I’ll tell him the rest when we’re not on a fucking bus
Sveta: how’s your cyrillic?
Jane: Nonexistent. Well, I can sound it out kind of.
Sveta: relax the rest of the ride, golden one
Sveta: we’ll talk more when you’re home
Ilya locks his phone and slumps in his seat, staring across the table at Svetlana. There’s a calculating look in his eyes.
“What?” Svetlana asks.
Ilya shrugs, trying to look nonplussed. “It’s usually my job to calm him down. It’s weird to see you do it well too.” He hesitates. Then finally gets his brain back to Russian. “It’s nice to keep this secret with you and not from you.”
Svetlana puts her elbows on the table, cradling her face in her hands. “Softy.”
Ilya lets out a breath. “You’re really going to make me wait until he’s home?”
Svetlana nods, licking her lips suggestively. “Absolutely.” She immediately feigns ignorance of his desire and scrolls through her emails. “I have a meeting with Yuna tomorrow. Weird to talk with her now without her knowing I’m fucking her son.”
Ilya snorts. “I have never known her without her knowing I’m fucking her son.”
Svetlana giggles. “This is crazy.”
“Good crazy,” Ilya says. Then nods his head at her phone. “Sublease your apartment.”
Svetlana rolls her eyes. “Let me pack first. Calm down.”
“If I have to wait for sex, then don’t make me also wait to take care of you. We can go to your place and start packing.”
Surprise colors Svetlana’s features. “Really?”
Ilya nods casually, and says in English, “I’m Russian, good at Tetris. You Americans wouldn’t understand.”
“Oh, shut up.” Svetlana gets up, chair scraping back as she dashes around the table to drop herself in Ilya’s lap, kissing him in a way that is bafflingly platonic.
She starts to slip out of his lap in the chair that is too small for both of them so he roughly repositions her in his arms so he can pick her up and walk her across the room to drop her on the couch before settling in next to her and turning on the TV. She tucks herself into the crook of his arm. He pulls up last night’s game.
“Before we pack, tell me what dumb shit I did against Hollander so I don’t do it again.”
Svetlana steals the remote from him, immediately pointing out every single opportunity Boston missed and how they could’ve won.
He listens closely, trying and failing not to think about how long the drive to Montreal is and what they’ll be doing the moment Shane gets home.

 ★ ★ ★ 







      

  












      Chapter 48: Floor Time
  








  ★ ★ ★

While Shane had expected Svetlana and Ilya to be sweaty when they answer the video call request, he can’t say he expected them to be in Svetlana’s apartment with boxes everywhere.
Ilya answers with a smug grin, “She’s moving in with me.”
Shane’s head tilts as he readjusts, trying to get comfortable in bed, leaning back against the headboard. “Was she not living there already?”
Ilya barks out a laugh while Svetlana admonishes him in Russian from across the room.
Svetlana crosses to him and snatches the phone away from Ilya. “I’m there a lot when you’re there.”
Shane’s expression goes doe-eyed when he sees her. “Hi, Sveta.”
“Hi, Shenya.” She takes in his expression and laughs softly. “What the fuck happened on that bus?”
Shane drops his face into his hand and sighs heavily. “I don’t know. I’m an idiot. I don’t know why I said that, it just slipped out.”
Svetlana nearly purrs, “You told everyone you belong to us both?”
To say Shane is fondly exasperated would be an understatement. “You know I couldn’t.”
Svetlana winks. “You told me I have a lot to learn about you. I’m not going to assume anymore.”
Shane’s heart nearly implodes in his chest with the sudden urge to be near her, to touch her. He lets out a slow breath. “I, um, kind of thought this call was gonna go differently.”
Svetlana offers him a wry smile, “What, you thought I’d have Ilyushka tied to the bed by now?”
The mental image of that hits Shane like a freight train.
Svetlana laughs loudly and evilly. “God, you two are so easy.” A t-shirt slams into the side of her face. “Nothing we haven’t done before, moonlight.”
Shane’s brain reboots enough to ask, “What’d you call him?”
Svetlana hesitates.
It’s odd. Without deciding it, she realizes these more intimate pet names she and Ilya have for each other have always just been for them. They haven’t said them in front of Shane yet. Well, not while he was conscious enough to notice them.
She looks at Ilya who she has to imagine is thinking the same thing.
Ilya shrugs.
Svetlana explains, “You have only scratched the surface with Russian nicknames, Shane. There have been summers where I never called Ilyushka the same thing twice.”
Shane tries to follow, “You call him Ilyusha most of the time.”
“It’s my default.”
“You never call him Ilya.”
She makes a face. “Too formal.”
Shane starts to ask, “Is it bad that I–”
Ilya interrupts from across the room, “My first name is basically a nickname after years of us not using them. It’s different for us, Shane.”
Shane nods, “So what was the word you used just now.”
He can tell she’s looking at Ilya while she answers, “We tried out something more like pet names a while ago and it didn’t work then. But I tried to call him my moon. We started using them again recently. Just now I called him moonlight.”
The corner of Shane’s lips raises. “That’s cute.”
“It’s just for Sveta,” Ilya calls out protectively.
Shane blinks. “Oh, is that a cultura–”
“It’s an us thing,” Svetlana interrupts.
“Okay,” Shane nods. “Understood.”
The line goes silent and for a moment Shane panics that he’s said something wrong, but then he realizes he’s never felt awkward with Svetlana before. 
Oddly, it’s kind of exciting. He knows now after going through this with Ilya that one of the first new experiences they had when they started to catch feelings was moments like this. Banality. Awkward silences.
When it was fresh, flirting filled all the space.
Shane decides he’s okay to be the one to break it, “Rose has been texting me the last few hours about new edits, articles, and fan theories. Ilya was right. The, um, shippers think he and Rose spent the night together. Some of them think we, uh, swapped.”
Svetlana blinks at him. “Swapped.”
“Girls,” Shane says nervously. “That Ilya’s with Rose now and I’m with, uh, you. And that’s why we were all hanging out. Not the news sites, I mean. Just on Twitter.”
Svetlana’s eyes go dark, “Shane, are there edits of us?”
Shane frowns. “Not really. They don’t have a ton of footage yet. Just last night and at the Ottawa game. Most of them are making new edits of me and Ilya with the hug during handshakes yesterday which was stupid, for the record.”
Ilya abandons whatever packing he was doing to shoulder over to get himself on camera. “You were smiling so big, Shane. Don’t pretend you’re mad.”
Shane drops his head back against the headboard, sighing. “Yeah.”
Svetlana tries to understand, “If it’s not helpful to see, you can ask Rose not to send them.”
Shane sits back up, eyes wide. “No, it’s nothing like that. She filters them for me. She helps make sure I don’t see the bad stuff. I do the same for her when reviews start coming in for her new projects.”
Svetlana relaxes immediately. “Oh, that’s really sweet.” Again, she finds herself fascinated by Shane and Rose's friendship. Then her mind drifts to last night, being just the right side of tipsy, Rose whispering to her, soft lips against her ear.
She forces the thoughts away. She told Shane she was joking about hitting on Rose. And either way, she was getting a barrage of mixed signals last night. It’s not worth thinking about. Not while Rose is stuck in LA for three weeks for a shoot. 
The call goes quiet again and Shane can’t help smiling at it. “You guys don’t really seem, um.” He looks at them. Svetlana’s hair is tied back roughly, wearing a cut up t-shirt and sweats. Ilya’s wearing one of his Raider’s tees and shorts. There are pieces of tape stuck to him and a sharpie clipped to his collar. “You seem focused.”
Svetlana wheezes, leaning into Ilya. “Sorry, treasure, you’re probably all worked up, aren’t you?”
Ilya’s arm wraps around Svetlana, but his focus is on Shane through the camera.
Shane tries to act like he hadn’t unpacked, changed, and gotten into bed with lube on his nightstand before calling them. “It’s okay. You’re busy.”
Ilya tsks, “Never too busy for sex.”
“Actually,” Svetlana says, hand on Ilya’s chest. “I have an idea.” She looks at Shane. “You trust me?”
“Of course,” Shane says easily, almost too fast.
Svetlana offers him a small smile. “What if we all go to bed separately tonight and then tomorrow you tell me what you thought about while you touched yourself? I already told you mine.”
Shane feels his hips twitch just thinking about it. “Okay.”
Ilya makes a disgruntled sound. “No, Sveta. That’s so boring. Let me see him.”
“Let me ask you a Shane question,” Svetlana is looking at Ilya.
Shane’s confused for a second and then realizes this must be something Ilya and Svetlana do a lot: talk about him, trade notes.
Ilya gestures for her to go ahead.
“When he’s had an overwhelming day, what does he usually need? And I don’t want your answer. I know your answer.”
“Sex.” Ilya says, shrugging.
“His answer,” Svetlana repeats.
Ilya groans and relents. “Usually quiet time. It helps him to be alone. But sometimes alone is with me! And when we’re alone we have sex.”
Svetlana shoots a conspiratory glance at Shane. “Thoughts?”
Shane has to agree, “We do usually have sex.”
Svetlana sighs harshly. “Not what I’m asking. You guys have sex every time you’re together because you’re still long distance. That doesn’t count.”
“Fine, yeah. I usually…” He thinks about his normal routine when he gets home from two weeks on the road. Usually he tosses everything in the laundry and starts it, sometimes he’ll even strip off his sheets and replace them with new ones but this time he did that before he left so he could crash.
He also usually showers before getting into bed but he thought…
By now, he’d probably have a noise machine on while laying on the floor stretching and decompressing.
It wouldn’t be inaccurate to say his normal routine is floor time and dissociation. Shane admits it, “I don’t know. I usually just lie on the floor, I guess.”
“Me too,” Svetlana’s besotted. There’s something about Shane’s brand of honesty that brings out her own. There are pieces of her she’s been hiding even from Ilya. Pieces of her that resonate with Shane. She loses track of what she was doing to ask, “Can I ask something crazy, does the electricity bother you too?”
Ilya has no clue what that means.
Shane perks up, looking energized. “It makes me insane. I try to unplug everything but there’s always one more thing screeching somewhere I can’t find.”
Svetlana’s entire body language changes in a way Ilya’s never seen before. “When I moved in here, the lightbulbs had a weird hum and I had to switch them out. The fucking lightbulbs!”
“I have a noise machine,” Shane says, turning his camera to the nightstand. “To help drown it out.”
Ilya can’t take it anymore. “What the fuck are you talking about?”
Svetlana looks at Shane, really looks at him. It’s not hard to see the traits of it in Shane, but she knows that she’s able to mask her own well. Hiding pieces of yourself to fit the norm is more policed in society for women than it is for men. And Svetlana has spent most of her life learning how to read rooms and float through them, using her masking as a weapon to camouflage herself in any situation. 
For so long, it’s only been Ilya that she can relax around. But with Shane, it goes beyond acceptance. She can tell he understands. So she shrugs and says. “Autism stuff.”
Shane bites his lip. “You should know I want to kiss you so bad right now.”
“You don’t mask with us.” Svetlana says now that that’s out in the open. “I realized it at the cottage. Well, I noticed it and then thought about it later and realized what it was because I do it too.” 
Shane’s a bit at a loss for words. Just like during the TIME interview, he realizes how ill equipped he is to talk about this. But now that Svetlana has said it, he can piece together all the hints of it. 
He remembers back at the cottage when Svetlana grabbed his hand in the middle of the conversation and just started tracing patterns onto his skin.
He remembers just today in the car, when words weren’t enough and she placed her hands over their hearts. 
He kept thinking Svetlana spoke with efficiency, that she really didn’t say much but she says a lot when she does. It’s more than that. This morning during breakfast she had held on tight to Shane and momentarily lost the ability to find words.
This is a whole new side of her that she’s been showing him and he only just now is seeing. This is a whole new avenue he can love her through.
“I’ve never known anyone else…” Shane trails off.
Svetlana smirks, “Shane, you’re a professional hockey player. I’m sure lots of other professional athletes are autistic and undiagnosed.” She keeps talking as if that revelation hasn’t totally thrown Shane’s entire worldview on its head. “Anyway. We’ll talk about this more later. And I’ll try to explain it to him.” She gestures at an obviously confused Ilya. “Get some sleep, Shane.”
Shane bites back, “Thought I had homework first.”
Svetlana laughs smugly. “You’re such a good boy. Think of me. Think of what I want to do to you.” She pauses, making sure he understands. “Not what I’ve done in the past. What I want to do. The fantasy of us together, not the reality.”
Shane understands immediately. “Yeah… okay. Ilya–”
Ilya tries to shake off the confusion for now. “Shane?”
Shane lets his mind wander back to yesterday’s game. “If you try to trip one of my players again, I might actually take my gloves off.”
Ilya barks a laugh. “What tripping! He ran into my stick.”
Shane glares at him. “Just ‘cause the ref didn’t see it doesn’t mean I didn’t.”
Ilya tsks, hooking his chin onto Svetlana’s shoulder. “He is trying to turn me on with the idea of him punching me on the ice. He knows it works.”
That mischievous grin Svetlana had seen in the sunlight this morning returns to Shane’s face. “Good night. Love you both.”
“Good night, love you.”
“Good night, love you!”
Shane ends the call, dropping his phone onto his chest, and lets out a long, slow breath.
He connects his phone to the charger on his nightstand and gets up to turn off the lights.
Then he gets back into bed and thinks about the fantasy of being touched by Svetlana.
Somehow, she’s totally right.
It works.

★ ★ ★
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Rose stares at the ceiling and tries not to think about her co-star in bed beside her.
It feels like her skin is vibrating.
Usually, sex helps with that but tonight it feels worse. It has nothing to do with Bradley himself. They had a very frank conversation about hooking up out of convenience during a grueling three week shoot block.
No, this feeling is worse after seeing Shane with Ilya and Svetlana.
Was she wrong? Is this jealousy?
If it is, it doesn’t feel like jealousy in the way she’s used to.
There’s definitely some envy there, she’s not too proud to admit that to herself. She wants that with someone. Or something like it.
The feeling gets worse.
She does want it? Doesn’t she?
She squeezes her eyes closed and takes long, deep, quiet breaths. 
She should really talk to Shane about this. Well, not about his relationship making her feel weird but about… this.
He’s always been so open with her and she knows he would listen if she actually brought real problems to him, but he has so much going on. It makes her feel so guilty to raise what feels like a non issue to him.
She doesn’t know if he even realizes that he’s one of two men she’s publicly dated. She’s been papped with a hook up or two when she was lazy about it, but she only had one long-term relationship while famous before Shane and it was a publicity stunt.
It’s so easy to follow the script, to gossip to coworkers about how horribly single she is. How much she wants to find someone one day.
But there’s a thought in the shadow of her mind, something she’s been ignoring for most of her life. A thought that has been fighting its way closer and closer to the surface.
A thought that – after seeing her best friend head over heels in love with two people – she can no longer ignore: does she actually want to date someone?
Bradley snores suddenly and it nearly gives Rose a heart attack.
She kind of forgot he was there.
She looks over at him, eyes raking down his body. He’s hot and the sex is good. She’ll definitely keep this up the rest of the shoot if he’s down.
But at no point did it occur to her to wonder if they had good enough chemistry for this to be more. She just wanted sex.
She thinks of Shane in Ilya’s arms, Svetlana’s lips on his cheek, the absolute joy that was radiating out of him. She should want that. She should want that kind of happiness for herself. It makes her so fucking happy to see Shane in love, yet when she thinks about getting that for herself, it makes her nauseous.
Being with Shane was the closest she ever felt to being normal about a relationship, but the sex didn’t work.
She forces her eyes closed and tries to slow her breathing. She has to get some sleep before their early call time tomorrow. She should’ve just gone back to her own trailer.
Slowly her body starts to relax and right before she falls asleep, her mind wanders to red curls and soft lips against the shell of her ear.

 ★ ★ ★ 
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   ★ ★ ★ 

Ilya has never hated Svetlana like he does tonight – lying in bed alone with the suffocating silence of neither her nor Shane beside him.
He should be in bed with Svetlana right now with Shane on a video call.
The moment he starts getting himself upset about it, he realizes that soon Svetlana is going to be living with him and they can video call Shane from bed whenever they want.
His anger relents.
When was the last time he jerked off alone like this?
Especially after this Summer, he found himself always reaching for his phone to call or text Shane.
Now Svetlana has demanded he not do that tonight and not being allowed to do it is… is…
He lifts his head and thunks it down into the pillow, muttering a curse in Russian.
It’s hot. And he’s annoyed that this is working.
He thinks about what Svetlana said to Shane before they hung up, about the fantasy of what Svetlana would do to him.
It’s an image he’s tried to keep himself from thinking of but now it’s been offered to him.
He thinks of Shane pressing Svetlana into the wall in front of the entire Metros team.
He thinks of Shane in subspace with Svetlana’s hands all over his chest, pushing his tongue into her mouth desperately.
He thinks of Shane’s hands tangled in Svetlana’s hair in a way that usually bothers her but she hadn’t complained when Shane did it.
Ilya gets it. Shane’s an exception to so many of his own rules. It’s only fair that Svetlana suffers the same fate.
His hands start to move over his own body before slipping down to start touching himself slowly. And he finally lets himself imagine Svetlana riding Shane.
It’s silly because he knows Shane wouldn’t like it, but this is the fantasy Svetlana was talking about.
This has nothing to do with what they actually do together and everything to do with…
Suddenly something clicks for Ilya. He understood the separation of love and sex, he understood it before Shane did. He could recognize it in Shane’s eyes because he’s had partners who have explained it to him.
But he starts to understand a little more about how touching works for Svetlana and Shane. 
Svetlana would get off on riding Shane if she could. Ilya knows from Shane’s stories about Rose that that wouldn’t… go well.
But he knows Shane, knows his desire to please. With sudden clarity, he understands why it would turn Shane on to imagine sex with Svetlana. To let her use his body for her own pleasure, to take care of someone he loves with physical affection.
He sees the same desire for it in Shane’s eyes when they have sex, but the difference is sex works for them. Shane can give that to Ilya.
Images of Shane fucking Svetlana consume him and before he knows it he’s moaning through an orgasm.
His eyes slowly blink open as he comes down from it and he can feel his brows furrowed.
Does he really love them enough to get off the idea of them fucking?
With a sigh, he gets up to take a quick shower. They’ll tease him in the morning for it. He doesn’t have to get a head start doing it on his own.

 ★ ★ ★ 
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   ★ ★ ★ 

Svetlana can’t even decide which visual to focus on.
As she fingers herself, she thinks of Shane’s hands on her hips and his body pressing her into a wall. She thinks of how it’ll feel to let Shane watch her with Ilya. She thinks of the way Shane whimpered her name, hands grabbing at her desperately while he was in subspace.
She’s spoiled.
Then she remembered the noise machine and thinks of Shane lying on the floor. She laughs to herself as an intense wave of fondness crashes through her.
Fuck, she loves him.
She’s not sure if she’s ever loved anyone the way she loves Shane.
There were the early relationships, the intense feelings that felt like they’d last forever. But the way she loves Shane is quiet and steady. Reliable. In a way, it’s not the most romantic way to feel about love, but it’s the deepest way she’s ever felt it.
The way she loves Shane is unshakable.
She skips a step and instead of just picturing what it would be like to ride him, she imagines what it’ll be like tomorrow morning to tell him that she thought about riding him. She imagines the way his eyes would light up, that mischievous satisfaction. The same way he looked at her when she straddled him in the car, when he grabbed her hand and tugged her towards his teammates.
It’s a complicated thought process, but she’s absolutely positive that he gets off on the thought of her getting off on him.
So she does, biting her lip though it.
He’s going to be so smug about it tomorrow and she’s thrilled to see it.

 ★ ★ ★ 
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“Really?” Shane says, voice grainy over the video call. His smile is so bright. He looks far too innocent for the topic being discussed and Svetlana blames that on both the soft sunlight and his glasses.
Svetlana nods, chewing on her lip. “Yup. It was enough just to think about how much you’d like hearing that you do it for me.”
Shane’s looking at her dreamily.
There’s a third video square but it’s only showing Ilya’s ceiling right now as he listens to them, phone on the counter as he finds himself something to eat. He had answered the call, demanded Shane put his glasses on, and has mostly been quiet since then.
Shane is trying to stop sighing but he fails. “That’s… I don’t know. Fuck, it feels good, I guess. Knowing that… Yeah. I mean, I told you. I like that you like touching me. I don’t know how else to say it.”
“Well,” Svetlana purrs, “You can add to the list that you like that I like thinking about touching you.”
With a soft laugh, Shane agrees. “Yeah. Fuck. That’s hot, Sveta.”
Ilya’s video suddenly lurches upright as Ilya grabs it off the counter. “Sorry, what? A girl turns you on?”
Shane rolls his eyes. “You heard us.”
“Yes, Shane.” Ilya says sharply. “I heard you say a girl did something you think is hot. This is new for you.”
Shane sighs again. “Then what was yours?”
Ilya shrugs too casually, “I thought about you two. Came. Easy. Does not take much.”
Shane does his best approximation of looking at Svetlana through the video call and making a face. “If you’re not gonna take it seriously, I’ll say mine.”
Ilya gets very quiet.
Shane’s cheeks go a little pink. “I, uh, honestly just thought about your hands on me. I guess…” He laughs softly. “We maybe thought about the same thing, Sveta. I thought about you touching me wherever you want. Seeing the desire in your eyes. Letting you, um,” he has to force the words out of his mouth, “letting you use me however you needed.”
It’s Ilya that moans loudest. “Fuck, Shane.”
Svetlana digs deeper, “Can I tell you something?”
“Duh,” Shane says simply, smirking again.
Svetlana raises her eyebrows at him. “Now that I’m moving my stuff to Ilya’s, that means I’ll have my toys next time you’re there. Do you wanna guess what I might have that you could be interested in?”
There’s a very obvious set of dots to connect here that Shane somehow does not see. “I usually only use toys alone.” He’s in his kitchen now too, pouring himself some water.
Ilya snorts, understanding Svetlana’s implications. “Careful, Sveta. You might make him think he’s bi again.”
Svetlana can’t help the laugh that falls out of her lips. “You’ve heard of pegging, right, Shenya?”
The water Shane was drinking suddenly chokes him.
Ilya and Svetlana burst out laughing as Shane spits water into his kitchen sink, catching his breath.
Once he can speak again, he berates them but the smile on his lips softens it. “Oh, fuck both of you. It’s not funny.”
“It’s very funny, Shane.” Ilya says bluntly.
Svetlana bulldozes through it, “Speaking of being inside your intimate places, I wanted to ask if I can stay with you in Montreal while Ilya’s on the road?”
Ilya’s practically on the floor, he’s laughing so hard.
Shane’s entire face is red. “Did you have to phrase it like that?”
“Yes.” Svetlana answers matter-of-factly.
Shane focuses on the actual question. “You want to… stay with me?”
Svetlana panics, worrying she misunderstood. “Unless you need alone time. It’s no problem if you’re busy.”
“No, I mean. Yes. Yeah. You can stay with me.” And just like that, they’re somehow back to being shy with each other.
Ilya is at a complete loss. “You two make no sense. You act all nervous about new relationship, but you know she will probably pack the peg.”
Shane runs a hand over his face, mumbling in French just to piss them both off. “You’re only so bold about it because I bet you know what it’s like for her to fuck you within an inch of your life with it.”
“Not fair!” Ilya calls out. 
Svetlana laughs at the chaos. This conversation was a little too advanced to have in Russian, and it’s a little hot for Shane to turn the tables on them by using French the way they’d say things he couldn’t understand in Russian.
“Very fair!” Shane cries out back. “You did this shit to me all the fucking time, Ilya. I should make you tell me all the Russian you whispered to me while we were hooking up all these years.”
It’s Ilya’s turn to blush. “Just sex talk. It was nothing.”
“He always gets emotional in Russian during sex. I overheard him waxing poetic to you in the cottage.”
The phone call erupts into denials and demands for translation.
Then suddenly Shane’s expression changes. “Fuck, Hayden’s calling me.”
Ilya rolls his eyes. “Okay, ignore it.”
Shane glares at him. “I know you like him now.”
Ilya shrugs. “He says I’m good for you.”
“Yeah,” Shane gets a goofy grin on his lips. “He did say that, didn’t he?”
Ilya’s eyes soften.
Shane lets out a long breath, trying to calm down after this insane call. “Okay. I’m gonna go try to explain this to him. Then I have practice. But, uh, Sveta, we’ll figure out logistics for you to visit later?”
“We’ll make spreadsheets.” She winks at him.
Ilya’s thinking too hard. “There is a joke here. Something about sex and bed sheets… hold on. It’s harder to make puns in English. I’ll figure it out.”
“BYE, ILYA.” Shane hangs up, but right before he ends the call he whispers a quick. “I love you.”
The call is quiet for a moment, as Ilya and Svetlana process how it feels to shift from the three of them back to the two of them so suddenly.
Svetlana breaks the silence first, “Bring your biggest car and let’s move all my shit over to your place today before your practice. If we do it fast enough, we can celebrate with sex?”
Ilya makes a show of grabbing his car keys. “Say less, Sveta.”
“See you soon,” Svetlana’s giggling as she ends the call.
Ilya stares at the screen as it goes black and sees his own, huge smile on his face.
How many times this year will he keep having some of the best days of his life?
Then he figures out the joke, muttering to himself, “She’ll spread you out on your sheets. Fuck.” He shakes his head as he walks out the door.
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“It should be some kind of criminal misdemeanor for you to make me feel protective of Ilya fucking Rozanov.” Hayden’s truly irritated but he’s not mad. Shane’s figured out how to tell the difference.
“I should’ve given you a heads up. It was kind of a spur of the moment decision.” Shane can’t help smirking as he thinks back about it though. There was no way it would’ve occurred to him to text Hayden while he felt, frankly, manic about kissing Svetlana in public.
“Spur of the–!” Hayden nearly squeaks. “You?! You have, what, a threesome with your boyfriend and his best friend and just spur of the moment kiss her in front of the team?”
Shane’s never been comfortable talking about his sex life and now Hayden knows everything. Hayden’s met Ilya. They’ve drank together. Somehow, after one night, Hayden decided Ilya was good for Shane. Yet this is still like pulling teeth for Shane. “Well, no. It wasn’t a… I mean, yeah, I guess it was a threes– Can we back up?”
Hayden practically wheezes. “Yeah, we can absolutely back up. First you tell me that you’re gay–” His voice changes suddenly, becoming really calm and genuine. “Which is totally fine. I can’t even remember what I said at the bar, but I hope it was something normal. We’re good, buddy. I’ve got your back.”
Shane smiles to himself softly. “I know you do, Hayds.”
Then he immediately launches back into his tirade, “Then you tell me you’re not only friends with Rozanov, but dating him.”
“In love with him,” Shane corrects. “Yeah.”
“I’m questioning your judgement, bud.”
The words are what Shane was scared to hear, but he can tell Hayden has already started teasing him about this and that feels good.
Hayden continues, “and now you’re saying that wasn’t some kind of prank or publicity stunt? You actually had a threesome??”
Shane lets all of that sink in for a second. “Is Jackie there?”
Hayden chuckles. “Jackie’s with the kids in the living room. I told her I needed to pace and curse in the bedroom.”
“Fair,” Shane laughs. “I kind of want to tell both of you, but um… it’s probably, like, inappropriate or something in front of the kids.”
There’s a beat of awkwardness.
Hayden does his best to parse it. “I’m okay with the kids knowing, well… Jackie and I are making sure we raise them right, you know? We’re doing what we can to teach acceptance early. I’m less worried about appropriateness and more worried about one of them accidentally outting you to their friends.”
Fear that Shane hadn’t even examined too closely yet disintegrates in his chest. Hayden would be okay with his kids knowing Shane is gay. But it’s also an incredibly good point that kids aren’t reliable secret keepers. “Yeah, okay. That’s true. I just kind of wanted to tell you both the full story but… maybe I can call her and tell her later. I don’t trust you to remember it all well enough.”
“Fair.”
Shane collapses onto his couch and closes his eyes. “Most of what we told you about when we met was true. I mean, I guess if we’re talking about when we actually met, I introduced myself to Ilya at the Prospect Cup in 2008.”
“TWO THOUSAND AND EIGHT?”
Shane can’t help laughing. “I know! I know. It was just a quick conversation. It’s not like we were friends or anything, but like, in retrospect I think we both kinda… thought the other was hot. But we were kids.”
“Shane.” Hayden’s voice is oddly neutral.
“Hayden.”
“Are you telling me right now that you and Ilya Rozanov are high school sweethearts?”
Shane panics. “That is the farthest thing from what I’m saying.”
“It sounds like that’s what you’re saying.”
“It’s complicated, man.” Shane only recently talked through all of this with Ilya. “I still thought I was straight at the time. I remember being confused about… why I kept thinking about him. But I had girlfriends and it just… we weren’t high school sweethearts. In any way.”
Hayden does his best to listen and follow along. “But you said you thought he was hot.”
“In retrospect.” Shane didn’t have to explain this to Ilya, but he realizes he has to spell it out for his straight friend. “Like, now I know I was gay this whole time but back then I had no idea what I was feeling. I thought I was jealous of him maybe? Or excited to prove myself against him on the ice. I don’t know. We were 17. He, um, knew. Back then. We’d both been watching tape of each other before the match so… he said he was surprised by my freckles. That’s not important.” Shane usually tells this story with Ilya. He’s getting caught up in the details.
Hayden lets out a breath. “I say this with 100% affection. Shane, man, this is so gay.”
Shane laughs. “Yeah.” He runs a hand over his face. They were both so pathetic, looking back on the obvious crushes they had. “It was different at the draft.”
“2009?”
“Yeah. I had a girlfriend during it and, well, it was kind of heartbreaking. I trained so long to be the number 1 draft pick and he… I think it was worse because I knew he deserved it. Don’t get me wrong, I was fucking pissed. But I couldn’t be mad that it didn’t make sense. He’s good, always has been. It all felt worse because he actually deserved to beat me and I felt like I wasn’t good enough.”
Hayden interrupts, “Dude, you were practically tied for first place. Everyone talks about it that way. It was just different play styles.”
Shane feels the old argument rise up in him. “Yeah, and he still got first over me.”
Hayden realizes they could go back and forth about this forever. “Okay, this is a sore spot for you. Why was it different at the draft?”
“Because I was pissed he beat me. And I had a girlfriend. And… he got hotter.”
Hayden can’t help laughing. “No, sorry. Sorry, that sucks. I understand why that would suck for you. It’s just unfortunately also really funny.”
A smile tugs at Shane’s lips that he forces to get under control. “I guess it’s a little funny. In retrospect. But it was awful at the time.”
“Yeah, I get that.”
“I couldn’t sleep that night so I just went to the hotel gym to clear my head. I wouldn’t have known it at the time, but he told me he was freaking out too. He’d just gotten drafted and would be moving to America from Russia. And family stuff was… it was hard. Still is. I won’t go into it. But at the time, it felt like he showed up just to annoy me.
“I think that’s when we, well, he flirted for the first time. I told myself I was imagining things, but I’d never felt… the way he made me feel when we sat on the gym floor and talked about the teams we were drafted to. The way he looked at me. No girl ever made me feel that way, you know?”
“I mean, no. But I get what you mean.” Hayden says supportively.
“Right. So then a year later we had a–”
“What do you mean a year?!” Hayden interrupts, flabbergasted.
Shane is equally confused. “What? We didn’t see each other very often during all of this.”
Hayden’s beside himself. “You felt all that and didn’t get the guy’s number?”
Shane stammers, “Hayds, remember when I said I had a girlfriend and didn’t know I was gay?”
“You didn’t know you were gay after that?!”
“It’s complicated! We had the second Prospect Cup six months after the draft, but we didn’t see each other really. Not off the ice. We watched each other’s practices, but we didn’t talk until the preseason CCM shoot.”
Hayden groans, “They overplayed that ad. No offense, but I was sick of you.”
Shane laughs. “Very fair. Um, it was supposed to just be Ilya apparently. Or I guess we were supposed to shoot separately. When we had a break during the shoot, he told me he was the one who suggested we film the ad together.”
Hayden interrupts again, “How old were you at that point?”
“19.”
Hayden is eating all of this up. “So he had a crush for two years.”
“I told you, I didn’t know I was ga–”
“No, I know. But you said he did know. And thought you were hot when you were 17. So now you’re 19 and he asked fucking CCM to book you in his ad because he had a crush on you for two years.”
Shane goes quiet for a second and realizes Hayden is totally right. Ilya had glossed over that when they talked about it at the cottage this Summer. “I will be blackmailing him with this later, thank you.”
Hayden snorts. “Did you not realize that?”
“We still have 7 years to catch up on, man.”
“Right, continue.”
Shane doesn’t necessarily want to tell his straight teammate about Ilya coming onto him in the showers, so he skips that part. “We had the locker room to ourselves and that’s when, um, when we flirted for real. He asked for my room number and I gave it to him.”
There’s a loud thump over the phone that Shane imagines is Hayden falling back onto his bed or something. “You’ve been hooking up with Ilya Rozanov since 2010?”
“Yeah.” Shane admits nervously.
“When did the push for the rivalry even start?”
“I mean, they talked about us a lot at the Prospects in 2008 so in a way, it started back then. It might’ve gone away if we didn’t get drafted to Boston and Montreal. It’s kind of ironic. The ad that Ilya asked me to join him on probably pushed the rivalry harder but that was also the day… yeah.”
Hayden tries to joke, “The day you finally realized you were gay.”
Shane laughs without humor. “Oh, nope. I convinced myself I was bi.”
“Jesus christ, man.”
“I know. I told you it was complicated.”
“Yeah, I’m getting that. I also totally understand why you don’t trust me to explain this to Jackie.”
Shane tries to decide how to tackle the next few years of this story. “So. Yeah, we hooked up in 2010 before the season started and then…” He lets out a breath, “Can I be crass?”
“You weren’t before? Yeah, man. Tell this however you want.”
“Okay.” Shane pauses. “Well, Montreal and Boston played each other during our first MLH season and it’s not like I had a ton of ice time, but they wanted to play into the rivalry.”
“Oh fuck, they put you guys in that last face off against each other that game. I forgot about that. And that was…”
“The first time we saw each other after hooking up for the first time.”
“That’s fucking insane. That wasn’t crass?”
Shane takes a breath. “It’s really good that cups are standard regulation gear.”
“What do you– Holy shit, Shane. Are you saying–”
“Anyway, that’s kind of how it went for a few years.”
“No, you have to go back.”
“I really don’t.”
“How often do you get a boner in the middle of a game against him?”
“We hooked up again at the All-Star game and that’s when we actually traded numbers.”
Hayden groans, “Fine, but by not answering, you’re still answering.”
“I was still trying to make myself hate him,” Shane continues to steamroll past Hayden’s question. “So it was complicated. Every time we hooked up, I told myself that was the last time and we had to stop. But he’s the only player who ever really challenged me and… he also pissed me off. And it’s not like it was, you know, safe to look for another guy. So we both told ourselves it was out of convenience. Then we kind of got into a fight at the Olympics in 2014.”
Hayden gasps, “Oh, so we’re just skipping 3 years.”
“There’s not much to tell! We saw each other like twice a year during that.”
“But you were texting, right?”
“Not really. We’d make fun of each other for making mistakes in games mostly.”
“That’s it?” Hayden’s disappointed.
Shane relents. “I think it should go without saying that we were sexting every so often but that was mostly Ilya!”
Hayden tries to remember where he fits into all of this. “You were always so bad at hiding your phone screen for someone that was trying to have an illicit love affair. I read so many Lily texts over your shoulder.”
Shane wishes he could glare at him through the phone. “I know, man. I wanted to beat the shit out of you. You terrified me.”
Hayden has the self awareness to be a little sheepish. “I thought you were just being shy about a girl. You were so shy about everything!”
“Yeah,” Shane says breathlessly. “Because I was hiding half my life from everyone I knew.”
Hayden lets out a sigh. “I’m sorry.”
Shane pinches the bridge of his nose. “It’s okay. I knew you didn’t mean anything by it but… yeah, it was scary.” He tries to remember where he left off. “I don’t know, it was a lot of on again, off again. I don’t know if I could tell you when we caught feelings. Sometimes it feels like it was just sex until last year and sometimes it feels like there were feelings the whole time.
“I know it’s hard to believe and everyone will think, like, it’s Ilya Rozanov, self proclaimed sex god. He must’ve been a selfish prick in bed. But he never was. Not even once. Maybe this is TMI, but from day one he was always gentle with me. I just, I don’t know. I want you to know that. That he took care of me.”
Hayden’s sigh lasts too long. “It’s hard to believe about him, but I believe you.” But he has to ask, “So the sex was… gentle?”
A decade of images flash through Shane’s mind, being pinned against walls and thrown onto beds.
He feels his cheeks flush. “Do you actually want to know?”
Hayden considers that. “Kind of? Maybe not in detail?”
“Um. Okay.” Shane hesitates, but just starts talking. “I mean, you’ve seen us on the ice together.”
“I’ve seen him shoulder check you and slam you into the boards in a way that made it look like he wanted to kill you.”
Shane can’t quite respond at first.
Hayden translates the silence. “So the sex was rough.”
Shane decides to take this a different direction. “Maybe it’s best to say that his motivation for slamming me into the boards was rarely about wanting to kill me.”
Hayden stammers, “He flirted on the ice?”
Shane starts actually getting pissed about it all over again. “Hockey is a mental game, right? Chirping is essentially part of the rules. So imagine Ilya fucking Rozanov playing his best, chirping everyone on the ice. But instead of just chirping you based on rumors or how you’re playing, he not only knows what turns you on but knows that he turns you on and weaponizes it to try and throw you off your game. So in a way, yes. He was flirting on the ice. But the intention of it was the same as a chirp.”
“Hooooolyyyyy shiiiit.”
Shane’s never actually gotten to fully complain about this to someone who understood before. “Do you see what he fucking puts me through? We’re both closeted and he’s pulling this shit in front of our teams on national fucking television?”
“Is this why you slip up so much during Boston games?” Hayden starts connecting the dots.
“I don’t fucking slip up!”
“Okay, yes you do. You just also more than make up for it. You drop your stick a lot during Boston games.”
Shane never noticed that, but he suddenly has a whole new stat to track for himself. “I’m gonna fucking kill him.”
“I thought you were in love with him.”
“And?”
Hayden wheezes. “Okay, wait, I think we only got to the Olympics. What happened after that?”
Shane’s voice goes quiet. “Ilya won the cup.”
Hayden tries to think of what he remembers from that night. “Were you still fighting with him? I swear, you were pissed to see him win when the team watched it together.”
Shane sighs. “You’re all so unobservant. I wish I was pissed at him. I watched him hoist the cup and dedicate it to his mom and I felt proud. It made me crazy.”
“So you were in love with him by then.”
“Probably. I don’t know. But we weren’t talking.”
“What?!”
“I told you, we kind of got in a fight in Russia. He stopped responding to my texts. We didn’t talk again until the awards in Vegas.”
Hayden is starting to see the pattern. “Mmhmm, so did you talk in Vegas or did you talk?”
Shane doesn’t even try to deny it. “We hooked up in the penthouse suite.”
“That’s fucking crazy.” Hayden must be pacing again. “Shane, that’s insane. Weren’t your parents there?!”
Shane snorts. “Hayden, do you realize how many hockey events my parents are at? I can’t say that’s stopped us before.”
Hayden takes a deep breath. “Okay, I’m just now processing the fact that I spent years thinking you weren’t getting laid enough–”
“I wasn’t,” Shane says tensely.
“But you were hooking up with him every chance you got!”
“There weren’t many chances, man.”
“And this whole time, there was no one else?”
Shane hesitates. “I mean, there was Rose.”
Hayden hums thoughtfully. “Who is your best friend now and seemed really buddy, buddy with Rozanov at the bar.”
Shane gets distracted. “Are you really gonna keep calling him Rozanov? He’s my boyfriend, Hayds.”
“It’s been less than 48 hours. Let me process.”
“Fair enough. Um, but yeah. Stuff with Rose was… complicated. Bad. I mean, it was good. I liked her a lot and obviously still care about her a lot. But at the time… things were getting too real with Ilya. I could tell that…”
He slows down.
“When we were in Boston for a game, he asked me over and we never stayed overnight. But that time he… he asked me to stay. And he made me lunch and had ginger ale in his fridge for me. I couldn’t understand it. Obviously, things had changed for him but I…”
Shane hates thinking about that day. “I don’t know. It scared me. I think I knew I had feelings too, but he kept acting like it was just sex but then he kept doing things for me and being sweet and he called me by my first name. I don’t know. I freaked out. I walked out on him.”
Hayden takes a second to process that. “You were the one scared of commitment?”
Shane bristles. “He was the one talking about all the other people he was hooking up with and buying my favorite soda without asking me and whispering my name into my skin and acting like he could have his cake and eat it too. It felt like… it felt like he wanted to pretend that we were together without actually being together. 
“It all made me realize that I wanted it, wanted to be with him. And that he didn’t want it in the same way. It hurt. And me walking away hurt him too. I just couldn’t keep pretending it was casual. I either needed it to be more or end. I know now why he couldn’t let himself want a relationship with me but he wouldn’t talk about it then. So I finally convinced myself to walk away from him.”
Hayden remembers the timeline. “And then you met Rose.”
“Yeah, and I really, really liked her, Hayds. Things were good except, um, the sex.” Old shame flares in Shane but he tries not to focus on it. “She helped me realize that, you know, that I was gay. She was really good about it in a way I don’t think I even knew I needed.”
Hayden remembers now. “Right, you said you were thinking you might be bi.”
“It was stupid, but I think I needed to believe it. To blend in with the guys. But I couldn’t pretend anymore with Rose. And she made one of the scariest moments of my life so safe and easy. I know this sounds confusing, but I love her so much.”
Hayden teases, “So if I had figured out you were gay before her, I’d still be your best friend?”
Shane loses it for a second, choking out a laugh. “You more than anyone had the most chances to figure it out before her.” Shane’s phone buzzes with an alarm. “Fuck, we should head to the arena for practice.”
Hayden scoffs. “Don’t you dare hang up. Finish the story while we’re driving.”
There’s rustling on both sides of the call as they grab gear and head to their cars.
Shane realizes he’s still wearing his glasses and takes them off, blushing for a moment as he remembers the way Ilya looked at him over the video call this morning after asking him to put them on.
Shane clears his throat before continuing, “I’ve heard Ilya’s side of the – well, I should say I’ve heard Svetlana’s side of the story. Ilya was pissed when I was with Rose.”
“That’s fucking rich,” Hayden mutters. “Wasn’t he sleeping with other people too?”
Shane hesitates. “I mean, yeah. It was different then. I think… I think it was just Svetlana by then.”
“What do you mean, just Svetlana? For what?”
“For, uh, who Ilya was hooking up with.”
Hayden’s end of the call goes quiet for a bit. “So this whole time, he was hooking up with her too?”
“Yeah.” Shane says easily. “It’s… I don’t know what you’re thinking, but whatever you’re worried about, it’s not that.”
Hayden doesn’t know what to say. “He slept with her while he had feelings for you?”
Shane counters, “Yeah, well, I slept with Rose while I had feelings for him.”
“Fuck.”
“Yeah, I know.” He carries on, hearing Hayden get into his car and start driving. “So Rose and I broke up and then I saw Ilya at the All-Star game.”
Hayden curses under his breath. “Holy shit, so now that’s this year. And it was still this messy?”
Shane scoffs, “Sorry, was the rest of the story not messy too? At what point was any of this easy?”
“No, yeah. Okay.”
Shane softens as he gets into his own car. “Spoilers, it’s all kind of good from here on. Well, in terms of feelings for each other. A lot of bad shit happened.”
Hayden laughs. “Fuck. Cute. Okay, fuck. I can’t believe I’m saying something with Rozanov is cute. Whatever. Carry on.”
“I was pretty confident about it by the All-Star game. How I felt about him. My identity. All of it. It was… I mean, we were stupid. We spent the whole weekend together and no one really questioned it. I don’t know how no one questioned it. I told him Rose and I didn’t work out and it just… I think we both finally realized what we almost lost.
“We went back to his hotel room and he finally fucking opened up to me. Don’t tell him I told you this, but he started crying and I held him through it and… yeah. It was scary but it was good. His citizenship finally came through a couple months ago, but we didn’t know it would during All-Star weekend. If we got caught… it could’ve been bad for him.”
Hayden doesn’t follow. “It would be bad for you too.”
“I’m Canadian. He’s Russian.”
“Oh. Fuck.”
“Yeah. Um, then his dad died.”
“Fuck.”
“We called each other a lot during that.”
Hayden’s memory kicks in. “You were being so weird about the news that he wasn’t on the plane to that game. I remember thinking you were a dweeb for keeping track of injuries across the league.”
Shane snorts. “I mean, I know most injuries across the league. But yeah, I knew he wasn’t sick. We’d just hooked up that morning.”
Hayden makes an insane noise. “Fuck, I can’t be speeding. That’s insane. Then we played Boston and you were being so weirdly nice to him.”
Shane’s eye twitches. “Because his dad just died.”
“But you knew that already.” Hayden rethinks that day. “You told me you were offering your condolences, but if you were on the phone the entire time then you must’ve done that already.”
Shane hesitates.
Hayden nudges him. “Shane, what did you say to him in the middle of the ice after– hold on, let me check my notes. You realized you had feelings for each other and were seeing each other in person for the first time after helping him grieve his dad.”
Shane lets out a long breath and tells the truth. “I was talking to him about our plans for later that day. We’d texted about it but… I just needed to see him up close. I couldn’t touch him, not in front of everyone, but… I just needed to look into his eyes at least before the game started.”
Shane can tell Hayden expected a funnier, hornier answer but the truth shocks him into silence.
“I can’t imagine that,” Hayden says softly. “The person you love goes through all that and you can’t even hug them.”
Shane can’t acknowledge it. He swallows back his own emotion, remembering how it felt.
Hayden curses under his breath, “And then you took that hit.”
“Cliff still feels terrible about it.”
Hayden curses, “Holy shit, I forgot it was Marlow! I should’ve decked him at the bar!”
“Hayden, he’s our friend.”
“He’s not my– Oh, you mean you and Ilya. Jesus christ, the couple pronouns already.” Hayden takes a breath to calm himself. “Fuck, so before you even got to talk to each other, you were rushed to the fucking hospital.”
Shane doesn’t point out that Hayden called him by his first name but he smiles to himself about it. “Yeah, Ilya freaked when I went down. We got lucky. I told the medics to tell him I was okay, but they didn’t understand me. We were both a little out of our minds.”
“And he visited you at the hospital.” Hayden remembers.
“Yeah, and I was high as shit and invited him to stay at my cottage over the Summer instead of going back to Russia.”
“And he did?”
“And he did. And we got to just… be together. Without interruption. For the first time. And it clicked. He said it first. That he loves me. I nearly had a heart attack about it before rushing to say I love him too.”
“Holy shit.”
Shane laughs too hard. “Yeah, that’s actually exactly what I said when he said it.”
“No you did not. Shane.”
“I panicked!”
“That’s terrible, man.”
“I know. I’ve apologized about it.”
“Not to be annoying about this beautiful love story, but Svetlana?”
Shane barks a laugh. “Yeah, I mean. She surprised me too. Um, so my parents caught us at the cottage, me and Ilya. We weren’t planning on telling anyone. Ever. The plan was just to keep it quiet until we retired, really. But then they found out. And Ilya wanted to tell Sveta. She’s his family, so–”
“I thought you said they slept together?!”
Shane stammers, "I mean, yeah. But. They’re not related, if that’s what you mean. She’s all he has. His blood relatives back in Russia, they’re not his family the way she is.”
“Oh. Fuck. Okay, yeah. Got it.”
“So we told Svetlana and she and I started talking. And she’s…” Shane feels himself blush while he parks in the lot. “She’s amazing, Hayden. I mean, you met her but I don’t think you really got to talk with her. We should watch a game together. She’s coming up to visit soon. You should hear her roast Matheson. It’s like poetry.”
Shane gets out of his car and spots Hayden doing the same across the parking lot. They both check no one else is around.
“I don’t get it.” Hayden has to ask. “So she’s your friend?”
They walk over to each other and hang up their phones.
Shane looks at Hayden with a sheepish expression. “Um, no. She’s, uh, she’s my girlfriend.”
Hayden’s brain nearly whites out. “Sorry, what? But you’re…”
“Yes.” They don’t say it out loud here.
“Then how is she…”
Shane pats Hayden’s shoulder as they walk inside. “It’s just love, not sex. I can, um, love both. But the sex…”
They lower their voices as they get inside. “So you love him, he loves her, and she love–”
“No, Ilya and Sveta aren’t in love. It’s just sex.”
Hayden throws him a look.
Shane shrugs. “Again, I told you it’s complicated. But it works. I love them.”
“Both of them?” Hayden clarifies.
Shane nods. “Both of them.”
Hayden shakes his head. “I guess that makes sense. You certainly kissed her like…”
Shane gets a goofy grin on his face remembering it. “Yeah. Fuck. I can’t believe I did that. In front of everyone.”
Before they get to the locker room, Hayden sneaks one more question. “So after the bar when you all went home together. You slept with…”
“Both of them, yeah.”
Hayden holds the door open for Shane. “Svetlana and Lily.”
Shane’s grin is feral. “Svetlana and Lily.”
“You are fucking unbelievable, man.”
Shane shoulder checks him lightly. “Get your gear on, Pike.”
“I’m gonna be processing this for three weeks, captain.”

★ ★ ★
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Yuna and David stay with Shane in Montreal for the holiday break, which for the MLH schedule is really just a couple of days.
It’s become a Hollander and Pike tradition to have dinner together on Christmas Eve.
He invited Ilya and Svetlana to come to this, but Svetlana was excited to spend some time in her new place with Ilya. Shane would’ve had less self control about flying himself to them in Boston. But Svetlana talked him down and convinced him to spend some time with his friends and family.
It takes Hayden and Jackie longer than they’d like to put the kids down, but it’s around 9pm when Hayden emerges from the bedrooms shortly followed by Jackie.
They all settle onto the couch and Hayden makes meaningful eye contact with Shane. “You should call him.”
Shane looks around the room. They’re all looking at him.
His parents had gotten over the initial shock of Ilya Rozanov quickly, mostly due to the fact that they had irrefutable proof that Ilya knew how to bring Shane out of a panic attack and was willing to uproot his entire life for their son.
Hayden and Jackie haven’t really gotten to that point yet.
Not to mention Shane hasn’t told his parents about Svetlana.
Shane resists. “Really?”
Yuna gestures with her wine glass. “Oh, come on, honey. You should definitely call him if you want. He’s family.”
Shane feels his cheeks heat.
He’s family.
Hayden and Jackie both react to that too – Hayden with a raised eyebrow and Jackie with a smile.
Jackie’s the one who speaks up, “I’d like to meet the man who can make my husband drop gloves.”
Shane wheezes.
Hayden protests. “I fight plenty of people! It’s not just Rozanov!”
Jackie gives him a look. “Babe, you drop gloves in Boston more than any other city.”
Shane’s opened his recent calls on his phone. “Ilya figured out how to get under Hayden’s skin pretty quickly.”
“Yeah, how?” Jackie wonders.
Shane holds up his phone, “I guess we can ask.” He hesitates. “Um, Svetlana is probably with him too.” He has no idea if he should tell this mixed group that his girlfriend and his boyfriend are living together now. So he doesn’t. He just hits call.
“Shenya, you should be here right now! Sveta found the good imported vodka.”
The Russian tumbles out of the phone and Shane worries for a second that Ilya is wasted. He responds in Russian, “Ilya, my parents are here.”
Yuna, David, Jackie, and Hayden all realize at the same time that Shane must have been using all of his spare time to learn his boyfriend’s native language because the words come out smoothly and without hesitation.
Ilya immediately switches to English. “Oh, Yuna, David, Happy Christmas!”
Yuna laughs while David says, “It’s Merry Christmas here, Ilya!”
Shane shakes his head. “Are you drunk?”
Ilya gestures vaguely with his hand. “I’m drinking, not drunk.”
“Hi Shane,” Svetlana appears over Ilya’s shoulder.
Ilya tells her in Russian that Shane’s with his parents and they need to behave.
Shane glances around the room and looks for a spot to prop up his phone. He situates it on the coffee table and it gives Svetlana and Ilya a pretty good view of Hayden, Jackie, and Shane. Yuna and David can see the phone at an angle, but they’re off camera. “Hayden and Jackie are here too. They wanted to say hi.”
Jackie immediately situates herself closer to Shane. “Ilya Rozanov, you once broke my husband’s nose.”
Ilya shrugs. “He skated into my goalie.”
Hayden and Shane nod sagely. If there was ever a fair reason to punch someone, it was when they messed with your goalie.
Yuna leans into the frame, “Ilya, did you get our gift?”
Ilya’s eyes light up. “Hi, Yuna. Yes. I did not open it yet. Saving for Christmas day.”
Hayden catches Shane’s gaze and mumbles, “Wow, your parents bought Rozanov a Christmas gift.”
“He’s family,” Shane retorts happily.
Hayden smiles back at him.
Ilya smiles goofily. “Did they say that?”
Shane’s eyes light up. “They did.” He glances at his parents who look somehow both bashful and proud. Yuna looks at David like she has a secret. Shane’s immediately suspicious but doesn’t have time to think about it too long.
Svetlana chimes in and Shane can tell she’s less sober than Ilya. “Do they want to adopt me too?”
Ilya makes a noise of frustration. “All your parents are alive.”
Svetlana switches to Russian without realizing it as they fight over what makes you eligible to be adopted by your boyfriend’s parents while dropping insane truth bombs about their childhood trauma.
Shane watches the screen with the most lovesick smile on his face.
Jackie can’t help laughing. “Wow, you love them a lot.”
Shane clears his throat, taking a sip of the hot chocolate Jackie made for him. “Yeah.” There’s so much more to say, but that sums it up.
Yuna eagerly weighs in. “You know, Svetlana is helping with the foundation.”
And then Shane just kind of leans back and listens to all his favorite people brag about each other for a while.
It’s all going well until Yuna remembers, “Oh, did you want to ask Ilya a question about hockey?”
Which is the most polite way to have brought the conversation back to chirping. Jackie directs her attention to the phone screen. “Oh yeah, how do you rile up Hayden so well? I mean, I guess you’re good at it with everyone but it seems like you always go after him.”
Ilya sputters out a laugh. “Uh, Shane, do I give my nice answer or my honest answer? I don’t want to upset your friends.” The honest answer here is that Ilya can get a pretty good sense of which players are insecure and take chirps personally. They tend to be the easiest to throw off their game. Hayden fell into that category. Alternatively, Shane is almost impossible to shake with a chirp. Ilya only ever rattles him through flirtation.
“Our friends,” Shane corrects him, smirking at Hayden who rolls his eyes. “Hayden? Nice or honest?”
Hayden puffs up. “Honest.”
Ilya snorts, “Wow, you do not mean that. But okay, if that’s what you decided.”
Jackie perks up, “See! You literally did it right now. Are you just good at reading people?”
Ilya blinks. “Reading?”
Svetlana translates for him quickly. She’s half tempted to explain the slang version of reading, but she knows that’s not what Jackie means.
Ilya shrugs. “Oh, yes. That’s all it is. Pike is easy to read, easy to chirp.” He gives the nice answer.
Shane’s a little smug about this, “Ilya’s very perceptive. It makes him annoying to play against, but incredible to play with.”
Ilya’s eyes darken a little. “We have only played together once, Shane.”
“Yeah, and I’m not gonna forget what it was like any time soon.”
Svetlana whistles, “Alright, keep it PG-13, boys.”
Shane’s eyes immediately whip to his parents, blushing. “I’m not–! We’re not– It’s just hockey!”
Yuna and David laugh quietly at him.
“Sure,” Svetlana laughs evilly.
Jackie snorts. “I like her.”
Ilya rolls his eyes, his tone heavy with faux irritation, “Yes, everyone does.”
Yuna has ideas about the hockey part of that, of course. “We could put on an exhibition match at the end of the camp sessions. Get some other players to show up. You two could play with each other again.”
Hope enters Ilya’s eyes.
Shane frowns. “No one will want to play against us if we’re on the same team.”
“Cocky,” Jackie laughs. “Hayden could keep up against you with the right line mates.”
Hayden wheezes. “Babe, I’m so glad you have faith in me but that’s not a bet I’d be willing to make.”
Ilya’s competitive streak shines through. “He would crumble with one chirp. But he would make a decent wing.”
Shane’s head whips to the phone. “Are you inviting Hayden to play on a line with us?”
Ilya denies it. “I didn’t say that.”
Svetlana and Shane speak at the same time, “Yes, you did.”
The room descends into laughter.
Svetlana’s still thinking about it as the laughter fades. “Shane would have to center you two. Balance.”
“Yes, I’m not an idiot, Sveta.”
Yuna watches all of this, eyes narrowed in a very specific way.
David shakes his head, “Oh, I know that look. Yuna’s either got a really bad or a really good idea.”
Yuna holds up her hands innocently. “I was just thinking, I know we’ll be busy with promotion but, Svetlana, maybe you could coach the exhibition team.”
Ilya starts speaking really fast in Russian. “I will drop to my fucking knees if you coach me and Shenya. Holy fuck, Sveta. It would be so hot. You have to say yes. And then we will all fuck after.”
Shane’s face turns bright red as he lurches for the phone. “Okay, nice talking to you two.”
Svetlana is laughing manically as Shane hangs up the phone.
The room goes very quiet.
David raises an eyebrow. “What did he say?”
Yuna shushes him urgently, “Jackie, did you need help putting anything away?”
Shane drops his face into his hands as Hayden cracks up laughing. “Brutal, dude.”
David watches Jackie and Yuna walk away. “Why? What did he say?”
“Nothing, Dad.” Shane speaks through gritted teeth.
Hayden chooses chaos. “David, this is a very classic Lily moment.”
“Lily?” David asks.
“Hayden–” Shane picks his head up, glaring. “Ilya and Svetlana had a bit too much vodka, that’s all.”
David’s still massively confused. “Who is Lily?”
Absolutely unaware of the context of the situation, Jackie comes back into the room and helpfully says, “Oh, all the WAGs thought Shane was seeing a girl named Lily but turns out it was a fake name for Ilya.”
Yuna perks up. “The WAGs were gossiping about you and Ilya?”
Shane wonders what the hell he did to deserve this. “We don’t actually have to talk about this. We can talk about literally anything else.”
Yuna ruffles Shane’s hair as she walks behind him to sit back down by David. “Aw, honey. Come on. This is still so new. We have to catch up on, what, 10 years of embarrassing you about your boyfriend?”
Shane is shaking his head violently. “We do not have to do that at all.”
Hayden glances around the room. “Votes in honor of hazing Shane now that he’s entering life with a long-term partner and joining the rest of us?” He holds up his hand as does everyone else in the room.
Shane’s glare intensifies at Hayden. “Are you kidding me?”
Jackie puts a hand on Hayden’s arm and speaks instead of him, “Shane, think of it this way. If things were different, you could’ve told us about him ages ago. We would’ve been with you two and making memories together. We love you and we want to love him too. But we don’t know him yet. You’ve got ten years on the rest of us. Let us catch up.”
His traitorous eyes start watering. He glances at his parents and sees that Yuna’s eyes are watering too. He certainly knows where he gets that from. David is looking at him with the kind of complete and utter acceptance and love that Shane’s spent most of his life thinking he had to earn.
It’s a horribly good point that if things were different, there would’ve been tons of time for Ilya to embarrass him in front of his friends and family. Like he did tonight.
It’s just that… most of the memories they’re sweetly asking to be included in are… sex.
He tries to be open to it. “Fine. But I reserve my right to veto questions.” He almost leaves it at that and then whips his head to Hayden. “And you can’t fill in the blanks if you know something.”
David laughs sharply. “Are we playing truth or dare? You don’t have to tell us anything, kid. They’re just messing with you.”
Yuna shoots David a betrayed look.
Jackie is on the same page as her. “We’ll ask good questions, promise.”
Shane taps his thumb against his mug and wonders if it’s better that he’s alone for this or if it would be easier to have Ilya and Sveta beside him right now. “Fine. What do you want to know?”
Yuna can’t help herself, “Who made the first move?”
Shane lets out a laugh. “Really, Mom?”
Yuna laughs at herself. “You didn’t specify when we talked about it in Ottawa! I realized it later and was curious, sue me.”
Shane realizes he doesn’t really know how to answer that question. “We’ve fought about this actually.”
Everyone laughs. David nods, “Of course, you did.”
Shane relaxes a little. If these are the kinds of stories they want to hear, maybe he can do this. He looks at the two couples around him and realizes, yeah. It’s actually really nice to be part of this now. He always felt weird being the only person alone in a room of couples. 
“There are two different answers. Like, if we’re talking about 2010, there was no way in hell I was making the first move back then. But if we’re talking about, uh, admitting we had feelings for each other?” He rewinds the story he laid out to Hayden a few days ago. Then he sighs. “Ilya likes to say it was him…” He thinks about the ginger ale in the fridge and the tuna melts. “But I call bullshit. He went about it all wrong and it blew up in our faces. I think it was probably in the hospital when I invited him to my cottage.”
Yuna sputters a laugh. “When you were high on painkillers?”
Shane blushes. “I was gonna ask him after the game anyway. I didn’t exactly plan to be hospitalized and drugged up instead.”
Jackie asks another question, “Who said I love you first?”
Shane frowns. “Ilya.”
Everyone coos.
“When were you planning to tell us?” Yuna asks, not realizing how difficult the question is. “If David hadn’t, um, found you. It was getting serious, right?”
Shane looks into his now empty mug to avoid eye contact. “Um, I don’t know.”
“Oh.” Yuna’s eyes flit away.
Shane glances up at his parents and away again. “I wanted to. It just… I didn’t know how to.”
“If it helps,” Hayden weighs in, “He didn’t tell me until we were in a bar all together in Boston last week.”
Yuna’s jaw drops.
Shane makes a soft sound of distress. “Let’s not do this. I’ll remind you that all of this time Ilya could’ve been deported until his citizenship came through in October. I did my best, okay?”
The room goes quiet.
This is new. Shane isn’t used to… protecting his queerness like this. He can tell they want to have a ‘normal’ couple conversation but they can’t tease him and Ilya the way they could if they were a straight couple, if they were out.
“Sorry, man.” Hayden says softly.
“Sorry, honey.” Yuna says immediately.
Shane shrugs awkwardly. He doesn’t know how to accept those apologies. “You didn’t mean it.”
Jackie distracts from the tension, cleverly spotting the hole in this story, “When did you tell Svetlana?”
Shane looks up at her with a smirk. “October.”
Jackie laughs softly. “Makes sense.”
“I didn’t tell Rose until recently either,” Shane says, mostly to Hayden. “She knew that I was, um,” it’s hard to say it still. Hard to say in front of this many people, in front of his parents. “Gay. But not about Ilya.”
“Who else knows?” David asks gently.
Shane gestures around the room, “Us, Rose, and Cliff Marlow.” He doesn’t even realize that he didn’t name Svetlana, the way his brain just included her in the ‘couple’ part of the thought and not the ‘people who know about the couple’ part.
Yuna looks genuinely shocked. “That’s it?”
Shane makes a face. “There’s a chance Scott Hunter figured it out.”
David sputters a laugh. “What’s it called, radar?”
Shane laughs with him, “Um, gaydar. Yeah.” He looks at his mom curiously. “You thought more people knew?”
Yuna opens her mouth, closes it. Starts again. “I don’t know. I guess I just thought… I thought maybe Ilya had other friends you would’ve told or…” She trails off. Then she speaks honestly in a way that pierces Shane’s heart. “I guess I was imagining that you weren’t so alone during all of this.”
Shane has never wanted to go for a run more in his life.
As if the universe heard him, his phone buzzes.
Svetlana: ilyusha says sorry for hitting on me in front fo your parents
Shane can’t help the smile that tugs at his lips.
Hayden gestures at Shane while looking at David. “Another classic Lily moment.”
Shane immediately schools his expression and glares at Hayden. “Stop calling it that.”
Jackie’s laughing but has the decency to try to stifle it behind her hand.
Yuna’s eyes are sad but she’s smiling.
Jane: Why are you texting instead of him?
Svetlana: he says he is beyond drinking and now drunk and hegave me his phone so he doesnt embarrass you again
Jane: You’re both drunk. I love you. Go to sleep.
Svetlana: love when you get bossy. yessirrrrr
Shane locks his phone and shoves it in his pocket before he can think too hard about being called bossy.
Yuna’s still smiling at him. “Next year they’ll both live in Ottawa and they’ll be here with us for Christmas, right?”
Something stills in Shane’s heart. They know Svetlana is important to him and Ilya, but it feels odd for his Mom to know that Shane wants both of them here. For a family tradition. She already knows that Shane needs Svetlana here too.
She always knows everything.
Shane nods, swallowing back the emotions bubbling in his chest. “Yeah. Next year they’ll both be here.”
Hayden scoffs. “Might have to do that at your place, man. I’m not letting Rozanov into my house.”
Jackie elbows him. “Ilya is welcome here.”
“The kids would flip!”
“We can prepare the kids!”
“We put his face on Ruby’s archery target!”
Shane’s jaw drops. “You did what?”
Hayden and Jackie talk at the same time, “We took it down!”
Laughter rips through Shane as he drops his face into his hands again. “This is gonna take some getting used to.”
David reaches out and puts his hand on his son's shoulder. “Kid, I’m used to it.”
Shane smiles up at him. “Thanks, Dad.”
Yuna refills Jackie’s wine glass and her own and they start talking about a TV show they both watch.
Shane thinks about Svetlana and Ilya curled together in Boston.
As chaotic as today was, it’s the best Christmas Eve he’s had in years.

 ★ ★ ★ 

The next morning Ilya wakes up before Svetlana and spends a couple seconds just looking at her.
The guest room is now her room and he knows they’ll eventually reach the point where they won’t sleep in the same bed every night, but for now it’s nice to wake up to her.
He gets out of bed as quietly as possible and finds the gift from Yuna. Something is telling him to be alone when he opens it.
There’s a card so he chooses for once in his life to be polite and opens that first.
Ilya,

We’re so happy to welcome you into our family. We know family hasn’t always been a comfortable thing for you but we’ll do our best to add some padding where we can. It’s important to us that you have this. It was Shane’s grandfather’s. Take your time. Just know that we support you. 

With love,

Yuna and David

P.S. You don’t need to get it resized
The message is repeated in Russian on the other side of the card and Ilya can tell immediately that Yuna asked Svetlana for help with it.
He stares at the ceiling, blinking back tears. He already knows what’s in the box.
He opens it to find a simple silver ring.
There are a million ways to react to it. A million things to process about Shane’s parents wanting him to have this and what it all means.
Ilya reacts by spending the next thirty minutes rummaging around his house trying to find the perfect place to stash it until he’s ready to use it.
He wracks his brain trying to think of which places Shane would see when he visits, then also considers the fact that he’ll be packing up his things to move to Ottawa in about six or seven months.
Will he leave the ring here or take it with him?
He finally settles on stashing it in the back of the drawer of the table by the entrance of his house. Not near a sink drain, not near his bed, but still easily accessible.
He closes the drawer and stares at the table.
Then he opens the drawer again, opening the ring box just to stare at it again.
Shane’s grandfather’s ring. He doesn’t know for sure if it was a wedding band. He can ask Yuna and David about it later. 
He wonders about proposals and engagement rings and wedding bands and how that works for two men. Would Shane wear two rings? Would Shane get an engagement ring for Ilya? Or is this ring supposed to be held onto as a wedding band?
He hears Svetlana get out of bed and snaps the box shut, shoving it into the back of the drawer.
He knows she must know about it, but it still feels too intimate for her to see it right now.
Ilya rushes back into the living room and sees Svetlana looking at the card and wrapping paper and then up at him like he’s a dog who just had an accident. “Ilyusha…”
“Morning, Sveta.”
She looks back at the wrapping paper. “So you opened it.”
“I opened it.” He gives her nothing.
“And?” She raises her eyebrows at him.
Ilya shrugs, crumbling up the paper to throw it out. Then he grabs the card and realizes he should probably hide it with the ring box. Or somewhere else. He shoves it into the pocket of his sweats for now. “And it’s a very kind gift.”
Svetlana stares at him.
Ilya relents. “I know you know what it was.”
“I do,” she admits.
Ilya can’t take it anymore. He closes the distance between them and pulls Svetlana into his arms.
She holds him back. “Are you okay? Was it too much?”
Ilya lets out a long, slow breath. “It was a lot. Not too much.”
Svetlana squeezes him tightly before releasing him. “Do you want to talk about it?”
Ilya shakes his head. “Not right now.”
Svetlana’s reminded of their time in the cottage. The way Shane urged her to give Ilya time to process, to not make him talk about things before he was ready.
She realizes now that a lot of their fights could be traced back to moments like this. Moments where she tried to pry something out of him as she thought she was helping him.
It’s moments like this that prove to her that Ilya and Shane were meant to find each other.
She nods and lets it go. “Okay, but when you’re ready you can talk to me.”
He kisses her head as she pulls away, “I know, Svetochka.”
The more tender diminutive makes her heart melt. “Okay, let’s watch a bunch of bad movies.” She jumps onto the couch and grabs the remote as Ilya throws together some kind of breakfast for them.
They didn’t have sex last night, didn’t even kiss.
He thinks about it while he cooks, about the shape of their relationships and how they change when one of them is missing.
When it’s just him and Svetlana, he’s not as, well, horny as he is when Shane is around. And that horniness is almost always in direct relation to the overwhelming swell of emotions and love that Shane evokes in him.
Without Shane around for them both to tease and smother with affection, he and Svetlana go back to being completely platonic.
In the back of his head, he knows he and Shane talked about this. That if they wanted to have sex, Shane is totally okay with it. But Ilya doesn’t think that will happen. Not often anyway. Maybe if he falls into a headspace somehow and needs Svetlana’s help but the headspaces also seem to be more relevant when Shane is around.
He brings the food to the coffee table and settles onto the couch, throwing his arm around Svetlana’s shoulders as she cuddles into him.
They’ve always been physically affectionate and there’s a piece of him that can admit how much he loves cuddling, feeling the warmth of someone he loves close to him.
Then he thinks about the card in his pocket and the ring in the back of the drawer.
It’s a bit of an asshole move, but he turns the tables on her. “You like Rose.”
Svetlana’s head whips to him. “Excuse me?”
Ilya shrugs, eyes on the TV. “I get it. I like her too. And Shane loves her.”
To say Svetlana is caught off guard would be an understatement. “I don’t like her. I mean, she’s cool. I’m glad to be getting to know her more. Especially since she’s important to Shane.”
Ilya shoots her a look.
Svetlana stammers, “She’s hot! I’m not allowed to think she’s hot?”
“It’s more than that.” Ilya says simply.
Svetlana turns to the TV too and they continue to talk without looking at each other. “Shane says she’s straight.”
“Hm.” Ilya says helpfully.
Svetlana glances at him. They’ve been friends too long for her not to know what he means. “You got a vibe.”
Ilya keeps his tone neutral. “I got a vibe.” Then he tells her what he hasn’t really had time to with the way everything happened with Shane’s subspace the night after the bar. “Every time you were talking to the bartender, she got this cute, little angry expression on her face. Brows furrowed. Like she was mad and confused that she was mad.”
Svetlana can’t take it anymore. She pauses the movie and turns on the couch to face Ilya. “But she also spent the entire night, like, friendzoning me.”
Ilya’s lips quirk up at the corner. “Well, she thinks she’s straight.”
Svetlana counters, “She’s definitely into Shane. Like maybe the sex didn’t work for him, but it did for her.”
“How do you know that?”
Svetlana waves her hand. “Girl talk at the hockey game.”
Ilya laughs. “Wow, so you two were talking about sex with my boyfriend while I was on the ice with him?”
“Our boyfriend,” Svetlana corrects with a pout.
“Yes, of course. Ours.”
“And yes, we were talking about having sex him.”
“I’ve heard her call you hot Ottawa girl like three times.”
Svetlana covers her face in her hands and screams. “Straight girls do that sometimes.”
Ilya shakes his head. “I do not envy you that. Being queer in professional sports as a man is difficult but at least we don’t also have psychological warfare from maybe-gay-maybe-straight men like that.”
Svetlana gets lost in thought for a moment. “You two should talk to Poulin.”
Ilya does not follow. “Marie-Philip Poulin? At the CWHL?”
Svetlana nods. “Many more women hockey players are queer and…maybe not out to the world, but their locker rooms are more welcoming.”
Ilya stares at her. “And how do you know that?”
Svetlana raises her hands. “Look, I can’t give you a list of people I’ve slept with but some of the girls I played field hockey with went on to join professional ice hockey teams and they sometimes hook me up when I’m in Canada.”
He blinks. “Poulin?”
“She’s not on my list but… yeah she’s…” Svetlana presses her lips together, “according to the current rumor mill, she’s with Stacey.”
Ilya’s eyebrows raise into his hairline. “They’re together?”
“That’s what I’ve heard.” She grabs his hand and twines their pinkies together. “You can’t tell anyone. I mean, you can tell Shane. And if you want to talk to them, I think they’d be open to talking to you. Things are different for everyone after what Hunter did.”
Ilya’s mind races at the idea of not being alone in this. A minute ago it was just him, Shane, and Hunter. He hadn’t even considered looking for solidarity in the women’s league. He feels something like hope bubbling in his chest.
Then he shakes his head. “Oh my god, this was all to distract me from Rose.”
Svetlana drops her head back against the couch. “Fine! I like her. And I don’t know what to do about that. You can wingman for me if that’s what you’re asking but I don’t want to make her uncomfortable if she is actually straight. I don’t want to make things awkward for Shane. You can scheme but don’t be stupid about it.”
Ilya’s smile is sharklike. “I will be careful. For Shane.”
Svetlana sighs. “You’re a demon. Torturing me like this on Christmas Day.”
“Sveta, we don’t even really celebrate Christmas.”
“You’re going to be on the road for New Year’s so I’ll take what I can get.”
Ilya pulls her into his side again as she hits play.
He mumbles quietly, “We have to start looking for a place in Ottawa soon.”
Svetlana pretends to retch. “So domestic.”
“You love it,” he presses an overly dramatic kiss to her temple.
She looks into his eyes.
He looks back.
They settle into a comfortable silence, relishing in the feeling of being close together and safe. No matter how much time goes by since they’ve distanced themselves from Ilya’s family, they’ll never take this feeling for granted.

 ★ ★ ★ 
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shes been out with an injury and should be back on the ice for the game this saturday and i WILL cry if i see her and stacey on a line together again
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  ★ ★ ★

Preparing for Svetlana to come stay with him in Montreal for a few days feels a lot like prepping the cottage for Ilya this Summer. Honestly, it feels a lot like his and Ilya’s first hook up when he couldn’t decide what to wear and if the lamp should be on or not.
He really shouldn’t be nervous. And yet.
He has the full week mostly planned out already, more out of necessity than neuroses for once. He has two games this week and practices every other day. 
He made a reservation at a nice restaurant for him and Svetlana. This time he made sure it was a place that valued discretion. As much as he’s happy to be more public with her, this isn’t the week for it. He knows he would have a meltdown if people recognized him, especially now that Svetlana is publicly associated with him, Ilya, and Rose. Not to mention that they’re now officially a week away from the article dropping ahead of the All-Star game.
So yeah, maybe he’s not nervous specifically about hosting her but he’s nervous about everything else so he wants this piece of it to go well.
He checks the time again as he paces around his condo. She should be on the plane right now.
As if on cue, Ilya calls. Shane takes a moment to soak in the fact that his phone contact says Ilya. Not Lily. Not James. It says Ilya.
Shane’s voice is soft and warm as he asks, “Hey, you make it to the hotel?”
“Yes. Now, sit down. Stop pacing.” Ilya says immediately.
Shane freezes, one foot in mid air. He lets out a laugh and makes his way to the couch to sit down. “Fine. You got me.”
“Hm,” Ilya hums smugly. “It’s just a girl. She won’t give you cooties.”
Shane rolls his eyes. “Who taught you about cooties?”
“Me!” Cliff calls out from the background.
Shane can’t help smiling as he says, “Warn me when I’m on speaker. Hey, Cliff.”
“Hey, Shane!”
Ilya laughs softly, “Okay, you’re off speaker. I just wanted to make the cooties joke.”
Shane loves his chaos gremlin so much. “You’re such an asshole.”
“You love it.” Ilya says confidently.
“No comment,” Shane says through a smile.
“Were you actually pacing?” Ilya says in a tone that implies he knows the answer.
“Maybe.”
“So predictable, my little worrier. You will fall through the floor.”
Shane parses most of that. “Fall through what?”
“The floor, from pacing too much. The floor, um, wears out.”
“I’m not gonna wear a hole in the floor.”
Ilya hums, “Maybe you should. Get a small injury. Let Boston make it to playoffs.”
Shane fires back, “Wow, so you think you don’t have a chance at playoffs unless I’m injured?”
“I did not say that.”
Shane closes his eyes. He’s holding the phone to his ear with one hand and his other hand is splayed over his heart.
He can almost believe it now. That they have this.
That his boyfriend is calling him from the road in a hotel room with his teammate.
Right now they each only have one teammate they’ve trusted with this, but maybe that will change too.
Shane’s not sure how long the phone line has been silent, both of them just breathing this in.
Ilya breaks it first, “I miss you.”
Shane whines softly, “I miss you too.”
Ilya groans, “You’re not allowed to whine at me over the phone. That’s cruel.”
Shane understands most of that and can fill in the rest with context clues. He answers in French, “Then you’re not allowed to do your post game interview shirtless.”
Ilya grumbles, “I don’t like that you do this now.”
“It’s karma,” Shane says happily and doesn’t translate.
Shane can hear Cliff saying something in the background.
Ilya groans, “We have to go to team lunch. Which I think is homophobic.”
Shane barks out a laugh. “I don’t think lunch is homophobic, but maybe some people there are.”
Ilya chokes. “Dark humor, Shenya.”
“You love it,” Shane mimics him.
“I do,” Ilya says much too genuinely. “I love you. Text me when you pick up Sveta.”
“I love you.”
Shane hangs up. His eyes are still closed, hand over his heart.
For a second he imagines a world where he and Ilya are teammates, in the same hotel room right now. Going to team lunch together.
It’s impossible to imagine. Things as they are feel too good to be true and Ilya hasn’t even moved to Canada yet.
There’s no way they’d ever be lucky enough to play on the same team.

★ ★ ★
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      so... its been a while since i've done a recap and uh it's really long so i'm making it its own chapter







  Recap 1-15
Recap 16-25
Recap 25-55
Recap 55-76
Recap 77-84
Recap 85-96
Recap 97-107
Recap 108-129
Here’s what you missed in chapters 26-55 of Crowded Table…
During their time at the cottage, Svetlana helps Ilya through an unexpected slip into subspace while Shane makes breakfast.
As we've established, the cottage is NOT soundproof so Shane hears everything and when they emerge from the room Svetlana encourages Ilya to get on his knees in the kitchen.
They end up on the couch, Shane feeding Ilya as Svetlana monitors them so Ilya can get used to Shane seeing him in subspace. Ilya falls asleep and wakes up to Shane on the phone with Svetlana and Rose. Ilya playfully teases her about Shane being his now.
Svetlana and Ilya pack up to leave the cottage, but make dinner together before they do. They do their best to recreate one of Irina's recipes and the three of them eat it together.
After dropping Svetlana and Ilya off at the airport, Shane calls Hayden as he drives back to Montreal. He wants to tell him everything but can't quite get the words out.
We have a little time skip as Shane's on the road for some away games and the Metros are on an away game win streak. Their final stop is in Boston and Shane's immediately ushered off the bus to do the interview with Ilya at TIME magazine.
Cliff brings Ilya lunch before the shoot to keep him company and reassure him. They joke that Ilya isn't scared of messing up the interview in his second language, he's scared of the new concept of being nice to the press.
On set for the photoshoot, Ilya and Shane do their best to figure out how to be friendly without being flirty for the first time in public. 
The interviewer asks about the rivalry and Ilya says, "It has never been about hate." They bicker their way through it, but make sure to emphasize that they've always respected each other as players and their competitive natures won't be changing any time soon. When asked how long they've been friendly, they say that people always forget how often the two of them have been paired for promotions or press conferences and that they've always been friendly about it, but the All-Star game was really the turning point for them. Especially with everything that happened after with Ilya's father. Ilya talks about Irina. Shane talks about anxiety. The blurb that will absolutely end up on the cover is, "When the idea for the charity started, that became more important than a rivalry."
In the car after the interview; Shane, Ilya, and Svetlana talk about how the news will land with their teams and how to prepare for it. Shane reassures Svetlana that he doesn't want her to feel that she's only there for emotional support and that if her life implodes, Shane will be there for her. Svetlana mentions Rose will come to the Montreal-Boston and Shane muses that that will help distract people when he tells the team he's friends with Ilya thereby making both of his partners jealous. Svetlana realizes that her relationship with Shane will likely always have to be a secret. Ilya assures her that they didn't think it was possible for THEM to be public so it feels impossible now but maybe one day it won't be.
Shane tells Rose he's also dating Svetlana and she accepts it in stride, making Ilya realize how much her acceptance and trust means to Shane and just how incredibly welcoming she is as a person.
In bed that night, Shane asks Svetlana about Rose. Svetlana realizes they really haven't set enough boundaries yet and she says that she's not looking for new partners, but she wants to allow herself the possibility to find a partner that she can be with body and soul. Shane reassures her that he doesn't mind who she flirts with now that he knows for sure that Svetlana is committed to him and Ilya. Things start to get physical and Shane uses his safe word for the first time. Ilya panics but they're able to calm down and talk it through. Shane wants to be more physical with Svetlana but he's not ready to go all the way yet. They agree that she'll stay for a bit but when things get too heated, she'll leave. Shane insists that she come back after and spend the night cuddling with them.
Shane wakes up stressed about the game and the paperwork he and Yuna have sent to his coaches to explain the foundation to them. He gets to the hotel and finds his coach in the lobby who leads him onto the bus to talk in private. The conversation is oddly neutral as Theriault recognizes that Shane is being as responsible with this announcement as possible. He instructs Shane to tell the team about the foundation and his friendship with Rozanov on the bus before the game so they have time to decompress in the locker room and can see for themselves that Shane's play isn't affected by it. A couple players pushback, but Shane is able to handle the questions and keep his team behind him. He instructs his team that the best way to get under Rozanov's skin is to totally ignore him. 
Svetlana and Rose are spotted on the jumbotron in Boston and Montreal jerseys respectively. They bicker a bit about which team they're rooting for until Svetlana says, "You talk about Ilya like you haven't fucked his boyfriend" which leads them immediately to talking about Svetlana's relationship with Shane and physical relationship with Ilya. Rose implies that Shane is insanely good at going down on women and Svetlana tries to be normal about that.
Shane's tactic to ignore Ilya during the game absolutely works and Ilya gets a little riled up until he figures it out. The Metros ask Shane if he ever texts Ilya during intermissions to which he responds with a resounding never.
Montreal wins and during the handshake line, Ilya hugs him.
Ilya, Svetlana, Shane, and Rose invite Cliff and Hayden to join them for drinks after the game. They reserve a private room at a bar and Svetlana happens to know the bartender, her ex from college. The bartender agrees to sign an NDA, allowing them an extra level of privacy.
When Hayden arrives, Shane sits him down and tells him not only that he's gay but that Lily is Ilya. Ilya joins them and Hayden takes it as well as he could despite being blindsided in a bar with insane news about his best friend's love life. Ilya and Shane kiss in front of Hayden and Cliff.
The six of them talk around a CROWDED TABLE and spend some time embarrassing Shane because it's easy to do and Shane doesn't actually hate it as much as he pretends to. They talk about fan edits and briefly discuss Shayden.
Rose gets up to dance with Svetlana and Cliff, leaving Ilya to broach a conversation about boundaries with Shane that he insists is okay for Hayden to hear. Ilya gives Shane three options for how the rest of the night could go depending on how he's feeling. Shane agrees he wants the PDA and Hayden witnesses the fact that Ilya Rozanov is actually really good for Shane. They all dance and drink and talk more, as Ilya and Shane stay pressed together the entire time. Rose reminds them they're supposed to post a video on socials of the four of them and Shane gets emotional about it being the first photo ever of them. Ilya realizes Shane's being softer than usual and he and Svetlana immediately snap into action to figure out how to help Shane through subspace in a public bar. Ilya and Shane sneak into a separate booth to kiss for a while until Shane insists he wants to talk to their friends more. He's soft and clingy for the rest of the conversation, but the others just assume he's had too much to drink.
Once they're back at Ilya's, Shane really falls into subspace for the first time. Ilya does his best to take care of him but blames himself for not being careful enough with Shane at the bar.
Scott and Kip react to the social media post and hug on the ice. Scott admits he knew that Ilya and Shane have been sleeping together since overhearing them at the All-Star hotel in 2011.
Svetlana and Ilya hash out the previous night while Shane sleeps in a bit and Ilya admits that he's feeling conflicted about the end of the season and leaving Boston. Svetlana admits that she's having a hard time believing that Ilya and Shane will still want her around after they get married. Shane wakes up shockingly well adjusted but Svetlana can't help clinging to him anyway. As they drive Shane to his hotel, Svetlana still clings to him and Ilya realizes she needs aftercare from domspace. Shane and Svetlana make out in the back of Ilya's car before arriving at the hotel where Shane chooses absolute chaos. He walks into view of the team bus with Svetlana and pushes her against a column and kisses her hard as his teammates cheer.
J.J. is beside himself to say nothing of Hayden's entire brain shutting down as he witnesses what to him looks like Shane cheating on Ilya Rozanov with his childhood best friend. The team interrogates him about Svetlana and Shane accidentally admits that Svetlana and Lily know about each other. J.J. asks if they've had a threesome and Shane's blush answers that question for him.
Svetlana and Ilya vent about how insane it is to date Shane Hollander. As they talk more, Ilya realizes Svetlana should've moved to Ottawa by now. She admits she didn't want to move without him. He immediately invites her to move in with him now.
Ilya and Svetlana sext Shane while he's on the bus only for Hayden to steal his phone to check if Shane's a cheater and immediately learns way too much about Ilya, Shane, and Svetlana's sex life.
Shane gets home expecting phone sex and instead finds Ilya and Svetlana packing boxes so Svetlana can move in with him. Svetlana insists that they need to let Shane decompress and she knows that his first choice for that isn't sex. He admits he usually just lies on the floor and Svetlana uses the moment to tell Shane that she's autistic too.
Rose arranges a casual hookup with her co-star on her current project and realizes it hadn't even occurred to her to try and date him. She wonders about her past relationships and what worked, what didn't work, and what she actually wants. She wonders if romance is even something she truly wants.
Svetlana gives herself, Ilya, and Shane homework to get off alone and report back on what they thought about when they did. Shane thinks about the fantasy of sex with Svetlana and it works. Ilya thinks about Svetlana and Shane together in a way that likely would never work in reality, but it helps him understand why things work for them the way they do. Svetlana thinks about the same thing but goes even further and thinks about Shane's reaction to hearing that she got off on him. They debrief the next morning and Ilya's shocked to hear that Shane's turned on by a girl. Shane admits that he liked the idea of Svetlana using him however she needed. Svetlana asks if Shane knows what pegging is and then asks if she can stay at his place while Ilya's travelling for away games.
After all the emotional whiplash Shane subjected Hayden to, he calls him and gives him the full timeline of his entire relationship with Ilya.
A little time skip to Christmas Eve dinner with the Hollanders and Pikes. Shane video calls Ilya and Svetlana and it's all very domestic and sweet until Ilya, drunker than he let on, hits on Svetlana in Russian and flusters Shane into hanging up. His friends and his parents tease him relentlessly and then ask if it's okay to talk about his relationship with Ilya. He answers some of their questions and Yuna realizes Shane was more alone during this than she thought. Shane sets a boundary for teasing about things that he and Ilya couldn't have done differently because of being queer. By the end of the night, Shane realizes it was the best Christmas Eve he's had in years.
On Christmas Day, Ilya opens a present from Yuna and David to find Shane's grandfather's ring. He goes into a bit of a panic and hides it in a drawer. He has no idea how or when to propose and he has no idea how engagement rings work for two men. But he has the ring as soon as he can decide when to use it. Svetlana asks if he wants to talk about it and he says no, immediately turning the tables on her to ask her about Rose. Svetlana tells Ilya that she's slept with some of the women at the CWHL and has heard that Marie-Philip Poulin and Laura Stacey are together. Ilya calls her out on trying to distract him and Svetlana finally relents and says Ilya is allowed to be her wingman with Rose.
Shane's fussing with preparations while Svetlana's on the plane to Montreal and Ilya calls from his hotel room on the road to tease him (read: calm him down)...
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   ★ ★ ★ 

It’s hard not to feel the deja vu of sitting in airport pick up and scanning the crowd for Svetlana.
Shane wonders how many people have experienced this feeling, of starting a new relationship without ending a previous one. Of having new firsts for the second time. 
When he spots her, he takes a deep breath and gets out of the car to open the back.
When she spots him by the car, hat pulled over his eyes, she smiles softly. As she gets closer she tries to read what kind of greeting he wants.
Shane realizes they should’ve talked about this but she’s letting him decide. 
He wants to kiss her. But they have talked about it being complicated if they’re spotted together romantically and how that would look in the timeline of his relationship with Ilya when they’re ready to come out as a couple. So he fights down the urge and goes in for a hug. “Hi, Sveta. I missed you.”
She nearly purrs as he greets her in Russian. “I missed you too, Shenya. Your Russian is improving.”
Shane blushes as he takes her bag for her and loads it into the car. “I have, um…” He struggles with the vocab. “They’re like podcasts? Recordings? They tell you phrases and you repeat them. It helps, the repetition.”
She gets into the passenger seat and he gets back into the driver seat. They look at each other. It’s different to be together without Ilya as things have progressed with the three of them. Shane can’t help reaching over to grab her hand and bringing her knuckles to his lips.
Svetlana sighs. “You’re such a romantic.”
Shane blushes. “That’s not true. Ilya’s more romantic than me.”
Svetlana scoffs disbelievingly.
Shane starts driving, shooting her a look. “I’m not kidding.”
Svetlana looks at him. “Really?”
“Really,” Shane confirms with a laugh.
Svetlana hums. “He doesn’t let me see that side of him often.”
Shane shrugs. “You should’ve seen him in the mornings while we were at the cottage over the Summer. It almost sounded like he was reciting Russian poetry while he thought I was sleeping.”
Svetlana clutches her heart. “I’m torn between being unbelievably happy for him and wanting to never let him live this down.”
“Guess that comes with the territory of how long you’ve known each other.”
“Mmm,” Svetlana hums. “He is also just fun to bother.”
Shane smirks. “I think that’s why he and I got along so well in the first place. If it was just sex, I don’t know. It probably wouldn’t have gone anywhere. But… he made me laugh.”
Svetlana studies Shane’s side profile. “Hey, Shane?”
Shane tears his eyes away from the road just for a moment, looking at her curiously. “What?”
Her eyes sparkle. “You make me laugh.”
Shane’s heart nearly implodes in his chest. A soft whine escapes him. He speaks under his breath, “Fuck, I want to kiss you.”
Svetlana’s distracted. “Did you just whine? Did you actually really just unironically whine?”
“No,” Shane’s quick to deny it because he didn’t. He tries to remember if he did. “Did I really?”
Svetlana cracks up laughing. “Oh my god, you’re dom kryptonite.”
“I’m what?”
Svetlana’s shaking her head, trying to stop laughing. “Nothing, treasure. You’re very cute. I’m just thinking about when Ilya and I thought there was no way you could dom.” She pauses, then repeats the last word in English, “Dom.”
The blush on Shane’s cheeks deepens a bit. “Oh.”
She reaches out to gently touch his jaw. Her voice softens. “I can’t believe you chose me.”
Shane’s lips curl down but he keeps his eyes on the road. “It wasn’t much of a choice, Sveta.” He speaks in English to pick his words more carefully. “It was like…” He hesitates, he doesn’t usually speak in metaphors but he doesn’t know how else to say it. “It’s like there was a space in my heart and when I met you, you just fit there. Like you’d always been there.”
“Pull over,” Svetlana begs.
Shane laughs, blushing. “We’re almost there.”
“Shane, pull over,” she insists, unbuckling her seatbelt.
Shane pulls into a parking lot and the moment he puts the car in park, Svetlana is leaning over the center console, hands on Shane’s cheeks. He has to react quickly, grabbing her hips to keep her from hitting the wheel.
The kiss is desperate but not heated.
Shane melts into it, letting her set the pace. He loves learning how to share affection with Svetlana, all the ways it’s the same and different as it is with Ilya. This is different. Svetlana always kisses him with deliberation. Like she’s tracing love into him with every touch of their lips, every swipe of their tongues. 
Shane forgets where they are for a moment and relaxes his hold on her.
The car horn honks loudly and they both jump out of their skin as Svetlana pulls herself closer to Shane and away from the wheel.
He holds her tightly as she buries her face in his neck, both laughing like kids caught passing notes in class.
He guides her back to the passenger seat, love and mischief in his eyes. “You know, part of me thought this week wouldn’t be so physical.”
Svetlana hums happily, satisfied now that she’s gotten her kiss. “Oh, it won’t be. You and Ilya kiss way more than I do. You’ll tire me out by the end of the day probably. I usually pass you to each other when it’s too much for me.”
Shane blinks at her. “You what?”
Svetlana barks out a laugh. “You haven’t noticed?”
Shane wracks his brain for all the times the three of them have kissed and he realizes, yeah, Svetlana does usually guide them to each other. He just thought that was part of the way she likes to use her dom energy. The only time she was really possessive with kisses was in the car on the way to the hotel the morning after Shane’s first subspace.
There’s a question forming in Shane’s mind but he doesn’t know how to ask it. He tries, hoping Svetlana will understand what he means. “Is this enough for you? Like, physically and… I don’t know. Do you need anything? Because I want you to ask for it if you do.”
The question stuns her for a moment. She’s used to the self-depreciating version of this question, a partner who thinks they’re not good enough and needing validation. But that’s not what Shane’s asking. She answers as honestly as she can. “Shane, this is more than I could’ve dreamed of.”
She’s confused by Shane’s frown.
Shane’s thumb taps against the wheel. “But you’ve said that you want someone, body and soul.”
Svetlana raises an eyebrow at him. “And me having my tongue down your throat and my hands over your chest, what is that?”
Shane’s cheeks flush. “It’s unreliable, isn’t it? When I can and can’t give that to you?”
Svetlana starts to understand the sticking point here. “This might sound like the opposite of what you’re thinking, but Shane, you might be hornier than me.”
Shane grips the wheel tighter. “What?”
“Don’t get me wrong,” Svetlana holds up her hands, lounging back in her seat. “I love sex. But I don’t have as much sex as you and Ilya. And trust me, I could if I wanted to.”
The confusion lingers on Shane’s face as he pulls into the garage and parks. Then he turns and gives her a look of absolute bafflement. 
Svetlana snorts. “Let’s go inside, golden one.”
Shane grabs her bag out of the back and carries it into the guest room he’s set up for her. “But you and Ilya…” Again, he has trouble finding the words for it.
Svetlana follows him, happily receiving the princess treatment as her big, strong boyfriend carries her luggage for her. “I like sex,” she repeats, “I just don’t always crave it. I don’t mind taking care of myself.”
Shane sets her bag down and turns to look at her, still wrapping his head around this nuance. “But you, and again, I’m fine with it, but you’re always so… excited to touch me?” He winces, not sure that came out right.
Svetlana proves his point, stepping in close to rest her hands on his chest. “Yes, because you’re beautiful and you like being touched.”
Shane’s shoulders drop slightly, his body proving her point before his mind can catch up. “So you don’t…” He hesitates, voice dropping to a whisper now that she’s close, “You’re not, like, holding yourself back around me? I guess I’ve been worried about that. That you need something I can’t give you.”
She tsks, “I think you and I are more creative about sex than that. If I truly was horny and wanted your help with that, we could talk through a way that would work for you. Don’t you think?”
A soft smile tugs at Shane’s lips. “Yeah, I think we could.”
She pushes up onto her toes to press her lips to his gently. “You are more than enough for me.”
Shane’s captivated by the way the sunlight coming in through the window seems to turn her hair golden.
Then Svetlana continues, “And Ilyusha is too much for both of us.”
Shane snorts. “He’s not that bad.”
Svetlana raises an eyebrow and steps away to unpack a bit. “You only think that because you’re as bad as him. I’m the one that should be worried I can’t do enough for you.”
Shane leans back against the wall and has a minor crisis about this. He never thought of himself as someone who was sex-forward. He didn’t perceive himself as hornier than the average person.
But Svetlana makes a great point. He does keep up with Ilya. They meet each other exactly where they are. He’s heard some of the guys talk about nights where their wives “weren’t in the mood” or sometimes even vice versa. He and Ilya have never had a moment like that. But then again, they are still long distance. Maybe that will change.
So Shane gets a terrible idea. “You think we can try it this week, if we’re both in the mood for it?”
It’s such an unusual thing for Shane to suggest that Svetlana doesn’t even understand what the question is. “Try what?”
Shane tries to act casual. “Sex.”
Svetlana puts her toiletry bag down and spins to face him. “Really.” 
He shrugs. “Maybe. If we feel like it.”
She narrows her eyes at him. “And this is something you want, not just something you feel bad about?”
He can’t quite look her in the eye. “I’m just curious.”
“And horny.” Svetlana waits for him to meet her gaze.
When he does he lets out a laugh. “Yeah, probably.”
She studies him and tries to take him seriously. “We’ll see.”
He nods.
Svetlana changes the topic, “Are any of your practices this week open to the public?”
Shane keeps nodding. “Tonight is. You wanna come?”
Svetlana keeps her attention on unpacking. “Feed me good dinner, play good hockey for me. We’ll see what it gets you.”
Shane laughs.
Svetlana loves that he laughs. Loves that he can tell that this is a game, not a test.
Shane tosses back his own stipulations. “You can come if you give me feedback after. The coaches get lax with me mid-season. To them, I’m performing well enough.”
“But it’s never good enough for Shane Hollander.”
Shane doesn’t respond to that. “You know what to look for.”
“I do.”
Shane looks at her expectantly.
“Okay,” she concedes. “I’ll help you.”
A devilish satisfaction shines out of Shane’s eyes. “See, and that’s why I love you.”
“Oh, is that why?” Svetlana asks coyly.
“Mmhmm,” Shane says, pleased with himself. “You’re one of, like, four people who understand that I push myself because I can get better. Everyone else thinks I’m being ridiculous. I don’t think about, well, I try not to think about people calling me the best to ever do it or whatever. I refuse to believe I’ve peaked. I know I haven’t.”
Svetlana breathes in the shift in energy. It’s wild. Shane talking about sex is so timid and confused, but the moment he talks about hockey it’s like he grows three inches. “If I make you better, will Ilyusha ever forgive me?”
“He’ll be upset on the ice,” Shane agrees. “But he’ll be thrilled about it in bed.”
Svetlana snorts. “That checks out. And you’re okay with the team seeing me at the arena after the kiss?”
Shane nods, sure of himself. “I’ve never gotten to do any of this before, have a partner come to things. Maybe the guys will be confused later if Ilya and I… but for right now, I want to have this. I want to look into the stands and see you there.”
Svetlana feels a grin grow on her lips. She whistles softly. “Wow, okay. Go figure out dinner and calm down. You’re gonna rile yourself all the way up into domspace.”
Shane blinks, immediately deflating. “What?”
She pushes him out of the room. “Go text Ilyusha that I’m here, I bet he asked you to. I need to shower after being on a plane. And stop being horny about your girlfriend watching you practice.”
“I wasn’t–” but he was, wasn’t he?
God, Svetlana really brings out something different in him.
He leaves her to her shower and finds himself thinking about the word she asked about back at the cottage. Demisexual. Yeah, maybe there’s something there.
He pulls out his phone.
Shane: Svetlana’s settling in!
Ilya: you got distracted kissing her first, didnt you
Shane: Maybe
Ilya: hot
Ilya: i miss you. send me sexy videos of you two
Shane: She’s coming to my practice tonight
Ilya: perfect, tell her to send me secret intel on montreal practices
Shane: We’re gonna play on the same team again next week
Ilya: it’s like you are not reading any of my messages
Shane: Sveta got me thinking about a lot of things. I’m a little scatterbrained
Ilya: oh, new word for me. i looked up the definition, i like it
Ilya: if you are scatterbrained after one drive home from the airport, how will you feel at the end of the week?
Shane: Guess you’ll find out when we meet you at the All-Star game
Ilya: looking forward to it 😘
Shane realizes he should’ve texted Ilya on the other app, but he’s gotten so attached to Ilya’s real name being in his phone. He forgets.
He deletes the message about the videos and the message with the kissy emoji.
Deleting texts has always felt weird but it’s been feeling worse and worse as they get closer to the article posting.
He shakes it off and moves into the kitchen to warm up some food for a quick dinner before they head to practice.
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Rose locks herself in her trailer.
The movie they’re shooting is an indie romance so there are a lot of long, immersive takes where she’s really been able to sink into her character and lose herself for a bit. Having physical chemistry with her co-star certainly helps. 
It’s so easy to let herself believe she’s in love with him when they call action.
Then they call cut and the feeling dissolves and part of her wants to hold onto it. But the moment she shakes off the character, the man in front of her is a stranger again.
It’s both good and bad timing to be going through a personal crisis during this kind of shoot. But she needs this break. The rest of the day is going to be spent on flashbacks to give the main leads some time off and she takes full advantage of it. She already told her co-star, Aaron, she was busy and couldn’t hook up with him tonight.
Normally, she would call Shane. Or at least text him. She checks the time and realizes he’s probably heading into practice right now.
She opens her phone and stares at her contact list.
She has an idea of who to reach out to but wonders if it’s weird.
The emotions are still tangled in her chest–the ease she feels about hooking up and sexual intimacy, the disconnect between on screen and off screen romance, the lack of commitment she’s pursued in relationships.
She lets out a long, slow breath and decides to be impulsive.
Rose: any chance you’re free for a phone call? ✨
Ilya: i’m on the road, not with shane
Rose: i know, i meant to text you! 
Ilya: you want to call me? rose landry, i’m in a committed relationship. you are too late for a booty call
Rose: wowwwww
Rose: you really think everyone wants you?
Ilya: yes. the same is true for you too? you can assume everyone wants you?
Rose: ha. yeah, fair enough
Ilya: you really want me to call?
Rose: only if youre free!
Ilya stares at the texts, trying to wrap his head around this. Even a year ago, Rose Landry in his DMs would’ve meant something different. Mostly because she was with Shane a year ago, or at least Ilya thought she was.
There was a time where he would’ve loved to have Rose Landry’s number, to brag about it. But now she’s Rose, Shane’s best friend. And she’s never texted him like this before.
They traded numbers, mostly so he could pester her for pictures and edits of Shane. But never like this.
He settles against the headboard and hits call before he can talk himself out of it. Marlow is going for a swim anyway.
“Should I call you Ilya? Or do I need to maintain the rivalry and call you Rozanov?” Rose has never answered a phone with a simple hello.
Ilya snorts softly. “You can call me Ilya. I guess I should stop calling you Rose Landry.”
She lets out a soft snort of her own. “Yeah, just Rose is fine, Ilya.”
Ilya expects her to keep talking so there’s a weird moment of silence on the call, neither of them knowing quite where to go after a greeting.
Ilya hesitates, “You just wanted to… talk? Or was there something…?”
Rose lets out a breath way too performatively. She can’t help the instinct to be on. She doesn’t know Ilya well enough yet to turn it off. “Yeah, there was something I wanted your perspective on. It’s… a little weird. I just can’t help thinking that you would understand what I mean.”
That’s intriguing to Ilya. “Me? More than Shane?”
Rose laughs with ire. “Way more than Shane, yeah.”
“Oh,” Ilya says with performative sarcasm. “So it’s about sex.”
“Hooking up,” Rose specifies. “Yeah.” Part of her relaxes as Ilya jokes with her. Maybe this was a good idea after all.
Ilya can’t help the amusement that trickles through him. “So Rose Landry wants to talk about hook ups and she calls Ilya Rozanov? Twitter would go crazy.”
“What Twitter doesn’t know, won’t shock them.”
Ilya realizes in this moment that all his affection for Rose has been borrowed from Shane. He hasn’t had any interactions with her one-on-one where he could really feel that he was forming his own opinion of her until right now. He decides immediately that even without Shane as a buffer, he likes her a lot. “So my perspective is what you want. You are hooking up with a man? Is he hot? Do I get to judge?”
Rose sucks in a surprised breath and nothing about it is performative. “Wait, really? Yes. Please judge. Hold on, I’m texting you pictures. I mean, he’s an actor, but I’m going to curate pictures for you to judge because we don’t need to be wasting time on you roasting his head shot.”
Ilya smiles, putting the call on speaker while the texts come in. This is something that comes easier to him than it does to Shane, letting himself just be loudly queer with the people who know. Ilya rolls around in it, thrives in it. But he’s had practice being obnoxious like this in ways that led people to believe he’s straight. It’s simple for him to just keep doing it now that some people know he also likes men.
The photos pop up in their texts and Ilya hums his approval. “Oh. He is hot. I mean, not my type. But yes, good eyebrows.”
“Right! And just so you know, I recognize that bait and I’m not taking it. I know if I ask you about your type you’ll just describe Shane for 10 minutes.”
The laugh that tears out of Ilya is completely genuine. “Freckles, dark hair, good ass–”
“ANYWAY!” They’re both laughing. “So yeah, I’m hooking up with Aaron while we’re working on this film together. But that’s not really what I wanted to ask about. It’s just…” She longs for a script. If she could just read the pre-written words and imbue emotions into them, this would be so much easier. “Can I just talk for a second and figure out what I’m trying to say?”
“Yes,” Ilya says, oddly polite. “Shane does this too sometimes. I’m used to it.”
Rose’s heart nearly implodes with that information but she tries not to let it distract her. In fact, it just adds to her confusion because she loves their love so much. So shouldn’t she want that?
She plops onto the bed in her trailer and puts her phone on her chest as she talks. “I think the biggest difference between our hookup habits is that I don’t get caught unless I want to get caught.”
Ilya’s tempted to say something but reminds himself she wanted to vent.
Rose continues, “Have we established if it’s okay for me to talk to you about… when I was with Shane?”
Ilya feels his lips curl into a smile. “Established,” he tastes the syllables of the word. He knows what it means but doesn’t hear it often. “Maybe not, but it’s okay. I will maybe feel a little possessive but I won’t say it out loud.”
Rose laughs softly. “Deal. I guess this is true for both of us, but he was kind of an outlier for me. Maybe because every time I tried to be flirty, he kept the conversation going. In retrospect, I can understand why.”
The words buzz in Ilya’s brain for a second. Outlier. Retrospect. He has to interrupt, “You are using a lot of weird words. I know most of them, but it’s a lot. I, um–” He swallows nervously, feeling more vulnerable about this than his queerness. “I don’t want to misunderstand.” Normally he doesn’t ask people to adjust what they’re saying, he can get the gist from context clues, but this feels important.
Rose blinks. Part of her forgot that English is Ilya’s second language. He’s always so suave. She’s never heard him ask for help during pressers or interviews and immediately realizes that this is Ilya with no cameras around. She has the sudden impulse to grip his shoulders and shout we’re the same. But she focuses on simplifying her language as she explains herself. 
“Oh. Sorry. Um. I just mean that… when I met Shane, we didn’t talk like I talked to the other guys I hooked up with. Shane actually talked to me. It wasn’t just a game of flirting. And, you know, he’s gay… Well, panromantic... Not into women for looks alone. So that’s probably why we always had such good conversations even though I was trying to…” She can’t make herself say out loud to Shane's boyfriend that she was trying to sleep with him. “I think he slowed me down. Being with him changed a lot for me, made me realize…” She sighs roughly.
Irritation enters her voice, finally cracking through her falsely calm demeanor. “Sorry, this is stupid. I don’t know what I’m saying. I’m just talking about how great it was dating your boyfriend like an idiot.”
“It’s okay,” Ilya says to her in a way he usually reserves for Shane or Svetlana. There’s something about the way she’s talking that resonates in his chest. With a sharp twinge of pain, he remembers talking to Shane and calling himself lazy. He remembers all the horrible things he’s said about himself that Shane has spent the last few years convincing him aren’t actually true. “It’s not stupid. We’re friends now. You dated Shane. I’m in love with him. Easy. No problem.” 
The words come out truer than he thought they were as he decided to say them. Maybe it’s the relationship anarchy he and Shane have been practicing with Svetlana, or maybe it’s just that Ilya feels a lot more secure about his relationship with Shane now. He trusts Shane. And he trusts Rose.
Rose laughs sadly. “Easy, sure.”
He tries to encourage her with humor, “You are not usually this sad off camera.”
It fractures something in her for Ilya to see that so clearly. But this is why she called him. Because she can tell they have this in common. The confidence they both wear as a mask. She finds her way to the question she’s been trying to figure out how to ask. “How did you know, with Shane, how did you know that… hook ups weren’t right anymore? What changed?”
It’s a big question and Ilya wishes Svetlana were here to help translate but he does his best in English. “I think maybe you dating him changed things for both of us.” He has to laugh it off. “It wasn’t fair, me being so upset that he was with you. I was with Svetlana, with other women. I saw him with one woman, the entire time we were hooking up, and I lost my mind with jealousy. I guess I didn’t date anyone so maybe that was why it was different.” He hesitates. “I haven’t told Shane this, but from the outside, from TV, you two were so perfect. And you love hockey. I thought you’d get married.”
Rose wheezes.
That reaction actually settles something deep in Ilya’s chest he didn’t think was there anymore. “It wasn’t so crazy from my perspective.” He emphasizes the word. “But you are not compatible, I’ve heard.”
Rose laughs. “He told me that’s what he told you. It’s cute, sums it up well. You’re saying I did you a favor then? Me dating him helped me figure out some stuff about what I wanted, and me dating him helped you realize you were a jealous, lovesick freak.”
“Yes, exactly,” Ilya agrees with a smirk.
“I still think it’s romantic,” Rose says without thinking, a knot growing tighter in her chest.
“You have an interesting idea of romance,” Ilya tries to joke again.
Rose wants to sink through the floor. She gets them back on topic, ignoring that word for now. “But the jealousy is what changed your mind?”
Ilya never really thought about it like this. He’s thought about the moment he and Shane decided to take things seriously, but it’s really not the same thing as the moment he realized hookups weren’t enough. “I just kept wishing they were him. Everyone I picked up, they didn’t kiss like him. Didn’t touch me like him. Didn’t smell like him.” He wrinkles his nose. “I don’t know, everyone else, they weren’t enough anymore. They weren’t him.”
Rose gets the answer she asked for and then realizes it’s not the answer she needed. She backs up further. “Do you think you would’ve ever stopped hooking up as much if you hadn’t met him?”
Ilya’s brain breaks for a second. “It’s an impossible question. I met him 10 years ago.”
“But you didn’t love him 10 years ago,” At least, that was Rose’s understanding of their story but maybe that wasn’t the case.
Ilya hums noncommittally. “It was a crush. It was something that wasn’t a hook up only, even though I tried to pretend it was.”
Rose has to take a second to process the words she’s hearing. “How much therapy did it take to get you to this moment?”
“None.”
Rose has thoughts and feelings about that but decides to leave it alone for now. “Okay, but when you were in hook up mode, and don’t act like you weren’t, I’ve seen the tabloids–”
“Landry,” Ilya flips the script on her, using her last name the way she used to use his. “It almost sounds like you had a crush.”
“Ilya Rozanov,” she immediately parries, “was a hot, bad boy, who was really good at hockey and kind of an asshole.”
Ilya laughs at her summary of him at that time. “I think I understand why you called me.”
Rose is thrown, not expecting that. “Oh?”
“Mm,” Ilya says gently. “You are flirting to avoid being too serious. And are trying to quit hook ups, maybe? It’s not too different from quitting cigarettes. But cigarettes you have patches and gum. With hook ups, I have so much phone sex with Shane.”
Rose laughs, but not as freely as she normally would after ‘you are flirting to avoid being too serious.’ She tries to follow his line of thought. “Maybe I am trying to quit hook ups. What’s your recommendation?”
“As the hook up doctor?” Ilya runs a hand through his hair, laughing. “Easy, play hockey against the love of your life for a decade and go to his cottage.”
Rose lets out a disappointed sigh. “Yeah, I’ll get right on that. Maybe a role will come up and I’ll play hockey on screen, ask Shane for advice.”
“Ask me,” Ilya says smugly. “Shane would give you real tips on how to play hockey. I’ll help you look good on camera.”
Rose has to give him that. “Yeah, you’re probably right.”
But she’s deflecting again. Ilya’s never thought of himself as good at this kind of thing, dating advice. But he’s just never really had the opportunity and now that it’s here in front of him he realizes he actually does have insights to share. “You keep focusing on sex though. It doesn’t sound like you have someone special or even that you want that. Just that you’re trying to stop hooking up?” He very carefully forces himself not to think about Svetlana. This is not the time to play wingman.
Rose rolls over and yells into her pillow. “You’re not supposed to be this perceptive, Ilya.”
“Too fucking bad,” Ilya says breezily. “We are a lot alike with this. You were right to call me.” He says that with more confidence than he feels.
Rose needs a second to steel herself to respond. Finally she says, “I don’t know. I don’t know what I’m looking for. I see you, Shane, and Svetlana and… it makes me so happy. I’m so insanely happy for you. And I keep thinking about how great it must be and that… I should want that.”
She doesn’t say it. She can’t.
Ilya says it for her. “But you don’t.”
She’s a coward, “I don’t know.”
Ilya feels like an idiot for getting this far into the conversation and only just now seeing the dots in front of him to connect. “You are like Shane, but backwards.”
Rose does not follow at all. “Backwards?”
“Like you said before. Shane is panromantic. He convinced himself he wanted to fuck women the same way you are trying to convince yourself to love men.”
Rose’s entire worldview shatters.
She wants to say no, wants to correct him somehow. But the longer the words tumble around in her mind the more true they feel.
She knows about the split attraction model. She talked to Shane about this. She just never thought to apply it to herself.
Sexual and romantic attraction are different things. Rose is into men, very much so. But if she thinks about romantic attraction as its own thing… 
The only time she’s ever gotten close to feeling it is on camera.
She tries to think about Shane, her feelings for him. She tries to think about why it was so easy to break up with him and stay friends. She never loved him. She wanted to, she thought she should, but she just didn’t. Which is why it was so funny when Ilya said he thought they were going to get married.
God, married? Her and Shane?
Her and… anyone? Does she really see herself ever getting married?
She sees herself following the social scripts–dating, engagement, marriage, family. Reading lines, blocking scenes. But if she really thinks about it, she can’t imagine wanting it. She wants to wear a gorgeous gown at a party, but she gets to do stuff like that on set all the time.
And then she thinks about the fact that Ilya specifically said men.
He was mirroring Shane’s experience, so she gets it. But there might be more to that than he realizes. Rose had always assumed she wasn’t into women because she had no interest in dating them, but women are hot! She’s always known women are hot. But she has no interest in dating them. And the split attraction model exists. And women are hot.
The only reason she didn’t have this same problem with men is that she thought she was supposed to feel this way for men and has spent her whole life playing this role, not realizing that other people actually naturally feel this feeling that she has to scrape and mold from bits of other feelings into the closest approximation. It’s like realizing she was color blind this whole time and only just now realized people are describing something she can’t see, can’t feel.
Ilya has pointed at the place where romantic attraction should be in her chest and labeled it green when this whole time she thought it was red.
The world would want her to grieve the fact that it’s not red, but all she can feel is endless relief at finally realizing it’s green. It gets to be green. She doesn’t have to keep pretending that it’s red.
But what does it mean if she’s not romantically attracted to men but still likes having sex with them? What does it mean if she can finally recognize she feels the exact same way about women? She’s always considered herself as appreciative of all types of people, regardless of gender.
But she didn’t want to date them.
The phone line has been silent for way too long.
Rose hesitantly says, “Am I pansexual?”
Ilya wheezes at that being the phrase that breaks the silence. “You can’t even care about romance long enough to focus on that side of the split attraction model. You had to focus on the sex.”
Rose blushes, but realizes he’s totally right. “Yeah, I guess I might also be aromantic.”
“Yeah,” Ilya says gently. “Maybe.”
“Well, fuck, Rozanov. I think you’ve given me a quarter life crisis to spiral about.” But there’s an unbelievable amount of relief and joy in Rose’s chest. She wants to drown in it. No, she wants to float on it.
Ilya makes a mental note to ask someone what a quarter life crisis is.
Cliff walks back into the room and heads for the shower. He loudly says, “IS THAT HOLLANDER?”
Ilya tsks at him, intensely protective of this private, important moment. “No, it’s Rose Landry. Fuck off, Marly.” 
Cliff immediately blushes. “Oh, tell her hi. I’m gonna…” He gestures at the bathroom and then runs into it.
Ilya stares at the closed bathroom door. “Hm, I think Marly has a crush on you too.”
“Doesn’t everyone?” Rose jokes.
Ilya doesn’t really know how to end this conversation but if Rose really is anything like him, she needs to stare at the ceiling for a while and think about all of this. “You should probably talk to Shane after practice now that you know your question is not about hook ups.”
Rose snorts. “Yeah, probably.”
Ilya hums, “He told you Svetlana is with him? So maybe you can’t call tonight, they might be having sex.”
“Sure,” Rose says sarcastically.
“It’s not impossible!” Ilya insists.
Rose wishes she could glare at him. “You don’t know about Shane in bed with a woman one-on-one like I do.”
Ilya shoots back, “You don’t know Shane in love with a woman like I do.”
“Hm, touche. Are we taking bets? 50 bucks they don’t hook up the entire time she’s in Montreal with him this week.”
Ilya almost feels bad for her. “They absolutely will. I would bet $100 but I don’t think actors make as much money as hockey players and I will feel bad taking your money.”
“Oh my god, fuck off, Rozanov. Take my bet, then.”
“Taken, yes. I will win.”
“No coercion!” Rose adds, “We’re not allowed to talk them into it or out of it.”
Ilya frowns. “I will try to be fair if relationship calls happen but that’s the most I can promise.”
“I accept those terms.”
Ilya’s pleased with this new dynamic they’ve found. “You now have to send me pictures of all your hook ups so I can help you decide how much to regret them.”
“You too,” Rose jokes.
Ilya opens up his phone gallery and immediately starts sending her pictures he’s taken of Shane’s nose. “You will regret telling me that.”
Rose’s phone starts buzzing as the texts come in. “I already do.”
“I have to talk to Marly,” Ilya lies. He can tell she’s politely trying to keep up the conversation. “We’ll talk later.”
“Oh! Yeah, later. Um, thanks, Ilya. Really.”
“It’s nothing,” he insists. “Just, um, glad I could help.” And he means that in a way that he doesn’t think he could put into words. How it feels to have real friendships, people who support him and who he also gets to support.
“Good night.”
He’s so conditioned saying it to Shane and Svetlana that he says it in Russian, “Good night, rose.” He translates her name into the Russian word for a rose.
They hang up.
Rose: so if i start texting you couple pictures from when i was with shane that i never posted, would that be exciting for you to get rare shane pics or would that piss you off
Ilya: one way to find out
Rose: this is the beginning of a beautiful friendship
Rose: [photo attached]
Ilya: its like you are not even there, he is too beautiful
Rose: i dont know what i expected
Ilya: 😘
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Svetlana ties her curls back into a messy bun and goes back and forth about tying a silk scarf around it. She’s well aware how recognizable she is by the silhouette and color of her hair.
Ultimately she decides the scarf is too much and leaves it off.
She knows Shane would be okay with her being spotted here, but it’s not worth the risk of the players seeing her.
It’s funny, she thought she would be the risk taker in this corner of their relationship, but now that he’s had a taste of it Shane is hungry for public affection and it’s impairing his judgement. So she protects him and blends into the crowd of onlookers attending the open Montreal practice.
Logically, she knows the team already saw them making out but Shane did at least establish that he’s not two-timing Lily by admitting to what his team must assume has just been threesomes.
It’s baffling to her that the team could believe that Shane has not one, but two women that he’s only seeing for sex. But she tries to remind herself that despite how much time his teammates spend with him, they don’t know him like she does.
She finds a spot in the arena and settles in. It’s so different from watching a game. During a game, the team dynamic is so pressing. At practice, she can just enjoy the ease with which he moves across the ice. The power, precision, focus, and passion that he exudes with every flick of his wrist.
He loves this.
No matter how hard it gets, how much pushback he gets, Shane Hollander was made for this. No, he shaped himself for this. And he belongs here.
It’s easy to see why Ilya fell for him the way he did. It’s easy to see why hockey and sex was enough to fall in love with this man before they started to really talk and get to know each other.
Shane’s soul is right here on the ice and Svetlana could watch him out there for days on end.
She watches his line practice a play, adjusting the puck around the defensemen one too many times. They lose their spacing and the pass gets intercepted.
Frowning to herself, she takes her phone out of her pocket and opens her notes app.
 
While they drive back to Shane’s after the practice, Svetlana immediately starts reading her notes to him.
Shane argues back, even though he literally asked for this feedback, insisting that the things she noted down were all intentional and she insists right back at him that that’s why they’re in her notes–she’s pointing out his bad judgement calls.
Even when they get back to the house, Svetlana spends the next thirty minutes showing him photo and video evidence of the things she wrote down.
Finally, Shane starts making his own notes. With a worry line between his brows, he adds a couple things to his future training plans.
 
It’s nearly 11 p.m. when Svetlana insists they have some alone time after a long day, a travel day for Svetlana. They shuffle off to separate rooms and finally check their notifications.
Rose had texted Shane.
Rose: your boyfriend gives very good advice
Shane: …
Shane: Okay, I know I’m polyamorous but as far as I know I only have one boyfriend 
Rose: oh my god you’re such a little shit
Rose: i’m talking about ilya!!! we talked on the phone while you were at practice!
Shane: What did you ask Ilya for advice about???
Shane: Wait, you talked to Ilya? On the phone? You and Ilya. You talked.
Rose sends him a 7 minute and 38 second long voice note explaining as much of it as she can remember.
When Shane gets the voice note, he settles himself in bed and hits play before closing his eyes to listen.
He feels a thousand different emotions that he has to slow down and parse out one by one.
Rose is aromantic – He’ll have to figure out how to support her, what she needs from him. He thinks about microaggressions and wonders what kind of things could become issues for aromantic people to hear.
Rose is aromantic – What does that mean for him and how he felt about their relationship while they were together?
Ilya and Rose talked – There was a time when the idea of them interacting at all felt like matter and antimatter, oil and water. But it sounds like they get along? He shouldn’t be surprised, but he is.
Rose is pansexual – Oh. Rose is queer. Shane had some time to ponder this possibility with Svetlana’s interest in her, but it’s still a little surprising to hear, mostly because she was so insistent she was straight and Shane trusted her. But he knows first hand what it’s like to assume you know something about yourself only to have it proven drastically wrong. So he gets it. He really gets it.
Rose is pansexual – Rose is queer. Rose is queer like him. Warmth and affection bloom in his chest. Of course, she is. Of course they can see each other in this way as well.
Ilya and Rose talked – Two of the most important people in his life get along. Suddenly he understands why Ilya was so feral about him getting along with Svetlana at the beginning of all of this. Why Ilya kept feeling the need to disclose how crazy it was making him.
The sudden image of Rose and Ilya kissing flashes through Shane’s mind and he feels a lot of feelings but can’t name a single one of them.
What the fuck?
His brain fights itself by supplying the image of Rose and Svetlana kissing.
His heart thuds in his chest.
He doesn't know what to do with his wandering thoughts except reassure himself that he wants his friends and partners to be happy. It’s just that his friends and partners tend to be made happy by physical, sensual, non-monagamous, platonic kissing.
As he begins to calm back down, he thinks about kissing Rose himself. What would it mean with who they are to each other now if they were to kiss again? He thinks about that day at the restaurant, when they talked, when they broke up. How she took his face into her hands and kissed him goodbye. That kiss wasn’t romantic for either of them.
God, he needs to talk to Svetlana and Ilya. But he should probably also respond to Rose.
Shane: I’m so fucking proud of you. And as weird as it is to think about initially, I get why you went to Ilya for that conversation. I’m glad you two could find common ground about these things.
Rose: would you hate me if i made a group chat? 🥺
Shane: You have to swear you won’t spam
Rose: you KNOW i can’t make that promise and besides ilya would totally spam more than me
Shane: Wait, who is in this group chat? Me you and Ilya?
Rose: and svetlana……. 🙈
Shane stares at the message.
The first thing he feels is fond affection for his best friend quietly admitting to some form of crush. Then a flare of jealousy because that’s his girlfriend. Then excitement because he knows his girlfriend has a crush on Rose. And all those feelings coexist. Well, the jealousy fades pretty quickly.
Shane: Is this the part where I pretend you’re not hitting on my girlfriend?
Rose: I DIDN’T SAY ANYTHING
Shane: Actually, do I need to check if you also hit on my boyfriend?
Rose: the flirting was for the bit and it was mutual
Shane: Just make the group chat and let’s get this over with /s
Shane’s pleased with himself for using the tone tag. As much as he will occasionally struggle to interpret tone via text, he thinks he’s much more likely to have his tone misunderstood so learning about tone tags has been immensely helpful.
 
Rose: [renamed the group chat ‘straight friend group for publicity reasons’]
Rose: you ever wanna collect all your friends into a group chat like pretty flowers into a bouquet?💐
Ilya: gay
Svetlana: ilya you can’t use it like that
Shane: No, he can
Svetlana: ???????????? what the fuck is wrong with you two
Rose: oh my GOD i realized i’m gay today and this is the boys’ way of showing support i guess. happy aromantic pansexual awakening day to me!
Svetlana: oh my god you’re shane’s exact opposite
Ilya: THAT’S WHAT I SAID
Shane: I’m not asexual though!
Svetlana: ace spectrum, babe. we can all agree from first hand experience that you’re allo for men but there’s something a little spicy in there that allows you to figure stuff out with women too
Ilya: oh so this is just a group chat of people who have fucked shane
Shane: Last I checked we were celebrating an aromantic pansexual awakening and not talking about me
Svetlana: this group chat was a terrible idea. how did you talk shane into this??
Rose: i told him i flirted with his boyfriend as a bit
Ilya: it was a good bit
Svetlana: i need so much more information
Shane: I need less
Ilya: sveta have you and shane had sex yet
Svetlana: how does that answer any of my questions
Ilya: it doesnt, answer mine
Svetlana: no
Ilya: is that an answer to my question or are you not answering
Svetlana: no
Ilya: you can’t bully me with the language gap and complicated grammar
Svetlana: oh my god youre bilingual stop being a cry baby literally all i said was no
Rose: are they always like this
Shane: Yeah
Shane: Game day tomorrow, get some sleep Ilya
Ilya: no 💕
Shane: Fine by me, I love to see Boston lose
Ilya: 😠🛌🏼
Rose: is ilya only friends with people who bully him
Shane: Yes
Svetlana: yes
Ilya: yes
Shane: Good night
Svetlana:  oh my god ilyushka look at our baby boy typing in cyrillic
Ilya: how do you know it’s not copy and paste
Svetlana: because it’s shenya. good night
Ilya: true. good night, my blushing tomato
Rose: aaaaand I’m downloading russian in my translator app now
Rose: did you call him a tomato???? good night!
 
There’s a soft knock on Shane’s door and he plugs in his phone, putting it down on his nightstand as he says, “Come in.”
Svetlana peeks into the door with a shy smile. “Hey.”
“Hey,” Shane says, immediately besotted. He loves her like this, with her sleep clothes on, makeup free, hair secured in her bonnet. There’s something about knowing she’s comfortable that settles something within him.
Svetlana lets herself into the room. “How are you feeling about cuddling tonight?”
Shane’s wearing boxer briefs and a t-shirt and happily pats the bed beside him. “I think you can safely assume that’s always something I want.”
Lips curling into a lopsided grin, Svetlana practically bounces across the room and into bed. She immediately wraps her arms around Shane, craving the warmth of him.
Shane cradles her into his arms. He has the thought that this should feel odd, but it doesn’t. Their early dynamics with physical affection revolved mostly around Ilya and subspace. He’s grown accustomed to Svetlana being dominant.
This is new. She lets herself be held, be small.
This isn’t something Shane feels with Ilya, the contrast in their physiques. He’d gotten so accustomed to being on even ground with Ilya that holding a much smaller body gives him something like culture shock.
Not that he’s never held her before, but everything feels different one-on-one.
She nuzzles into his neck and he rubs circles into the small of her back.
It’s only when they’ve fallen into a bit of a rhythm with each other for nearly ten minutes that Shane realizes they’ve both completely lost the ability to find their words, just holding each other and breathing together.
He puts his hand on her face for a second, cueing her to look at him. Then he scoots away to turn the lamp off before lying down and pulling her against him again.
They immediately fall back into the same breathing pattern.
Svetlana tangles their legs together and much easier than usual, they both fall asleep.

★ ★ ★
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Day two in Montreal for Svetlana involves a lot less Shane than she would have liked but he warned her about his schedule today so she distracts herself with work for the foundation and calls with Yuna.
She knows she’ll see him at his game later, but she has a realization that she needs to talk to him about before then. She shoots him a text to call her while he’s driving to the arena for warm ups.
She’s so focused on what she’s doing that it comes as a bit of a surprise when her phone rings and she realizes how much time has gone by already.
“How were your shoots?” Svetlana asks.
“Uh, typical. I don’t know. I didn’t have to take my shirt off for once.” Shane answers dryly.
“Boo,” Svetlana tsks. “I like the ads with your shirt off.”
Shane laughs softly. “You can ask me to take my shirt off whenever you want.”
Svetlana smirks. “I’ll remember that offer.”
“What did you want to ask about?”
“Oh,” Svetlana shakes off the mental image of Shane peeling his shirt off on command for her. “The WAGs. If I use your comp tickets and sit with them again, do we think their husbands told them about you, me, and Lily?”
Shane curses. “I didn’t even think about that. Fuck, do you think they did?”
Svetlana’s not sure so she just says, “I think we have to assume they did. If they didn’t, no problem. But if they did, what are you comfortable with me saying to them?”
Shane turns it back on her. “What are you comfortable saying?”
Svetlana rolls her eyes. “It’s really not about me, Shane. Actually, we should ask Ilya too.”
“It’s about you,” Shane insists, voice getting a little heated. “I know you're trying to be responsible and help protect the, like, narrative or whatever of me and Ilya’s relationship once we decide to go public about being together, but I’m more concerned about you than a narrative.”
Svetlana does her best to absorb Shane’s words, but it’s been hard to internalize. Especially now that she’s working on the foundation’s Summer camp starting in a few months. She’s been spending most of her time thinking about Shane and Ilya’s public image, how impactful it will be for them to be a united front. And she’s been cutting herself out of that image.
She wants to be able to make her own decision here, but she can’t. She needs it to be their decision first before she adds her own perspective to it. “Can you talk to Ilya about it and let me know what you two think?”
Shane starts to push back again, “The three of us should–”
“I know, Shane.” She sighs roughly. “You’re right. This should be something the three of us decide, but I just need you two to talk about it without me first. I can’t sit here and pretend that you two haven’t been together for ten years and that I–”
“Technically only 6 months.” Shane interjects.
“Ten years,” Svetlana says again, smiling just a little, “and that I somehow have the same decision making power for this.”
Shane really doesn’t like that. It makes his stomach feel a little sour. “You know, I read up on polyamory and what you’re describing sounds a lot like hierarchical polyamory and I need you to know that’s not what this is and if that’s what you want it to be, then we need to have a much bigger conversation because I don’t think I could cope with that.”
Shane is so sweet and devoted that it makes Svetlana’s chest ache with how much she loves him. “Of course you read up on it. No, I’m not implying hierarchical polyamory.” She has a moment where she thinks about kitchen table polyamory, the idea of them all choosing to be family to each other. It’s a little overwhelming to consider right now. “Fuck, you’re cute when you talk about relationship psychology. Um, I’m not letting that distract me. It would just make me feel better if you check in with him on this first. Then we can talk again, or the three of us can talk. This is just all really new. I want you two to talk about it and get on the same page. Does that make sense?”
Shane hums. “Kind of. Not really. He’s in central time so he’s an hour behind my schedule and should have time to talk before our games. We’ll do it this way for now since we’re short on time, but for the record I would prefer this to be a three-way talk.”
Svetlana snorts. “Your opinion has been logged on the public record.”
Shane laughs softly. “Sorry if I got too tense.”
“No, you’re just trying to protect me from myself because you’re the kindest, most stubborn person in the world. But go talk to Ilya. You’ll probably both agree I’m being silly about this.”
“He’ll definitely agree with me,” Shane confirms. “I’ll call him and I’m calling you back right after. Or it might have to be a group chat depending on time.”
“I love you,” Svetlana says it with more intention than she has in a while.
Shane matches it. “I love you too. Talk to you later.”
“Later.” Svetlana hangs up.
 
Shane calls Ilya.
“Are you wishing me bad luck before the game?” Ilya answers curiously.
“My girlfriend is being stubborn,” Shane says with frustration.
Ilya whistles softly. “Wow, calling her your girlfriend. You’re really upset with her then? Or would you call her my girlfriend-in-law if you were really mad?”
Shane just starts explaining the situation. “She wants me and you to decide what she should say to the Montreal WAGs at the game tonight. I told her she should be part of that decision and she’s insisting that you and I should talk without her first.”
“Okay,” Ilya does his best to process that. “Why is she saying things to the WAGs?”
“Oh,” Shane slows down. “Um, after I kissed her in front of the team. The guys probably told their partners. Maybe even that I’m with both of you, if any of them actually understood that. And the WAGs know Svetlana knows Lily. So they’ll probably be weird if she sits with them tonight. We weren’t sure what would be okay for her to say to them.”
Ilya’s still confused. “Why would she need to say anything? It’s none of their business.”
It’s an incredible point. Shane parks in the lot and stays in his car for a bit. “I guess she doesn’t, but what if they ask?”
“You have never heard of the phrase: no comment?” Ilya says plainly.
“Oh, come on, Ilya. You know people can interpret that a thousand ways based on the question. She’s worried about it and she’s, I don’t know, hiding herself in a way I don’t like. I know this is complicated and the plan is for you and I to come out as a couple eventually, but what does that mean for her? Does she have to keep hiding in the background? I just really don’t like… She’s making herself so small and it…” He can’t finish his sentences, getting too worked up about it.
Ilya starts to recognize why Shane and Svetlana are butting heads about this. He tries to keep his tone gentle. “You are upset because she is starting to do all the things you have been trying to stop doing.”
Shane doesn’t follow. “What do you mean?”
“You are being more open, more bold. Taking chances. And you are watching bold, open Sveta start to hide herself. She is, eh, putting herself in a closet for us as we are coming out of it.”
Shane sags in relief as Ilya helps him to understand his own reaction. “Yeah. Yeah, that’s exactly it.”
Ilya sighs softly. “I don’t know, Shane. There are lots of options. Are you ready to be openly polyamorous? Is she? Do you want to tell the WAGs? Even if they think I am still Lily, whatever. Do you trust them with that? Because if you think we can’t trust them, then this is a whole different thing. Maybe it’s easiest for now while we are still figuring this out if she tells them it’s just sex. You, her, and Lily are just hooking up.”
Shane’s quiet and Ilya can’t help adding on more. “I am okay with all of it. I don’t know if that helps, but to them I’m Lily so it doesn’t really matter.”
“But long term, they’ll find out that you’re–”
“Yes, I don’t care about long term either. Okay, so the Metros WAGs know I fucked two beautiful people at the same time. How terrible for me.”
Shane laughs, letting Ilya lighten the mood. “Okay.” He takes a breath. “I think you’re right. About saying it’s just sex for now. To keep it honest enough but not so specific we can’t adjust what we want to say about it later. I should just call Jackie and have her help Sveta with all of this. She’ll probably be there tonight.”
That makes a lightbulb go off for Ilya, “Can Sveta call Jackie?”
Shane laughs. “That’s actually a great idea. I’m about to be late for warmups anyway.”
Ilya pulls his phone away from his ear to look at the time. “You have 20 minutes before warmups.”
“We don’t need to also argue about how early I get to games.”
Ilya sighs. “So disappointing that I’m in love with a huge, fucking nerd.”
Shane nearly melts through his seat. “What are you doing?”
“Watching some stupid reality show. Marly always leaves them on. Connors has better taste in hotel TV.”
Shane gets out of his car, smiling. “And you can’t change the channel?”
“What kind of captain would I be if I don’t let my players choose the TV channel in the hotel room?”
Shane’s heart thuds in his chest. “You’re so much nicer than you want anyone to acknowledge.”
“I’ve never been nice in my life.”
“Sure, Ilya. What do you think, should I keep you on the phone while they take my game day photo walking into the rink? Let them speculate about who I’m talking to? Maybe I’ll even let my phone slip and let them see the contact name.”
Ilya rolls his eyes. “You are more dangerous for our PR than me lately, Shane. I’ll hang up on you.”
“Didn’t you just call me a huge, fucking nerd? Now I’m dangerous and you’re the nerd threatening to hang up on me?”
“Bye, Shane. Call me when Montreal loses so I can comfort you.”
“We’re not gonna lo–”
Ilya hangs up on him right as Shane gets to the sidewalk where he can spot the photographer set up to snap a candid.
With a shake of his head, he pockets his phone and heads into the rink.
 
Shane: Ilya thinks it’s probably smartest to say it’s just a hookup, just sex, so we have more flexibility to adjust it if we want to change it later. I think that makes sense since we’re short on time right now. But I also think you should talk to Jackie, Hayden’s wife. I told her the whole story. She and Hayden know everything so she can help you tonight if you need it.
Shane: [Contact Attached: Jackie Pike]
Shane: Ilya also said we don’t have to say anything. Which… I mean. You know why that wouldn’t work.
Svetlana: somehow i completely forgot that we could just ask hayden and jackie for help. ilyusha’s not wrong tho, we could just say nothing. i guess i’ll see what happens and go from there
Shane: I have to get some things in order but I’ll try to check my phone when I can. Are you okay? I can make an excuse if you need to talk more
Svetlana: no do what you need to, shane. this is perfect and exactly what i needed. i’ll reach out to jackie! love you, remember my feedback from yesterday 😇
Shane: Love you too. In honor of the feedback I dedicate my first goal to you in advance
Svetlana: god youre cocky. your FIRST goal? don’t let ilya influence you like this
Shane: I was like this before Ilya. I just had more media training
Svetlana: yuna’s power

 ★ ★ ★ 






  
    Chapter End Notes

    1 it's GAME DAY. go watch the walter cup finals tonight and help me cheer for the montreal victoire to beat ottawa!!!! think of mpp and laura stacey. think of the wives with a walter cup!!! it's literally free on the PWHL youtube channel~
2 it's pwhl playoff season so i'm gonna apologize in advance for next chapter. i got FIXATED on writing the events of shane's game but know that to make up for the amount of hockey, i made sure to let the chapter go LONG so that you could have some post game shane and svetlana.... whatever could that imply
3 i have to admit i keep working on chapter 61 while sleep deprived and every time i reread it i find more chaos to change so it's taking a bit longer than usual to make sure it actually flows ahahahaha


  


      

  












      Chapter 61: Whatever You Want
  



    Chapter Notes

      youre obligated to comment if you spot the letterkenny reference!

okay deeeep breath in before this one. im only kind of sorry for the sheer amount of hockey in this chapter ahaha


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






   ★ ★ ★ 

Svetlana hesitates before sending the text. She’s met Jackie, but it’ll always kind of freak her out to provide a line of access to her for a WAG, especially a white, straight WAG. But Jackie’s chill. And from what Shane’s said, an ally. In regards to both Shane being queer and being Asian.
Worst case scenario, blocking exists. She already knows it won’t come to that, but it comforts her to have that option.
She tries not to think about when she’d pestered Ilya into introducing her to the Boston WAGs and that one heinous racist woman who should have been the one bullied out of the group but instead the other WAGs all chose silence and Svetlana never talked to them again.
She wants to believe not every team is the same way. It wouldn’t be terrible if Jackie was the only chill Montreal WAG. But maybe there’s a chance the whole group is chill… She won’t get her hopes up about it.
She reminds herself how much time Shane has spent with this woman and her husband. She tries to trust his judgement.
Svetlana: Hey! This is Svetlana Vetrova, Shane gave me your number. We met at a Montreal game and well I’m told we talked on video on Christmas Eve but I have to admit I don’t remember a lot of that call. Are you going to the game tonight?
She stares at her phone and doesn’t see the message get marked as read. She has to remind herself this woman is a mother of 4.
She starts to put her phone away instead of just pointlessly waiting for a response when she sees the read receipt toggle on.
Jackie: Oh my god hi! We should’ve traded numbers sooner. I know things are complicated but I at least know you’re a Montreal WAG! Lol
Svetlana feels herself blush. She’s joked about being a WAG to Shane and Ilya but something feels really different about Jackie Pike knowing that she’s Shane’s girlfriend.
Svetlana: I’m sure you’re busy but is there any chance you have time for a call before the game tonight? I could use some advice for, well, to be honest, I’m not sure how to handle the other WAGs. Did the guys tell them about me and Shane?
Jackie: Oh… yeah, let’s call. Give me a second to get the TV on for the kids.
Nerves roil in Svetlana’s stomach. That doesn’t feel like a great sign but she tries not to panic.
True to her word, it only takes a second for Svetlana’s phone to start ringing.
“Hey, Jackie.” Svetlana keeps her tone polite and pitched a little higher than normal.
Jackie laughs softly, picking up on her nerves. “Oh, it’s not that bad.”
Svetlana tries to relax. “I guess I’m expecting the worst.”
Jackie hums, “Alright, I’ll just start with the whole download so you don’t have to worry. Yes, the WAGs have been gossiping about what Shane said on the bus home from Boston. But the girls always eat up any new info about Lily. She’s like our cryptid. Our captain’s supposedly steady girlfriend that he won’t tell us anything about or introduce us to. We’ve tried to get her added to the group chat but Hayden refuses to steal Shane’s phone to get her number. Which, you know, now that I know what I know, that would’ve been a disaster.”
Svetlana can’t help laughing. “Ilya would’ve loved it.”
Jackie’s voice warms, “Really? Hayden is trying to be supportive about this whole thing but Rozanov has really gotten under his skin after all these years. He told me about hanging out with you all at the bar and that Roz– Ilya,” she corrects herself, “was actually really sweet with Shane. I’ve never met the guy so I hated him on Hayden’s behalf but if my captain is in love with him then that changes some things.”
This whole info dump is not what Svetlana was braced for at all and she lets herself relax. “You trust your captain’s judgement more than your husband’s?” She’s comfortable enough to let her tone go a little sly.
“You’ve met my husband.” Jackie snorts. “He’s a good man and I love him deeply but he’s not always the best judge of character. I don’t know how he convinced Shane to be friends with him but Shane’s the best thing that’s happened to him in the hockey world.”
That lands in Svetlana with some strange combination of relief, pain, and pride. She’s been around hockey all her life and she’s no stranger to how ugly the culture can get. She’s trying to imagine what Shane and Hayden’s friendship looked like in their early days with Montreal. She can sort of imagine an overly eager Hayden wearing down the introverted prodigy. 
“I think Hayden was a friend to Shane at a time when he really needed one.” Svetlana says softly.
“The same is true for Hayden.” Jackie agrees, then lets out a relieved sigh. “It’s really nice to speak plainly with you about this. I’ve had to lie to the girls about Shane and it’s a relief to be able to ask you directly about it. It’s sort of funny that you’re asking me for advice on what to say to the WAGs about it because I’m not too sure either.”
Svetlana has to assume Shane hasn’t told her the full publicity plan so she lays out their long term plan–the TIME article that’s dropping soon, their intention to have their friend group be more public, and eventually Shane and Ilya coming out as a couple. “Shane’s been really stressed about honesty. You can imagine why. And on top of all of that, he’s worried about how to handle everything right now so it doesn’t look bad when they tell the world how long he and Ilya have been together. If they say they’ve been together since 2017 and there are photos of me and Shane kissing in 2018, how do we handle that? It’s not something we should have to worry about but… it’s Shane. He gets fixated on stuff like this. And he’s not wrong.” She doesn’t mention that Shane’s been uncharacteristically blasé lately.
“Let’s not worry about the whole big picture tonight,” Jackie says calmly and Svetlana can feel the mom-voice infused in it. “All we need to worry about is how to handle the girls in the stands. They definitely know about Shane not just kissing you, but, and tell me if this is even what really happened, pushing you up against a wall and shoving his tongue down your throat.”
Svetlana blushes. “Yeah, that happened.”
Jackie lets out a soft, “oh,” followed by a disbelieving laugh. “Wow, didn’t know he had it in him. Wow. Okay.” She trails off.
Svetlana laughs. “You see why he’s nervous about his private life getting out? It shocks people.”
“Well, yeah. He’s always been so quiet and now the WAGs think he has two girlfriends who know about each other and all sleep together sometimes.”
Svetlana shrugs. “Shane, Ilya, and I talked about being okay with me saying that that’s real but that it’s just sex and I’m not dating Shane.”
“So you three…” Jackie says as if in a trance and then shakes it off. “Sorry, never mind. Um, yeah. If that’s what you all agreed on, I’m happy to back you up.”
The more Svetlana talks to Jackie, the more she trusts her. She’s not asking any of the cringe questions. She stops herself from prying. She’s willing to push back if any of the WAGs say something they shouldn’t.
When Shane said Jackie and Hayden would be able to help them, he really meant that.
Svetlana lets herself be chaotic. “If you don’t think it would be too hard to keep secret, you can ask.”
Jackie feigns confusion. “Ask about what?”
After a moment to increase the dramatic tension, Svetlana says as casually as possible, “My sex life with Shane Hollander.”
Jackie is quiet too long. “I shouldn’t know about that.”
Svetlana tsks, “Are you supposed to know about any of the players’ sex lives? The other WAGs get to spill secrets, am I not allowed to?”
Jackie fires back, “But you’re also kind of a Boston WAG.”
Svetlana gags performatively. “Don’t associate me with them, please. They’re awful.”
Jackie lights up. “I knew they had bad vibes. I could just tell from how tacky their WAG jackets are.”
Svetlana wheezes, “You have no idea, Jackie. The vibes are rancid.”
The sound Jackie makes is close to a growl. “There was a brief period where my cousin was dating one of the Metros and was in the WAGs chat. She spent the whole time setting them straight. But Tanis broke up with him because he said she spends too much time on the rez. And then he got traded to Seattle!”
Svetlana’s life flashes before her eyes. “You’re native?”
Jackie hums, “Extremely white passing, I know. I wasn’t really raised in touch with my culture but Tanis always invites us over for cookouts. We can’t make the drive into Ontario very often but when we go it’s… it’s really nice. And the food is so fucking good. Don’t tell Hayden I cursed.”
A deep affection bubbles up in Svetlana’s chest. “Jackie, we are going to be very good friends.”
Jackie laughs, loud and free. “Good, because we’re about to go to war against the other WAGs tonight. They’re gonna be all over you as soon as the first intermission hits.”
“Bring it on.” Svetlana smirks. Maybe moving to Canada has more perks for her than just being close to Shane and Ilya.

 ★ ★ ★ 

Svetlana: jackie is going to be my best friend and youre going to regret this
Shane doesn’t respond to the text but she didn’t expect him to.
She took a rideshare to the game and will likely sneak into Shane’s car later on the way home. 
Every time she uses her comp tickets for a Montreal game, she thinks about the first time Shane offered them to her. When they were fast friends and stayed up all night talking about the game. When Ilya called upset that they’d been talking too long and didn’t call him.
Maybe part of her had already started falling for Shane that night, but she remembers her fondness being completely platonic. It was Shane Hollander so she was a little starstruck, and they truly got along so well so fast. She felt him find a home in her heart that night.
Now she’ll be sitting with the WAGs as one of them, even if the others have a complicated misunderstanding of that.
She’s tied her hair back again but this time it’s because she’d ordered herself a satin lined Metros baseball hat to wear to the game, her hair a cute poof of curls in the back.
She and Ilya had been joking about her going to Shane’s games this week and he told her she wasn’t allowed to wear his jersey “like Rose Landry does” and she’d rolled her eyes but decided on a cap instead. Ilya wouldn’t have actually minded if she wore the jersey but they should be attempting subtly even if they’ve all been really bad at it.
She makes her way into the arena and finds the entrance to the reserved seats but waits by the stairs.
Jackie emerges out of the crowd, smiling at her. “I got a last minute babysitter so we can focus.”
Svetlana snorts and pulls Jackie into a hug. “You didn’t have to do that.”
“Trust me, it’s more for me than for you.” Jackie winks, then eyes Svetlana’s hat. “Oh my god, that’s so cute.”
Svetlana turns around, happily modeling it. “There’s a girl on Etsy who makes them special so the cut out in the back is bigger for curls!”
“Adorable,” Jackie nods into the section. “Okay, you’re sitting with me. Not by yourself and an empty second seat like last time.” She starts dishing on team updates as they get to their seats. “Greg’s out with a shoulder injury, so they’re playing Hayden up onto Shane’s line tonight. Which is where he should’ve been with his stats this season anyway.”
“Totally agree,” Svetlana says. “And, um,” she glances around them at the sea of Metros fans. “Lily thinks the same thing but she’d never say that to his face.”
They settle into their seats and Jackie looks at her with wonder. “Really?”
Svetlana shrugs. “Hayden’s going to the All-Star game this year. Sort of speaks for itself, doesn’t it? Are you going too?”
Jackie nods excitedly. “I would regret it if we missed it so all the kids are going to be sick next week.” She winks. “Will you be there?”
Svetlana suddenly remembers Shane asking her to stay in Ilya’s room. That was before impulsively kissing her in front of his entire team. Does it make more sense for her to stay with Shane? There’s no way she can get her own room at this point. It’s definitely all booked and even if it wasn’t, they usually block it out for MLH only to allow them some privacy.
Then she thinks about who the hockey world thinks she is–Ilya Rozanov’s ex-girlfriend who left him for Shane Hollander. If that was true, she would be spending the entire week tormenting both of them about it. She would be throwing her arms around both of them in the bar, flirting freely. 
She wonders if any rumors would start about the three of them. How would Shane feel about that? 
She thinks she knows how Ilya would feel–possessive and horny.
But she worries that the other guys would use it as a taunt and it would get to Shane in a way that wouldn’t bother Ilya. Plus, what will people be thinking about all of it after the charity is announced?
“Was that a loaded question?” Jackie asks.
Svetlana laughs, shaking off her spiraling thoughts. “Shane and I are both overthinkers.”
Jackie’s smile is knowing. “I can see that.”
“Yeah, I’ll be there.” Svetlana answers. “We just have some logistics to finalize.”
Jackie whispers into her ear. “Post kiss?”
Svetlana lets out a stressed sigh. “Exactly.”
The lights start to flash as the players are called onto the ice for starting line up and they both settle in to watch the game.

 ★ ★ ★ 

All of the drama is forgotten as the puck drops. They’re playing Toronto tonight and one of the guys there, Dallas Kent, has established himself as a heel. He’s been saying all kinds of bullshit in the press, on socials, and on the ice. He’d been suspended a game already for a nasty check to the head. 
So it’s hard to take their eyes off the ice, much less chat.
Shane’s in good form and, as always, is an absolute pleasure to watch. He wins nearly every faceoff and communicates well with Hayden to create scoring chances.
It’s like there’s a forcefield around the Toronto goal, none of them go in.
The first period ends 0-0 and Svetlana lets out a harsh sigh as the guys head into their respective locker rooms. “Fuck.”
Jackie laughs. “Yeah, it never gets easier.”
Svetlana’s focus stays on the ice. It’s not that she and Shane weren’t serious last time she was at a game, but there were a lot of other things going on that day. And it was against Boston so she had a sort of security knowing Ilya and Shane wouldn’t do anything sketchy and hurt each other.
This feels like the first time she’s watching Shane as her boyfriend, as someone she’s in love with. And the hits feel harder than they did before.
She thinks about what this must be like for Ilya, as someone who often is the one slamming Shane into the boards. She can’t even imagine it.
Before she can formulate a response, the WAGs have surrounded them. “You were with Shane in Boston, weren’t you?” Tessa asks.
Svetlana puts on her most charismatic smile as her eyes flick around the crowd. “Let’s try to be a little discreet, girls.”
Jackie puts a hand on Svetlana’s shoulder. “Be nice, she’s a friend.”
The girls all look at each other. Jill tries this time. “So you’re friends with Hollander’s best friend’s wife. It’s serious, then?”
There’s a tension to the question and Svetlana can hear the unspoken What about Lily?
Svetlana thinks about saying the words, Shane and I are casual, and it ruptures something within her. Maybe Ilya was right. Maybe they don’t owe these women anything. “It’s complicated,” she decides to say, “and I’m not interested in starting rumors about him. He’s a really private person and doesn’t like his relationships being speculated about. I’m trying to respect that.”
“Relationships,” Tessa mutters under her breath.
Julia, who had been standing by quietly, speaks up. “I told you it’s none of our business. You’re supposed to wait for someone to offer you information before you ask questions.” 
Tessa gestures, frustrated. “It’s been years! I’ve lost my patience!”
Svetlana recalibrates now that she’s seeing them all interact. This isn’t the same mean-girl energy that she’s used to from Boston. They’re all curious, absolutely, but there’s a layer of concern over all of it even if the questions are ultimately rude.
Svetlana has a feeling this is a special situation. They probably aren’t like this for all the guys, but she can understand why the Montreal WAGs would feel protective of golden boy Shane Hollander.
It’s sweet in a weirdly parasocial way, even though technically these women do know Shane, probably talk with him at team dinners. But they don’t know him like Svetlana does.
She doesn’t answer their questions but she quiets their concerns, “Shane is extremely important to me and I’d never do anything to hurt him.”
That seems to appease them to an extent.
Julia tries to keep the vibe neutral, “How did you two meet?”
Svetlana and Jackie glance at each other. 
Svetlana, out of respect for Shane, chooses honesty. “Uh, Ilya Rozanov introduced us.”
The WAGs all experience various forms of shock.
Jill stammers, “So it’s true? They’re really friends?”
Svetlana nods, smirking. “You’d be surprised how much they have in common.”
“You grew up with Rozanov, didn’t you?” Tessa asks.
Svetlana makes a face. “Uh, we’ve known each other for a long time, yeah.” She knows they’re not implying that she and Ilya are related but she still has to shut that down immediately.
Svetlana’s phone buzzes in her pocket. The urge to reach for it is so strong but she resists.
“Sorry we’re being so intense,” Julia has the decency to apologize. “It’s not every day that. Well, you know...”
Svetlana would love to know what this woman is scared to say out loud. “What?”
Julia blushes. “Uh, that Hollander, um, is spotted kissing someone.”
It’s so much tamer and more innocent than Svetlana was expecting. She laughs. “For the record,” she clocks every single of their reactions, “he’s a really good kisser.”
The girls all shriek.
Svetlana puts a finger to her lips. “But that’s all I’m saying.”
Jackie interjects, “I feel like that should more than fill the quota for gossip this game. Let’s stop the interrogation.”
The WAGs go back to their seats, but they’re typing away on their phones to what Svetlana has to assume is the WAGs group chat. 
She has her own texts to get back to.
Shane: I can’t imagine ever regretting you making a friend. Send me a picture of you two at the rink?
Svetlana: why, you gonna make it your lockscreen? that’s so het
Any chance Svetlana had at getting a response was lost by not responded immediately. The lights flash again and the players return to the ice.

 ★ ★ ★ 

The second period is more physical and any time Shane is on the ice at the same time as Kent, Svetlana can barely breathe. It’s fairly evident that Kent would happily foul a strong Montreal player and take a penalty if it caused an actual injury. And who better to go after than Shane Hollander?
The attempts aren’t subtle and the entire arena starts to boo anytime Kent has the puck.
But none of that stops Shane. He sneaks in a goal assisted by Hayden and puts them up by 1 at the end of the second period.
Svetlana and Jackie spend the entire second intermission yapping. They talk about living in Canada, the best snacks at the arena, somehow they jump to talking about their first relationships, and they’re mid conversation about their favorite early 2000s movies when the third period starts up.
After a couple of botched passes, Toronto keeps pressure in Montreal’s zone for way longer than is comfortable. Their goalie is doing everything he can but there are too many people in front of the net and the puck sneaks in. 1-1.
Shane wins the faceoff and almost immediately Svetlana can tell something is different. She’s not quite sure when it happened but Shane’s mad.
“Oh, fuck.”
Jackie glances at her. “What?”
Svetlana shakes her head. “Shane.”
“What about him?”
Svetlana glances at Jackie. “He’s pissed.”
“Is he?” Jackie looks back at him.
Svetlana snorts. “You can’t tell?”
Jackie shrugs. “He looks focused.”
Svetlana doesn’t know how Jackie can’t see it. 
Luckily, Shane’s spent his entire life channeling his anger into hockey and all it does is sharpen his focus. He gets not one, but two goals in rapid succession. Both while Kent is on the ice. Svetlana quietly thinks about how that’ll impact his +/- stats and knows Shane is thinking the same thing.
After the second puck goes in, Kent is right next to Shane by the goal and shoves him.
And Shane shoves him back.
It starts to get a little heated but Hayden skates in, getting a few comments of his own thrown at Kent but keeping the altercation from progressing further.
They’re up 3-1 but Shane’s livid the rest of the game.
With 5 minutes left in the period, Kent has the puck and Shane slams him into the boards, hard. The refs whistle immediately and call Shane for boarding.
Shane doesn’t even try to fight the call. He makes his way to the penalty box and seethes for two minutes.
Toronto can’t take advantage of the power play and only get one shot on goal before time runs out and Shane bursts out of the box.
It’s only 20 seconds after he returns to the ice that Shane tries to bury another one. The goalie makes an incredible glove save.
Kent and Shane line up for a faceoff to restart play and it’s Shane that seems to be chirping now.
God, what Svetlana would give for this to have been a mic’d up match.
She glances at the bench and sees that the Metros have been absolutely loving this. They hoot and holler in support of their captain.
The game ends 3-1.
The anger seems to melt off of Shane as the final buzzer ends the game and all the players crash into each other.
Svetlana notices he doesn’t make eye contact with Kent during handshakes.

 ★ ★ ★ 

Svetlana gets in the car with Shane after the match, and Shane looks at her with a shy, expectant expression. He’s braced for praise. Which is fair enough after a hat trick.
“What the fuck did you say to Kent?” Svetlana asks bluntly.
Shane rolls his eyes and sinks in the driver's seat. “He was being an asshole, it doesn’t matter.”
“Shane,” Svetlana glares at him. “You got a minor penalty.”
Shane shrugs. “He was talking shit about Hayden, that he didn’t deserve to be first line.”
Svetlana blinks. “That’s it?”
“It pissed me off. What do you mean, that’s it?”
“You looked like you wanted to kill him.”
“Yeah, and I did. Boarding and a hat trick, or did you miss that from your rink side seats?” 
His tone is snarky enough that Svetlana nearly hears it in Ilya’s voice. “Wow, are you always this cocky after a game?”
Shane’s grin is feral. “You should see me after a hard win against Boston.” Saying the word immediately recalibrates his brain. “Can you pull up the game? It’s 2-2 in the second but Ilya hasn’t gotten any points and I’m sure he’s trying to change that.”
His watch buzzes with a notification for a goal against Boston. “Shit,” Shane mumbles as he puts the car in reverse to drive home. “He’s gonna be in a bad mood if they can’t turn this around. He always gets reckless in games like this.”
Svetlana opens the game on her phone and realizes that everything Shane’s said is right. While Ilya’s generally focused on getting goals, he tends to get scrappy when he’s desperate for one.
She glances at Shane. “Did you check the game between periods?”
Shane shakes his head. “Just the boxscore.”
Svetlana snorts. “You know him so well.”
“He’s predictable,” Shane says fondly. 
They get distracted with the game, Svetlana watching while Shane drives and listens.
Right as Shane’s parking at home, the commentators start shouting about Rozanov intercepting the puck.
“Come on,” Shane mutters, leaning over to watch the screen.
Ilya swerves around the last defensemen and sends the puck whizzing over the goalie’s pads and into the back of the net.
“Let’s go!” Shane pumps his fist as his watch buzzes with the goal notification.
Svetlana can’t help watching Shane watch Ilya. “You know, the last time we watched Ilya play together was in Ottawa. I haven’t actually seen you be able to react freely to watching him play.”
Shane nods as he rushes out of the car. “Let’s talk about that when there aren’t 7 minutes left in regulation.”
Svetlana laughs manically as they sprint into the house to get the game on the TV and spend the next few minutes shouting at the screen before Ilya sneaks a wrap around into the net with 5 seconds on the clock.
The buzzer goes off as Boston wins and Shane immediately falls back onto the couch, pressing his palms into his eyes. “Is it this stressful to you when you watch me play?”
“Probably more,” Svetlana raises her eyebrows at him. “You had Kent after you all night.”
Shane frowns. “It was nothing to worry about, Sveta. The coaches saw he was being aggressive so we talked about using that to our advantage. I was trying to draw a penalty.”
She’s unimpressed. “You’re the one who got the penalty.”
“Yeah, well. I got a little worked up,” he admits sheepishly as he grabs the remote and opens YouTube so they can watch Ilya’s interview on the talk back podcast.
Svetlana studies him.
She realizes that he’s not masking right now and it takes her a second to realize the ways he’s been masking previously.
He doesn’t usually let her see him be blunt about hockey like this. He usually tries to soften himself for her.
This is Shane in pure jock mode and it’s fascinating to her.
It’s also… incredibly hot.
“Hey, Shane.”
“Mmm?” He turns his head to look at her, eyes going soft.
She nods her head at him. “Remember when you said I can ask you to take your shirt off whenever I want?”
The smile on Shane’s face is relaxed and infused with desire. “You do it.”
Svetlana takes him up on that immediately, straddling his lap as she slips her hands under his shirt.
He raises his arms as she pushes it over his head.
He tries to be subtle but he winces for a second.
Svetlana sees a bruise starting to form over his ribs. “Is this from the hit you took in the second period?”
“It’s hockey, Sveta.” Shane insists. “It happens.” Something in his voice has changed. He sounds farther away.
Svetlana cups his jaw in her hand. “Hey, don’t do that. What, do you not want me to say anything about it?”
Shane’s eyes are on the ceiling. “I don’t know. It’s weird. Ilya and I never… the last time someone took my shirt off and got all concerned about a bruise was Rose probably.”
“Hm.” Svetlana lets her fingers run through his hair as she grips the back of his head to physically pull his gaze back to hers. “Well, I’m not Ilya. And I’m not Rose. And I’m gonna hesitate when I see bruises on you. It’s hockey, I get it. But I still don’t like seeing you injured.”
Shane’s nodding but she can tell he hasn’t fully made peace with that yet.
Svetlana sighs. “You and Ilya get off on it, don’t you? You probably talk about which bruises you’ve caused each other.”
Almost immediately, Shane’s cheeks go pink.
Laughing, Svetlana presses her lips to Shane’s jaw. “I prefer a different kind of bruise.” She kisses down his chest. “If that’s okay with you?”
Shane’s brain is going a mile a minute. Does he want Svetlana to mark him? It’s always felt so taboo with Ilya but with Svetlana… it’s okay, isn’t it?
Not like it’s stopped him and Ilya before. And Shane is well aware that he likes it, seeing love marks on himself the next day.
So he nods, unable to get the words out.
Svetlana can’t resist anymore. She kisses him.
His hands find her waist, pulling her close to him.
They give up on speaking in favor of physical communication yet again.
Svetlana maps out his chest with kisses before sucking a bruise onto his collarbone.
She can’t stop herself from kissing down to his bruised ribs and it’s her intention to be gentle, to press soft kisses around it, but some kind of muscle memory seems to kick into Shane and his hand slips under her curls to grab the back of her neck and pulls her mouth toward the injury.
Hesitantly, she presses her lips to the bruise and Shane sucks in a breath, body arching.
Svetlana sits up immediately, watching Shane deflate as his chest heaves. “What? Why’d you…stop?”
Svetlana stares at him. “Do you have a pain kink?”
“What?” Shane stares at her blankly as his watch starts buzzing violently with an incoming call.
With a roll of her eyes, Svetlana grabs Shane’s wrist to answer the phone for him. “Ilyushya, how often are you marking over Shane’s bruises?”
The words are specific enough that Shane doesn’t understand.
Ilya’s laugh comes over the tinny watch speaker, loud and chaotic. “Fucking hell, what are you two up to?”
“Shane bruised his ribs,” Svetlana says in English, positioning Shane with his arm folded to his chest so she can go back to peppering kisses across his exposed skin while talking to Ilya. “And pushed my lips to them.”
Shane stammers, “No, I didn’t. I was just… I just grabbed your neck. I didn’t–”
But Ilya’s laughing again. “Yes, he likes when it hurts just a little.”
As much as they’re both teasing Shane right now, Svetlana catalogs the words ‘just a little’ as guidance from Ilya for what Shane needs.
Multiple thoughts seem to fight to be spoken aloud by Shane but what wins is, “You got lucky with that breakaway.”
Ilya huffs a laugh, but lets Shane say what he’s probably been thinking about saying to Ilya for the last 10 minutes. “It’s not luck. I kept pressure to make them mess up and they did.”
Svetlana lets the boys talk hockey while she maps out Shane’s upper body. She runs her hands over his shoulders, grabs his biceps. 
“You get too frantic sometimes.” Shane says, but his breath has gone a little shallow. “You could just as easily–”
Svetlana goes back to suck over that same spot on his collarbone again and Shane’s breath hitches mid-sentence.
“–uh, just as easily give them the breakaway.”
“But I didn’t. I scored. You sound… is she touching you? Video?”
“The call is on my watch.” Shane manages to say.
“Boo,” Ilya says impatiently. “Sveta, put your hand over his ribs, uh, lightly and then press down, just a little.”
Svetlana looks into Shane’s eyes as she follows Ilya’s instructions.
Shane’s chest is rising and falling rapidly as her hand covers his bruise. As she starts to press into it his head falls back against the couch. “Fuck.”
She eases up on it. “I guess you wouldn’t play hockey if you didn’t like the pain a little.”
Ilya agrees with a hum. “Shenya got a hat trick for you tonight?”
“I didn’t throw my hat onto the ice,” Svetlana says apologetically. “Sorry, baby. I like it too much.”
Shane laughs softly. “I’ll buy you extras so you can be prepared to throw it next time.” He’s so overwhelmed he doesn’t even react to baby.
Svetlana scoffs, “Next time. You hear him, Ilyusha? He thinks he’ll just get another hat trick for me. Someone should teach him some humility.”
“Wait, where are you?” Shane comes back to himself a little. “Aren’t you doing the post game podcast interview tonight?”
“Our new defensemen used to play for Seattle. I asked him where I could hide for a bit before it starts. Apparently this is the equipment closet where the guys go to cry when they don’t want anyone to see them have emotions.”
Shane laughs, a little mischief sneaking into him. “You want me to make you cry, Rozanov?”
Ilya lets out a long, slow breath. “Very tempting. Fuck. Watch my interview. I’ll call you from the hotel.” He hangs up before he completely loses his resolve.
As if they haven’t been waiting for Ilya’s interview to start.
Svetlana keeps running her hands over him. “Is this still good?” Her voice is soft and low.
“Yeah,” Shane lets his hands drift to her thighs. “Good for you?”
She shoots him a look, “You know it is.”
Shane leans in, wordlessly asking for her lips. She understands and kisses him softly. “I’m not gonna assume,” he practically whispers onto her lips.
Shane wishes there was more time in the day. He’s so mad about how chaotic today has been. They should’ve spent all day figuring this out, being together. Instead he had to be alone on two different ad shoots, Svetlana had work, and Shane and Ilya had overlapping games. Even now, he wants to relax into her but he knows Ilya’s about to appear on live TV over her shoulder any second. “I’m sorry,” he says.
Svetlana runs her thumb over his cheek. “For what?”
Shane shakes his head. “I don’t know. I feel unfocused.”
Svetlana’s lips curve up into a wry smile. “Yeah, it’s been a long day. If I thought it would help, I’d love to lure you into subspace right now but I have a feeling that would freak you out.”
That’s intriguing to Shane. “What do you mean? Why do you think it’d freak me out?”
Svetlana shrugs, massaging his tense jaw with her thumb. “I think you’d enjoy letting go when you know it’s safe to. You’re safe with me, but this week is too busy. I think you’d be too conscious of all the things you need to do tomorrow to potentially worry about aftercare.”
It resonates within him as true. “Yeah, you’re probably right. It would be nice though, to be able to…” He doesn’t know what vocabulary to use for it yet. “You call it floating, right?”
“Sometimes, yeah. Ilyusha describes it as floaty.”
Shane’s eyes slip over her shoulder and she knows immediately that Ilya is on the TV.
Svetlana kisses his jaw. “Should I keep touching you while you watch him?”
Shane responds by pulling her closer to him.
“Tell me if you need it to stop, okay? Yellow, red, safe word.”
Shane hums.
“Shane, tell me if you need to stop.”
He drags his eyes off the TV to her. “I’ll tell you if I need to stop.”
“Okay.”
Svetlana tries not to be too excited about playing this game. She has a theory that Shane’s biggest obstacle with intimacy with her is that he’s been over thinking it. Even just now, he got lost in his head thinking about how Ilya and Rose reacted to his bruises.
She knew if she told Shane her plan, he would overthink it again, so she happily lets him be distracted by hockey, by Ilya, as she touches him. She listens to the interview as she keeps her own focus on Shane.
Interviewer: Ilya Rozanov, welcome to the show. I never know whether to call you a fan favorite or not.
Ilya: Oh, I’m always a favorite. People love to hate me. I give them what they want.
Svetlana studies Shane’s reaction. He licks his lips as he stares at Ilya. She runs her hand over one of his nipples and he sucks in a breath, eyes flicking to her.
Svetlana raises an eyebrow at him. “Don’t let me distract you.”
The look he gives her is half confused and half intrigued as he looks back at the TV.
Interviewer: Phillips saved your asses tonight, huh?
Ilya: Phillips is the god of goaltending, yes. I make sure everyone kisses his helmet. Not just the headbutts, it’s not enough. He saved 38 shots. He gets kisses.
Svetlana traces circles around Shane’s nipple and can tell the exact moment that he understands the game. His brow smooths and he relaxes back into the couch, but keeps his eyes on the TV.
She’s not sure if he even notices, but he’s starting to get hard.
Interviewer: What goes through your head during a game like that? When you’re down by 1 and you can’t get the puck cleared?
Ilya: Defense, blocking shots. But that’s the boring answer. The more behind we are the more I think about goals. Best defense is good offense, yes? The team knows I look for opportunities.
Svetlana replaces her fingers with her tongue, licking and sucking as gently as possible. Just enough to feel Shane’s small gasps.
Interviewer: And getting that wraparound with mere seconds on the clock to win it. That’s gotta feel good.
Ilya: One of the best feelings in the world. Wraparounds get a, um, bad reputation for being selfish. But all that matters is getting the puck in the net. I do that for my team.
Svetlana moves slowly, cautiously, as she runs her hand down Shane’s chest, down his stomach, to the waist band of his pants. She pauses there, running her fingers back and forth over the skin just above his waist band–asking for permission.
Shane nods, swallowing.
Svetlana cups him over his pants and Shane sucks in a breath, body going tense under her. She can see the way his head turns to her, tempted to give her his attention. He fights the urge and keeps his eyes on the TV, on Ilya.
Interviewer: And you’ve heard the rumors, right?
Ilya: There are always rumors.
Interviewer: People say you’re not out at clubs as much as you used to be. They think you’ve found someone long term and are settling down.
Shane’s fingers dig into Svetlana’s thighs for multiple reasons.
Svetlana palms him over his sweats and feels him growing harder. She uses her other hand to keep circling his nipple as she kisses his neck and jaw.
Ilya: It’s a boring rumor. Rumor that I’m not at clubs? Wow, great paparazzi picture of empty sidewalk. Everyone else in the league is so boring that they have to make up stories about me not being places?
Interviewer: Hey, I’m not the one who started it but people are whispering. It’d be big news if Ilya Rozanov was locked down.
Shane is hyper aware of how often Ilya’s used the word boring.
He’s also hyper aware of Svetlana’s hand on his dick.
Ilya: I have been busy, it’s true. But it’s not what people are saying.
Interviewer: You about to give me an exclusive?
Ilya: (laughter) Someone else has an exclusive but you will probably be one of the first to read it.
Shane’s hips buck up into Svetlana’s grasp, arm around her, trying not to tug her too close and cause her to not have enough space to touch him.
Interviewer: And this is exactly what I mean about not knowing if I should call you a fan favorite or not.
Ilya: I’m giving you an exclusive on the exclusive! 
Interviewer: Yeah, yeah. I’m sure people love watching you torment me so I’ll take it. I’m sure we’ve got a great clip in here somewhere. Always a pleasure, Rozanov.
Ilya: Pleasure, yes. Always pleasure. 
The interview ends and Shane’s mouth immediately starts moving. “Pleasure, he’s such a piece of shit.”
Svetlana can’t help the wheeze that escapes her. “Yeah? You feeling pleasure?”
Shane whines, “More. Please, Sveta.” He presses his nose into her cheek.
“I’ve got you, treasure.” She unties his sweats. “I don’t have lube. Do you want my mouth? Is that too much?”
“Whatever you want,” Shane pants. “I want whatever you want.”
The words are a vice around Svetlana’s heart and she takes him seriously. She remembers what they talked about with their fantasies, remembers that he legitimately gets off on her taking what she wants. So she doesn’t hesitate. She shows him all of her desire. “I want you in my mouth.”
“Please,” Shane begs again.
As quickly as possible, Svetlana yanks down his pants, crawls off the couch to kneel on the floor, and takes him into her mouth. She doesn’t give him time to overthink it, but she’s not even sure if he would at this point.
His fingers tangle in her hair as he whines her name, trying to keep himself from bucking up into her mouth.
“So fucking beautiful, Sveta. You’re so beautiful.”
And that almost makes Svetlana cry because part of her worried that Shane wouldn’t be able to look at her during this. 
She looks up at him and he’s looking at her.
“Gorgeous,” he says, firmly.
She redoubles her efforts and hums proudly as his moans and curses get louder.
When he comes, she wonders if this is what they feel like when they see the puck hit the net. The feeling of a hard earned victory.
Still nervous about making sure he’s comfortable, Svetlana’s trying to push his briefs back on.
“So good,” Shane’s working against her, tugging her back up onto his lap. “You’re so fucking good at that, Sveta. Of course you are.” He crashes their lips together.
It’s funny, so many guys get weird about kissing after a blowjob but she supposes Shane’s not fazed by having a dick or cum in his mouth.
“Can I?” Shane asks needily, nosing at her jaw.
“Can you what?” Svetlana’s not sure what he means.
Shane repeats what she had done, he touches her just above the waistband of her pants.
Svetlana blinks at him. “You want to?”
Shane nods dramatically. “For you, yes. Please.”
It’s so unexpected Svetlana has to take a second to figure out how to respond. Like, obviously yes. But holy shit. She nods.
Shane kicks off his sweats and in a move Svetlana barely understands, sweeps her into his arms and walks them to his bedroom, her legs wrapping around him. She’s giggling as she latches onto him. “That’s so easy for you.”
Shane snorts. “If I can lift Ilya, I think I can lift you.”
“You’ve lifted Ilya?”
Shane smirks. “Once or twice.”
Svetlana considers that. “Okay, later. Tell me later.”
Shane laughs as he deposits her on the bed. He holds up his wrist for a second as they resettle in the new spot, Svetlana shimmying out of her pants. “What do you think, watch on? We probably still have time before Ilya gets to the hotel.”
Svetlana can’t help teasing. “And what if Rose calls?”
Shane’s smile is feral. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”
And she wasn’t expecting that to be turned around on her. In retrospect she should’ve, but she’s still getting used to Shane without Ilya. Shane without the man he’ll always be tempted to submit to. But then she realizes this has nothing to do with Ilya. This is Shane when he’s comfortable.
He’s not trying to be polite or make himself small. This is Shane bolstered by true confidence.
Svetlana blushes. “Shut up.”
Shane laughs and takes his watch off and puts it and his phone on the nightstand. “Just me and you.” He crawls onto the bed and hesitates as he settles between her legs, confidence melting. “Um, it’s been a while so… tell me if… if it’s not good, or–”
“Shane,” Svetlana interrupts. “Don’t think. You’re on the ice, someone passed you the puck. Just skate.”
It’s like watching neural pathways actively rewrite themselves in Shane’s brain. It’s the perfect metaphor he needed for a moment like this. Focus on moving his body. Focus on right now.
Yeah, he can do that.
He starts with his fingers and when Svetlana’s hand fists in the sheets he switches to his tongue and he doesn’t stop until she’s shouting his name.
He thinks about when he’d challenged Ilya to make her do that in the cottage. This time he did it and pride swells in his chest.
He loves making his partners feel good. He wipes his face on the sheets and blinks at Svetlana.
Her eyes are still a little unfocused. “Holy shit, Shane.”
Shane rolls his eyes. “Okay, don’t be dramatic.”
Svetlana’s eyes finally find his. “I would not lie to you about this, trust me.”
As if on cue, Shane’s phone starts ringing.
Svetlana reaches over to grab it and answers as soon as she confirms it’s Ilya. “Your boyfriend gives head like a fucking pro.”
Ilya chokes on a wheeze. “You should maybe not say that until you know I am somewhere private which lucky for you I am but holy fuck, Sveta.”
“You said you’d call from the hotel,” Svetlana argues and holy shit, she’s still catching her breath.
Shane’s a little unsure about the sheets. They should wash them, right? But Svetlana’s not moving just yet. Nervously, he scoots up the bed and takes the phone from her. “You said boring like 32 times.”
Ilya lets out a pleased chuckle. “Yes, I knew you would notice.”
Svetlana calls out. “He almost didn’t. I had his dick in my mouth.”
The call devolves into surprised gasps and lewd explanations.
They recount it all to Ilya and eventually Ilya asks, “Sveta, did you change the sheets?”
“What? No.”
Ilya tsks at her. “Shane’s probably having a panic attack.”
Shane tries to deny that, but his hand is in a tight fist. “No, I’m not.”
Svetlana’s eyes flick over him. “Shane, I can’t read your mind. You have to tell me what you need.”
“It’s silly,” Shane also tries not to think about his unfolded shirt Svetlana had tossed onto the ground when she peeled it off of him earlier. About the sweats he kicked off.
Ilya sighs, “Okay, Shane sex 101. Let him fold his clothes when he takes them off.” Svetlana glares at him. Shane averts his eyes. “He will probably not take off his socks, this is normal Don’t point it out. You should shower and change sheets after. Mmm, water is usually good but you know that. Cuddles, you know that too.”
Svetlana gets up and puts the phone on speaker before placing it on the nightstand as she strips the sheets.
Bursting into action, Shane gets the spare set from the closet. He starts to replace the sheets as Svetlana tosses the old ones into a pile on the floor.
Svetlana watches him do all of this in only his boxers. He scoops up the discarded sheets and disappears to put them into the wash. When he comes back, he has his shirt and pants. He folds them and puts them on the dresser.
Svetlana looks at him expectantly. “And shower?”
Shane nods, face red. “Um, I’ll go and then… do you, um…?”
Svetlana smiles, “Yes, I’ll go to the guest room.” She takes the phone with her as Shane walks into the bathroom.
She closes the door to the guest room. “I’m glad you told me about that.”
Ilya hums sleepily after listening to the two of them move in silence for a bit. “When Shane and I started hooking up, he didn’t know those things were, hm, odd. So he did it without asking. But now you’re new and he and I talked about it. So he was probably nervous. Maybe Rose was different about it too.”
Svetlana considers that. “We didn’t do all of that the night he was in subspace.”
Ilya scoffs, “No shit, Sveta. It was different. Obviously.”
Svetlana rolls her eyes. “He kept licking his lips while watching your interview, by the way. It was very cute. He’s obsessed with you.”
It takes Ilya a second to respond. “Yes, of course he is.”
“You’re allowed to call him cute.”
“I know. He’s very cute.”
Svetlana heads into the bathroom. “Okay, I’ll call you back in a second. I'm gonna rinse off.”
“One second only.”
Svetlana hangs up on him, smirking.
 
Svetlana makes sure Ilya is already back on the phone when she returns to Shane’s room. 
He’s pulling the covers over himself when she does, handing him back his phone.
“Hey, Ilya.”
“Hi, Shane.”
Shane sees text notifications.
Rose: good games boys! cutting it a little close there, ilya
Ilya: the people love drama. i have to provide
Rose: hockey is pretty similar to wrestling, huh?
Svetlana: how could you say something so controversial yet so brave
Shane smirks. “It’s still so weird to see you both talking with Rose.”
Ilya takes that one, “She’s very cool.”
“Cool.” Shane repeats skeptically. “Not the word I would've expected.”
“Chill?” Ilya tries.
“Oh,” Shane laughs softly. “Okay, yeah that makes more sense.”
Ilya sighs harshly. “It’s the same word. It’s the same thing.”
“They mean different things,” Svetlana and Shane say at the same time.
Shane and Svetlana cuddle together and the three of them talk about nothing until they fall asleep.
When Shane drifts off, Svetlana dutifully plugs his phone in so it won’t die overnight and make him miss his alarms.
She kisses his forehead softly before falling asleep as well.
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Shane wakes up happy.
It’s not something he experiences very often, but the moment sleep slips away from him he’s conscious of the fact that he’s happy.
He curls into Svetlana, still bundled in his arms.
“Morning, golden one.”
A smile tugs onto Shane’s lips but he doesn’t open his eyes. He tries to think of how to say what he wants to in Russian. “Ilya wakes after me more.”
“Usually,” Svetlana suggests.
“Yes, he wakes after me usually.” Shane repeats the word diligently, blinking his eyes open.
She switches to English to ask him, “How are you feeling, after yesterday?”
Shane’s brow furrows. “What do you mean?”
Svetlana shrugs. “Us hooking up without Ilya.”
Shane lets the question settle in him, taking a breath and staring at the ceiling as he tries to find the right words for it. “I feel fine. It wasn’t totally new. I remember you, um, stroking me that night in subspace.”
Svetlana winks at him.
Shane huffs a soft laugh. “I think I know why you’re asking though. How I’m feeling about it, um, like long term. Or going farther, right?”
Brushing her fingers through his hair gently, Svetlana nods. “I’ll follow your lead.”
Sentences keep starting and stopping in Shane’s brain as he thinks about how he wants to say it and changes his mind. “I can be honest and you won’t judge too quickly?” 
Svetlana glares at him. “When have I ever judged you?”
Shane raises his eyebrows at her.
She amends her statement, “When have I ever judged you about something serious and emotional?”
Shane ducks his head, laughing. “Okay, fair. I think… I can’t say that I think about having sex with you the way I think about having sex with Ilya. Like it’s not…” He struggles to explain. “Sometimes Ilya will move a certain way or say something and…”
“You want to climb him like a tree,” Svetlana suggests.
“Sure,” Shane laughs.
Svetlana says it simply, “You’re not physically attracted to me.”
Shane shakes his head slowly. “No, I’m not.”
“But you can get aroused with me?”
Shane’s head tilts to the side as he transitions into nodding slowly instead. “Yeah.” He says it like a question.
Svetlana snorts. “That confuses you.”
“I mean, of course it does.”
Svetlana backtracks. “Remember how I said you’re horny? You have a high libido. You jerk off a lot when you’re alone?”
Shane blushes. “Yeah.”
“And you’re, like, in love with me or something, yeah?” Svetlana says teasingly, propping her chin onto her hand.
The confusion in Shane’s eyes melts away as affection sparkles in them. “Or something,” he mutters, kissing her jaw.
Svetlana giggles. “I think I can turn you on. I know what you like, I know what to say to get you hot. But it’s not my body that you’re turned on by. Does that sound right?”
“It’s not like I’m repulsed by you,” Shane’s quick to add.
Svetlana, only wearing a loose tank top and panties in bed with him, folds her arms onto his bare chest and looks at him. “Oh really? You’re not?”
Shane grabs her by the hips and lifts her onto him so she’s covering him like a blanket, then he relaxes into the mattress again, eyes closing. “‘m not.”
Svetlana settles on his chest, staring at him.
She could stay here for hours, counting his freckles. Her voice goes soft. “You’re the kindest person I’ve ever dated.”
Shane’s eyes blink open. “Ilya’s kind.”
Svetlana deadpans at him. “Ilya and I never– he doesn’t count. You’re honest.”
Shane’s tempted to argue in defense of Ilya but stops himself. She clearly doesn’t really think of Ilya as an ex and that’s not her point. He suddenly remembers the bartender and thinks about what her relationship with Svetlana looked like, if it was a relationship or just a hookup. There’s still so much he doesn’t know about her and her life. He could say the same about Ilya. The idea of it kind of excites him, how much he still has to learn about the people he loves.
He doesn’t know how to take the compliment so he jokes it away, “If I’d met you before Ilya, I maybe never would’ve realized I wasn’t bi.”
Svetlana snorts, “If you met me before Ilya, I don’t think you’d be as kind and honest as you are.”
That sort of stumps Shane. “What do you mean?”
Svetlana looks at him expectantly, “I think being with Ilya taught you a lot. He’s lived a very different life than you.”
Shane understands what she means and realizes it’s extremely true. Knowing Ilya over all these years, knowing how kind he was behind the rowdy facade he puts on for the media, it made Shane more patient with people who acted differently from himself.
If Shane had never met Ilya, what would his outlook on the world be? Would he be so patient with people struggling with a second language? Would he be as open minded about casual sex? Would he have internalized the homophobia lodged under his skin even further?
There’s a much stricter, much colder Shane Hollander that could’ve existed without Ilya Rozanov and Shane suddenly feels terrible for never fully acknowledging that.
He’s reminded yet again that no one knows Ilya as well as Svetlana. Shane spent most of the years he was sleeping with Ilya trying to pretend he hated him.
Svetlana grew up loving him.
Svetlana’s never seen the bad in him, even when Ilya tried to make people see it.
Shane’s brain jumps between a thousand different thoughts and what ends up stumbling out of his mouth is, “How pathetic are we that we can’t stop talking about him when he’s not here?”
Svetlana snorts. “Sorry, that’s probably my fault. I keep asking complicated questions.”
“You’re right, though.” Shane says softly. “He absolutely made me kinder.”
Svetlana scoots up to kiss him. “He’s a good boy.”
Shane blushes.
Svetlana laughs so hard she accidentally elbows Shane in the stomach. “I didn’t mean it like that, you pervert.”
Shane wrangles her in his arms while she tries to squirm away, both laughing hysterically until he pins her to the bed and holds himself over her.
He can’t resist dipping down to kiss her. “I wish I didn’t have practice today.”
“You could skip,” Svetlana suggests, biting her lip.
Shane kisses her nose. “You know me better than that.”
“Unfortunately, I do. But I had to try.”
“Can’t blame you,” Shane says as he sits up, stretching. He gets out of bed and tugs on his sweats and shirt. “Okay, I’m starving.”
Svetlana follows him out of the room, checking her phone.
She sees the group chat first.
Rose: you ever have to kiss someone for work 16 different ways in front of 3 cameras and 20 crew members at 6am?
Ilya: not yet
Svetlana adds a laugh react to Ilya’s message and then stops short when she realizes who her other unread text is from.
Sergei: Why am I hearing that my daughter is dating the captain of the Montreal Metros from a friend in the league?
Svetlana sinks onto a stool by the kitchen island and stares at the text.
It’s complicated for a few reasons. One being that if he’s hearing rumors from someone in the league, there’s a good chance the rumor he heard started from the Metros about her being Shane’s side piece or something. So her dad is being charitable by phrasing it like that.
Two being that she thought he was still in Russia but he must be back early.
Three of course being that she is dating the captain of the Montreal Metros but she has no idea, in the complex web of truths they’re weaving, what she should tell her dad about it.
Without any other ideas, Svetlana texts the group chat.
Svetlana: you ever get a text from your dad because he heard a rumor about you fucking shane hollander?
Ilya: not yet
Rose: …sorry if this is too blunt, but isn’t ilya’s dad…
Svetlana: dead, yeah. ignore him. help me with my problem pls. wtf do i tell him?
Svetlana looks up at Shane in the kitchen. “Shane, baby, can you check your phone?”
Shane freezes, then looks over his shoulder at Svetlana. “When did you start calling me baby?”
Svetlana smiles sheepishly. “Probably yesterday. Is that okay?”
Shane nods but his brows are furrowed as he takes his phone out of his pocket. “You have like 5 nicknames for me and all I have for you is Sveta.” Before he can continue that thought he reads the texts. “Holy shit.”
Svetlana’s glad Shane at least is taking this seriously.
He snorts at Ilya’s message though and that’s fair enough.
Shane leans back against the kitchen counter and looks up at Svetlana. “I’ve been assuming my parents wouldn’t think anything because they know how close you are with Ilya and me but… if the Metros are spreading this around the league…”
Svetlana nods, lips pressed into a thin line. “We need to figure out if we’re coming out to our parents as polyamorous.”
Shane lets out a breath. “Fuck.”
“Fuck,” Svetlana agrees.
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      Chapter 63: The Life He Expected
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Ilya is bi, horny, and bored in yet another hotel room.
Svetlana and Shane are waking up in bed together after hooking up yesterday and he’s had his fist, his imagination, and some Calvin Klein ads Shane did last year.
His instinct of course is to focus on sex and how badly he wishes he was with them right now, because the truth is he’s not actually worried about the sex.
He misses them.
It’s only been three days since he saw Svetlana and her absence is haunting the edges of his vision where he keeps expecting to see her.
He’s gotten so used to coming home to someone.
He thinks about their stolen time at the cottage, the three of them cooking together, cuddling, laughing.
This isn’t the life he expected for himself.
He thinks back to last year when he had convinced himself that he would visit Shane’s cottage as one final hit of the drug that was Shane Hollander before quitting cold turkey. He remembers thinking he could walk away from this.
Now Shane’s grandfather’s ring is in a box in the back of one of his drawers.
He’s in love. He has a future.
And really, the most damning part of it, he actually likes Rose Landry.
He’s so fucking secure with Shane now that he can’t even joke about being jealous of her anymore. He’s been Shane’s boyfriend for six times as long as she was his girlfriend now.
Connors comes back into the hotel room after going to the gym and stops short at the image of Ilya starfished across his bed, staring at the ceiling with a frown.
He stares at Ilya. “After I shower, you wanna order room service and watch Ghost Hunters?”
Ilya manages to nod his head.
Connors smiles softly. “It’s a wonder how the media never captures you being a big baby.” He walks into the bathroom.
“I save it all for you, Connie!”
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Shane and Svetlana spend the rest of the morning before Shane’s practice discussing the pros and cons of coming out to their parents as polyamorous.
It’s the kind of conversation Ilya would be sitting on the couch nodding at every so often while listening but choosing not to contribute so they emulate it by texting him updates every so often, the highlights of which were: from Svetlana, “do you think my dad would be more offended by the polyamory or by me being in love with the captain of the metros” and from Shane, “Honestly polyamory might be easier for them to understand than you walking into their house with that fucking Raiders shirt.” To which Ilya responded both times with the most irrelevant memes he could find which Svetlana and Shane were able to translate to “I don’t know” and “Get over it” respectfully.
Shane has to leave for practice but they’ve at least decided that Shane wants to tell Yuna and David. Svetlana is still unsure about telling Sergei.
For now, Svetlana chooses a half truth.
Svetlana: They’re rumors. I’m working with him on a hockey foundation. It will all be announced in a few days.
Sergei: You are smart and talented enough to find these opportunities without compromising yourself.
Svetlana’s hand tightens on her phone.
It’s her dad’s way of saying that she shouldn’t sleep with people to move up the ladder and it’s said crassly but she knows he means it genuinely. He believes in her, always has. He believed in her when she thought playing hockey was her future and he believed in her when that changed.
Her dad is the one who was confused when she started working at a luxury car brand. Her dad tried to get her a job at the MLH long before Shane introduced her to Yuna.
Svetlana: It’s not like that, I promise.
The frustrating thing is that she has to admit to herself that she has this job because of her personal relationships. This opportunity wouldn’t exist without the luck of Ilya sleeping with Shane Hollander since 2010.
But she tries to convince herself that she’s earned her place at the foundation.
Working with Yuna has been everything she never let herself dream she could do.
The irony is this is everything her dad knew she could do.
Sergei: What hockey foundation? Why didn’t you tell me anything about this?
Svetlana: Because I knew you’d be weird about me working with Hollander.
Sergei: So I had to hear it from a rumor? I thought you were a Boston girl. Why are you being friendly with Montreal?
Svetlana: Are you free Thursday? I can call you before the article posts.
Sergei: Can we get breakfast?
Svetlana stares at the text.
She’s also been avoiding telling her dad that she’s planning to move to Canada.
Svetlana: I’m in Canada for work right now and then I’m helping cover All-Star weekend for the foundation’s socials.
Sergei: You like it?
Svetlana: Canada? Yeah. It’s nice here.
Sergei: The job. The foundation.
Svetlana: It’s a really good fit. 
Sergei: Good. Let’s talk Thursday.
She feels like she’s 16 again under his scrutiny and it makes her skin itch.
Luckily, Shane is the type to have one of the rooms at his house converted into a gym so she puts on a TV show and jumps on a stationary bike and tries not to think about it.
-x-
When Shane gets home, Svetlana is buzzing as she pushes him into a stool at the kitchen counter and shows him the 6-month social media schedule she’s planned out to promote the foundation and the hockey camps. 
A lot of it goes over his head, but he could watch Svetlana gesture wildly and speak with passion in her voice for hours. “The stuff for All-Stars is more fleshed out obviously, but I wanted to make sure we have a general idea of what we could do as we get closer to the camp.”
“You’re good at this,” Shane says with a dreamy smile on his face.
Svetlana shrugs. “I think so.”
“And you like it.” Shane adds seriously.
Svetlana nods. “Yeah. It’s, um, it’s a perfect fit. It’s my dream job.”
Shane tugs her to stand between his legs and she wraps her arms around his neck.
They just stay like that for a minute, looking at each other.
Svetlana kisses his cheek. “You’re such a nerd. You get so turned on when people are good at their jobs, don’t you?”
Shane’s jaw drops as her analysis absolutely obliterates him and he immediately realizes she’s right.
Svetlana snorts. “We talked about your competency kink.”
Shane pushes her away. “Wow. The judgement is back again.”
Svetlana giggles as she closes her laptop and puts her work stuff away. 
As she does, Shane pulls out his phone to check through hockey news but when Svetlana looks over his shoulder, the search terms include Ilya’s name.
Svetlana bumps their shoulders. “What, did he say something stupid?”
“Hm?” Shane locks his phone on instinct, then shakes it off and unlocks it again. “Oh. Um, no.”
Svetlana lets it go and moves to the pantry to find some snacks, the room going oddly silent.
Shane fidgets in the silence, like he’s not sure if he should say something or not. “I just, um. I miss him,” he confesses.
She turns to look at him and Shane averts his gaze awkwardly.
Svetlana’s heart breaks. She’s had the luxury of being with both of them fairly regularly, but Shane and Ilya haven’t seen each other since their game in Boston. 
Every so often, she thinks about being a witness to their relationship and she realizes now that seeing Shane without Ilya is still witnessing their relationship.
This is what it’s been like for them.
The distance.
“Ilyusha moving to Canada can’t happen soon enough, hm? You deserve to wake up together.” She looks at him from across the kitchen island.
Shane’s brow furrows as he scrolls. “Even when he moves, we won’t wake up together. He’ll be in Ottawa.”
“More often than if he was in Boston.”
“Yeah, I guess.” There’s a weird pessimistic tone to Shane’s voice.
Svetlana’s not sure what to say.
Shane puts his phone down and lets out a breath. “Sorry. It’s always hardest after a couple of weeks. But I’ll see him in a few days for All-Star weekend.”
There’s a weird guilt that Svetlana can sense from him. “It’s okay for you to miss him.”
The words meant to comfort Shane seem to slip past him. His lips twitch into a frown. “It should be easier right now.”
Svetlana sighs. “Why should it be easier? Because I’m here? You’re beating yourself up about it, aren’t you?”
Again, Shane’s eyes flick away from hers. “I’m really happy that you’re here.”
“And?” Svetlana nudges.
He looks at her, sad smile on his lips. “And it’s almost easier when neither of you is around. You being here makes me expect him to walk into the room right after you do or something. I don’t know.”
It takes a second for Svetlana to decide what to say about that. “It’s not always going to make sense or be perfectly fair. You can be happy I’m here and miss him. Those things can both happen at the same time.”
Shane drops his head onto the kitchen counter. “It’s pathetic.”
Svetlana can’t help the fondness that pulses through her. Shane is so cute. In ways he’d probably be embarrassed about if she pointed it out so she doesn’t.
She carefully places her hand on his back and rubs comforting circles onto him. Before she can say anything, Shane adds, “And greedy. To need both of you.”
Svetlana’s heart seizes in her chest. Need both of you.
She’s not sure she’ll ever get used to Shane admitting that.
She presses her lips to his shoulder. “Does it help if I tell you how fucking good it feels to be needed by you?”
Shane doesn’t lift his head from the counter but he turns his neck to look at her, a small smile creeping onto his lips. “Do you need me too?”
Svetlana cups his cheek in her hand and presses in to kiss him awkwardly. “So much it kind of scares me a little.”
That makes Shane sit back up and pull Svetlana back into his arms, tucking her face into his neck. “How can I make it less scary for you?”
Svetlana hums thoughtfully. “Let me flirt with you this weekend?”
Shane pulls back and glares at her. “You’re the one who said we shouldn’t. You just gave me a whole presentation on social footage you want this weekend and how I should focus on letting people see me be friendly with Ilya and to not muddle the story with dating rumors with you.”
Svetlana waves her hand dismissively. “Okay, that was my professional opinion. My personal opinion is that you should let me flirt with you, just don’t flirt back.”
Shane bumps his nose against hers. “You’re impossible.”
“Hm,” Svetlana agrees quietly as they kiss again.
Shane pulls back suddenly, the panic build back up in him. “Oh, you should, uh, probably stay in my room…right? Or should you stay with my mom? I don’t kno–”
Svetlana can’t help laughing. “I was wondering about that too.” She brushes her fingers through his hair. “It’s absolutely insane for you to suggest I stay with Yuna. I think we can get away with me staying with you. It’s fine if some of the guys notice, just as long as the press doesn’t.”
Shane hasn’t let himself really think about it in a while. He’s been coasting. He can’t ignore it anymore. In a few days, his life is going to change.
In a few days people will know he’s friends with his boyfriend.
It’s such a weird step in all of this, but it’s still a big one.
He doesn’t have to pretend to hate Ilya anymore. He can talk about Ilya to more people than just his parents, Hayden, and Rose.
This is the beginning of their life together.
It’s all as exciting as it is terrifying.
“Okay, no more talking.” Shane pulls her tight to his chest and drapes his arms around her.
Svetlana recognizes it before Shane himself does. The way his emotions just fizzle out.
She pulls back and holds his face in her hands. “Hey.”
Shane avoids eye contact and repeats himself, “No more talking.”
And she gets it. She wishes her brain protected itself like this, that she was capable of letting the burnout actually stop her at times.
She can totally understand why–after years of hiding the fact that he even knew Ilya off the ice, years of trying to fit the mold of what’s expected from a pro athlete, months of hiding a relationship, and another few months hiding an even less traditional relationship–Shane would finally fall victim to the autistic burnout he’s been trying to avoid.
So she holds him in the kitchen and thinks about all the things she’s been avoiding too, the talk with her dad this morning and her impulse to shove it all away.
She allows herself to take the same comfort in Shane that he’s taking in her.
It’s like Shane can feel the moment Svetlana relaxes and lets herself seek comfort in him too, his arms tighten around her and he adjusts her head in the crook of his neck, leaning his cheek against the top of her head and doing his best to avoid getting her curls in his mouth.
He must be able to sense that Svetlana needs this too because he mumbles, “I told you if you’re falling apart, I want to be there for you too.”
Svetlana squeezes him, “Thought we agreed no more talking.”
Shane smiles with his eyes closed and breathes with her.
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   ★ ★ ★ 

There’s one more Montreal game before All-Star weekend and Jackie brings the kids this time, so Svetlana meets Jade, Ruby, Arthur, and baby Amber. There’s also no Dallas Kent in this game, so they can actually enjoy themselves.
Svetlana had called her dad in the morning and did her best to explain the incredible career opportunity she’d found in the Irina Foundation. He’s still skeptical of an alliance between Montreal and Boston, but she mentions she’ll probably be in Ottawa a lot this Summer and figures that’s close enough to the truth of her moving to Ottawa this Summer. Small steps.
Montreal won and the Metros gave Shane a hard time in the locker room about going out to celebrate with them and to bring his girl to which he insisted he doesn’t have a girl and someone said, “right you have two.” And the entire room erupted in whistles as Shane turned bright red.
Hayden had met his gaze across the room, simply curious what Shane would decide to do.
And yeah, Shane didn’t know what the right thing to do was either. But he avoided commenting on his relationships by agreeing to go out and celebrate.
When Jackie heard that Shane Hollander was actually going out and that Svetlana would be there too, she arranged a babysitter at the speed of light.
So it’s with absolutely zero context that Ilya receives a text with a picture of his oldest friend dancing at a club with Hayden Pike’s wife.
Ilya: what the fuck
Shane: They get along really well
Rose: i love jackie!!!! tell her i say hi and i miss being a wag only because of her :((((( 
Ilya: ???? sorry how does pike have a cool, hot wife everyone loves
Shane: We are FRIENDS with Hayden, remember Ilya
Ilya: okay i can roast my friends
Shane pockets his phone and lets Rose and Ilya bicker about who the coolest WAGs in the MLH are and if their husbands deserve them or not.
When he looks up, he sees Svetlana looking at him expectantly and gestures for him to join her.
Shane rolls his eyes and leans back against the bar.
Svetlana makes a whole show of tying an invisible lasso and throwing it at him and tugging him onto the dance floor.
She is such a loser sometimes and unfortunately that’s Shane’s kryptonite. He reluctantly peels himself away from the bar and joins her on the dance floor.
The moment he’s close enough, he puts his hand on her hip and whispers in her ear, “No kissing, okay?”
She nods at him, agreeing, eyes sincere and happy.
Hayden’s dancing with Jackie beside them. “This is the first time I’ve had my best friend and wife on a dance floor at the same time.”
Shane groans, “I danced at your wedding and I keep telling you, man, Rose is my best friend.”
Svetlana snorts. “You’re just as mean to Hayden as Ilya is, you hypocrite.”
Shane defends himself, “I’m allowed to be, Hayden knows I’m kidding.”
Hayden raises an eyebrow at him. “You’re not kidding about Rose being your best friend, but I set myself up for you to make that joke a thousand times because you love to brag about her being your friend.”
Shane blushes at the mortifying ordeal of being known.
J.J. is one too many drinks in and finds them in the crowd. “Only you could pull the hottest girl in Montreal, capitaine!”
Svetlana looks at Shane and bursts out laughing. “I guess that’s a compliment for me.”
“She’s from Boston,” Shane supplies unhelpfully.
Svetlana shakes her head at her hot, socially awkward boyfriend and thinks about having Ilya right beside them. She wonders if the opportunity will arise this weekend. “Just dance with me, golden one.”
So he does.

 ★ ★ ★ 

After showering and getting their sleep clothes on, Shane and Svetlana spend a good few minutes making out in bed.
Svetlana runs her fingertips gently across Shane’s brow. “Can’t believe we made it through this whole week without me pegging you.”
Shane chokes on a laugh. “Should I say sorry?”
“No,” Svetlana snorts. “It’s okay. I had a feeling it wouldn’t get that far. And it’s okay if it never does, yeah? If sex like that only works with Ilyusha, that’s completely fine with me.”
Shane pushes back. “But it might. One day.”
“Sure,” she allows. “But it’s okay if it doesn’t.”
Shane lets out a long breath. “Am I a total sap if I’m curled against you right now thinking about how much I miss him?”
“Yes,” Svetlana says with a maniacal smirk. “You’ll see him tomorrow night.”
“I know,” Shane whines. “I just wish he was there tonight.”
And Svetlana knows exactly what he means because she was thinking the same thing. “I know, baby. Me too.”
He falls asleep and Svetlana manages to grab her phone from the nightstand without waking him.
Svetlana: he’s spent practically all week talking about how much he misses you so just fyi this man is already your husband
Ilya: okay hes not special i miss him too
Svetlana: stop trying to play it cool. i know hearing that made you emotional
Ilya: yes i’m in love with him and want to spend the rest of my life with him and it’s like a knife to the chest to hear that he misses me the same way i miss him
Ilya: but that’s a normal thursday. do you want me to bring anything from boston for you to all-stars that you forgot to pack
Svetlana: actually yes can you grab that gold top, the one you always drool over me in
Ilya: in my defense you look so hot in that
Svetlana: yeah i know ;)

 ★ ★ ★ 
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  ★ ★ ★

Svetlana and Shane are both the kind of people who get to the airport way too early so they make their way to one of the exclusive airport lounges and sit in the corner where they're sure they have enough privacy to hold hands and talk.
"Still think it was a good idea to book a flight during when the article posts?" Svetlana teases.
Shane nods. "I mean, I'm freaking out a little but yeah that's why I wanted to be distracted."
Svetlana rubs her thumb in circles over the back of Shane's hand. "This is all easy as long as you don't look at Twitter. You already asked Rose to do your normal tradition of sending you all the good posts when her shooting day wraps later. We can talk with some of the other guys this weekend and see which of them might be interested in volunteering some time to coach the kids. And it's only about four more hours until we'll be with Ilyusha."
Shane's lips curl into a smile despite himself. "You're right. I know you're right. Just still going to freak out about it."
Svetlana studies his side profile. "I know you don't like to drink during the season, but All-Star weekend doesn't count, right?"
Shane side-eyes her. "I will sometimes drink a beer during All-Stars." He thinks about sitting at the hotel bar with Ilya last year.
Svetlana shrugs. "Might be a good excuse to let loose."
"Maybe," Shane thinks it might be fun to be more relaxed this year. "I don't know my tolerance very well. And if people are paying more attention with the article, that could be bad."
Glancing around the room and finding it empty, Svetlana cups Shane's jaw. "I know I'm your girlfriend but I want to be your manager this weekend. Let me do my job. It's my first time being, like, on-site officially. So enjoy your weekend and let me be your bodyguard if press comes sniffing around. I've got you."
The argument is worded so perfectly that Shane can't think of how to tell her no. Mostly because she's right, this weekend is work for both of them. At a certain point, he has to step back and let her take care of this for him. "Fine. But no pictures for socials while I'm drinking."
Svetlana leans back in her chair. "No promises on that, but I'll at least have Yuna approve them before posting."
Shane feels his lips pull into a frown but it does nothing to counteract the fondness pouring out of his eyes. He loves seeing Svetlana in work mode. "Fine."
They stare at each other a moment, like this is some serious argument that requires a standoff.
Then they break and Shane's the one who leans in to steal a quick peck to her lips before leaning back again.

★ ★ ★

Once they land in San Jose, Svetlana does catch some people photographing them together at the airport, but she and Shane already talked about being as platonic as possible in public spaces while they traveled.
She expected Shane to still be a little shut off, a little more distant after the way he crashed yesterday. So she’s surprised to see his energy build as the plane got closer and closer to the destination to the point where he's practically buzzing with excitement by the time they check in at the hotel lobby.
It’s only after they drop their luggage in the room and head to the hotel bar, Shane’s head on a swivel for Ilya to walk in, that Shane whispers in her ear, “I should’ve gotten him something. This is kind of our anniversary.”
And Svetlana’s jaw drops. “Is that why you’re so hyper?”
Shane shrugs. “Kinda. Yeah. I don’t know, it’s stupid. Like it’s not really but also it is? It all kind of… happened at All-Stars last year.”
A couple players come up to them at the bar and congratulate Shane on the foundation and his presumed patience at befriending Ilya Rozanov. 
Shane smiles politely and responds pointedly with, “No patience required, he’s a good guy.” And people give him weird looks about it but don’t argue back.
Shane and Svetlana toss out the suggestion of coaching at the camp and gauge interest for who responds politely and who seems genuinely interested. Svetlana runs point on that, securing contact information for anyone who might be a good fit and sending their names and emails to Yuna.
But there’s only one player Shane actually wants to have a conversation about this with and Scott doesn’t seem to be here yet.
Svetlana laughs at Shane as he orders a second drink. “You’re gonna be drunk before he even gets here.”
Shane chews on his lip. “I thought today would be scary but… now that we’re actually here, it just reminds me of last year and it’s not scary knowing that I’ve got you and him beside me. And I…finally get to talk to people about how proud I am of Ilya.”
Before Svetlana can respond, they notice Scott Hunter walk in.
Shane stills, nerves finally hitting him.
Most people here are surprised that he and Ilya even talk to each other off the ice but there’s one person who could probably read between the lines.
Scott locks eyes with Shane and Shane can tell that Scott knows.
He can’t explain it but he can tell.
Scott offers him a polite wave as he gets caught in conversation with a player from Tampa.
Then Ilya walks in.
Shane puts his drink down on the bar and his brain turns off.
He’s across the room and in Ilya’s arms before he can think more about it.
Ilya’s smile is ferocious. “Hi, Shane.”
“Hi, Ilya.”
Ilya snorts and grabs Shane by the shoulders to push him away. “You’re drunk.”
“No,” Shane shakes his head way too cutely to be sober. “I’m just happy to see you.”
“We did it,” Ilya says, excitement growing as he sees the same emotion reflected in Shane’s eyes.
“We did it,” Shane parrots, smiling widely.
Svetlana and Hayden intervene at the same time.
“Hey, buddy.” Hayden pats Shane’s shoulder.
“Ilyusha, you are walking a fine line.” Svetlana tugs Ilya into her arms and away from Shane.
Ilya is so tickled by Shane being affectionate but lets Svetlana separate them. “It’s not my fault. He’s drunk. You were the one here. You should have stopped him.”
She shoots him a look, “He’s only half through his second drink. I thought he was fine.”
“Okay, he usually drinks light beer. Not heavily poured mixed drinks.”
Svetlana purses her lips because that is an extremely good point she hadn’t considered as she eyes Shane warily.
Shane’s got a hand on Hayden’s shoulder, but his eyes have barely left Ilya.
Svetlana glances around and, yeah, pretty much every player in the bar is watching them with mixed reactions. Mostly shock, which is fair. A couple people hadn’t seen the article but a quick news search after witnessing whatever this was gets them caught up.
Scott finally makes his way over and reaches out to shake Ilya’s hand and then Shane’s. “The foundation is a great idea. I was really happy to see the news and would love to be involved if you still need coaches.”
Svetlana notes that down but Scott's supported was expected, still good to have it confirmed.
Ilya feels weirdly nervous talking to Scott in this context. The normal shit talking is one thing, but getting praise from his gay hockey elder actually subdues him for once. “Thank you,” he says simply.
And even that makes Scott raise a suspicious eyebrow at him.
Shane spits out, “We wanted to talk to you.”
Scott’s eyes slip from Ilya to Shane and back to Ilya. If Scott had any doubts, the ‘we’ is damning evidence. “Yeah. I, uh, had a feeling. Later, yeah?”
“Later,” Svetlana agrees urgently with a thin smile.
Scott laughs and lifts his drink toward Shane. “Good luck with that one.” And walks off.
Hayden shakes his head. “Man, you need to drink some water.”
“That is a myth,” Ilya says. “Good for hangovers but doesn’t make you sober. I would suggest coffee but–”
“I don’t drink caffeine,” Shane says as forcefully as he can with his eyebrows furrowed cutely.
Ilya gestures at Shane to prove his point.
Hayden smirks fondly and nods to the door. “My room’s down the hall. Jackie took the kids to the pool so we can duck in there before Shane does something stupid.”
Shane whines but lets Svetlana drag him out of the bar. “I’m not gonna do anything stupid! I’m just excited to see my bo–”
Svetlana grabs Shane’s face in her hands and presses their lips together briefly. “Shane, stop talking.”
Shane presses his lips together.
Ilya has never laughed harder in his life.
Anyone who sees the four of them in the hallway has the same two thoughts: one, there’s no way those four people are actually friends and two, they all look way too genuinely happy for this to be a publicity stunt.
Hayden swipes his keycard and they pour into his hotel room which is covered in half unpacked suitcases, picture books, and the upended bag of toys they bring with them when they travel.
The moment the door is closed, Shane presses Ilya into the wall and kisses him.
Hayden spins away, “Jesus, man.”
Shane’s giddy. “Happy anniversary, kind of.”
Ilya’s smile gets wider and softer at the same time. “You are such a, Sveta, what’s the word in English? Sappy.”
“Sap,” Svetlana translates with a sly smile.
Ilya tsks, spinning them so Shane's the one against the wall. “Anniversary of you cornering me about emotions in a hotel room, maybe.”
Shane’s kissing Ilya’s neck. “Anniversary of knowing it was real.”
Svetlana looks pityingly at Hayden. “I expected him to be spiraling about the article. I didn’t plan for whatever this is.”
Hayden sighs, but there’s a fond look in his eyes. “Shane kind of stopped being predictable the moment he opened up about his private life.”
Svetlana nods, “Ilya’s a bad influence.”
Ilya pulls his mouth off of Shane. “Hey, I am a good influence. Shane is so happy and honest now.”
“Too honest,” Svetlana and Hayden say at the same time.
Hayden pulls out his phone, "I haven't actually read the article yet, but I saw the cover. Jackie told me the Twitter trending tags are all about you two. You kind of broke the internet."
Shane's still out of it, but the serious topic sobers him up just a little. It doesn't give him enough shame or self awareness to move from where he's still pressed against the wall. "Are people mad we're friends?"
Ilya laughs, lips on Shane's jaw. "We're such good friends."
Svetlana barks at him in Russian, "Don't traumatize the straight. Get off of him."
Ilya whines, pressing his forehead to Shane's collarbone. "Usually when we run into a hotel room certain things happen. Look at him, Sveta. He's drunk and soft and he missed me."
Shane catches enough of that. "I missed him."
That nearly breaks Ilya, mumbling incoherently in Russian as he lavishes Shane's neck in kisses.
Hayden raises an eyebrow at Svetlana. "Is he fluent already?"
Svetlana shakes her head. "Not really, but he knows enough to drive us crazy and uses it to his advantage."
Hayden snorts. "Playing his relationship the same way he plays hockey, strategy first."
Svetlana watches Shane and Ilya make out while Hayden continues reading the article.
Hayden huffs a soft laugh, "There's a bit in here about Shane helping Ilya finding the right word in English. They definitely played into their chemistry more than they had to."
Svetlana shrugs. "Yes, well the foundation was the announcement but their friendship is the story."
"Trash talking before the Montreal-Boston game," Hayden continues summarizing. "Not surprising, really. And we did win that game, thank you very much." Then he barks out a laugh. "The interviewer made note of that too. 6-4."
Ilya hums, "Yes, that was when we tied up the scoring race."
"And you hugged me," Shane mumbles.
Hayden blinks at them. "Oh shit, right. This was all the same day as when we went out with Marlow and Rose." Then the scrolls down and laughs again. "Okay, this guy's good. He has a screenshot of the video Rose posted that night saying that it was incredibly hard to keep this story secret as online speculation was spreading and he knew why the two of you were friendly now."
Ilya and Shane both seem to realize that the article evolved beyond their interview and are finally intrigued enough to take their mouths off each other.
As they look at him, Hayden's smile fades but his eyes continue flicking over the article.
Ilya steps toward him anxiously. "What?"
Hayden looks up at Ilya and awkwardly looks away. "Um, it's the part about your mom."
Ilya looks at Svetlana and then at Shane. He knew that he hadn't talked about her publicly before, but he wasn't really thinking about the fact that people who read the article might treat him differently now.
Hayden gets to the end of the article. "More important than a rivalry," he looks at Shane. "It's a great quote."
Shane's as sober as he can possibly be right now after the mention of Irina. "I meant it."
Ilya laughs softly, "I hope so."
Shane pushes off the wall and moves close to Ilya again, but it's not heated now. He just pulls their foreheads against each other. "Everyone knows now. That you're important to me."
Ilya swallows. "Yes, but not how much."
Shane's brow furrows with the pain of it. He thought it would be easier, but getting closer to the truth almost feels harder.
Svetlana glances between the two of them and Hayden. "Shenya, you feeling okay enough to walk back to our room?"
Shane squeezes his eyes shut and blinks back some tears welling in his eyes. "Yeah, I think so."
Svetlana pats the top of Hayden's hair condescendingly. "Thanks for hosting a reading of the article, straight boy."
Hayden shakes his head, laughing fondly. "All three of you are really annoying."
Ilya winks at him as they head out.

★ ★ ★
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   ★ ★ ★ 

Once Ilya and Svetlana get Shane back to the hotel room, he passes out so they let him nap while they read the article themselves.
Svetlana read it four times already. As if she wasn't using the wi-fi on the plane. She just feels so insanely proud of them and how vulnerable they allowed themselves to be.
She knows this idea started as a way for them to announce that they don't hate each other, but it's so clear that the cause is deeply important to both of them. It's almost ironic that the foundation that started as a way to lie to the media about what brought them together really did end up bring the three of them together.
Ilya and Svetlana sit against the headboard, cuddled together and scrolling until they have to wake Shane up and get ready for dinner.

 ★ ★ ★ 

Yuna, Svetlana, Shane, and Ilya sit down for a very intentionally public dinner together that night in the hotel restaurant.
Shane has sobered up enough to be embarrassed about earlier. They only tease him about it a little because they do want to keep the conversation focused on the foundation.
Shane and Yuna sit on one side of the table, Ilya and Svetlana on the other.
Some people come up to ask them about it, but mostly the other players and their families that sit around them do a lot of staring and whispering.
It was already shocking to see Ilya Rozanov and Shane Hollander hugging like – what they assured themselves was just – old friends. It’s an entirely new thing to see Shane Hollander’s mother laughing at Ilya Rozanov’s jokes.
As plates are cleared away, Shane leans in close to Yuna. “Can we talk in my room after this?”
Yuna’s eyes are wide with worry as she looks at him. “Of course, honey. Is everything…”
“Fine, mom,” he’s quick to assure her. “I just want to, um,” Shane can’t help the way his eyes flick to Svetlana. “I’ll tell you later.”
Yuna’s perceptive even in the most confounding situations, and up until last year she thought she could always see her son clearly.
She follows Shane’s gaze to Svetlana in time to see her avert her eyes and immediately focus on Ilya.
It’s been a tense couple of weeks prepping for the foundation’s launch. Svetlana has been exactly what their team needed to get things running smoothly and Yuna considered herself lucky that her son’s boyfriend was able to connect her to such a unique talent.
And on top of that, she seems to be a great friend to both Ilya and now Shane.
But there’s something about the three of them, now that she’s seeing them all in the same room again for the first time since they had dinner at the cottage.
“Mom,” Shane says pleadingly, interrupting her thoughts.
Yuna snaps out of it. “Sorry, yeah. We’ll talk.”

 ★ ★ ★ 

Shane had planned with Ilya and Svetlana how they wanted to do this.
Part of him was tempted to talk to his mom alone, but Ilya reminded Shane about last year at the cottage when they went to talk to Yuna and David together.
That entire situation was chaos for Shane, but Ilya likes to remind Shane that it’s one of his brightest memories.
Ilya wants them to all be together to talk to her. Shane can talk himself into either option. Svetlana can only think in terms of how she’d want to tell her father – in that she doesn’t but might have to.
So in what is one of the most surreal experience of his life, Shane walks through hotel corridors to the room he’s sharing with his girlfriend joined by his boyfriend and his mom.
As they walk, Ilya whispers to him, “What, you won’t ask me for my room number this year?”
Shane bumps their shoulders together and smiles at him. “I know your room number already, asshole.”
Ilya bumps their shoulders back. “You could still ask.”
And Shane’s about to respond, to play this game with him, but as he looks at Ilya, his peripheral vision reminds him his mom is walking right behind them. She and Svetlana are clearly eavesdropping and exchanging knowing glances. Shane clears his throat and looks straight ahead.
“Boring,” Ilya teases.
The hotel rooms are way nicer this year, so as Shane lets everyone into the room he gestures for them to sit in the ‘living room’ area where he’d already dragged over some extra chairs next to the couch.
Yuna eyes the set up and looks at Shane. “Honey, what’s all this about?”
“Mom, just… let’s just sit, okay?”
After a slight hesitation, Ilya sits with Shane on the couch, draping an arm around his shoulders.
Svetlana perches on a chair. 
Yuna takes the other chair.
It’s too tense. Shane hates this but he doesn’t know what the alternative was. They couldn’t exactly talk about this in the hotel restaurant.
He lets out a breath. “Um, Ilya and I are really happy. I don’t want you to think that…” 
A small laugh puffs out of Ilya’s lips.
Shane glares at him. “Shut up.”
Ilya nods, “Yes, we’re very happy.”
Yuna’s eyes flick to Svetlana. She can’t read her expression at all but she starts to connect some dots. “Are you…”
Shane looks between Svetlana and his mom. It wouldn’t be surprising if Yuna figured it out but he doesn’t know how she would.
The next words out of his mom’s mouth cause his brain to shut down. “Are you pregnant?”
There’s a beat of absolute dead silence in the room before Ilya and Svetlana fall into absolute hysterics.
Shane glares at them, but there’s a glimmer of fondness in his eyes. “Will you two please take this seriously?”
Ilya gestures at Svetlana, “Shane, Yuna thinks she is like a, she is having our baby…”
“Surrogate,” Svetlana fills in between wheezes.
Ilya shakes his head, “No.” He looks at Yuna. “We still have lots of hockey to play. I don’t think we’re planning to be parents before we even…”
Get married.
Live in the same country.
The sentence could end a thousand ways.
Yuna holds up her hands in defense. “You seem protective of her. I just thought… I don’t know.”
“No, mom.” Shane says softly, elbowing Ilya who still hasn’t quite stopped laughing. “It’s, um.” He lets out a breath and just says it. “I’m in love with her. And Ilya. Both of them. At the same time.”
Yuna blinks. “You’re…” She looks between Svetlana and Ilya.
Shane pushes Ilya off of him, lips fighting a smirk as he reaches his hand out for Svetlana.
She stands up slowly and takes his hand, letting him guide her onto the couch beside him. Shane threads their fingers together and then looks up at Yuna. “I know it’s a lot, it’s confusing. But, um, I needed you to know? That she’s important to–really important to me.”
Yuna knows her jaw is dropped and she’s just scanning all three of their faces, but she has no idea what it is that she’s looking for.
She knows, typically, what it looks like when her son is joking. And she also knows when something is deeply, foundationally important.
Asking to talk, having the room already set up with extra chairs, the look in his eyes that she recognizes from so many confessions over the years but she’ll always remember the most from the time he broke a pot in the backyard and ran inside immediately to tell her he was sorry.
Once again, Shane is telling her he loves someone and he feels that he has to apologize for it. They had a second chance at this and she still hasn’t found a way to make this joyful for him.
Part of her knows that what Shane is telling her, this relationship that’s even harder for society to accept than the one he’s been in, is shocking.
But this isn’t like last time. This isn’t her son bursting into her house with a stranger, a man they’ve spent years trash talking.
This is her son with the man she expects to one day call her son-in-law, and the woman who has fit with their family so easily that Yuna never thought twice about the joy in Shane’s eyes when he looks at her.
In hindsight, she should’ve seen this coming.
It’s just that she herself was already guilty of thinking of Svetlana as part of their family.
She thinks about how serious this moment was and the way they still couldn’t resist laughing together, the way Shane’s scowl twitched into a fond smirk.
So what she ends up saying is, “That explains a lot, actually.”
The fear in Shane’s eyes flickers into confusion for a second before fading as he ducks his head with a laugh. “Um, I’m still gay, kind of. I know that’s…”
Svetlana squeezes Shane’s hand and Yuna watches the way they move together. “Shane’s got this problem where he loves too much, but I’m sure you already know that.” She smiles up at Yuna and Yuna nods. “So he and Ilya are totally compatible, and Shane and I are compatible romantically.”
Shane’s hand grips Svetlana’s even tighter.
Ilya’s hand is on Shane’s neck.
They’re a unit.
They’re a…
A laugh bubbles out of Yuna and she covers her mouth.
Shane looks up nervously, but he looks calmer now that he knows he’s not being rejected. “What?”
Yuna gestures to them. “They’re your wingers.”
The last few months flash through Shane’s mind.
Svetlana nearly squeals. “Oh my god.”
Ilya’s lips press together, trying to keep himself from laughing again. “She’s right, Shane. You are playing hockey even with your heart.”
Shane’s cheeks turn a furious shade of red as he drops his face into his hands. “This is so embarrassing.”
“Nooo,” Ilya coos at him, scratching his fingers through the hair at Shane’s nape. “It’s sweet.”
Svetlana’s hand reaches out for Shane and stops, eyes flicking to Yuna. Gingerly she reaches out to cup Shane’s jaw and lift his head back up. Shane looks into her eyes.
Svetlana softens with his eyes on her. “Is it a deal-breaker if I remind you I played defense?”
A fond smile takes over Shane’s lips as he shakes his head. “Not even a little, Sveta.”
Svetlana lets Shane decide and he happily leans in to press their lips together.
Ilya keeps his eyes on Yuna. He scrutinizes her, looking for any doubt but he only sees love. So he jokes, “They are very annoying about hockey together. Can’t get them to shut up about stats, and plays, and points. All day long, Yuna. You would love it, probably.” He tsks.
Yuna nods, still a little at a loss about what to say.
Shane looks lovesick.
How could she be upset about anything that makes her baby look that happy?
“How do you… I mean, How should I…” Suddenly she remembers a rumor she heard a few days ago about Shane and Svetlana. She wrote it off as utter nonsense but at this moment realizes that it must’ve been true. “How public is this?”
Ilya makes a face. “She heard from the Metros.”
Shane glances at Yuna, turning a furious shade of red. “Um, it’s not…not public.” He really doesn’t want to explain to his mom that he’s been desperate for PDA with his partners and making impulsive decisions about it. “The plan right now is still for Ilya and I to eventually be able to announce we’re together.”
Yuna’s brows furrow as she looks at Shane and Svetlana’s hands. She’s tempted to say what she said last time they told her about a plan to keep a relationship secret, No, but that’s sad.
They know that.
She’s had a lot more time to process what it means for her son to be queer and a public figure. She’s learned a lot more about not being pressured to disclose anything and being out privately rather than publicly. So she can wrap her head around this quicker. Maybe the public won’t know, but clearly they want the people around them to.
If this is what they’re choosing, she’ll respect that. Though she’s not sure if three-way marriages are legal in Canada…
“How long have you all been–”
“Eh, I’m not really part–” Ilya starts to say.
“Ilya.” Shane says softly. Then immediately realizes he doesn’t want to tell his mom, I’m in love with Svetlana but Ilya still has sex with her!
Svetlana seems to recognize Shane’s minor crash out so she jumps in, “It happened faster than any of us were really ready for. If it’s confusing for you, you can imagine how confusing it was for us. We didn’t want to hurt each other but it just… worked. It was impossible to ignore. We made it official at the cottage back in November.”
Shane can’t let himself be the only one who is embarrassed, “Ilya was so happy he cried.”
Ilya scoffs, “I did not cry! I told you, the sun was very bright.”
Yuna feels her own eyes well up as she watches the three of them bicker. “You seem really happy.”
Shane sobers, looking at her. “I am.”
“All of you,” Yuna clarifies.
Ilya nods, glancing at Svetlana.
Svetlana can’t make eye contact with any of them.
This moment has finally caught up with her and the tears burst out of her.
This must be what it felt like for Ilya, before he got comfortable with the puzzles and the pasta. This is what it must’ve felt like to be welcomed into Shane’s family.
She knows that her relationship with her family isn’t anything close to as bad as Ilya’s, but it’s also nothing like this. 
She can’t tell her dad about this the way they’re telling Yuna about it.
She can maybe tell Donya or Natalie. Well, maybe not Natalie.
She trusted Shane about this, that he felt comfortable doing this. But she didn’t really think about how it was going to feel.
Yuna and David are going to know that she loves their son. She gets to have this, out of the shadows with them, and they’ve only been dating for two months.
She looks past Shane at Ilya and it’s like her subconscious forces her thoughts into Russian, “How did it feel for you to be seen by her after years of secrets? I can barely contain it and it’s been two months.”
Ilya coos at her, “My Svetochka, surely you are better at accepting that you deserve love than I was.”
Svetlana throws a pillow at him.
Shane laughs, eyes sparkling. “I only understood part of that but I’m going to assume you deserved that.”
Ilya shrugs, “She is just embarrassed about having emotions.”
Suddenly another hand is covering Shane and Svetlana’s.
Svetlana looks up to see Yuna leaning forward, smiling at her. “Maybe I’ll let the three of you talk and we can all get breakfast together tomorrow?”
Svetlana nods, still a little shellshocked.
Shane stands with Yuna and she pulls him into her arms.
Then she steps back and looks at Svetlana who is looking up at her like a puppy in a cardboard box. Yuna lets out a breath, "Oh, get over here."
Svetlana stands and lets Yuna pull her into the hug with Shane.
The three of them cling to each other so of course Ilya makes an affronted sound and roughly throws himself into the mix, his lips briefly pressing to the back of Shane's neck.
They stay like that for a few seconds before Yuna starts laughing again. She steps away, dabbing tears from her eyes. "I can't imagine… it seems really complicated and difficult but, god, you're so happy."
Shane has both his partners' arms around him and his mom is looking at him with nothing but acceptance. "I am. More than I've probably ever been before."
Yuna's tempted to stay and keep talking but it's getting late and they have a long weekend ahead of them so she sniffles a little more as she heads to the door, but before she leaves her eyes go serious as she looks at Ilya. "I know it's 'just All-Stars' but the competition stats matter, so don't you dare keep him up too late."
Ilya's jaw drops. "Me?! He's the one–"
"Ilya!" Shane is mortified as he walks to the door. "Okay, good night, mom!"
"Good ni–"
Shane slams the door closed, face bright red, as Svetlana and Ilya start cracking up laughing.

 ★ ★ ★ 
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Shane has to take a moment to recover from the embarrassment of the last 30 seconds, but once his system refreshes he's immediately aware that he's finally, blissfully, alone with Ilya and Svetlana.
Shane melts against Ilya's body. "I missed you so much."
Ilya holds him, eyes closed and brows furrowed. "I missed you too."
Svetlana kisses Ilya's shoulder, then presses herself to Shane's back.
Shane finally relaxes, caged in by both of them.
Ilya laughs softly. "Not as desperate to get in bed, hm? One blow job from Svetlana and you don't need me anymore?"
Shane whines. "I need you."
Ilya breaks. It will never not totally destroy him when he's trying to make a joke and Shane just shoots an arrow straight through it directly into his heart. "Okay, come here." He backs them up toward the bed but Shane's phone starts buzzing nonstop.
Shane sighs, "Sorry, it's Rose." He takes it out and mutes it for now, he knows it's her recap of what she saw on socials today and he's…not in the head space for that right now. But he's happy to see that she's texting the group chat and not just him.
Svetlana sits in one of the armchairs, distracted by the texts from Rose, while the boys undress and get in bed. She'll join them in a second but she can't help wanting to review this after spending all day focused on making sure this message got out the way they wanted it to.
Rose: alright bad news first, the shippers are losing their minds. nothings happened that gives them any concrete proof of a relationship but on the timeline of enemies to friends to lovers, you've evolved to friends for them so its a big step. its mostly cute though. theyre really happy for you two.
She attaches a screenshot of a tweet that says, "look i know ive been insane about them but that was when this was all an impossible joke but now that theyre actually friends????? like we were right about how much they have in common and how good they are together??? and now our two boys are actually supporting each other through hardships??? theyre not alone??? we all won but they won the friendship of all time??? and if they kiss sometimes thats none of my business….."
Rose: so the shippers are actually mostly good news imo. the homophobes are having a field day. saying something about how we used to be a society and gladiators fought to the death and now men are talking about their emotions and braiding each others hair. which i dont think either of you know how to do or have long enough hair for braiding but okay.
Rose: some people are stubborn and think it's productive to say "focus on the sport" instead of having a single ounce of empathy in their bodies for the fact that athletes or celebrities are, you know, human. but the people being louder are the people sharing their stories about sports and mental health. you've inspired a hashtag #MentalGame
Then she attaches about ten screenshots of people who have reacted to the announcement of the Irina Foundation by opening up about bad experiences they've had with sports organizations, in locker rooms, with doctors and how much good an organization like this can do.
Svetlana stands up to show the boys and realizes she must've zoned out for longer than she thought because the sight she's met with is Shane on his back, legs spread and Ilya kneeling between them, mouth on Shane's cock and fingers stretching him open.
The thought You guys need to see this dies in her throat. Maybe they're a little busy.
She's frozen, unsure what to do with herself now.
She's still fully dressed and was not focused when the mood shifted.
Shane's eyes open and lock on hers, chest rising and falling with panting breaths.
He seems to see the panic in her eyes and sputters out a laugh as his fingers dig into Ilya's curls. "You don't…" His voice is wispy, breaking off as his hips stutter up into Ilya's mouth. "Um, you don't… if you're not– fuck, Ilya. Fuck, stop. I'm ready."
Ilya pops off of him. He whines brattily, "Wanted to take my time. So fun to watch you fall apart." He kisses up Shane's body. He glances over his shoulder and sees what Shane must've been talking about – Svetlana totally caught off guard for once. "Are you joining or watching? Because I'm not stopping."
Svetlana finally shakes out of it. "Watching." She moves the chair to the side of the bed and sits back down.
Shane licks his lips as his eyes track her across the room.
Svetlana notices, "Good?"
Shane nods, but doesn't have a chance to say anything else as Ilya pushes into him.
Svetlana realizes this is literally the first time she's watching them together.
The most it's been was that first video call when she helped translate for them, at the cottage when Ilya gave Shane a blowjob behind the counter, in Boston when Svetlana stayed with them until they were ready to go further, and then the night after when she and Ilya helped Shane through subspace and that had just been a handjob under the covers.
This is a brand new visual that is immediately seared into her mind.
She's heard this before, but the visual is new. She's mesmerized by the look of sheer bliss on Shane's face, but is just as captivated by the broken affection on Ilya's. She hypothetically should know what Ilya looks like when he's fucking someone. She's been on the receiving end of it probably more than Shane has at this point. But it's never looked like this.
It's like his entire body is moving in response to each of Shane's whimpers of pleasure, chasing what feels best for him and desperate to use every inch of his body to express to Shane how loved he is.
There's a reason she and Ilya hooked up as often as they did even though dating didn't work for them. They considered themselves sexually compatible and always had a good time together, knew what the other liked. She realizes now a better way to describe their sexual chemistry was that they were effective together. The level of familiarity made it easy to fall into bed together since they knew exactly how to navigate the road map of what they needed to do together to reach an orgasm and to make it feel good.
Shane and Ilya move together like they were made for each other.
Every tiny movement is a language to them, immediately responded to. A hitched breath is answered with a kiss, a thigh squeeze is a request to adjust positions.
Then she realizes how quiet they're being.
Right. This is a hotel room. This is Shane and Svetlana's hotel room.
They can't be caught moaning each other's names.
Shane's on his stomach now, biting his knuckle to keep from screaming and Svetlana feels herself move without a thought, grabbing a towel to replace with Shane's knuckle to keep him from hurting himself.
His eyes flutter open as she brushes through his hair and tugs his hand away from his mouth, his eyes are filled with tears. He lets Svetlana guide the towel between his teeth and bites down.
Ilya's watching Svetlana but doesn't slow his pace. If anything, now that Shane has the towel to bite down on his thrusts get faster and harder.
Ilya bends over him, kissing the back of his shoulder. "Come for her, Shane. Show her how fucking good you take it, how pretty you are when you're desperate for it."
With the towel in his mouth keeping him from speaking, Shane's hand gropes back for purchase on Ilya's thigh. And Shane dutifully makes sure his face is turned toward Svetlana while he crashes over the edge.
Ilya fucks him through it as Shane gradually loses the tension in his body.
Svetlana shouldn't be surprised that it seems standard for them for Ilya to keep fucking him, overstimulating him as he chases his own orgasm.
Tears are spilling from Shane's eyes but it's not totally accurate to say he's crying.
He loves this. Svetlana can tell that they wouldn't do it this way if it wasn't what they preferred. They only see each other sparingly and pushing each other to their limits seems to be what they crave the most.
Ilya comes with a shout and a broken, "I love you."
Followed immediately by Shane mumbling, "Love you."
They stay like that for a moment after, both just breathing and on the verge of crying.
It's baffling to Svetlana, the way that it's both completely erotic and completely romantic at the same time. It doesn't feel like that should be possible but with them it is.
Ilya's eyes blink open and find Svetlana staring at them. He kisses Shane's shoulder and pulls out. "Okay, one more."
Svetlana raises an eyebrow at him as Ilya slips off the bed and gets on his knees in front of Svetlana's chair.
Shane's eyes blink open at the loss of Ilya's body but is immediately distracted by the sight in front of him.
Svetlana tenses. "You don't need to–"
"I want to," Ilya says, voice low as he kisses her knee and he wraps his hands around her calves, pulling her to the edge of the chair. "And he wants to see, I think."
Svetlana looks at Shane and yeah, there's some definite interest there.
"Okay," she murmurs, hand tangling in Ilya's hair as he tugs off her pants and underwear in one motion.
His tongue is on her almost instantly and a shiver runs up her spine.
She would be embarrassed by how wet and close she is already if she weren't absolutely positive that Ilya understands just how good he and Shane look together. He doesn't even tease her about it.
He gets her there effectively and Svetlana finds she's grateful for it. Her plan was to take care of herself in the shower, but having Ilya's mouth and Shane's eyes on her is a much more satisfying option.
She comes quietly, shaking as her thighs clench, a moan on her lips, and immediately goes slack.
Ilya sits up, licking his lips and looking smug. Well, it's more than that. He looks pleased about it, that he could take care of both her and Shane so well.
The silence between the three of them is comfortable and rose-tinted.
It's broken up by a notification on all three of their phones.
Rose: oh youre all having sex arent you

 ★ ★ ★ 
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  ★ ★ ★

Shane does not break his own records for the skill competition but the scores still have a pretty major gap between him and Ilya, and the other players. Except for that rookie at the Admirals that Shane really has to introduce himself to.
He would love to say that he's not distracted but it's impossible not to be when there's so much downtime during these events and he spends it sitting next to Ilya on the bench for the first time in his life. They played on the same team last year, but they did their best not to end up next to each other if they could help it.
The other guys keep shooting them weird looks and Shane has to remind himself that from the outside, this must feel like, well, one of the unlikely animal friendship videos he still watches sometimes.
He mostly copes silently, watching the other guys on the ice, but Ilya seems to have been prepared to help manage Shane's anxiety under this level of scrutiny so he's rambling a mile a minute. Some of it is half-hearted chirping when someone makes a mistake, some of it is genuine appreciation (that's whispered to Shane, he doesn't need the other guys to think he's gone soft), and some of it is just chatter about how bad the lunch options were or what time the pool closes.
Every so often Ilya will say something that Shane agrees or disagrees with enough that he'll argue back and they'll actually have a conversation for awhile until a camera spots them and puts them up on the jumbotron while the announcers say something about them getting along and what alternate universe we're in now. And Shane will go back to silently watching the events until it's his turn and he can channel all the emotions into his body and just play hockey.
Hayden had asked them before the skills competition started how they wanted to do this, and Shane sheepishly admitted that as much as he didn't want the spotlight, he also kind of did want to focus on Ilya today so Hayden will smile at them as he skates by the bench, but otherwise doesn't interrupt.
As expected, the press are losing their minds and do whatever they can to pull Ilya or Shane or both of them together in front of a camera.
During one of the commercial breaks, they manage to get Ilya in front of a camera with one of the commentators in the corner of the rink.
It's Rob, at least, who Ilya has always liked. Rob is at a loss, "Where do you even wanna start, man?"
The interview is being broadcast to the jumbotron so Ilya knows Shane is watching from the bench.
Ilya laughs softly. "We are trying to get more coaches for the Summer camp, so make sure you are pressuring all these guys to say yes to our emails, okay?"
Rob shoots a look at the camera, "This guy, just assuming everyone's already read the article."
Ilya looks unimpressed, "What you think they haven't?"
Rob chuckles. "Fair, fair. But the tough guy act isn't going to work as well now that you've bared your heart like this."
"It will work," Ilya's speaking with a thicker accent than usual, a little irritated at this habit popping back up when he's nervous about not messing up an interview. "These guys, they know all about being on the ice or off the ice. We can be friends off the ice and enemies on it."
Rob lets that hang for a moment and then shrugs. "Which leads me to ask about Shane Hollander. I can't say anyone saw that coming."
From the bench, Shane can see about three different dirty jokes form behind Ilya's eyes.
But this is also his first opportunity to really talk about Shane in public and his heart is in his throat because he's never said Shane's first name in a hockey setting and he's overthinking how it's going to sound reverberating through the rink. He can't help the way he licks his lips before speaking, "This weekend is an exception, don't worry. Shane and I are still enemies on the ice." Shane. It's like Ilya's done a line of coke. It feels crazy to have said that here.
"But this weekend on the ice we get to see you be friends?" Rob asks.
Ilya's eyes light up with mischief. "Oh, you all saw how we played together last year. Huge mistake to let us play together again this year. We will wipe the floor with the West Coast tomorrow. You know Shane, he made me watch tape with him to prepare for All-Stars. I would say we have plays planned but he will not like that I revealed that." As if on cue, the jumbotron screen cuts to Shane on the bench, helmet in his hands and chewing on his mouth guard, looking extremely put out. Ilya glances at the TV and bursts out laughing.
Shane realizes there's a camera across the rink zoomed in on him and immediately softens his expression and ducks his head, but Ilya can see him blushing.
Rob's shaking his head. "Guess we can expect more of this, you guys ribbing each other. It'll always be some kind of rivalry with you two, won't it?"
Ilya's antsy, these interviews don't usually go very long but he's sure the broadcast is holding on this since it makes good television. "You read the article. Blah, blah, the only one who can keep up with me. It was his idea, you know. The foundation and naming it after my mother." Maybe he shouldn't have said that, but he hates that they're trying to make this into some kind of fluff piece. The impulse to remind people that this is real consumes him. Both the purpose of the foundation but also how real his relationship is with Shane. "He's a very good friend but only for 24 more hours, then Boston will crush Montreal and I will have Yuna make custom Irina Foundation tissues for him to cry into." He waves and walks away without being dismissed.
Rob stammers, trying to process the volley of quotes that just got lobbed at him. "I think it's safe to say he's still the same old Rozanov."
The cameras cut to Shane again and he's laughing on the bench as Ilya rejoins the rest of the team, ruffling Shane's hair while he's trying to get his helmet back on.
They tap their gloves together as the skills competition starts back up.

★ ★ ★

Scott finds them in the hotel bar later and watches them for a moment before they spot him.
Shane, Ilya, and Svetlana are tucked into a booth in the back with a tablet and a notebook on the table between them.
Svetlana seems… really friendly with Shane as she leans against him, pen in her hand. Scott can tell just by the way she moves the pen that they really are talking about plays and strategy for the game tomorrow.
Ilya looks like he's disagreeing just for fun, sipping hard liquor while Shane refills all their water glasses from a pitcher, glaring at him.
"Unbelievable," he mutters under his breath before walking over to them. "Uh, hey."
Shane almost cowers as he looks up at Scott. "Sorry about yesterday."
Scott holds up a hand. "It was nothing. Don't worry about it, kid." His eyes fall to the notebook before Shane slams it shut, frowning. It's hard to remember Shane isn't really a rookie anymore and is only two years younger than him. But Scott's always felt protective of Shane, his dedication to the sport and reputation for being straight-laced has always reminded Scott of himself.
Yet here he is with Ilya Rozanov and a beautiful woman hanging off of him. The current image of him conflicts with what Scott anticipated this conversation to be about.
Ilya seems to thrive in the discomfort between them. "Why are you playing with the West Coast team?"
Scott shakes his head. "Couldn't tell you. They keep trying to explain how they decided the teams this year and it makes less sense every time. I didn't think it was worth asking questions."
Shane's eyes are flicking around the room, spotting other players nearby.
Svetlana redirects. "I heard the rooftop bar is actually great for private conversations."
Scott laughs and shrugs. "Isn't it supposed to be in the 40s tonight?"
The three of them blink at him.
Scott hesitates, "Um, I'm not sure what that is in Celsius."
"Like 4 degrees," Svetlana says easily.
Shane shrugs. "I'm Canadian."
Ilya nods, "Russian."
"What he said," Svetlana agrees.
Scott laughs. "Good thing I brought my jacket."
 
As Svetlana expected, most people avoid the rooftop bar tonight since it's colder than usual so when they find a table in the corner, there's no one else within a pretty wide radius of them and even if someone gets close, the music is being piped in loudly enough to cover their conversation.
Again, if Scott had any doubts about what this was going to be about, the look Shane and Ilya share before scooting into the same side of the booth settles it for him.
Scott glances at Svetlana before following her into her side of the booth.
Shane's fiddling with a glass of water as he looks at Scott. "I'm gay."
Scott can't help the way his eyebrows raise. He wasn't expecting him to just say it like that. "Right." He looks between Shane and Ilya. Warmth blooms in his chest despite how awkward this is. It was speculation before, but now he knows. Now he knows for a fact that he's not alone. He's not the only gay player in the league.
When Ilya realizes Shane and Scott are both too awkward to keep talking, he says, "Bisexual."
Svetlana smirks, "Pansexual, if it matters."
Shane's eyes light up as he looks at her. "It matters."
There's a vibe there that Scott doesn't want to even begin to parse.
Scott tries to lead this conversation somewhere as the one with the most experience being out. "Are either of you planning to come out?"
Shane and Ilya look at each other again.
Ilya sighs and takes over even though he knows Shane had wanted to try to take point with Scott. Ilya's actually capable of talking to him without insulting him, despite what Shane thinks. "Yes and no. There's a plan but it's a long way away."
Scott's not sure how they could possibly think they're being subtle right now but he's trying not to assume anything. "I get that. I kind of thought you were going to ask for advice on how to do it but I can't say I made much of a plan when I did it."
"It must've felt good," Ilya says, eyes alight with wonder and envy. "Kissing him on the ice like that."
Scott sighs out a laugh. "It did but it was also terrifying."
Svetlana kicks Shane's foot under the table.
Shane can't breathe. This is the safest person they could possibly come out to but it's still terrifying to bring someone else into this. Even if he's pretty sure Scott already knows.
Ilya's eyes slide to Shane seeing the way he's barely keeping himself vertical, the urge to drop his forehead against the table. He puts his hand on Shane's back. "Shane…"
"I'm okay," Shane says reflexively.
Ilya eyes Scott suspiciously.
Scott's attention is on the point of contact between them.
"We're together," Shane spits the words out and takes a sharp breath in. "Ilya and I, we're, um. I love him."
Scott's eyebrows shoot up.
Ilya mumbles, eyes on Shane as if he's forgotten Scott is there, "I love him too."
Love.
The word lodges in Scott's brain. It makes sense, now that they've said it. But somehow in his bouts of speculation, he didn't quite realize just how long this would've been going on. He suspected it was serious but somehow he never considered the possibility that they were in love. "I have to admit, I had my suspicions when I read the article."
Shane's eyes stay laser focused on the table, tense.
Scott notices the tension and rushes to elaborate, "Not that the article made it obvious. It's just… I might've heard you two hooking up at All-Stars in 2011."
Shane wakes back up, glaring at Ilya. "I fucking told you. I told you he was next door."
Ilya's shoulders raise. "So he heard me having sex! How was I supposed to know he'd recognize your fucking moans, Shane."
Shane's eyes squeeze closed. "So you knew," he looks at Scott, "this whole time?"
Scott shrugs. "Well, I thought… I don't know, you were young. It could've just been experimenting for all I knew. I didn't really think about it too hard. And you kept the rivalry up so I thought maybe it went badly between you two. Then I saw, well Kip showed me, the video of you all with Rose Landry. That's when I realized, if you weren't serious about each other you'd never let something like that surface."
Svetlana can't hold it back anymore and barks out a laugh. "Sorry, you two are so fucking unlucky. One person overheard you having sex seven years ago and it just so happens to be the first out gay man in the MLH."
Shane scoffs. "Honestly, I think that makes us lucky."
Scott decides he can joke. "I'd recommend maybe not shouting his name in the future," he looks at Ilya.
If looks could kill. Shane's jaw is tense. "Did you?"
Ilya wheezes. "I don't fucking remember. And clearly you don't either. He always gets so–"
"Don't finish that sentence, please." Scott laughs. They still seem so young. He hesitantly changes the topic a little, eyes on Ilya. "I'm happy to commiserate about being a gay orphan if that's something you ever want to talk about."
Ilya's eyes go wide and innocent in a way Scott wouldn't have expected him to be capable of. "Oh. Um, thank you. Maybe next time I'm in New York we can get drinks and cry about it."
Svetlana groans, "Holy shit, is it really this fucking hard for hockey players to talk about emotions? I'm going to fall asleep. Do we have to just talk shit about other hockey players or does this really have to be the most boring conversation imaginable even though we're talking about the MLH's most insane secret?" She gestures at Shane and Ilya, looking at Scott. "These two have been fucking since 2010 and you're talking about dead parents?"
Scott laughs, for real this time. "You're right," he concedes, "I'm a better conversationalist when Kip is around. He couldn't make it this year."
Svetlana latches onto that like a life preserver. "Great, call him. And while you're at it, give us your numbers."
Scott nods opening his phone and looking back at Shane and Ilya. "Is she your manager or your life coach?"
Ilya snorts. "You don't want to know."
Svetlana mouths to Shane, both. And Shane laughs quietly.
Before Scott can ask a follow up question, Kip answers the phone, "Hey, babe. You did so great today but you need to know that I am deep in the Hollanov hashta–"
"Kip, you're actually on speaker," Scott rushes to say, wincing.
Svetlana nearly screams with laughter.
Shane is lost. "The what hashtag?"
The line goes quiet, then Kip quietly asks. "Babe, who are you with."
Ilya has a shit eating grin on his face. "You're talking to Hollanov."
Kip stammers, "Why is this a voice call? Switch it to video immediately."
Scott does as Kip asks and then demands to talk to Ilya. "How do you know what Hollanov is?"
Ilya holds the phone, immediately energized by Kip in a way he would never be with Scott. "How do you fucking think? I am not an idiot and I love to watch edits of me and my boyfriend." He tilts the phone to show Shane beside him.
Shane's face is red and he's tense as Kip says ohmygod about a thousand times.
Kip takes over the conversation. "When did this start, who hit on who first, how crazy is the phone sex?"
Shane looks at Scott, horrified.
Scott shakes his head, laughing as he sips his drink. He offers Shane a sympathetic smile as Ilya tells Kip everything. He leans over to Shane, "I'm starting to understand how you two work a little more."
Shane looks between Ilya and Scott and then pushes Ilya out of the booth so they can rearrange. He leaves Ilya and Svetlana huddled into the corner to gossip while he leans across the table to talk with Scott by himself. "How did you… was it as bad for you as it was for me? The locker room talk and… hiding?"
Scott nods, instantly more comfortable talking to Shane one on one. "There's a reason I didn't say anything for so long. I mean," he nods at Ilya, "you found someone to tell in the MLH way before I did."
Shane tsks, "That's different. It was… I mean, he hit on me so, it's not like I told him."
Scott laughs. "Wow, he clocked you?"
Shane's brow furrows. "Clocked?"
Scott lets out a breath, forgetting that he's been around Kip's friends a lot the last year. "Um, he could tell you were gay? Just by looking at you?"
With a shrug, Shane sips his water. "I guess. I don't really know. I think he's just like that. I've heard him say stuff that could be interpreted as flirting to other guys. It's just that the homophobes take offense to it."
"And let me guess, you got shy?"
Shane smiles softly. "Yeah, probably."
"If it helps," Scott volunteers, "I would never have guessed about either of you. Other than, you know, the hotel."
If it helps. Shane's not sure if it helps. Does it help to know that he hides it so well that someone looking for a safe person wouldn't know they could depend on him? "Do you think there are other people in the league?"
Scott shoots him a look. "I couldn't tell you who, but yeah. I'm sure there are."
Shane nods, biting his lip. "I don't think I can come out."
"But…?" Scott fills in the silence.
Shane smiles sadly. "But I wish I could, for them. The way you did for, um, for me." He nods towards Ilya. "For us."
Scott suddenly remembers the email Shane sent him after New York won the cup last year. He studies Shane a moment and then says, "Don't do it unless you're really ready."
Shane seems surprised that Scott's advising him not to. "What do you mean?"
Scott continues, "It was hard to hear the bullshit when people didn't know they were talking about me. Now they know and they keep doing it. This isn't easy, Hollander. And if your motivation is to try to help open doors for others, but you become a spokesperson for queerness in the league while you're still working through your own fear…" He pauses. "It's great that you want to help, but there are other ways to help that don't involve you harming yourself to do it. Stuff like starting an entire charity foundation for mental health in sports." He smiles at Shane.
Shane ducks his head, taking all of that in, still fussing with his water glass. It helps more than he realized it would. He'd been guilting himself about hiding while taking so much solace in Scott coming out. But Scott, who knows better than anyone what it would be like to take the leap, is telling him to take his time. "I guess…" Shane starts and stops. "I liked the idea of you not having to be alone in this."
The fondness Scott's already felt for Shane Hollander triples in size. "God, I knew you were a good kid but this is ridiculous. The cameras are off, you know."
Shane recognizes the deadpan chirp for what it is. "Fuck off," he laughs.
Ilya glances at him, still giving Kip the whole relationship timeline.
They share a look of utter joy. The freedom of sharing this with people who get it.
Scott prods him, "He mentioned a plan, that you two want to come out. I assume you're thinking when you retire?"
Shane nods, but his brow is furrowed. "That was the idea."
Scott picks up on that. "Was?"
Shane lets out a breath. "I don't know. Yesterday and today… we got a taste, you know? Of what it might be like to… but the press is so fucking obsessed with the rivalry. You're the only person who even referenced Ilya's mom since the article posted, you know?" There's an anger in his eyes. "Everyone else has been obsessed with pointing out how it makes no sense for me to want to be friends with him. They barely mention the foundation and they never offer Ilya any comfort for what he shared. I know it's only been a day but there have been plenty of opportunities for people to be decent and they haven't."
Scott rethinks that interview during the skills competition earlier. That must be why Ilya got snippy at the end. "I can barely imagine what it's been like for you two, how hard the narrative of the rivalry would've made this. Not only can you not come out, but you–" He understands suddenly. "Fuck, was this TIME article so you could come out as friends?"
Shane nods, smiling wryly. "Um, like Svetlana said, we've been hooking up since 2010, but we've been dating officially for, uh, it's about six months now. Today's the first time we've used each other's first names in public. Well, I guess we did for the interview but that wasn't really public yet."
Scott lets out a long breath. "Well. That fucking sucks."
Shane laughs, "Yeah. It did." It's weirdly nice to admit.
Scott glances at where Ilya is still yapping with his boyfriend, then back to Shane. "I know you're hiding that you're a couple but even seeing you two being public as friends, you're pretty cute together."
It feels like Shane's entire body blushes. "Oh."
Scott barks out a laugh. "I think people are still getting over the shock, but you're funny together. The press is gonna want to run with that so get ready for that."
Shane blinks. "You think so?"
Scott nods. "Sometimes I wish I was less awkward so they'd want me on camera more, but you two… well, you know."
Shane feels a rare opportunity arise to be annoying to someone queer who knows he's also queer. "No, what?"
Scott deadpans. "Come on, I thought he was the obnoxious one."
Shane huffs a laugh. "Oh, we're both annoying."
Svetlana leans over, eavesdropping. "Can confirm."
Shane's nose scrunches at her. "Hey."
Svetlana giggles and goes back to the call with Kip.
Shane looks back to Scott, faux innocence in his eyes. "Why would they want me and Ilya on camera more than you?"
Scott takes a sip of his drink, shaking his head. "Because you're two of the best players in the league."
"And?" Shane smirks.
Scott rolls his eyes. "And two of the hottest players in the league. Jesus, happy now?"
Shane nods smugly. "Anyway, I didn't really think that, that they'd… want us on camera more. I guess I was thinking… I don't know. I guess I know we're queer and they wouldn't want to associate with that. But if they believe that we're just friends, yeah. I see your point." He frowns. "All we did was add a plot point to the rivalry."
"At least it's your narrative now and not theirs. Just make sure it stays that way, okay?" Scott says seriously.
Shane nods. "Yeah. Yeah, we will." He straightens. "That narrative starts with us, as Ilya said, wiping the floor with you tomorrow."
Scott raises an eyebrow. "Oh, we're chirping now? I'd like to see you connect a pass while you're giggling with your boyfriend."
Shane bites back. "I could get a puck to his stick with my eyes closed."
"Yeah? You practice together that much between Boston and Montreal?"
"Fuck off," Shane laughs. "We talk strategy a lot."
"Was he serious about watching tape and planning plays for tomorrow?"
Shane blushes. "Maybe."
Scott laughs. "You both really love it."
"Yeah, well." Shane looks at Ilya. "It helps that it's something we share. It's kind of one of our languages."
"It's funny," Scott muses. "Him being associated with you makes him seem more studious about the sport than he used to be and you being associated with him makes it seem like you have a personality."
Shane's entire face lights up in delight at the chirp. "Oh, fuck off!"
Scott laughs freely.
Shane orders another round for everyone, which means he asks for a pitcher of water and makes sure everyone is hydrated before the game tomorrow.
They trade numbers and head back to their rooms, their community of allies just a little bit bigger than it was.

★ ★ ★
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Arguing with his mom over breakfast was not on Shane's game day checklist.
"You can hardly blame them, honey. It makes sense," Yuna insists.
Shane's finger is taping against the table as he swallows back a bigger reaction. "I'm worried about doing something wrong and you think it's a good idea to let them mic us up? And they're setting up a live broadcast? I can't be the only one who thinks this is insane."
Ilya wishes he could wrap his arm around Shane but they're at the restaurant in the hotel again for breakfast. "I think it's fun."
Shane glares at him.
Svetlana snorts.
Shane levels the same glare at her. "Please tell me you understand why I don't want to do this."
Svetlana nods, "I deeply and specifically understand why you don't want to but I also think it's a good opportunity to normalize this for people in a way we have control over before a different narrative pops up."
Three of the people he loves most in the world are betraying him over breakfast on a game day. "You have to be fucking kidding me."
Ilya sighs, laughing. "Shane, baby, I know you are stressed about it, but it's hockey. You're not going to mess up during hockey. And I swear I won't flirt with you. I promise. Not even a little. I will be so good. You're not going to mess up, are you?"
Shane has been into PDA more recently, sure, but in this case? "Absolutely fucking not."
"Okay," Ilya says gently. "See, no problem."
Shane's still not thrilled but he thinks he's rightfully stressed about it. "Fine."
Svetlana buzzes. "Rose is gonna love this." She seems to be texting Rose about it as she says it and Shane notices that the group chat doesn't light up. He'll ask her about that later. After the game everyone seems so desperate to distract him from.
But Svetlana pointing out how it will read to Rose finally distracts Shane enough to calm his temper a bit. "You think so?"
Svetlana nods dramatically. "She's gonna eat it up."
When Shane thinks of it like that, it makes a lot more sense. He reminds himself what Scott said yesterday, that the press thinks that he and Ilya are funny together. They don't know. Only the shippers are reading anything about this as queer and that's kind of their whole thing. They probably ship people who have never even spoken to each other. The league is asking them to be mic'd up because the fans want to see their friendship more.
He sighs, "Fine. I'll try not to think about it too hard."

 ★ ★ ★ 

Shane and Ilya had quietly claimed stalls next to each other in the locker room and tried to pretend they didn't see the other guys taking notice of that.
Sampson from Tampa seems curious enough to ask. "So this is legit, you two are actually friends? It's not, like, some kind of prank?"
Shane and Ilya glance at each other as the locker room buzz quiets to eavesdrop on them.
Ilya's more comfortable in locker rooms so he answers that. "So fucking stupid that everyone is shocked. Yes, we are friends."
Hayden weighs in, "Shane told me a little bit before the article and Rozanov, you have to admit it's pretty shocking. You can't act like it wasn't a reveal."
Shane mumbles grumpily. "Yeah, well they wanted us to push the rivalry. It was complicated."
Sampson looks at Hayden. "You didn't even tell your teammates?"
Shane and Ilya laugh at that like everyone's in on the joke.
"No, not until the article was about to publish." Ilya says clarifying. "Montreal and Boston? The last people we were going to tell were our teams."
Sampson snorts. "Fuck, okay. Fair. I guess you guys both being captains made it even harder."
Ilya gestures at him. "Exactly, you understand. Already I hear people saying we are trading team secrets or something. So stupid. As if I don't want to crush him into dust during games."
"You fucking wish, Rozanov." Shane says halfheartedly while he pulls his gear on.
Sampson laughs at the dynamics between them. He's been around since before these two were rookies, and it's a little hard to see them in the same room, harder to realize they get along. But seeing them together… it's obvious they're not lying. They're close. And that doesn't remotely diminish their competitive natures. "So how about today?"
"Oh, today we crush them." Ilya says simply. "Hunter thinks he has a chance, it's fucking hilarious. We are all stars here, yes? So I won't be too arrogant, even though I should. Like I said yesterday, you saw how Shane and I played together last year. That was when we were just starting to, um, to talk more. This year? They will be dead. We will kill them."
Shane rolls his eyes. "We're not killing anyone."
"Yes, we are." Ilya says dramatically. "None of them will recover from this. Record breaking game. We will beat the super old Montreal record, 17 goals today."
Hayden snorts, "Jesus, Rozanov knows stats now? You can't be making him better, Hollander."
Shane can't help the pride in his eyes when he looks at Ilya. "He's always been a nerd. He just doesn't like people to know about it."
Ilya tsks, turning to his stall to get ready, glaring at Shane as he talks under his breath. "Fuck you, I'm not a nerd."
The room latches onto this new information about Ilya immediately.
Shane can barely restrain his smile. "Yes, you are."
Ilya's pouty the entire rest of the time they get ready.

 ★ ★ ★ 

It's not a record breaking game, but it's up there.
As Scott warned them about, the commentators seem obsessed with emphasizing this new dynamic between Shane and Ilya. Yuna and Svetlana had a conversation with them this morning and they reached an agreement on the messaging being that sports are fun with support and how the coverage could tie into the Irina Foundation.
Part of the prep was a last minute sponsorship so they have virtual ad space during the game and a minimum of three mentions from the commentators – officially, it's a donation from Shane and Ilya in support of the foundation. It would be great to just give attention to the foundation, but they have to put money down to take screen time away from all these fucking gambling sites.
Shane just assumes that the camera will cut to him and Ilya at any moment, especially since they're mic'd up, and tries to stop being nervous about it. It's easier today anyway. Yesterday was too quiet. Today is a game.
Shane skates onto the ice for the first puck drop against Scott and feels his shoulders relax a little. It's nice to have this new level of camaraderie with Scott. "Hunter."
"Hollander. Hot mic? Are they really doing a live broadcast?" Scott asks.
Shane's laughter conveys his stress. "Yup. Now's your chance to say something to the boyfriend before we embarrass you in front of him."
Scott blinks at Shane. It's bold of him to show allyship in this way. Sure, he's also a gay man. But the world doesn't know that. To everyone else, Shane just very loudly announced himself as an ally.
Scott tries to go with it without reacting too much. "Kip, don't listen to him. We've got this."
The puck drops and Shane whips it out of the circle, directly to Ilya.
The last thing the mic picks up is Scott saying, "Fu–" as Shane dashes towards the goal.
They start simple. Ilya takes the puck up the side. The other team isn't very motivated which is exactly what they expected, so no one is pushing too hard defensively.
Like they had talked about over Christmas, Ilya is Shane's right wing and Hayden is on his left and everything feels easier than it's ever been before.
They pass the puck between them lazily, getting a sense of how this mismatched All-Star team is gelling. When the puck gets back to Ilya, he moves quickly into the corner and Shane knows what that means. He pushes off to get himself as close to the back post as quickly as possible. It's like the puck just appears on his stick.
He one touches it in and the goalie doesn't even have time to react to it.
1-0.
Ilya crashes into Shane, "It's too fucking easy."
Shane laughs, "They'll fine you for cursing while mic'd."
Ilya groans. "Fine, I'll be good. Only because the game is sponsored by the Irina Foundation today."
Shane cracks up as they skate back to reset at center ice. "Should I start counting how many times you say it?"
Ilya acts innocent. "Say what, the Irina Foundation?"
Shane rolls his eyes as he lines back up with Scott.
Scott shakes his head at Shane.
Shane smiles smugly. "Look, I'd love for you to make it a challenge for us."
Scott cuts through his smugness quickly. "If you rack up points too early, the other guys won't care and third period will suck."
Shane frowns. It's a good point. It's also said right as the puck drops and Scott wins it.
There's a battle in the East Coast end for more minutes than Shane would like. Two shots on goal that their goalie blocks. "Clear the fu– puck. Clear the puck!" Shane gets impatient and finally gets possession of the puck and chips it up and out so they can have a line change.
They make their way back to the bench and Ilya's eyes are on the ice but leans over to Shane and says, "I heard that."
"What." Shane says blandly.
Ilya shrugs. "They'll fine you for cursing while mic'd."
A smile tugs at Shane's lips as he elbow's Ilya in the side.
 
The first period ends 2-1. Scott assisted one and Ilya actually assisted Hayden on one. When they celebrated it, Hayden leaned into the mic, "Not so bad, huh, Rozanov?"
And Ilya had pushed him away with a chuckle, "Get better chirps or they'll never mic you up, Pike."
 
They pull Shane for an interview during intermission and Rob is at it again. "Usually the quotes we get when you and Rozanov are mic'd up sound a little different."
Shane laughs softly, focused on every word he says. "Ilya's on his best behavior representing the Irina Foundation today but don't get used to it."
Rob has some note cards. "We have some fan submitted questions if that's okay?"
Shane stares at the cards nervously and shakes it off. "Um, yeah."
"This one's cute," Rob says smiling, "From Zoe, 13 years old. She said, 'I play hockey with my best friend too but we get really upset when we lose. I feel like I let her down. How can I be a better friend and teammate?' "
Shane had been worried about fan questions but he can handle this. He looks to the camera, "Zoe, every time you play a game you're either gonna win or lose. That's part of it. I can't say I enjoy losing, but I know it makes me come onto the ice better the next game. I like to trade notes with my friends after a loss. I think it brings us closer together. Losing doesn't make you a bad friend, but learning from your mistakes will make you a great teammate."
Rob nods. "Wow, I think that's a great answer. Spoken from experience, it sounds like."
Shane doesn't actually want to talk about reviewing tape with Ilya. He knows it'll be misconstrued as collusion. "Yeah, there's a reason Hayden's on the All-Star team with me this year. We reviewed a lot of his tape and let's just say he's a great teammate now."
Rob throws him a look. "You chirping more now that you and Rozanov are friends?"
"I'm chirping more because Hayden and Ilya are on my line and this is All-Star weekend," Shane says blandly, trying not to take offense to the narrative everyone else is trying to push, that he and Ilya being friendly has changed them both. It couldn't be less true. Knowing Ilya has only ever made Shane more himself. He keeps Scott's words in his head: it's your narrative now and not theirs. Just make sure it stays that way.
Rob waits for a punchline and then realizes that was Shane's full answer. "Right, one more question and then we'll send you back. This one's on a lot of people's minds, I think. Bradley, 19, asks, 'What's it like being friends with Rozanov after years of a pretty serious rivalry? How did you shake it? I've got a rival in my league but I think I could be friends with him if we weren't pushed to be so competitive with each other even off the ice.' "
Shane's brow furrows. He resonates with the question a little too much. "Well, Bradley, Ilya and I get along so well because we're so competitive. I really only hated him when he beat me out for the #1 draft pick. Everything after that had a certain amount of respect behind it. If this guy's your rival, then he's gotta be pretty good, right? Or he'd make for a terrible rival. If you two are, say, both so good that it's hard for anyone else to keep up with you, then you probably have a lot in common. You probably practice just as hard, want it just as bad. Nothing feels better than a win against Boston because I know Ilya wanted it as badly as I did. And nothing feels worse than a loss to them. You have to be okay trash talking each other when it's fresh. Don't take it too personally. I think that's why we became friends in the first place. I knew he was only going after me because he knows I'm good."
He pauses for a second, taking a breath. "Um, it's hard to go against people's expectations but it's harder to not let yourself be happy. I got tired of people expecting me to hate him all the time."
Shane hesitates, hearing his voice echo around the rink, reverberating with vulnerability. "Um, sorry. Did that answer the question?"
Rob chuckles. "I think that covers it. Thanks, Hollander!"
"Thanks, Rob." Shane heads to the locker room.
 
Shane walks into the locker room.
Ilya's eyes are on him. "Ah, there's my best friend."
Shane looks around the room suspiciously. "What did you do?"
The room chuckles.
Ilya scoffs. "Nothing."
Hayden fills him in, "The guys were asking him about you and Svetlana."
Shane's face goes stoic. "She works for the foundation."
Williamson plays for Minnesota now but he used to play for Boston. "Yeah, and she used to hook up with Rozanov. Maybe she still does. But rumor has it she's hooking up with you now too."
Shane's lungs stop working as he makes his way to his stall. He wasn't prepared for this. He has no idea what to say.
One of the guys Shane has a lesser opinion of laughs in the back of the room, "That why you ended the rivalry and started this charity thing? 'cause you're fucking the same girl?"
Ilya takes immediate offense, tone going harsh. "Oh, yeah. That must be it. Nothing to do with that time I was 14 years old and walked in on my mom dead in the bathroom after swallowing a bottle of pills."
The room goes silent.
Shane's only been in a locker room this quiet when it's empty.
Ilya huffs angrily. "Everyone is focused on the wrong thing. Fucking, what do they call it, pony show."
Shane puts his hand on Ilya's shoulder. It takes him a second but he looks Ilya directly in the eye.
They stare at each other for a moment, unsure what the other needs on the limited list of things that are okay to do in a locker room full of people.
With the moment suspended in time around them, Shane thinks about what it would be like to just tell them all. To tell them he's in love with Ilya.
He knows it would feel good for about ten seconds before the reality of it crashed down around them, but he thinks really hard about those ten seconds.
He also doesn't know how to handle the rumor about Svetlana. This is a big weekend for her and he doesn't want it tarnished by rumors of her sleeping around to get the position at the foundation.
Shane thinks about what he and Svetlana have talked about, what they're comfortable with. He thinks about what Ilya's comfortable with. He hopes this is the right call.
"All three of us are focused on the foundation, but I can say Svetlana isn't hooking up with Ilya anymore."
Ilya blinks at him and then seems to connect the same dots – they can't start rumors about Svetlana and Ilya when there are already rumors about Shane and Svetlana. It would be terrible for her. They'd start calling her a puck bunny and Ilya would actually kill someone over it.
Ilya nods, agreeing with Shane's decision. "Yes, no big deal. I have better options anyway. Hollander can have my leftovers."
Shane rolls his eyes. Slowly the room recovers from the tension of Ilya's words, but it never quite gets back to normal.
 
The second period is weirdly uneventful at first.
The mics really only pick up some mumbling and typical on-ice communication.
The stress is starting to build up in Shane.
Ilya's channeling it into aggression and gets sent to the box. Shane just looks at him across the ice while he skates to the box. He knows the mics would want them to say something in that moment but he's not thinking about the mics.
He skates over to the face off dot to restart play and is surprised by Scott asking, "You good?"
Shane's unfocused eyes finally focus on Scott's.
Scott looks genuinely concerned. He wants to ask did something happen in the locker room but he knows about the mics. Instead he says, "Play the game."
Shane takes a breath. Right. He lets go of the thoughts buzzing in the back of his mind and remembers with suddenly clarity that there was a rule change for the All-Star game this weekend - they wanted to test out the jailbreak goal from the women's league.
Shane wishes J.J. were here with them. It felt easy with Ilya and Hayden on the ice with him, but now that they're a man down and Ilya's not here, he's not sure how to keep up momentum.
If Shane can get the puck in the net while they're shorthanded, Ilya can come out of the box immediately.
Nothing has ever felt more necessary than winning back more ice time with Ilya.
The puck drops and Shane wins it, one of their defenders picking it up while Shane weaves around the other team.
The puck reaches him right before he skates over the blue line into the offensive zone. He sees Hayden dashing up out of the corner of his eye and slams the puck into the corner so it swoops around the wall behind the goal and over to Hayden.
Hayden catches it, but has to battle a defender to keep it.
Shane reads the ice and time slows. A couple things could happen to lead to a goal. Hayden could get the puck back and make a pass in front of the goal for Shane to snap in, but there's a lot of traffic and the pass likely wouldn't connect.
Or….
Shane skates behind the goal right as Hayden returns the pass Shane made, letting the puck travel against the wall to him.
Shane goes for the wrap around even as he sees a defender charging at him.
He skates in close to the goal and lets himself have fun with it. It's All-Stars, right? He scoops the puck onto his stick and carries it into the top corner for a Michigan goal.
3-1. Ilya's penalty time vanishes after only 30 seconds of his 2 minute penalty and the crowd goes crazy.
It's only when the announcers say it that Shane even realizes it's the MLH's first ever jailbreak goal.
Then he's slammed into the wall and Shane feels a smile return to his face as Ilya celebrates with him. "You're insane. Michigan jailbreak? I wanted the jailbreak but you never would've gotten a penalty for me to break you out."
Shane snorts and accepts the temporary comfort of Ilya's body against his in public. Hayden joins them too and the defender that started the play.
 
The second period ends and Ilya and Shane are both waved over for an interview.
Ilya groans, "No, you have to do the other team. You know the rules!"
Shane pulls his helmet off as they step off the ice.
Scott's skating over too. "You know they have to ask about the jailbreak." He ruffles Shane's hair.
Shane slaps him away. "Why do people keep doing that?"
Ilya begrudgingly does as he's asked but says, "Hunter joins us."
Scott shoots him a look. "I wasn't even on the ice for the goal."
Ilya just shrugs as the three of them get squeezed into frame with Rob. Ilya uses this to his advantage and stands behind Shane, hands on his shoulders, shaking him occasionally and looking generally manic. Shane lets it happen, not even looking annoyed.
Before Rob even asks, Ilya says, "I'm a good influence, yes? Who would've thought Shane Hollander would risk a trick shot?"
Rob laughs as Shane blushes slightly. "Was that in the playbook?"
"No," Shane says nervously. "No, it wasn't planned. I admit I thought there was a chance Ilya would end up in the box and I thought about… I knew we were testing out the jailbreak today. It was tempting to consider having a chance to do it."
Scott laughs at the two of them, "I know I was disadvantaged by the jailbreak, but watching that power play from the bench… I think it's a solid rule. It totally changes the mindset from pure defense in a penalty kill to trying to be more offensive. I want to try it out, but I can't say I'd look forward to playing short handed against these two today."
Ilya waves him off, "We will do a line change for you, Hunter. You can have some fun."
Shane shoots an irritated look at Ilya. "We're on the power play unit. And Chen is on their penalty kill. He's scrappy like you," he directs the words at Ilya. Liam Chen is the rookie on the Admirals that Shane's been keeping an eye on. They talked briefly when they crossed paths in the hotel lobby yesterday and Shane likes him. He looks back at the camera. "I know sometimes our stats make us seem untouchable or whatever people say about us but stats don't matter on the ice. If someone else is having a better day than me, that's all that matters and Chen's been having a lot of great days."
Scott's smile looks fond. "Chen's a great kid and an incredible player. And you've both lost to me multiple times before we even drafted him."
Ilya rolls his eyes. "Shane is being too nice. We are untouchable."
Scott surprises himself by doing the funniest thing possible and poking Ilya's cheek.
Ilya slaps him away and starts muttering in quiet, quick Russian.
Shane steps away from them, laughing as they chirp at each other. He tries to do some damage control. He's heard some of the guys muttering about the only one who could keep up with me line and being offended. "I like to push the limits of the sport, see what I'm capable of. I'm always happy to see other players who do the same thing and a lot of them are on the ice with us today."
Ilya leans back into frame and just says, "Irina Foundation," before grabbing the back of Shane's jersey to drag him down the tunnel to the locker rooms.
Rob and Scott laugh at the antics as the two of them walk away.
Rob asks Scott, "You seem like you're having fun today too. Typically you and Rozanov seem to have it out for each other."
Scott shrugs and answers too seriously. "I think I'm, like a lot of people, rethinking him after reading the article. A lot of us are in this sport as a haven or as an escape. We talked a little about the loss of our parents. It's hard to go back to hating him after a conversation like that. I speak a lot about St. Thomas and how meaningful they've been for me. Rozanov didn't have anything like that so he made it for himself and named it after his mother. I think we all owe Rozanov some compassion and attention for his work with the Irina Foundation. I've already agreed to help them with coaching this Summer and I hope to see a lot of these other All-Stars there with us."
Rob's nodding profusely. "Couldn't say it better myself. For those watching at home, we've got a QR code on the screen to learn more about the Irina Foundation and how you can contribute. Being on the ice is better with support. Donate now or sign up for one of the sessions of their youth hockey camps this Summer." He turns back to Scott after reading that off the teleprompter. "It seems like having a sense of humor helps you a lot."
Scott raises his eyebrows at Rob. "I don't have many people calling me funny so I assume you're still talking about Rozanov."
Rob waves him off. "I'm talking about both of you. Saying he's untouchable and you poking his cheek."
Scott ducks his head, laughing awkwardly. "Yeah, well, he walked into that one. Humor helps, yeah. Just because these things are hard to talk about doesn't mean they only have to hurt."
Rob nods, pivoting a bit. "And how about that chirp at the top of the game? The mic picked up Hollander telling you not to embarrass yourself in front of your boyfriend."
Scott smirks, but uses caution as he answers. He has to think about this as if Shane is straight. "Hollander is being more free with his chirps this weekend, for better or worse. It means a lot for him to call out Kip in a fun way. He's a good guy." He looks to the camera. "And Kip, I hope I'm not embarrassing you."
Rob elbows him lightly. "You got a point today, I'm sure he's proud of you."
Scott shoots a suspicious look at Rob. "Assists don't really count for anything today, but I appreciate the attempt."
"I'll let you get back, thanks, Scott."
"Thanks, Rob."
 
Shane and Ilya walk into the locker room together and find the mood pretty subdued.
Hayden glances around judgmentally.
Sampson's the one who speaks up. "Sorry about your mom."
Ilya lets out a breath. "I shouldn't have said that. Too dark for the locker room."
Sampson doubles down. "I lost my mom a few years ago. If I was telling the world about what it was like to lose her and everyone kept making jokes about something else, I'd snap too."
Shane's eyes flick to Sampson, immediately fond of him. "Do you want to coach at the camps this Summer?"
Ilya barks out a laugh. "Shane, you have to be more tactful than that."
Shane's brows furrow. "Tactful about what? It seems like he'd enjoy it."
Ilya gestures around the room. "So you won't invite everyone else listening in?"
Shane turns bright red. "Oh. I mean, I guess it depends on how many sign ups we get. I don't know how many coaches we're gonna end up needing."
Ilya can't stop laughing. "You are so bad at this."
"Fuck you. I've never run a fucking hockey camp before."
"What, like I have?"
Hayden watches them during all of this and everything just makes more sense. They balance each other like they were meant for it. Hayden thinks about all the times in the locker room Shane said something that came out wrong. He can imagine all the times Ilya's said something too arrogant that rubbed people the wrong way. This entire weekend has been a showcase of how they temper each other but no, that's not it. They understand each other. It's almost like they're translating for each other.
When Shane says something blunt, Ilya laughs and cues everyone to realize it was a joke. If Ilya says something rude, Shane needles him to prove he didn't actually mean it.
Hayden feels guilty for a moment, realizing he had been doing the same thing all these other guys were doing when he first learned about Shane and Ilya being friends. He assumed they had nothing in common and somehow made it work.
He has to give Yuna and Svetlana credit for saying yes to the mics today. Seeing them together is the only way people would ever understand why they're doing this. Their chemistry is irrefutable.
The room falls back into conversations with each other and the tension slowly evaporates.
 
After the Michigan goal, the West Coast team hits the ice with a vengeance for the third period. Or maybe it's just Liam Chen bolstered by his hockey hero Shane Hollander talking about him during intermission.
Liam gets a breakaway goal 45 seconds into the period and brings the score to 3-2 in favor of the East Coast team.
The next face off, Scott pushes Liam to the dot with Shane.
Liam feels his life flash before his eyes but this is hockey and he can always focus on the game over anything.
Shane chews on his mouth guard, looking at Liam. "You having fun?"
The question throws Liam so much that he wonders if it's some kind of chirp. Then he realizes Shane's serious. "Yeah?" It comes out as a question.
Shane snorts a laugh, getting his mouth guard back in place for the puck drop. "I play better when it feels fun." His eyes betray him, sliding to Ilya.
Liam wins the face off against Shane Hollander and thinks about that moment for the rest of his life.
After the moment of gentleness, Shane's extremely aggressive defensively as Liam sets up a play with Scott.
It's just the All-Star game but Shane blocks Liam's first shot with his thigh and feels the bruise forming instantly.
It's then that Liam understands why Shane's pushing so hard – Liam's presenting him with a challenge and Shane's rising to meet it.
When he has a chance, he looks at Shane's eyes. He's having fun.
Liam feels a smirk grow on his lips and matches Shane's energy.
15 seconds later the puck's in the back of the net and the score is tied 3-3.
The tie activates Shane and Ilya's competitive streak. They were actually going kind of easy up til now.
The game turns into the Shane and Ilya show. Those plays they had teased about earlier all get executed to perfection and it's all the West Coast team can do to even slow them down.
With two more goals, the score is 5-3.
Ilya skates around when the hats rain onto the ice for his hat trick and snags a couple he hands to the team manager for him to keep.
Shane watches this, shaking his head. "This is why people think you're a jerk."
Ilya scoffs. "These nice people are throwing their hats. They will all be trashed. Nicest thing I can do is keep a few and wear them."
Shane blinks. It's a good point. "Wash them first."
Ilya rolls his eyes. "Boring."
"Asshole."
Ilya perks up instantly and Shane realizes his mistake. "Fine him!" There is genuine glee in Ilya's eyes. "Shane Hollander cursed while mic'd up. You have to fine him."
Shane headlocks him. "You're such a–"
"What, say it Hollander. What am I?"
Shane grits out, "An incredible friend."
Ilya snorts with laughter as the rest of the hats get cleared off the ice.
Hayden skates up to them. "Jackie's gonna need a donation for the swear jar."
Shane groans. "Oh my god, I thought we were teammates. I can't fight both of you."
Hayden points at Ilya. "You too. I didn't forget about the one earlier."
Ilya skates back to the bench with them. "Can I donate Boston jerseys? The Pike kids look better in black and yellow, I think."
Hayden scowls at him. "Absolutely not. If you make, like, Irina Foundation jerseys that would be acceptable."
Ilya looks at Shane. "Good idea."
Shane nods, "Yeah, it's a good idea." His eyes find Svetlana in the crowd. There's a slight delay on the broadcast but he knows she's got headphones in so she can listen. She starts nodding when she hears it. He's sure she'll have some kind of mock-up done before the game is even over. Shane laughs and doesn't think about it when he leans to Ilya and says in Russian, "Sveta's working on it."
Ilya looks at Shane as they sit together on the bench, raising an eyebrow. "Oh, you want to brag to everyone that you know Russian now?"
Shane feels himself panic a little. Somehow while watching Svetlana listening to the broadcast, he managed to forget that everyone else could hear it too. "Shut up."
Ilya does what he can to neutralize Shane's panic. "How many other languages do your teammates speak?"
It takes Shane a second but he thinks he knows where Ilya is going with this. "Other than English, um, Swedish, Russian. I mean, it's Montreal. It's mostly French."
Ilya's voice goes teasing. "Yes, and you're already fluent in French."
"You're already fluent in English."
"Already," Ilya scoffs. "It took, like, ten years playing internationally and I still have an accent."
"I have an accent in Russian," Shane insists.
"You just started. And your pronunciation… it's not bad."
"Careful, Rozanov. That was almost a compliment."
Ilya laughs, "Well your Swedish will probably suck without a good teacher like me."
Shane wants to mention Svetlana but he stops himself. "You only teach me useless slang and hockey terms."
Ilya shoots him a look. "And what will you use the most?"
Shane's eyes go back to the ice as they get ready to start play again. "Probably the useless slang and hockey terms."
Ilya leans in like he's about to say something significant and then says, "Irina Foundation. Wait, Irina Foundation."
They laugh together, bumping shoulders. Shane almost forgets that he mentioned Svetlana in Russian on a live broadcast.
 
There are less hats available for Shane's hat trick and he nervously surveys all the hats with Ilya until Ilya makes a delighted sound and scoops one up, dashing over to Shane.
It takes Shane a second to understand. The hat is Montreal colors and there's a patch on it of a goat.
Ilya sees the confusion in his eyes. "It's you. Goat. G-O-A-T," he spells.
Shane blushes. "It's not– it's just a goat."
Ilya tsks, "It's you, Shane. Everyone knows."
Shane latches onto that. "You're mic'd up saying I'm the greatest, not you?"
Ilya backtracks. "No, that is not what I'm saying. This person who has this hat thinks that, not me."
Shane shrugs. "The person who brought that hat doesn't have it anymore. Looks like you're the one who has it now."
Ilya throws it at Shane who catches it instinctively, laughing.
Ilya mutters into his mic as he skates away. "I try to be nice to him and he's ungrateful. He is the mean one. You all know this now."
 
The final score is 7-3.
They go down the handshake line and Liam pauses at Shane. "Thank you. For what you said."
Shane smiles at him. "To have fun?"
Liam nods. "I did."
Shane bumps their helmets. "I could tell, kid. I did too."
 
Once their mic packs are off, Ilya's whispering in Shane's ear in Russian in the locker room about if he should be jealous about Shane trading in for a younger model and Shane actually grabs his hockey tape to press it over Ilya's mouth.
 
Ilya keeps the tape on his lips as they walk out so when the press tries to flag him over again, he gestures to the tape helplessly and keeps walking.
Shane nearly dies laughing as the press ends up pulling Liam for the post game interview. Liam talks about what it's been like playing pro after a successful college career and tells the press about what Hollander said to him and how he thinks it'll change the way he plays the game for the rest of his life.
 
Ilya managed to say "Irina Foundation" into the mics 22 times.

 ★ ★ ★ 






  
    Chapter End Notes

    i keep forgetting to say this in an author's note but i want to grant blanket permission for anyone to write any kind of fic inspired by any of my fics. like go for it. have fun. this isnt copyrighted ahahaha if you get an idea or think of something you wanna explore please do! and if you do, id love to hear about it and add it as an "inspired by" or whatever that feature on ao3 is called.

these characters arent mine, just an interpretation of them. so if i get to play in the sandbox, everyone does. ITS A VERY FUN SANDBOX. and this site needs more works in the ilya x shane x sveta x rose tags.


  


      

  












      Chapter 71: #mlh-lb
  








   ★ ★ ★ 

Meanwhile in the Tumblr #mlh-lb (live blog) tag…
rosesforrozzy: uh………. am i dreaming or is there a live broadcast of mic'd up ilya rozanov and shane hollander happening right now
#mlh-lb #pinch me
hockgay: shane hollander talking about scott hunter's boyfriend??? in the year two thousand and eighteen? happy pride?????
#mlh-lb #its january #pride month
hollendarling: THEY'LL FINE YOU FOR CURSING WHILE MIC'D
#mlh-lb
rosesforrozzy: THEY'LL FINE YOU FOR CURSING WHILE MIC'D
#mlh-lb
hockgay: THEY'LL FINE YOU FOR CURSING WHILE MIC'D
#mlh-lb
hollendarling: is that my sweet boy shane chirping at scott hunter? "look id love for you to make it a challenge for us" hello? whats happening? why is this so hot nononono suddenly i have empathy for rozanov stans i get it
#mlh-lb #how could this happen to me #shane asshole era? and its hot?
hollanov-forever: WHY DID NO ONE WAKE ME UP SOONER. WHAT THE HELL. IT'S 2AM HERE BUT I AM WIDE AWAKE. WHAT THE FUCK
#mlh-lb #how is this real #this is fanfic??? #ive read this fanfic??? #ive WRITTEN this fanfic??????? #hollanov
hollanov-forever: THEY'LL FINE YOU FOR CURSING WHILE MIC'D
#mlh-lb #rozanov edition #hollanov
hollendarling: THEY'LL FINE YOU FOR CURSING WHILE MIC'D
#mlh-lb #shane deserved that lmao
rosesforrozzy: THEY'LL FINE YOU FOR CURSING WHILE MIC'D
#mlh-lb #the callback is killing me #oh theyre best friends for real #no one is more annoying than a best friend and theyre sooooo annoying
hockgay: THEY'LL FINE YOU FOR CURSING WHILE MIC'D
#mlh-lb #gayyYYYYYYYY
hollendarling: EVERYONE SHUT UP. SHANE INTERMISSION INTERVIEW
#mlh-lb
hollendarling: oh my god zoe girl, youre so lucky. learning from your mistakes will make you a great teammate. thats my good boy shane hollander
#mlh-lb
hollendarling: "lets just say haydens a great teammate" OH WE'RE CHIRPING HAYDEN NOW ARE WE
#mlh-lb #bad boy shane hollander??? what is HAPPENING #my boy has always been funny but this is ANOTHER LEVEL
rosesforrozzy: shane hollander kinda……. listen, i know im a rozanov stan but…… fine ill say it. hollanders kinda hot today. the chirping? the confidence??? i didnt understand him and rozy being friends at first but uhhhhhhhhh i get it. im not against being greedy. im open to thirsting over both of them
#mlh-lb #and if shane does one of his interviews shirtless… i would listen. with my eyes
hollendarling: stop. this answer about being friends with your rival. shane is so sweetie pie. oh theyre BEST friends for real. its so obvious now, i cant believe we didnt see this coming
#mlh-lb
hollanov-forever: OH THEYRE JUST CASUALLY TALKING ABOUT HOW IMPORTANT THEY ARE TO EACH OTHER ON LIVE TELEVISION. AND PEOPLE TOLD ME IM CRAZY. imagine being so in love you start a charity and name it after your boyfriend's mother. like theyre basically married right??
#mlh-lb #hollanov
hollendarling: is it just me or is the vibe weird in the second period. what happened in that locker room???? if anyones talking shit ill fight
#mlh-lb #dont touch my boy #thats mr golden boy of hockey to you
rosesforrozzy: oh rozy's got that Look………. someone pissed him off. real rozanov fans know when that man is about to send himself to the penalty box
#mlh-lb
rosesforrozzy: aaand there he goes
#mlh-lb #king of the sin bin #i hate to see him off the ice but i love to see him glare out of the glass
rosesforrozzy: WAIT I FROGT THEY COULD JAIL BREAK. HOLLANDER PLS. HOLLANDER IT WOULD BE SO SEXY IF YOU GAVE ILYA MORE ICE TIME
#mlh-lb
hollanov-forever: MICHIGAN JAILBREAK???? JUST PROPOSE
#mlh-lb #jailbreak #hollanov
hockeydude: Learned about the hockey live blog tag and thought it'd be fun to hang here but you're all just gay for these dudes. 
#mlh-lb
↳ rosesforrozzy: bro so homophobic he forgot women exist
24 likes
  ↳ hollanov-forever: to be fair i am gay for these dudes
17 likes
    ↳ rosesforrozzy: understandable
hollendarling: NO ONE TALK TO ME UNLESS IT'S ABOUT SHANE HOLLANDER MICHIGAN JAILBREAK GOAL
#mlh-lb
hollendarling: hollander, rozanov, AND scott hunter being interviewed? yall we've been raptured for real
#mlh-lb
hollanov-forever: ilyas hands on shanes shoulders. are we all seeing ilyas hands on shanes shoulders. ilya shaking shane on live television and shane not flinching. ilya in shanes personal space and known introvert shane hollander looking comfortable nay HAPPY about it? ilya not being able to keep his hands off shane on live television???
#mlh-lb #hollanov #married????? #im so used to crumbs #i dont know what to do with this MEAL #i feel like a glutton #eating so well
hollanov-forever: oh my god shane being affectionally irritated by ilyas arrogance and redirecting by talking about liam chen. this is crazy. we've never actually seen them banter for real before and now i have HOURS of content. we were so right hollanovers. this is insane like. theyre both exactly the same but they WORK TOGETHER. everyone keeps trying to act like theyve changed since knowing each other but REAL ONES KNOW
#mlh-lb #hollanov #liam chen #liam. the hockey god shane hollander sees potential in you so we've all got our eyes on you now rook
rosesforrozzy: rozy and hunter beefing again, unsurprising. but rozy and hunter having a slap fight in the background of a shane hollander interview???????? this is an episode of looney tunes. is this the space jam hockey sequel or something?
#mlh-lb
hollanov-forever: ilya yanking the back of shanes jersey and dragging him down the tunnel send tweet
#mlh-lb #walk him?? #in front of my salad???? #if we werent sure who tops before um #hollanov
hunteribarelyknowher21: ONLY CAPTAIN AMERICA SCOTT HUNTER COULD MAKE A SPEECH SO PERFECT THE WORLD STARTS TO FEEL COMPASSIONATE ABOUT ILYA ROZANOV. I LOVE IT HERE. THIS IS THE MOST WHOLESOME THING THAT'S EVER HAPPENED IN THE HISTORY OF THE MLH.
#mlh-lb #thats MY captain #hes right and we should LISTEN #everyone trying to make jokes about rozanov and hollander being friends and no one even paying respect to rozanovs mom #if anyone understands what thats like its scott
rosesforrozzy: and if i cry over hunter being sympathetic about ilya and his parents and everything he's struggled through? this isnt NEWS! we KNOW that ilya lost his parents but mlh fans love to give scott the pity party but act like rozanov doesnt deserve any compassion. THANK YOU SCOTT HUNTER. but i already know these homophobic mlh fans arent gonna listen to him. god forbid a gay man have better morals than you dumbasses. what we cant be sympathetic about rozanov because hes russian? i hate americans. WE ALL OWE ROZANOV SOME COMPASSION AND ATTENTION FOR HIS WORK WITH THE IRINA FOUNDATION!
#mlh-lb #thank you scott hunter #irina-foundation
hollanov-forever: WE ALL OWE ROZANOV SOME COMPASSION AND ATTENTION FOR HIS WORK WITH THE IRINA FOUNDATION!
#mlh-lb #thank you scott hunter #irina-foundation
hollendarling: WE ALL OWE ROZANOV SOME COMPASSION AND ATTENTION FOR HIS WORK WITH THE IRINA FOUNDATION!
#mlh-lb #thank you scott hunter #irina-foundation
hockgay: WE ALL OWE ROZANOV SOME COMPASSION AND ATTENTION FOR HIS WORK WITH THE IRINA FOUNDATION!
#mlh-lb #thank you scott hunter #irina-foundation
rosesforrozzy: oh third period, we're so back
#mlh-lb #i know roz popped off in that locker room and set those boys straight
rookiechen: you ever make a tumblr account while watching a live mic'd up all stars game
#mlh-lb #liam chen ive just met you and i love you
  ↳hollendarling: youre so real for this. welcome to tumblr! youre already off to a good start by joining this tag. there are other tags but we dont go there
    ↳rookiechen: whats on the other tags?
      ↳hollendarling: racism. homophobia. xenophobia. misogyny. etc
        ↳rookiechen: oh…
hollanov-forever: shane and ilya arguing about hats oh my god your honor theyre married
#mlh-lb #hollanov #hayden skating up to solicit donations for the swear jar since his kids are watching im dying #ilya and hayden being friendly is so tellinggggg #ilya 'i could chirp pike with my eyes closed' rozanov wanting to give pikes kids his jersey #wow i wonder what changed #*shane hollander looms in the background*
hollanov-forever: SHANE KNOWS RUSSIAN! EVERYONE SHUT THE FUCK UP SHANES FLUENT IN RUSSIAN. ARE THEY…. ARE THEY ACTUALLY MARRIED. DID I MISS SOMETHING? I FEEL SICK. HOW LONG HAS SHANE BEEN LEARNING RUSSIAN. THE ARTICLE SAID THEY STARTED TALKING AT ALL STARS LAST YEAR. HAS HE BEEN LEARNING RUSSIAN THSI WHOLE TIME????????
#mlh-lb #trying to act like its for his teammates….. yeah….. sure…….
hollendarling: HOW MANY LANGUAGES DOES THIS MAN SPEAK
#mlh-lb #diva down
rosesforrozzy: its like this is some big publicity stunt for hollander to steal all of rozanov's fans. like we're all so down bad when ilya speaks russian and now SHANE HOLLANDER SPEAKS RUSSIAN TOO
#mlh-lb #its different tho cause like its hot to hear ilya in his native language being comfortable #and then its a different kidn of hot to hear hollander speak 239042342348204 languages #you feel me?
hollanov-forever: Irina Foundation.
#mlh-lb #irina-foundation
298 reblogs
hollendarling: fan artists of tumblr i need so much art of shane hollander wearing this stupid goat hat. pls. my doctor said i'll die if i dont get it.
#mlh-lb #shane-hollander #goat-hat
hollanov-forever: bickering about shane being the goat and shane WINNING. have we ever seen ilya rozanov be out bickered. this is one for the history books folks
#mlh-lb #goat-hat #hollanov #theyre married
  ↳rookiechen: are they really married???
    ↳hollanov-forever: oh youre the tumblr baby right. uhh theyre not publicly married but its getting harder to deny imo
rosesforrozzy: WHY IS ILYA COMING OUT OF THE LOCKER ROOM WITH HOCKEY TAPE ON HIS MOUTH
#mlh-lb #hockey players are all freaks #how many years until someone tells this story #they never tell us the stories we want most #ilya-tape-gate
hollanov-forever: shane in hysterics while ilya has tape on his mouth. i knew they were freak4freak
#mlh-lb #hollanov
rosesforrozzy: HELLO IM BACK DID WE ALL SEE ILYA'S INSTAGRAM UPDATE
[Screenshot: Ilya and Shane both wearing hats from the game, but Ilya is wearing Shane's goat hat and Shane is wearing a black and yellow hat that says "this is my ilya rozanov hattrick hat". The caption reads: i'm the goat actually.]
#mlh-lb
  ↳hollanov-forever: KISSING WOULD BE LESS GAY
    ↳rosesforrozzy: honestly im with you on this one

 ★ ★ ★ 







      

  












      Chapter 72: I Like When You're Happy
  








  ★ ★ ★

When they get back to the hotel, Shane follows Ilya to his room without them having to decide to do it. (They got the tape off his mouth on the bus from the rink to the hotel while the other guys either tried to convince Shane to leave it there or took videos for their own socials while joking about how this would affect his future playoff beard and if this counts as sabotage from Hollander.)
As soon as the door closes behind them, Shane pulls Ilya into his arms. "Holy shit," Shane mumbles. "Are you okay? I wanted to ask during that first intermission but–"
Ilya laughs but it's muffled as he lets himself bury his face in Shane's neck. "I'm okay."
Shane can hear the rasp in Ilya's voice that he knows means he's either crying or about to.
"I'm sorry." Shane kisses Ilya's head. "I got so caught up hiding our relationship, I wasn't ready to help you with everyone knowing about your mom."
Ilya kisses up Shane's neck, "No." His voice has that velvet quality to it Shane's only ever heard a couple of times now, his defenses completely down. "No, you did nothing wrong. I didn't think… I didn't know I would react like that."
Shane tightens his arms around Ilya and closes his eyes. "I can't believe we did that."
"Yes," Ilya laughs softly. "Let the whole world in, let them see us together. Let them hear you speak Russian."
Shane groans. "The press are going to have a fucking field day with that." He makes a mental note to himself to start learning a bit of Swedish in case anyone tries to ask about it in future interviews.
Ilya pulls away, taking a breath as he looks into Shane's eyes and says, "I'm happy."
Shane wants to laugh because Ilya's eyes are red and there are still tears drying on his cheeks. Love bursts in his chest because he can tell Ilya means it, "Yeah?" His eyes sparkle as he takes in Ilya in this moment.
Ilya nods, "Mm, I am. Everyone knows my mother's name. Everyone knows we are not lying about being close, that you are funny and that we are the best players in this entire fucking league, entire world. I would only be happier if I could've kissed you when we won."
Shane huffs a laugh. "You jealous of Scott Hunter?"
"Yes," Ilya admits. "And I tell you this because I love you and I know you won't tell him."
Shane's voice is soft and love drunk. "I won't." He kisses Ilya's shoulder. "I'm happy too. I mean, I'm kind of freaking out a little but…" His eyes flick over Ilya. "Kinda impossible not to be happy seeing how happy you are."
Ilya smiles right back at him. "Good. I like when you're happy."
"I like when you're happy too."
It's moments like these that they have to remember how new this still is.
It was only a year ago in a hotel much like this one that things started to make sense. They've only been boyfriends for six months. Even with as little time as they have together, they've spent a lot of it introducing each other to their friends. To their families.
Shane brushes his thumb over Ilya's cheek. "In six more months, you're gonna be a Canadian."
Ilya raises an eyebrow, "Yes, a two-time Stanley cup winning Canadian."
"No way, I'll have my third." Shane starts backing him toward the bed.
"You fucking wish, Hollander." Ilya pulls off his shirt.
Shane pulls off his shirt and pushes off his pants. "Bring the goat hat when you watch me win the final, Rozanov."
They fall into bed together, laughing.

★ ★ ★

They find Svetlana and Yuna a bit later because Shane has an idea for dinner tonight.
As soon as Svetlana sees them she raises an eyebrow. "Really."
Shane blushes, running a hand through his hair. "You can't tell."
"She can," Ilya says smirking. "But no one else can."
Yuna looks up from her phone. "Can tell what?"
"That I had an idea for dinner." Shane says quickly, glaring at both of them.
It wasn't part of their plans for the weekend, but when Shane was chatting with some of the guys who have asked about coaching, he realized a lot of them are staying one more night before heading out so he rounded up whoever he could for an unofficial Irina Foundation dinner.
They find a room down the hall from the rooftop bar that's a sort of extra lobby space and order some pizzas.
Splayed across the couches are Sampson, Scott, Liam, Hayden, and a couple of the other guys.
Ilya sidles up to Shane as everyone settles in. "This is good."
Shane looks around the room, beaming with pride. "Yeah. I don't know. It just seemed…. I thought it'd be nice to get people together."
Ilya's smile softens in a way it tends not to in public. "It's very nice." None of the other Russian players are around so he sighs and says, "I want to kiss you."
Shane laughs. "Well, don't."
"I know," Ilya says, pouting. "But I want to."
Shane looks at him curiously. "Because I ordered pizza for a bunch of hockey players?"
Ilya tsks, "You know why, Shane."
Yeah, Shane knows why. Because this is the safest either of them have ever felt at a hockey event. Maybe these guys don't all know they're queer, but there's a level of trust in the room knowing that they're all planning to volunteer their time for a good cause.
The word community get thrown around every so often when it comes to sports and fans, but Shane really feels it right now. The Irina Foundation is helping them build a community.
Ilya and Shane settle in with the others and they just… talk.
About the game, about the season, about training. They share funny travel stories, pranks teams have pulled in locker rooms. A lot of these guys have played on teams together at some point, whether it was in college or before a trade.
For a moment Shane's jealous of that. He's always been branded as a foundational player for Montreal. They'd never trade him. He and Ilya went straight to the draft without playing in college. Ilya doesn't know players on other teams either. Except for that one guy who traded to Minnesota from Boston but Shane could tell there wasn't any love lost there and unsurprisingly, he didn't volunteer for the camps.
Shane's not sure how to feel about the stereotype of him 'not having a personality' finally being lifted due to his association with Ilya. People definitely seem more comfortable talking with him now after seeing him talk with Ilya. But Shane's well aware that he's never given them a reason to view him as approachable before. It's just that he's never been comfortable with anyone in the hockey world the way he is with Ilya. And he wasn't allowed to show people that until this weekend.
Liam insists on taking a group selfie at one point and types away at his phone for awhile. Shane glances at him curiously but doesn't say anything.
When Liam finally puts his phone away, most of the other guys' phones buzz with a notification and Shane realizes they've all been tagged in an Instagram post.
Liam posted the photo, tagged everyone, and added the caption: 
Next game I'll be a great teammate ;)

But on a more serious note, I feel really lucky to have the Irina Foundation around for my rookie year. I've talked about managing my ADHD as a professional athlete and how long it took to diagnose since doctors assumed I would be able to burn off my high energy playing sports. It means so much to have an organization to support athletes with normalizing mental health.

I had a great time getting to know all of these legends of the MLH this weekend and am excited to meet back up this Summer as a coach at the hockey camps! #Mental Game
Comments:
rozanov: @hollander i think he wants you to adopt him
  ↳hollander: You can just say YOU want to adopt him. You dont have to bring me into this
    ↳rozanov: @chen how do you feel sports cars
      ↳chen: They look cool but kinda impractical
        ↳rozanov: you can have him
hunter: Proud of you, Liam!
hollander: Maybe next year's All-Star game we'll do NA vs EU again and you can help me outscore Rozanov
  ↳rozanov: [in Russian] i'd love to see you try
 
Svetlana very intentionally avoids the boys' having their pizza party.
Shane and Ilya told her what happened in the locker room and she agreed with Shane's decision about shutting down any rumors around her and Ilya, then felt nearly sick with affection about how smart and kind it was for him to realize that was the best choice in the moment.
Shane, who never liked people knowing about his personal life, willingly confirmed speculation about him and Svetlana to protect her.
But they both agreed they'd rather not give people a visual go along with that. People might forget what Shane said in the locker room, but they wouldn't forget it if he had his arm around her eating pizza all night while they all wondered about the dynamic between them and Ilya.
Svetlana and Ilya are moving to Ottawa soon and they'll have all the time together that they want. She can give the two of them this boys' night.
She and Yuna decide to order room service while they wrap up some logistics after the game. Svetlana would be embarrassed to admit it, but in the same way they said Shane would probably prefer to lie on a floor to decompress, this is actually an ideal night for her.
Yuna sits at the hotel desk and Svetlana leans against the arm of the couch, legs stretched out, with her laptop.
They're focused for the first thirty minutes. And then Yuna glances over at Svetlana. "So… you and Shane."
Svetlana looks up at Yuna over her laptop. She's not sure what to say about that. "Yes. He's really important to me."
Yuna laughs softly. "I can tell. Nearly had to draft a statement about why he was talking to you through the broadcast in Russian."
Svetlana blushes. She was worried about dating rumors but Yuna's right. That could've been viewed as some weird form of collusion or cheating. She's not sure how, but people have made accusations for less. "I can't believe he did that. I think he just forgot that he switches to Russian with us occasionally."
Yuna shakes her head, smiling fondly as she edits a spreadsheet mindlessly. "He's always been really good with languages."
Svetlana can't help studying her. "You took it really well. Shane coming out as polyamorous."
Yuna nods thoughtfully. "I learned a lot from the last time Shane told me he was in love with someone unexpected and… well, I would never act against his happiness if I can help it. I'm sure sometimes I mess up, but if I can tell he's happy… why would I have a problem with it if it's so obvious that this works for him?"
Svetlana wants to cry again but she holds it back. "That wouldn't be obvious to everyone. I'm trying not to tell my parents. Especially not my dad. He… would not take it well."
"You and Shane? I know your dad is a Boston guy but that seems a little extreme and that's coming from me."
Svetlana laughs. "It would still be a little hard if it was just me and Shane but it's not just me and Shane."
Yuna finally looks up from her computer. "Can I ask you a question Shane would hate for me to ask?"
Svetlana's delighted. This is about sex. She knows it is. "Only if you swear to never tell him we talked about it."
Yuna turns her chair to face Svetlana. "I know Shane is in love with both of you, and you're not in love with Ilya…" She lets the sentence trail off.
Svetlana nods. She's never been a prude about sex. It's private, sure, but it can be so taboo to talk about sex and she's well aware that their relationship structure is complicated. She can understand why Yuna would have questions but not know how to ask Shane. She's happy to be the one to have this conversation with Yuna. "I sometimes still have sex with Ilya, yeah."
"Hm," Yuna says impartially.
Svetlana knows that was only part of the question. "And sometimes all together."
Yuna's eyebrows both practically raise to her hairline. Her words rush out of her. "I'm not trying to be intrusive. I just… I want to understand what this is for him and I can tell it's… it's complicated and the love is a big part of it but…"
Svetlana's lips curl into a smile. Yuna is somehow inventing the split attraction model without enough context. "There's a book I think you should read."
Yuna laughs. "I've already got Polysecure digitally to read on the plane."
Svetlana snorts and covers her mouth. "Oh my god. I mean, okay. That's probably good too. But I was going to say Ace by Angela Chen."
Yuna looks it up, brows furrowed, and reads the summary. "Oh…"
Svetlana nods. "Shane loves me, but he's not attracted to me. I think typically people who aren't queer would think that's something worth ending a relationship over, but we've found ways to make it work. I love him too much to not want to have the hard conversations to make it work."
Yuna softens, always weak to people telling her what they'd do for her son. "And for you and Ilya, it's like… the opposite?"
"Kind of," Svetlana agrees. "If it weren't for Shane, I probably wouldn't need to be physical with Ilya. We've always been close. It's like we're a part of each other. Ilya told me that Shane nearly broke his brain because Shane asked if Ilya thought it was even possible for anyone to love Ilya fully without loving me too. And I think Ilya realized that was true. We've always been tangled up in each other in a way that's hard to explain, but Shane understood almost instantly. I can't imagine thinking someone was good for Ilya if I didn't get along with them."
Yuna senses a story. "How did you and Shane first meet? Based on that, you must've been a harsh judge when you finally got to sit down with him."
Svetlana thinks about the first time she saw Shane, nearly vibrating out of his skin sitting alone waiting for her at that restaurant. "I had my suspicious that Ilya had a crush on him over the years, but it definitely caught me off guard when Ilya told me they'd been dating for three months and were in love. So yeah, I immediately went on the offensive. I had a work trip in Montreal and asked Shane to take me out to dinner. It probably helped to see that he was desperate to impress me but terrified to be spotted by paparazzi at the restaurant we went to. So I asked him about hockey and you'd be shocked to know the night went well after that."
Yuna bursts out laughing and covers her mouth. "Oh, he really can't help it. He gets really obsessive about it but it's because he loves it."
Svetlana nods. "I'm kind of the same way. Once Shane and I get going, it's hard to stop us. Ilya hates it. I mean, not really. I know he secretly loves seeing us get along so well but he gets bored."
Yuna looks so fond and it takes Svetlana a second to realize the emotion is directed at her. "I could tell pretty quickly that you and Shane were a lot alike. Remember that my first impression of you was you seeing Ilya solving a puzzle with my husband and you immediately started crying."
Svetlana blushes. Yes. She remembers that. Vividly.
Yuna continues, "Shane's quick to tears too, but he gets that from me."
Svetlana realizes suddenly that they should probably update Yuna on all the rumors. She's used to advocating for other people but it's difficult to convince herself to advocate for herself. She tries. "Shane didn't tell you about the locker rooms today, did he?"
When Yuna says no, Svetlana recounts the push back they've already gotten. About the lack of respect for Ilya's mom and the foundation's purpose, and then Ilya's history with Svetlana.
Yuna's smile darkens into a frown. "I see." She slips a little back into work mode but that's what they need right now. "The way I understand it, and tell me if I'm wrong, is that there are rumors going around the MLH about you and Shane. Rumors that had enough traction to make it all the way to me. But you're trying to make sure the press doesn't hear about it because Shane and Ilya want to be able to come out as together this whole time when they… retire? Years from now?"
Svetlana deflates.
The three of them have been willfully ignorant about the true timeline, telling themselves this is possible. But Yuna's right. They can't keep going like this.
Yuna senses her dejection immediately. "Svetlana… this is your choice, but this can't be the option that makes you three happiest."
Svetlana feels her eyes well up because as previously discussed, she's quick to tears. "What other options are there?"
Yuna scoots her chair closer to the couch so her knees press against the cushions next to Svetlana. "You can't tell me you haven't even considered being completely honest."
Svetlana deadpans. "How could we consider that? It's impossible."
Yuna shrugs. "It's not impossible. There's a high chance of it turning you into pariahs by the media, but at that point in your lives, who cares? You'll have a triple income and trust me when I say I'm setting those boys up for a very comfortable retirement. And I have quite the dossier building up on queer friendly brands to reach out to when the time comes. I've been negotiating with a few of them already if they have history working with straight athletes as well. Some of them might not be open to the idea of polyamory but I'm willing to bet some of them will be."
Svetlana laughs. Yuna makes it sound so easy, but she's right. And this is Yuna. The queen of brand deals. And she's saying they could destroy and rebuild their brands. They could find a new way to happy.
She really meant it when she said Shane's happiness is the only thing she's concerned about.
Svetlana lets a tear fall from her eye and wipes it away. "Okay. So maybe that's an option. When they retire. But what do we do until then?"
Yuna reaches out to catch another tear that falls from Svetlana's eyes. "Maybe stop being so hard on yourselves? If you adjust the plan so you can all announce you're together, then this rumor about you and Shane isn't an issue, right?"
Every time Svetlana thinks about this, the gears in her brain end up grinding to a halt like there's a piece missing. "Maybe. I'll talk to them about it."
Yuna pats Svetlana's hand and then takes a deep breath. "Okay. Enough of that, right?" She laughs it off and moves her chair back to the desk. "You marked clips of the broadcast for the editor to capture, two of them are already live on the foundation's socials and performing well. We'll queue up the rest for content for the next two weeks with some info-graphics about the impact of mental health resources on sports performance. I'll get in touch with the players interested in coaching and monitor the applications for the camp. Donations are way beyond what we anticipated and I've heard this is one of the bestselling issues of TIME Magazine of the last five years." Yuna and Svetlana exchange an excited look. "We are fucking crushing this."
Svetlana bursts out laughing. "Maybe I'll join your relationship next." And immediately regrets the joke. "Oh my god, sorry. I'm kidding."
Yuna cracks up laughing and ends up opening the mini fridge and pulling out a bottle of vodka. "I stashed this here for Ilya but something tells me you'll appreciate it just as much."
"Very much," Svetlana happily accepts a glass of vodka and sips it while they finish up their work and part ways for the night.
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Ilya and Shane are on the right side of tipsy as they let themselves into the hotel room that night.
Ilya's barely been in his own room. He moved his suitcase here earlier so he can check out easily in the morning. He figures they have plausible deniability if anyone sees him leaving this room tomorrow.
Shane wanders over to the bed and frowns at sleep-ready Svetlana. "I want to cuddle you so bad but I know how you feel about outside clothes on the bed."
Svetlana snorts. "Go shower then."
Ilya tugs Shane into the bathroom and Svetlana's relieved because they both still smell like beer and pizza. She hears moans from the bathroom and can't believe they still have shower sex, but she has to remind herself that their options have been pretty limited.
They reappear, freshly showered in only boxers.
Shane gets under the covers and curls around Svetlana immediately. "I missed you."
Svetlana scoffs. "I've been with you all day. What are you talking about?"
Shane whines, "No, you… you've been in the background all day. I haven't gotten to talk to you or touch you since we woke up."
"It was an Ilya day," she says softly.
Shane's brow furrows as he picks up his head to look at her. "What does that mean?"
Ilya gets under the covers on the other side of the bed, leaving them to be mushy for a bit.
Svetlana translates, "It was an Ilya day."
Shane shakes his head, "No, I understood the words but not why you said them."
Ilya takes over, "We have to share your attention when we're in public. Sometimes you get to push her against a wall in front of your entire team and sometimes I get to score seven goals with you and whisper Russian into your ear while we're mic'd up."
Shane glares at him. "You didn't whisper Russian in my ear."
Ilya gestures with his hand. "I know, but I wanted to. I thought about it the whole game and resisted and then you spoke Russian. Nearly killed me, Shane."
Shane wants to be able to laugh with them about this but it's still a little too recent and he hasn't forgiven himself for slipping yet. "That was so stupid." He rolls over to try to press his face into the pillow, but Svetlana catches him before he can hide his face.
Svetlana follows Shane as he rolls away from her, pressing her lips to his collarbone. "It wasn't stupid. It was sweet. Looking to see if I heard you all talking from across a packed arena, forgetting that millions of people were listening to the broadcast."
Shane lets out a breath and lets them push him onto his back to look up at them, smiling softly. "You did hear me."
"Of course, I did, treasure." She kisses him.
Shane melts into it.
Ilya watches them kiss, eyes flicking over them greedily. He's not sure if he'll ever get used to how beautiful they are together. Something about them having each other makes him feel insanely possessive about them being his. The unit of them is something that belongs to him. They probably feel the same way. They're all possessive in complicated ways.
Shane pulls away looking at Svetlana. "Mm, I want to tell Scott about you."
Svetlana laughs, kissing down Shane's neck. "Yeah?"
Shane nods. "I wanted to see what he thought about me and Ilya first, get his opinion about how to handle it within the league, but if we can all get to New York with him and Kip, I want them to know."
Ilya picks up on it first. "You're getting impatient about people knowing."
Shane winces as he looks at Ilya guiltily. "I mean, kind of. I want people to know but I don't want to deal with the backlash and I know there's only so much time before we stop getting to decide to keep this private. We'll either get caught or someone will make a mistake. And I want to decide when we do it which is maybe naive but… I don't know. Never mind."
"No, that makes sense," Svetlana says gently. "That you want to decide since it's your narrative now." She tries to imitate Scott's voice as she says it.
Shane glares at her. "How did you eavesdrop on our entire conversation while talking to Kip?"
Svetlana smiles innocently. "I'm a woman of many talents."
Shane realizes he didn't even ask, "What did you three talk about anyway?"
"Sex," Svetlana and Ilya say at the same time and then laugh.
Shane frowns. "You're joking."
"Eh, only kind of." Ilya admits. "But we talked about how long it's been going on, I told him about you getting hard in the showers–"
"Ilya…" Shane groans. "You know I hate the idea of other hockey guys knowing about that."
Svetlana interjects, "We swore Kip to secrecy about it."
Ilya nods seriously. "We talked about sex and long distance during road trips. I told him I recommend tripods for video calls. He's very fun. I like him much more than Hunter. We met last year, at the MVP after party that you couldn't go to because of your concussion. Well you wouldn't have gone anyway. It was a pride night thing."
Shane puffs up. "I might've gone."
Ilya coos, brushing his fingers through Shane's hair. "Maybe this year you would go. Last year, before the cottage? You would not have gone."
Shane frowns but it's true. God, he can't imagine how he would've acted at a pride night event with Ilya at that time last year. He sure as hell wouldn't have touched a drop of alcohol.
Ilya seems to know where Shane's mind is going. "We probably would've been there for ten minutes before you found a way to whisper your room number to me."
Shane blushes but yeah, that's probably true too.
He shakes it off and tugs at both of them to move closer to him. "Can we just cuddle? I don't know when I get to be with both of you like this again."
Ilya thinks through the schedule he has memorized even though he knows Shane meant that they had a whole weekend together this time and that's not going to be possible for the rest of the season. "You play at Boston in two weeks. Then we come to Montreal in March. And then hopefully we both make playoffs, but I want one more cup with Boston before I leave so you will lose round, hm, three? And then you can watch me win the conference finals against… Sveta, who do you think this year?"
Svetlana laughs softly, "You won't like the answer but your biggest obstacle to the finals is probably the Admirals again. Liam Chen was the number one draft pick. I don't know why San Jose traded their draft spot to last year's cup winning team for Niles. He wasn't worth that trade but what the fuck do I know."
Shane has the impulse to wrap Ilya in a headlock again. "We're not going out in the third round! If you want the cup, you're playing Montreal for the conference final."
Ilya shrugs innocently. "We will see. You will miss having sex with me though. You have to lose the playoffs early so you can try to seduce me into sex during playoffs for bad luck."
Shane raises an eyebrow at him. "You really think I wouldn't be able to work with Svetlana to tempt you into sex even if I'm still in the final? And I'm not superstitious about that."
Ilya rolls his eyes. "Yes, you are. We just were, hm, unlucky with seeing each other during playoffs the last few years."
Shane thinks about his injury last year. The previous year, they didn't end up playing each other in the finals the way the bracket was laid out. The year before that was their radio silence after Sochi. All the previous years, only one of their teams made playoffs before they started getting their footings. "You're still playing Montreal for the conference final. And I'll only feel a little bad when you lose."
Ilya shrugs. "Then we will not see each other all playoff season except for when we are on the ice. And you will have to go home all sad and watch me travel back and forth to the West coast. But you can bring Sveta and maybe Rose to the cottage to watch my games."
Shane does not let that admission slide. "Maybe Rose?"
Ilya tries to act blase. "Seems like she is maybe important to us, to you, like Sveta is to me."
Shane needles him. "You like her."
Ilya forces his face to remain neutral. "We had a good conversation. We have a lot in common."
Svetlana gangs up on him with Shane, leaning on Shane so they're both looming over Ilya. "You liiiiike her."
Ilya groans, launching himself to sprawl over both of them roughly as Svetlana shrieks with laughter. "And what if I do?" Ilya's face is in Shane's neck as he says it. "Is that bad?"
Shane digs his fingers into Ilya's curls to pull his face up and looks him in the eye, smiling proudly. "Not all all."
Ilya's eyes slide to Svetlana. "And you?"
Svetlana shrugs. "I literally just talked with Yuna about how impossible it is for anyone to like one of us without liking both of us so this works for me."
Shane blanches, head whipping to Svetlana. "What did you talk to my mom about?"
Svetlana giggles and tells them about some parts of the conversation, but not that they talked about sex.
Shane sighs heavily. "Why are both of you, like, actual friends with my mom?"
Ilya resettles against Shane, leaving him in the middle of their cuddle pile. "You like that we like her."
Shane makes a face but can't deny it for long. "Yeah, I guess." He shakes it off. "But this isn't going to distract me from asking you about Rose."
As if on cue, all their phones light up on the nightstands. Shane reaches over Svetlana to grab his and smiles at the text.
Rose: youre probably all asleep but it seems like today went really well! i watched parts of the broadcast when i could oh my god you two are so fucking cute!!!!!! the rebrand of ilya rozanov and shane hollander as inseparable mlh darlings is the cultural reset we needed
Shane types back.
Shane: Not asleep, we're in San Jose, remember? West Coast.
Rose: OH MY GOD NO I FORGOT. Are you going to sleep or…. call?
Svetlana reaches over and hits the video call button on Shane's phone as she frantically takes off her bonnet.
Shane stammers, looking down at his bare chest as if that will do something, but before he can protest, Rose answers. "Hey Sha– Oh my god, are you soliciting me for phone sex right now? Sir, I'm married."
Shane covers his face with his hand as Svetlana and Ilya both lean into frame to say hi.
Shane talks over them. "Svetlana hit call before I was actually ready to call, sorry."
Rose shrugs innocently. "Can't say I mind if you don't."
Svetlana snorts. "Someone has to objectify these men and it's me."
Rose giggles in that weird way that Shane has associated only with Svetlana. He narrows his eyes at her but stops when he remembers that the others can see him in the video preview.
Ilya pulls the phone out of Shane's hand. "Landry, you owe me $50."
Shane shoots Ilya a look. "What the fuck, why? Were you betting on the game? That's illegal, Ilya."
"Betting on your game," Ilya teases.
"Oh my god," Rose furrows her brow at Ilya. "You didn't tell them?"
Ilya's affronted. "Why would I tell them? That's cheating, no? I let them decide on their own. It has nothing to do with me if Svetlana gave him a blowjob while watching my interview."
Shane snatches the phone out of Ilya's hand. "What the fuck are you– Why are you– Ilya, what the fuck?"
Rose can't help laughing. "You texted me about this already."
Svetlana raises an eyebrow at Shane. "Did you really?"
Shane hands the phone to Svetlana and squeezes his eyes shut. "What the fuck."
Rose responds to Svetlana, "Shane and I talk about sex all the time."
Shane had Rose download the same app he uses to talk to Ilya and Svetlana about more sensitive topics and they set the messages to disappear after 24 hours. It's not that they talk about sex all the time but Shane has two very sexually experienced partners and an inability to find the best search terms so he'll ask Rose questions sometimes. And sometimes he gets a little too excited to talk to someone about the loves of his life and gives her all the details.
Ilya rolls onto Shane. "Really?" He asks pointedly. "But I can't talk to Marly?"
Shane wants to melt into the mattress. "It's different! I don't– I didn't have– I mean, you talked to Svetlana, right?"
It's a fair point. Ilya did talk to Svetlana about his hook ups with Shane before they told her they were together. He just used a fake name. And even now, he talks to Svetlana about his nights with Shane. Ilya relents. "Fine, but it would've been nice to know you are telling my friend Rose Landry about how I am in bed."
"It's always extremely positive, Ilya!" Rose assures him.
Ilya looks at Shane. Shane looks guilty but energized in a way that makes him irresistible to Ilya because it's not shame.
He's not sure how they got to this point. There used to be a thin layer of shame over everything they did together, but it's gone now. Shane doesn't look ashamed about talking to Rose about their sex life. He looks like he was caught doing something he knows he wasn't supposed to and…
Well. Shane's always liked being bad.
Ilya attacks his neck with kisses and bites, mumbling in Russian, "You tell her everything I do to you? How much you like it? What, you want her to watch?"
Shane is absolutely turned on but pushes Ilya away. "Oh my god, stop it. No, I don't want–"
Ilya grips Shane over his briefs off camera. "Oh, you don't want?"
Shane pushes him away again. "Can we focus? Why the fuck does she owe you $50?"
Rose explains finally, "We made a bet that you and Svetlana wouldn't hook up in Montreal. I lost."
Svetlana hums, "And thank god for that."
Rose does that giggle again.
Shane wants to glare at her so badly but resists.
Last time Ilya was on the phone with Rose, it was not the right time to play wingman. But right now? With Rose joking about sex already? Oh, right now absolutely is. "So Shane tells Rose everything about having sex with me. Or us? Do you tell her about Svetlana too?" Shane turns a deeper shade of red. "Wow. Okay, so Rose is very cool, no what was it? Chill? Rose is chill. She is pansexual and aromantic, yes? Still true?"
Rose nods, laughing fondly at whatever Ilya is up to. "Yup, still true."
Ilya continues, "She knows everything about our sex lives, she's had sex with Shane–"
"Ilya." Shane interrupts.
Ilya tsks, "No, it's relevant. I swear."
Shane narrows his eyes at Ilya but has no idea where this is going.
Ilya shrugs. "And she loves our love. And tracks the shippers for us. I think it's only fair if we give her permission to jerk off to us."
"Ilya!" Shane looks mortified.
Ilya cackles as he avoids Shane's attempts to muffle him but there's no hockey tape around now. "We are all adults! She probably already is doing it! Now just with permission!"
"Stop talking!" Shane straddles him and finally forces him to shut up by kissing him.
Svetlana watches Rose through the screen as she angles the camera towards the boys. The covers have slipped off of them and there's a pretty enticing view of broad chests and boxer briefs as they make out.
Svetlana slowly swivels the phone to show her face again. She knows Ilya well enough to know that was simultaneously a really stupid yet really effective wingman play, so she leans in. She knows what her eyes look like as she stares into the camera and says, "I'm okay with that."
Rose wants to jump through the lens. Her heart is hammering in her chest. "Oh yeah?"
"Mm," Svetlana says simply, letting her eyes flick down the image of Rose on the phone to her chest. She's well versed in hitting on straight girls. Or, girls who have very recently realized they're not straight. Being subtle doesn't work. You have to be obvious, confident. They're the ones still figuring out how to flirt with girls. Svetlana finds it best to make sure her side of things are nice and clear. "Hey, Shane?" She doesn't take her eyes off of Rose for a second.
Shane tears himself away from Ilya, immediately embarrassed by how distracted he was. "Yeah?" He's panting slightly.
Ilya's fingers are digging into Shane's thighs hungrily.
Svetlana's eyes flick down again, licking her lips as she stares at Rose. "Any objections to me asking your best friend to take her shirt off?"
Shane's blindsided. "What? Right now?"
Svetlana does look away then, gaze softening as she focuses on Shane. "Only if you're open to it."
Shane knows they talked about this, about Svetlana still seeing people outside of the three of them and especially Rose. He just wasn't exactly expecting… right now. While they're… what?
Shane looks down at Ilya as if that will help him figure out his own feelings.
Ilya shrugs. "I don't mind. Does Rose mind? If I see the screen?"
Rose stammers out, "N–No! No, I wouldn't mind if, um…"
Shane takes a breath. Sexually, this is okay. They would all physically be okay with moving forward with this right now.
But emotionally?
Shane reaches for the phone and takes it from Svetlana. He can't quite look at the screen. He looks up at Ilya and Svetlana, mouth moving but no words come out. "I'm gonna… hold on," he finally manages to say. He gets off the bed and walks into the bathroom.
Shane makes a bit of a show of closing the bathroom door behind himself, looking harried.
Shane and Rose look at each other and laugh, relaxing a bit.
Shane winces. "Um, is it super obvious I've already talked to them about this?"
Rose nods. "Yeah, it's pretty obvious you three have talked about me."
Shane sighs. "I'm sorry. I don't know if that's… It's just… I mean, I think you can probably tell now that Sveta is really into you."
"Mmhm," Rose's face is still red. "Yeah, Shane. That was, um… I think she tried to flirt with me at the bar? But I was still… I think part of me flirted back but I was still confused about how I was feeling about… girls."
Shane focuses on her, "And now?"
Rose makes a face. "What do you fucking think, Shane? Your girlfriend is super hot and wants me to strip for her over a video call. Yeah, I'm into her. It's insane that I ever convinced myself I wasn't." Then she hesitates. "I kind of thought you'd be mad or… I don't know. But you've talked about me? Because of Svetlana?"
Shane licks his lips nervously. "Um. Mostly Sveta, yeah."
"Mostly?" Rose asks, astounded. She's still wrapping her head around the fact that three of the hottest people she's ever known have apparently all been talking about potentially having sex with her even though she was under the impression that their relationship was closed.
Shane lets out a breath. "You kind of interrupted the conversation we were having about you and Ilya tonight."
Rose asks the question both of them have been nervously avoiding. "And what about me and you? You're getting blowjobs from a girl now. What does that mean for…" She can't quite say us.
Shane's brows are furrowed. "I don't know? I don't really…." He tries to be as honest with her as possible. "It's hard for me to even think about it when I remember how badly things went last time. It's hard to let go of… how horrible that felt. How ashamed and confused and guilty I was. But Svetlana likes you a lot. I can finally talk to you about that. I was trying to let her figure it out, but um… Yeah, I've been expecting you and Svetlana to maybe… I guess, hook up? I don't know? I wasn't expecting Ilya to pull whatever that was."
Rose has to joke about it, "He's right, though."
Shane doesn't connect the dots. "About what?"
Rose glares at him then admits, "I definitely have jerked off thinking of all of you. And I would happily accept permission to continue that if you're offering."
Laughter bubbles up within him and Shane has to let it out. "Jesus, Rose."
"You're all really fucking hot! I've already witnessed you and Ilya curled up together in each other's jerseys."
Shane did almost forget about that and feels himself flush at the memory. What Rose doesn't know is that Ilya was freshly coming out of subspace during that call.
The last time he saw Rose he was in subspace.
God, fuck. This is already so messy.
Shane takes a deep breath and calms down. "I don't think there's really, um, chemistry between you and me? We talked about the compatible thing… but I guess what I'm trying to say is… I don't mind if you, um, try things out with them? And I don't mind being around for it but… god, this is so hard to say."
Rose smiles softly. She looks like she did over a year ago when she was telling Shane he's gay. "Probably not a super common conversation? Talking to your ex-girlfriend turned best friend about sexual boundaries with your new girlfriend and boyfriend?"
Shane laughs, nodding. "Yeah. Not super common."
"You can say no, Shane." Rose says gently. "You're literally not gonna break my heart about it."
Shane glares at her. "You really like Svetlana, I can tell. Just because you're aromantic doesn't mean you don't like her a lot."
Rose softens. "Yeah, maybe." She pauses and admits, "Ilya's not too bad either."
Shane's eyes sparkle. "You know, you were like the only one who got excited when I told you about him. Everyone else acted like he was so terrible and I could do better."
Rose smirks. "Well, I have eyes. But I also know you. I know how you are in a relationship. You called me and told me you were in love with a boy. In love, Shane! You didn't tell me you were seeing someone, you told me you were in love with him. So maybe he's an asshole to the press, I know all about public personas. I was never going to assume you were putting yourself through all of this for someone who wasn't really special."
Shane can't help thinking about how well Rose fits. Even with the little amount of time they've all had together, it's like she just understands them all in a way that no one else does. But Rose has always been this person, from the moment Shane met her. She's always kept her heart wide open. It's not that she saw him clearly from the beginning, it's that she made herself a soft, welcoming place for Shane to be himself. And he loves her.
Loves her so much that he wants to figure out how many ways he can have her.
"He is special. I mean, you all are. To me." Shane tries to think about how to phrase this. "I want you around more. I think we all do. Ilya and Sveta are still getting to know you, but they can tell how important you are to me and, well."
"They think I'm hot," Rose supplies smugly.
Shane nods, with a smirk. "They think you're incredibly hot."
Rose lets out a breath. "If this feels crazy to you, imagine how this feels to me right now. How long have you all been thinking about this because I've been thinking about it for, hm," she looks at her wrist which does not have a watch on it, "about thirty seconds."
Shane rolls his eyes. "But you've thought about us…"
Rose scoffs, "Oh my god, Shane. Yeah, as like a fucked up, taboo fantasy. The kind of thing you never admit to anyone or say out loud. And then Ilya just fucking said it out loud and Svetlana followed it up with an offer for the real thing."
Shane processes that for a second, how this feels to Rose. "I know it probably seems like it right now, but it's not just sex. Or, I mean. I don't know. The way that we…" He starts over. "It's not like you're some random girl at a bar that they want to pick up. They want you because you're important to us. You know that, right?"
Rose goes quiet in a way that uncharacteristic of her.
Shane notices, gaze going fierce. "You're important to me, Rose. You know that, right?"
Rose nods. "Yeah." Her voice is soft. "I know that about you but…"
Shane tries a new angle. "We're already a throuple and Svetlana gets annoyed about how horny Ilya and I are. So if this was just about sex, we're covered."
Rose bursts out laughing. "Holy shit. Did you actually just admit you're horny all the time?"
Shane laughs with her at his own expense. "I've been forced to acknowledge that about myself, yeah."
Rose softens. "That helps. To know that they… It helps."
Shane nods, knowing they probably need to talk about what's waiting for them on the other side of the wall. "Okay, this is probably going to sound really weird and awkward but I'll just say it. I guess I have experience with folding a new person into sex with my partner."
"Wild," Rose says with a smirk.
Shane raises his eyebrows with a laugh and continues. "So I've done this before and I'm okay with this. I'm okay with you flirting with them, with us. I'm okay with… whatever Svetlana had planned with you taking your shirt off. Brace yourself for that by the way because she was just getting started. I'm okay with something happening with you and Ilya too, if it does. I think I just need to talk to you about…us. I don't really know how I'm gonna feel about… being in a bed with… I just don't know. Sorry, that's as specific as I can be right now. I want to figure it out though. I'm okay with seeing how it could work. I don't mind you seeing me. I mean, you have already. It doesn't, um, bother me?"
His face is bright red.
Rose studies him and connects some dots. "Oh. You have an exhibition kink. You want me to see you with them."
Shane's mind whites out for a second. "Um. Maybe."
Rose lets him languish in silence.
Shane huffs out a breath. "Fuck, fine. I mean. Yeah. I guess I…." He glares at her. "It was easier to talk to you about this stuff when there wasn't the potential for you to be involved."
Rose wrinkles her nose. "Shane, I think I'm involved now."
Shane speaks bluntly. "Svetlana has wanted to fuck you since, I mean honestly probably since before I even met her. If I thought you would be into that I might've set you up with her before I started dating her."
It's Rose's turn to blush, but she's still focused on Shane. "If we try this and it doesn't work, will you and I be okay? I don't want to do this if there's a chance I lose you because of it."
Shane has no doubts about that. "Rose, there's no chance in hell that this drives me away from you if I already survived the worst possible sexual encounter with you."
Rose cracks up laughing. "Okay. That's kind of the most important part of all of this for me."
Shane nods vehemently. "Yeah, me too. I think that's why I took the phone and walked away…" He glances to the door. "I hope they're not upset about that," he mutters to himself, zoning out a little.
"They trust you."
"Yeah," Shane agrees distantly.
"And you look really hot right now."
"Yea– what?" Shane snaps out of it.
Rose raises her eyebrows. "Did you forget you're still shirtless because I didn't."
Shane laughs, shaking his head with fond irritation. "Is this a thing we're doing now? You get to be into me again and I have to feel guilty about not returning it?"
Rose tsks. "The first part, yes. The second part, literally no. We've talked about it. Now you get to not pretend to be attracted to me the same way I get to not pretend to be falling for you. Best of both worlds."
Shane relaxes. Then really thinks about that. The way things can be a new kind of equal between them now. "Hm, so I could do this and then threaten to hang up on you if you're not nice to my partners." He angles the camera down and gives Rose a full view of his body in only briefs. She can see the bruise on his thigh from the puck that hit him earlier.
Rose presses her lips together. "I think I'm getting the more difficult part of this arrangement."
Shane snorts. "Yeah, probably. Okay. I'm gonna… go back."
"You– We got this."
Shane nods and opens the door.
He's not sure what he expected but Ilya and Svetlana are just… cuddling.
They both look at him when he walks back out.
Shane's brow furrows. "Did you guys talk at all?"
Ilya kisses Svetlana's shoulder as he sits up. "Mm, not really. Just about you being a really good friend to Rose and making us slow down before we did something to damage that."
Shane frowns. "Hey, no. You didn't…"
"We kinda did," Svetlana says. "Sorry, we should've talked about it more before springing that on you."
Shane sits on the edge of the bed and leans in to kiss Svetlana. He knows the camera doesn't show any of it. He doesn't have a talent for that.
Ilya takes the phone from him.
Shane cups Svetlana's jaw once his hands are free. "I couldn't talk to her about it until you hit on her more obviously so I think everything kind of happened the way it needed to, really."
Svetlana smiles up at him, "Yeah?"
"Mmm," Shane kisses her again, gently.
Ilya has the camera rotated and is pinching the screen to zoom in and out. He looks bored. "They're disgusting, Rose. So sappy all the time. It's a good thing you're not romance repulsed."
Rose giggles, "Stop, they're cute!"
Shane decides he can be diabolical in this moment and winks at the camera, swinging his leg over Svetlana to straddle her and deepen the kiss.
He hears Rose make some kind of strangled gasp and start choking and he presses his forehead into Svetlana's collarbone, laughing.
Ilya narrates lazily. "Guess he was never like that with you, hm?"
"Can't say he was," Rose admits.
Shane looks at them, shaking his head. "Okay, none of that. Let's not talk about when I was with Rose at all when we're in bed. Deal?"
They all sound off in agreement.
Shane gestures at Ilya. "Okay, trade."
Ilya raises an eyebrow. "You want the camera?"
Shane glares at him. "No, idiot. I want you."
Ilya smiles widely. "Oh, okay. Yes." He tosses the phone at Svetlana and greedily accepts Shane into his lap.
Shane kisses up Ilya's neck and whispers to him, "I think I can't… when Rose is… um… It's hard to be with Sveta, maybe. At least this first time."
Ilya holds his face, nodding seriously. "Whatever you need, Shane."
Svetlana flips the camera back around and lets her eyes flick over the image of Rose yet again. Her voice is sultry as she asks, "Where are you?"
Rose moves the camera to show Svetlana her bedroom. "I have a condo in LA but it doesn't really feel like I live here since I'm traveling all the time."
Svetlana laughs as Rose gives her an apartment tour, eyes flicking to Shane. "Wow, you dirty talk just like Shane does."
Shane glares at her. "How was 'where are you' a lead up to dirty talk?"
"Thank you, Shane!" Rose calls out, "If we're doing dirty talk, I can dirty talk but I didn't think we were there yet."
Svetlana laughs again, "It's not what I said, it's how I said it," then asks Ilya in Russian, "What are the chances she's a sub too?"
Shane has learned these vocab words by this point. "Not tonight, Sveta."
Svetlana shrugs innocently. "Just curious."
Rose asks, "Was that Shane speaking Russian?"
Svetlana turns the camera to him while Shane rolls his eyes and says a very exaggerated, "Da."
Ilya snorts as he runs his hands up and down Shane's thighs. They both got off in the shower earlier but this is stimulating enough that he thinks they'll probably both go for a round two. He's not going to undress Shane while the call is going on unless Shane specifically says so.
Svetlana says, "I speak Russian too, gorgeous."
Shane and Ilya laugh.
Svetlana glares at them.
"Cheesy, Sveta. You know it was." Ilya teases.
Rose's attention is back on Svetlana though.
Svetlana nods at her. "Still into me asking you to take your shirt off?"
"Absolutely." Rose does as asked and Svetlana is instantly reminded that Rose is a performer. And god does she know how to put on a show in front of the cameras.
"Fuck," Svetlana mutters as she watches.
Rose props her phone up on the nightstand before she kneels on the bed, peeling her shirt off slowly, sensually, before tossing it over her shoulder. She runs her hands over her bare skin, over her bra. "Good?" Rose asks, voice dropping a little.
Svetlana's smile goes devilish. "You're going to spoil me, Rose."
Rose matches her energy. "Gotta say, it feels so much better to do this for a woman."
Svetlana nearly purrs. "Don't I know it."
Rose barely hesitates, moaning as she runs her hands over herself. This is her comfort zone. She knows how to turn people on, how to put on a show. "I want to be good for you." And she finds that she means it. When she's said that to men in the past, it was just a line. But the words reverberate through her as she says them to Svetlana. She really wants this to be good for her.
"Fuck, you are." Svetlana reaches over to tap Shane's thigh. "Shane, take my shirt off so I don't drop the phone."
Shane and Ilya have been lazily making out in between whispering about Rose accidentally finding Svetlana's kryptonite in one try. Shane wouldn't mind assisting, but he thinks Ilya would have more fun with it.
Svetlana notices Shane pushes Ilya over instead. She nods.
Ilya's lips go to Svetlana's neck as his hand finds the hem of her shirt and pulls it up.
Svetlana makes sure Rose can see it all.
Ilya pushes the shirt over Svetlana's head. She wasn't wearing a bra under it so he lets his hand cup her breast, kissing down her throat until he can lick teasingly at her nipple.
Ilya peeks over at Shane and winks at him. He knows this is a new visual for Shane too.
Rose is pushing her pants off. "Fuck, you're so hot together."
Svetlana laughs confidently. "Can't say it's our first time showing off for someone."
Shane sits up and raises an eyebrow at her.
Svetlana notices and says, "College."
Shane rolls his eyes with a fond smile.
Shane can't see the camera but Rose is making the kind of breathy sounds that he has to assume means that she's touching herself.
And Ilya and Svetlana are watching her do it.
And somehow Shane feels proud? It's not the emotion he expected but it's almost like he feels the same way about this as he did about the pizza party. He's really happy to see the people he cares about….um… take care of each other.
He feels like this is a great way to test this out with Rose because he can't see her but they can. He really doesn't know how he feels about being back in a sexual situation with her yet, but he was honest about being curious to figure out what those boundaries are.
And seeing Svetlana and Ilya together, playing with her, laughing with her, he's very okay with this.
Ilya mumbles to Svetlana in Russian, "What do you want? I can fuck you, go down on you, touch you like she's touching herself?"
Svetlana's focused on the image of a naked Rose Landry with her phone propped up on her nightstand, playing with her tits and fingering herself. She's not even sure she needs Ilya to touch her.
Svetlana stares at Rose's hand and says, "Fingers."
Ilya laughs softly. "Makes sense."
"Fuck, Rose." Svetlana moans. "You look so fucking good. Touching yourself for me."
Rose pinches her nipple just on the right side of too hard, "Svetlana…" She moans it.
Svetlana corrects her. "Call me Sveta."
Shane suddenly wants to be in the mix but restrains himself.
He's overwhelmed by the memory of Svetlana in the stairwell of his apartment when she said the same thing to him. When she jokingly asked if he wanted to kiss her. In the moment, that had seemed so farfetched. He had no idea what they'd become to each other just a few weeks later.
He palms himself as he watches them.
Rose adopts the nickname immediately, "Sveta…" It cuts off into a moan.
Shane listens to what it must sound like for Rose to orgasm because it's not a sound he's sure he's heard before and he feels a lot of different feelings about that.
Svetlana's not far behind her.
Shane tosses Ilya a towel from the nightstand and Ilya nods at him with a grateful smirk as he wipes his hand off.
Svetlana and Rose stare at each other, giggling.
Rose says, "Fuck, that was so hot."
Svetlana scoffs, "You're made for cameras, Rose. OnlyFans would love to have you if you ever need the extra income."
Rose collapses on her bed, grabbing her phone off the nightstand to hold it while she props herself up on some pillows, panting lightly. "This might sound weird, but I actually kind of want to find a role that involves nudity but specifically intimacy. You would not be surprised how many roles involve nudity but just as a shock factor. I don't want to film a sex scene, I want to film a love scene, you know?"
Svetlana laughs softly, immediately endeared by how chatty Rose still is after sex. She realizes she's gotten used to the silence of Shane and Ilya making out for another 15 hours after they finish. "I guess that makes a kind of sense, considering the labels you've landed on."
Rose shrugs. "You know, people think Marilyn Monroe was probably asexual based on her diaries. I think I could be the aromantic Marilyn Monroe."
Svetlana looks her up and down again. "I don't disagree." Then she glances over at Shane and Ilya who have gone back to a very sensual, slow make out session. Typical. "Mm, the boys are returning the favor and putting on a show for us." She turns the camera to them.
At first, Shane thinks he doesn't mind Rose watching for a bit. But this isn't sex. This feels like their language, the way they can communicate with touches. Ilya just helped Svetlana and Rose get off and Shane wanted…wanted to reward him for it, maybe. Wanted to taste it on him. But mostly he needed Ilya's skin against his to recenter him, to breathe with him. Suddenly he realizes he doesn't want to share this.
He pulls away, eyes closed as he presses his forehead to Ilya's cheek. "I think I'm at my limit."
Svetlana yanks the camera away. "Okay."
Rose understands completely. "Good night. Thanks for… everything. I'll talk to you tomorrow, Shane. Okay?"
Shane laughs, trying to stay calm. "Yeah, I'll, uh, be sure to update you about the sex I had tonight. It actually started in the shower before we called."
Rose squawks. "This was round two?!"
Shane calls back out. "Good night!!!"
Svetlana blows Rose a kiss and ends the call.
Shane collapses onto Ilya, going completely slack.
Ilya holds him. "You okay?"
Shane nods, but feels his eyes welling up. "It's just weirdly emotional. I don't know. I'm okay. If I needed it to stop or if I needed it to not happen, I promise I would've said that. I just…"
Ilya holds him close. "You did say it. You asked to stop and we stopped. You didn't like her seeing you with me?" He glances at Svetlana. "It's scary?"
Shane nods. "A little? Maybe? But I wanted to do it."
Svetlana's next to him in a heartbeat. "Scary? What do you mean?"
Shane tries his best to parse his emotions to answer her. "Things didn't go super well with me and her? But I'm glad that we did this. I'm so fucking glad she got to play with you two. I'm just overwhelmed maybe." The tears pour out of Shane's eyes but he's not really crying. "It was all okay, I mean. It was good, really good. I liked seeing you with her. A lot. I just… I guess I'm not ready for her to… look at me?" Shane groans, nuzzling into Ilya. "I don't know. It's hard to understand. I feel like I'm having four conflicting feelings that are all true at the same time."
Ilya and Svetlana smother him with cuddles and soft kisses. "Does this help?" Svetlana asks.
"So much," Shane says honestly and realizes why he's feeling extra emotional, why he needed Rose not to see him so suddenly at the end. "Ilya usually slips when he feels safe, right?"
Ilya laughs softly. "I guess, yes. Why are you asking?" He would not describe a hotel room as particularly safe to him so he's not sure why Shane would bring that up.
Shane feels a fog start to roll into his mind. "I think, maybe, for me it's… being with both of you and…" There's more to the thought, he knows there's more to understand there but it's just out of his grasp.
He blinks his eyes open and finds Svetlana's hazel eyes trained on his. "If I fall, can you catch me?"
Svetlana cups his jaw, nodding with surety. "Always, treasure."
So Shane lets himself fall, floating on all the memories of scoring 7 goals with Ilya, letting the world hear them mic'd up bantering the whole game, launching the foundation and finding a lot of great players to volunteer, and seeing Rose let loose with Svetlana.
Shane realizes part of him had been trying to plan for this, how to get Rose and Svetlana time together. He was playing a longer game than Ilya was it seems. But it makes so much sense to bring Rose into this. The way she's talked about what she wants and how she wants it. Shane knows he's unique in this trio as the one who isn't attracted to Rose, but that doesn't mean he hasn't been thinking about how great it would be for her to be part of this. For her to come to the cottage with them.
Finally bringing her into whatever this is with them brings him such a sense of peace that he wanted to fall into it.
Both times he's fallen into subspace, the world gets blurry. He can hear everything they're saying to him, feel every press of their lips to his skin, but he has a hard time responding or even forming thoughts to respond with.
It's like he's made of sensations.
"Shane, what color?" Svetlana asks gently but Shane doesn't respond, speech is beyond him right now.
Svetlana tries again. "Can you tap your thumb to your middle finger?"
Shane does as she asks.
Svetlana hums happily. "Okay, that's green. Can you make a fist?"
Shane's hand forms a loose fist.
"Great, you're doing really good, Shane. Fist is red, okay? Tap your thumb to your middle finger for green if you understand or fist if you don't."
Shane taps his thumb and his middle finger together.
Ilya asks now, "Do you want to cuddle? Float and fall asleep?"
Shane's hand immediately curls into a fist.
Svetlana looks at Ilya, surprised. "You want us to touch you?"
Shane taps his fingers together multiple times. He has no idea what this looks like to them, but Shane feels like every nerve in his body is set to 100 and he can think of nothing better than their hands all over him right now.
So they do and it feels like a miracle.
At some point he hears them giggling that he's being too loud.
They try to put a towel in his mouth but it feels awful and he spits it out.
Shane has no idea where it comes from but he feels the very familiar pressure of a mouth guard against his lips and tugs it into his mouth, biting down.
When he comes, it pulses through his entire body like electricity.
He hears Ilya say, "Maybe fist for no was a bad idea."
Svetlana curses at him in Russian. "It was the first thing I thought of. I don't know."
Ilya's finger is tracing patterns onto the back of Shane's hand. "His hands fisting in the sheets while he comes but I think that means yes."
Shane, because he's so good for them, immediately releases the sheets and uses both hands to tap his middle fingers to his thumbs.
Svetlana and Ilya both crack up laughing.
Svetlana coos into his hear. "Sleep now, treasure. We've got you."
So Shane does.
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Ilya holds Shane against his chest while he sleeps.
Svetlana stares at them, stares at Shane.
Ilya laughs at her frazzled expression now that Shane's asleep. "He keeps surprising us."
Svetlana lets out a tense sigh. "Something like that. He's okay, right? That wasn't… Should we not have…"
It's Ilya's turn this time to comfort Svetlana. "You heard him. He wanted this. He winked at the fucking camera and straddled you. It's just… complicated."
Svetlana's running through the events in her mind, trying to figure out where it went wrong. But her eyes are still focused on the little smile on Shane's face while he sleeps.
Maybe… maybe it didn't go wrong. "What do you think he meant, about why he slips?"
Ilya was wondering that too. "What was similar? Between this time and last time. He said being with both of us, but both of us doing what, taking care of him?"
"We do that all the time though. It has to be more than that." Svetlana thinks about that night at the bar and her hand slaps over her mouth.
"What?" Ilya asks, lips curved up.
"Last time was with Rose too. He got all emotional about the video. That it was the first picture of us, the four of us."
Ilya thinks about it too and then chuckles. "Oh, it wasn't just because of the video. It's because we posted it. Because other people saw him with us. We keep joking about an exhibition kink but I think it's more than that. It's maybe not that he gets turned on by being seen with us, but that it makes him feel… safe, maybe."
Svetlana's heart melts in her chest. "I think you're right… he slips because… because the safest place he can be is with the three of us. Seeing us with Rose…"
"Mm," Ilya agrees. "Seeing us take care of Rose."
Shane rustles around a bit, but relaxes immediately back into Ilya, breathing deeply.
"And," Svetlana adds, "He had a really hard, complicated day. That's probably a big part of it. Needing to crash after that and then being with us."
Ilya pouts. "I had a big day too. I've never said my mother's name more times than today."
Svetlana softens. "But that made you happy."
Ilya smiles, "Yes, mostly. A little sad. Both at the same time."
"And you don't slip in hotel rooms." Svetlana says with ire.
Ilya makes a face. "It would take a lot to feel safe enough in a hotel room, yes. You and Shane could probably do it but I'd rather you didn't."
Svetlana's phone lights up behind her and she looks over at it.
Rose: i hope shanes okay. he seemed a little out of it at the end.
Svetlana reads the text to Ilya as she stares at it, unsure how to respond.
Ilya hums, "Shane probably needs to talk to her about headspaces but we should let him do that."
Svetlana nods, agreeing, but not knowing what to say in the meantime.
Svetlana: he's okay! he was pretty tired, he kind of just started to crash
It's true enough, just not the whole truth.
Rose: makes sense. the boys had an insane day and ilya was probably more comfortable with the mics than shane was
Svetlana: extremely true
Svetlana: i had a lot of fun tonight… i hope you did too
Rose: youre the type to hold onto the fact that you were my first girl, arent you
Svetlana: well ilya was shanes first boy and look how that turned out
Rose: GOOD NIGHT SVETA 🙈
Svetlana: good night rose 🫦
Ilya makes grabby hands at the phone and Svetlana rolls her eyes but lets Ilya see the texts. He wheezes, "Wow, using me and Shane to flirt?"
Svetlana shrugs and locks her phone, plugging it back in on the night stand. "Seemed like it'd make a good line."
Ilya raises an eyebrow at her. "Insinuating that you'd eventually fall in love with the girl who just realized she's aromantic?"
Svetlana frowns. "I didn't mean it like that."
Ilya's fingers brush through Shane's hair gently, making sure not to wake him. "She may have read it like that."
Svetlana's brow furrows and realizes she probably does have to think harder about how she flirts with Rose to make sure she's not making her uncomfortable. Then she laughs, "Like Shane, but backwards." Ilya narrows his eyes in a wordless question. She elaborates. "I had to be careful about hitting on Shane too much at the start, focus on being soft. I think I just got used to leading with emotions. I have to kind of force myself back into hook up mode for Rose."
Ilya doesn't want to betray Rose's trust by telling Svetlana about their conversation, but from the way she talked about what she wants, Ilya didn't get the impression that what Rose wants is to just hook up forever. "I think maybe keep the emotions. Just go slow."
Svetlana raises an eyebrow at him. "You give relationship advice now."
Ilya gestures at the sleeping figures on his chest. "Yes, well look how it turned out."
Svetlana snorts, her eyes scanning their bodies. "I'd ask if you need anything before we sleep but, um, there's a bit of an obstacle to your dick right now."
Ilya laughs fondly. "I'm okay. We fucked in the shower. Just probably in the morning, you know?"
Svetlana nods. "Deal. I'll get you back in the morning."
Ilya makes a face. "Who says I want you in the morning?" He presses his lips to Shane's temple.
Svetlana rolls her eyes. "If he wants to–"
"He wants to." Ilya says confidently.
"We don't know that. He might wake up feeling–"
Ilya looks undeterred. "He wants to."
Svetlana gets her bonnet back on, sure that her hair is a mess already but it was worth it, and turns off the light. "Good night, my moon."
Ilya's voice is syrupy with affection as he says, "Good night, my soul."
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Shane wakes up as the sun is just barely starting to peek in through the window. He knows he's not gonna be able to fall back asleep but he's so comfortable that it's tempting to try. He's so warm and he knows that warmth is from two of his favorite people pressed against him, keeping him safe.
Shane lets his lips press a kiss into Ilya's skin, slowly blinking his eyes open.
Ilya's still snoring lightly yet he does not look comfortable at all. Shane immediately feels guilty about it. Ilya's arm is probably numb from Shane sleeping on it.
Svetlana doesn't sleep as deeply and has some kind of sixth sense for Shane waking up, "How do you sleep so little but move so much?"
He assumes she means that he moves a lot to play hockey and laughs softly, trying not to wake Ilya. "I don't know." He wiggles away from Ilya, frowning at his arm, and is immediately pulled into Svetlana's arms.
"Morning, golden one."
Shane tsks, kissing her cheek, "You're golden in the mornings. Not me."
Svetlana raises an eyebrow. "Oh, do we have to trade based on time of day?"
Shane blinks at her, brow furrowing as he tries to parse the sentence. She laughs and translates it into English. Shane nods and implements the new vocabulary. "Yes, we have to trade." Then he looks at her curiously. "I think you speak Russian with me more than Ilya."
Svetlana shrugs. "He's used to talking with you in English. I think he forgets he can."
Shane thinks about how excited Ilya gets every time he hears Shane speak Russian. "I don't think he forgets."
Svetlana makes a face. "Language is different for him. I grew up speaking both, like you did with French. English was kind of forced onto him by hockey. He knew a little just because, you know, it's English. But when he was drafted by Boston he had to learn fast. So he tried to only speak English as much as he could. He and I switched to only speaking in English for a long time, the same way I'm speaking with you in Russian now. Even though I can see your brain breaking with the past tense."
Shane thinks he understood most of that. "So he speaks English as a default now."
"With you," Svetlana adds. "In America and Canada, yeah. I think it's hard for him to switch out of it sometimes even though it would be easier to speak Russian."
Shane doesn't really understand but maybe if he had to suddenly move to Russia right now he'd start to.
Svetlana watches him try to process it and laughs softly. "You come out of subspace so much faster than Ilya."
Shane switches to processing that instead. "Do I?"
Svetlana snorts. "Ilya would still be nuzzling into me and whimpering right now."
Shane's eyes sparkle, imagining that. "Sleeping helps, I guess."
"Mm," Svetlana brushes her fingers through his hair. "You fall into it as fast as you fall out of it, maybe."
"I'm not really sure why… I mean, that's twice now. And it wasn't really… some of the stuff I read said that you can plan for it, that a dom can guide you into it. This felt like it checked me into the boards or something. It kind of came out of nowhere."
"Ilya and I were theorizing about it last night," Svetlana admits. "We think it maybe has to do with you… liking seeing us take care of Rose? Or taking care of each other maybe. But last time we were with Rose too."
Shane feels his cheeks heat. "Oh. That's true."
Svetlana smirks at him. "What, why do you think it happened?"
Shane chews on his lip. "I think that's part of it. I mean…" He thinks about yesterday. "It's weird, but getting people together for pizza? Well, for the foundation. And then also seeing you and Ilya with Rose. It just felt… really good. And maybe part of it was…" Shane swallows, hesitant to say it. "Knowing that you could help her in a way I can't. It felt like it resolved something for me, that I could do that for her, like, through you two. But then after… I don't know. It started getting fuzzy. But I think that was part of it. I think I started slipping and was looking for comfort in Ilya and it freaked me out for her to see me… slipping."
Svetlana listens carefully, nodding slowly. "It's similar to how Ilya felt, probably. When he started slipping in front of you."
Shane realizes that's true and turns to Ilya for his opinion but Ilya is still snoring. He laughs softly. "I know we should let him sleep but…"
"No, he'll have FOMO. Wake him up." Svetlana insists.
Shane lets himself enjoy the sight of a sleeping Ilya for a little longer, not something he gets to see often. He also sees the bulge in Ilya's briefs. He glances at Svetlana nervously. "I don't know why I'm nervous about being a little kinky in front of you but…" The way Shane stares and licks his lips isn't subtle.
Svetlana snorts. "Oh. You want to wake him up nicely, huh?"
Shane blushes. "Is that weird?"
Svetlana stares at him, trying to understand how Ilya and Shane ever navigated kink without her. "Have you done it before?"
Shane nods. "No, but he said once that I should if I get the chance. Um, if I wanted to."
"And you do."
"I do."
Svetlana sighs. "It's called somnophilia, by the way."
"What is?" Shane's brow furrows.
Svetlana gestures at them. "Sex while someone is still sleeping."
"Right." Shane turns red, feeling even dirtier about it knowing it has such a daunting name.
Svetlana shoos him toward Ilya. "Go ahead, I'm gonna take a shower."
Shane takes his time, knowing that Svetlana is probably watching while she gathers her things before heading into the bathroom.
He presses his lips to the skin above Ilya's briefs before gently, gently pulling them down.
Ilya breathes in sharply but doesn't wake up.
Shane suddenly wants to shake him, wants him to be awake already. But he also wants to see the look in Ilya's eyes when he wakes up to this.
So he compromises. He takes Ilya into his mouth and then stops being so gentle. He moans softly as he finds a rhythm, grabbing at Ilya's pec.
Ilya wakes up cursing in Russian, "Oh fuck, Shane. Shit. What the– Fuck, my arm is numb."
Shane knew he hurt his arm sleeping like that but ignores that for now.
Ilya grabs at Shane's hair to slow him down so he can get into a more comfortable position. "You're insane, you know that?"
Shane pops off of him just to say, "Michigan jailbreak." And then gets back to it.
Ilya throws his head back laughing. "Yeah, that was insane and also hot. That's my type I gue– fuck. I'm already…"
Shane hums, eyes on Ilya's.
"You're a literal wet fucking dream, Shenya." Ilya mumbles as he comes and Shane swallows him down.
Shane immediately kisses up Ilya's torso until they're pressed together and kissing.
There's a lot being said through each kiss. A check in, double sided. Affection.
Eventually they pull away from each other and Ilya looks at Shane, fingers scratching at the back of his neck. "You're okay? After last night?"
"Mm," Shane confirms. "Sveta and I talked about, um, I think I started slipping and freaked out about Rose seeing. The way you used to freak out about me seeing you slip, maybe."
From his experience with that, it makes a ton of sense to Ilya. Especially considering what he knows about Shane and Rose. He sighs. "Yes, that's probably true. It scared me with you because I would lead, yes? I worried about you seeing me be small, that you wouldn't be able to, eh, take me seriously again. It's masculinity. It's the same with you and Rose but more, what's the word, tradition."
"Traditional," Shane fills in, frowning. But Ilya's probably right. He and Ilya talked about this… briefly, but he hasn't really been able to bring himself to talk about it in full. Not even with Rose. "I was trying to be straight for her, or bi. Whichever lie worked best on myself in each moment. And I knew I had to, uh, top for her."
Ilya's lips start to tug into a smile but he fights it.
Shane sees it. "Shut up. I mean, like you said, I was trying to lead. I was trying to… trying to be like you were for me. For her. And I just couldn't do it, I didn't want it. I hated every single part of it except for the fact that it was her. I wanted to be able to do it for her, I just didn't want to do it." He realizes the words don't make sense. "I was working so hard…" His eyes well up. "I was trying to be what she wanted, what I thought I wanted. What I thought it would be easier to want. And it was hard. It was supposed to be easy, everyone said it would be easy." He shakes his head. "And it was so hard it broke me." Shane puts his hand on Ilya's chest over his heart and looks him in the eye. "It's always been so fucking easy with you." The tears well in his eyes fall down his cheeks.
"Me too," Ilya says softly, brushing away the tears. "I kept wishing it wasn't, but it was. You weren't with other people like I was, not until Rose. But I would go to them and I could go through the motions, come, whatever. But it didn't feel as good as with you. Even at the beginning, I knew."
"With Svetlana?" Shane asks curiously.
"It's different," Ilya says sincerely. "With Svetlana it's easy like muscle memory. With you, it's easy like… like we are the same."
"Yeah," Shane nods eagerly. "Yeah, I think that's why this weekend pissed me off so much. Everyone keeps acting like we're so different and I know we are, in a lot of ways. But in the ways it matters… we're the same."
They stare at each other and Ilya pulls him in for another kiss.
Svetlana finds them like that, shaking her head. "I can always depend on you two idiots kissing each other out of subspace for like 4 hours."
The mention of time makes Shane snap back to himself a little. "Wait, what time is it?"
Svetlana waves at him to calm down. "Way too early. We have plenty of time to pack up, meet your mom for breakfast, and still come back up to grab our bags before check out. And get to the airport early and hang out in the lounge."
Shane feels himself smile, soft and sweet. "I love you."
"Mmhmm," Svetlana teases, walking over to the bed to lean in and press her lips to Shane's briefly. "Nothing to worry about, treasure." She kisses his nose. "I love you too."

★ ★ ★






  
    Chapter End Notes

    i havent quite decided yet but i might slow down my updates once we wrap up all-stars weekend? it really depends how i feel but i'm toying with the idea of doing it that way! because i really like sharing this and i kind of.... don't want to start winding down. but i DO want to stay focused and get this story finished before i can start to lose momentum with it. so i will likely continue working on it just as much, but post less often. perhaps on a regular schedule, lol imagine that

this could totally Not be what ends up happening but just wanted to let you know thats what im considering right now!


  


      

  












      Chapter 76: Get Home Safe
  



    Chapter Notes

      
        See the end of the chapter for notes
      






   ★ ★ ★ 

The hotel breakfast is buffet style this morning and Shane and Ilya are practically attached at the hip as they fill their plates for the second time, talking nonstop about the mid season trade that just got announced this morning.
Svetlana sits at the table with Yuna as they finish their plates much more slowly.
Yuna eyes Ilya and Shane. "They seem… energized."
Svetlana snorts, covering her mouth. "Yuna, you do not want to know."
Yuna holds up her hands innocently. "I didn't ask."
Svetlana shoots her a look.
Yuna laughs guiltily. "Is it bad that I worry about his stamina for games if he's…" She waves her hand vaguely.
Svetlana can't even blame her. Shane worries about the same thing sometimes. "I'm not saying that if you looked at his games with the best stats you'd notice a pattern, but I'm not, not saying that."
Yuna's eyebrows raise. "Really?"
Svetlana nods. "Shane figured it out himself because you pointed out when he plays well."
Yuna's face contorts in confusion. "Well, wouldn't it always be against Boston?"
Svetlana delicately says, "Video calls are a thing."
"Oh!" Yuna blushes. "You were right. I did not want to know."
Svetlana laughs as Shane and Ilya make it back to the table, talking about how the trade is leaving teams unbalanced and Shane's predictions for more trades to sort it out.
Svetlana and Yuna latch onto that immediately and change the topic.
 
The four of them travel to the airport together and as Svetlana said, make it with plenty of time to chill in a lounge first which Ilya complains about incessantly, whining that they didn't need to be here this early. And Shane keeps arguing back about all the reasons it's better to be early.
They don't even notice another person in the lounge until Scott clears his throat, "I've got to take Hollander's side on this one."
Ilya and Shane both flinch, worrying that they were being too familiar with each other in public, even though of all the people who could've over heard them, Scott already knows.
"Hey, Hunter." Shane says neutrally.
Scott smirks, and looks at Ilya. "You know, the first time we met he called me Mr. Hunter."
Ilya's eyes light up like a kid on Christmas. "Shane, you did not."
Shane stammers. "He– I was a rookie! He's Scott Hunter!"
Ilya laughs loudly. "You're Shane Hollander!"
Scott chuckles at the chaos he was able to start as he glances at his watch. "I've got to catch my flight, but it's nice seeing you all. Get home safe!"
Scott leaves the lounge and Ilya immediately whispers in Shane's ear. "You had a crush."
Shane rolls his eyes dramatically and whispers back. "Yeah, I call all the people I have a crush on Mr."
Ilya shrugs. "Could be hot, we can try it. Mr. Rozanov."
Shane flick's Ilya's knee. "Stop."
"Why, because you like it?"
Shane gives him a look.
Yuna very pointedly flips a page in the book she's reading and Shane knows for a fact she did not read a single word on that page.
Ilya looks at Shane mischievously before looking at Yuna. "How is the book, Mrs. Hollander?"
The impulse to tackle Ilya into a headlock nearly overcomes Shane but he holds it back.
Ilya howls with laughter until other patrons farther away in the lounge have to hush them.
Svetlana just wishes she had popcorn.
 
When it's time to go their separate ways, Ilya sobers up fast. "Two weeks, Hollander." They stand outside the lounge, clinging tightly to their last few moments together before they have to walk to their gates on opposite sides of the airport.
Yuna hates this, watching them pretend this is platonic when they're in public.
Ilya can't help himself, "Kiss him for me."
Svetlana shoots Ilya a look. "That's a bad idea."
Shane agrees with Ilya for once. "Who cares?"
Svetlana raises an eyebrow at Shane. "Really?"
Shane nods. "Really."
Svetlana takes a breath and steps in closer to Shane and does as Ilya asked. She kisses Shane for herself but she adds some heat for Ilya.
Shane closes his eyes and tries to pretend he can kiss both of them.
They break apart and Shane presses their foreheads together as he whispers, "Get home safe," his eyes flick to Ilya over Svetlana's shoulder. "I love you."
They force themselves to walk away from each other.
Yuna has to comfort her son. She puts her arm around Shane, rubbing circles onto his back, as they walk away. "Oh, honey. I'm sorry it has to be like this."
Shane blinks tears out of his eyes. "We're figuring it out."
"Not soon enough," Yuna says, wishing she could make this all happen faster for them.
"This is the fastest it can be, Mom."
Yuna thinks about the fact that it's January right now. Shane and Ilya will be playing games practically nonstop from now until playoffs and they're both likely to make it to playoffs. They might only be able to see each other 4 or 5 days in the next six months.
She spends the entire plane ride looking at Ilya's schedule he had shared with her and comparing it to Shane's, looking for all the opportunities when they have breaks at the same time and blocking them off. If they need to shoot anything for the foundation, they'll figure it out but first and foremost she wants them to have time together whenever possible.
Before her flight lands in Ottawa, she's emailed the three of them a mocked up travel itinerary for the next 6 months. There are flights for the three of them to Vermont every so often.
From Montreal, Shane replies all on the thread.
Shane: What's so important in Vermont?
Yuna: The midway point between Montreal and Boston so you have the least amount of travel hours and can maximize your time together. I can start booking these if you think it works.
Normally Shane would have to check his calendar for brand deals or obligations. But this is coming from Yuna who knows all of this and already confirmed that Shane can have this if he wants it.
Ilya: Yes.
Shane: Yeah. Book it. Thanks, Mom.
The words 'thank you' don't feel like enough as he looks at five extra days he can see Ilya before the end of the season. The words don't feel like enough for the flickering hope that turns into a steady flame in his chest.
Maybe this doesn't have to be as hard as they've been assuming it is.
Shane texts their group chat.
Shane: ♥️
Svetlana: ♥️… any secret meaning behind this heart text? you don't usually send emojis like that
Shane: I opened the group text because I miss you all but I didn't really have anything specific to say
Ilya: im going to eat my phone
Rose: i have to find an app with better translations
Svetlana: no, he did say he's gonna eat his phone
Rose: omg ilya do you get cuteness aggression
Ilya: i dont know this, but aggressive about cute, yes
Rose: yeah that's basically what it is
Svetlana: shane really sets him off sometimes
Shane: ????? Why would that make you want to eat your phone?
Ilya: you are so cute it makes me violent
Shane: I mean, yeah. I guess that's historically true.
 
Svetlana texts Shane on the side.
Svetlana: rose gives me cuteness aggression
Shane: Oh is that what we're calling it
Svetlana: 🖕🏽
Shane: You get so flustered and awkward with her in a way you never were with me
Svetlana: yeah because youre easy
Shane: Wooooooow
Svetlana: you should know women are harder to woo than men
Shane: I was holding Rose's hand after a thirty minute conversation and it took 7 years for Ilya to admit he liked me outside of a bed
Svetlana: alright youre an outlier
 
A notification makes Shane tap back into the group chat.
Rose: is violence in hockey a form of affection?
Ilya: it can be 😏
Shane: When Ilya checks me, yes. When Ilya checks Dallas Kent, that's pure violence
Rose: how can you tell the difference? like as a viewer lol
Svetlana: careful he'll make a slide show
Ilya: you will regret asking
Shane: I can show you next ti– oh fuck you both! She literally has a question about hockey. I'm not allowed to answer questions about fucking hockey?
Rose: i would actually love a slide slow. genuinely 😘
Ilya: sveta my boyfriend's ex is flirting with him right in front of me, do something
Svetlana: 🙄
Rose: i'm not flirting!
Ilya: youre asking him about hockey. remind me shane, what did you two talk about the night you met?
Shane: This argument holds no water. I talk to everyone about hockey. And she's not flirting.
Svetlana: she's flirting a little
Rose: betrayal
Shane: My car is pulling up to my place. I'm gonna go unpack. You're still good to call later, right Rose?
Rose: absolutely 💕
Ilya: in fRONT OF ME
Svetlana: i'll sedate him, you two talk. let us know how it goes 💕
Shane: 💕

 ★ ★ ★ 






  
    Chapter End Notes

    aaaand we've made it through all-star weekend!


  


      

  












      Chapter 77: RECAP Chapters 55-76
  



    Chapter Notes

      
        See the end of the chapter for notes
      






  Recap 1-15
Recap 16-25
Recap 25-55
Recap 55-76
Recap 77-84
Recap 85-96
Recap 97-107
Recap 108-129
Here's what you missed in chapters 57-76 of Crowded Table…
Svetlana arrives in Montreal to spend a week with Shane while Ilya has a week of road games. They are both immediately so affectionate and down bad that Sveta makes them pull over onto the side of the road to make out and she accidently leans on the horn. (This is important to remember and visualize and has nothing to do with any sort of plot.)
Shane and Svetlana have a heart to heart about how their relationship has developed and the fact that Svetlana is getting everything she needs from Shane and Ilya in a way she hadn't expected to when this started. She accidentally gives Shane a crisis about him being hornier than the average person.
Shane invites Svetlana to his practice so she can give him notes to improve and they're both psychotic about it for hours on end.
Rose hooks up with a costar and has her own crisis. So she calls Ilya. She asks how he decided to stop hooking up and they eventually realize together that the reason Rose is struggling with this is that she's actually aromantic. Ilya starts to understand that he has a lot of friends in his life now that support him and that he gets to support them as well.
Rose bets Ilya that Svetlana and Shane won't hook up in Montreal. Oh, Rose. The things you don't yet know.
Rose launches the ot4 group chat with absolutely Zero ulterior motives (flirting with Svetlana).
Shane and Svetlana have some quiet cuddling time.
Shane and Svetlana get into a bit of a dispute about how to handle the rumors about their relationship with the Montreal WAGs. Sveta insists Shane talk to Ilya about it and Shane insists all three of them need to talk. Shane heavily rejects any form of hierarchical polyamory and makes sure Svetlana knows that he wants their relationships to all be on even ground. They eventually decide Svetlana should probably say it's just a hookup to allow them flexibility with their stories later and Shane recommends that she check in with Jackie Pike who knows the full story and she can help support Svetlana with the other WAGs.
Svetlana and Jackie become best friends and YAP the whole game. The other WAGs do eventually ask for some gossip and Svetlana vaguely admits she's slept with Shane but doesn't say much more than that.
It was a rough, physical game against Toronto and Shane gets a minor penalty for going after Dallas Kent.
Shane and Svetlana recap the game as they drive home and turn on Ilya's game, racing inside to watch the last few minutes. As they sit on the couch, Svetlana asks Shane to take off his shirt and frets over the bruise on his ribs. Shane gets uncomfortable with the concern, much more used to Ilya who was always unfazed by it but Svetlana discovers very quickly that Shane may have a bit of a pain kink which Ilya coaches her through over the phone.
Ilya has to leave to do his post game interview. Shane and Svetlana watch the live broadcast as Svetlana takes the opportunity to sink between Shane's legs and give him a blow job. He immediately asks to reciprocate and go down on her.
Ilya calls again after they've hooked up and immediately realizes Svetlana doesn't know about all of Shane's aftercare needs because Shane hasn't told her. They strip the sheets, shower, cuddle, and fall asleep.
In the words of mlraven on Chapter 61: "JACKIE'S NATIVE and THEY DID ORAL and EVERYONE IS SO SWEET"

In the morning, Shane unpacks the experience of being physically intimate alone with Sveta and tells her that he's not attracted to her the way he is to Ilya. Svetlana understands and says that while that's true, she still knows what turns Shane on and knows he has a high libido. They spend some time being extremely fond of Ilya before they get up to find some breakfast.
When Svetlana checks her phone, she realizes the rumors about her and Shane have been spreading around the MLH and have gotten all the way to her father. Svetlana and Shane discuss and Shane decides he'll tell his parents he's polyamorous while Svetlana adamantly decides not to, only telling her dad about the foundation.
Shane gets home from practice and Svetlana excitedly runs him through social media plans for the foundation and the upcoming All-Star weekend. Shane admits he misses Ilya really badly and then loses his words, quietly taking comfort in Svetlana again.
Svetlana goes out dancing with the Metros and manages to convince Shane to join them on the dance floor. J.J. is drunkenly jealous of Svetlana, while Hayden roasts Shane for bragging about being best friends with Rose Landry.
ALL STAR WEEKEND

The article posts while Svetlana and Shane are on the plane to San Jose. They settle in before Ilya gets there and Shane has one too many heavily poured cocktails while other players approach him and congratulate him on the foundation and ask if him and Ilya being friends is for real.
Shane's mostly focused on talking to Scott Hunter and waiting for his boyfriend to walk in as he fixates on the idea that this is kind of their anniversary, in a way.
Ilya walks in and Shane hugs him way too intimately as Hayden and Svetlana pull them apart and any doubt Scott had about the two of them is immediately erased.
They hide out in Hayden's room and read the article together.
Once Shane sobers up enough, Shane, Svetlana, and Ilya make their way to Shane and Svetlana's room and let Shane take a nap.
Later, they all have dinner with Yuna in the hotel restaurant so people can see them and ask about the foundation. Shane asks Yuna to come up to his room to talk after dinner.
They tell her that they're polyamorous and that Shane is in love with Svetlana too. Yuna's surprised, but determined to be better about this than she was the first time Shane told her he was in love with someone. She jokingly points out that Svetlana and Ilya are Shane's wingers. Svetlana gets really emotional about the maternal support in a way that Ilya deeply relates to.
Yuna leaves and Rose texts the group chat about all the social media responses to the article. Svetlana gets distracted reviewing them and when she looks up Ilya and Shane are having sex. She snaps out of it and moves her chair to watch them. It's the first time she's really been with them for this. When they finish, Ilya happily gets on his knees in front of Svetlana's chair and knows that this is Shane's first time seeing them together too. Rose realizes no one is responding to her texts because they're having sex.
The next day is the skills competition and Shane is both excited and terrified to sit next to Ilya on the bench. The cameras keep cutting to them and the interviewers want them on camera as often as possible. Ilya distracts Shane with near constant yapping.
Shane, Ilya, and Svetlana meet up with Scott. Shane and Ilya tell him they're together. Svetlana gets bored and makes Scott call Kip. Shane talks with Scott one on one about what it's like to be out in the MLH and if Shane's ready for that yet.
The next day is the All-Star game and Shane is extremely irritated and betrayed that everyone he loves agrees it makes sense for him and Ilya to be mic'd up.
THEY BANTER.
The other guys in the locker room are a little judgy except for Sampson who we love.
They play really well and they banter. They do interviews and they banter. They go back to the locker room, get really defensive about Svetlana, and Ilya gets triggered and lashes out. They go back to the ice, Ilya's still irritated and draws a penalty. Shane Hollander Michigan Jailbreak Goal. They do more interviews and they banter. Shane gets emotionally attached to rookie Liam Chen. Shane and Ilya both get hat-tricks and they banter.
Tumblr freaks out about it.
Shane and Ilya run back to Ilya's hotel room after and have sex about it.
Shane organizes a pizza night for the players who have volunteered to coach over the Summer. Everyone wants to adopt Liam Chen.
Svetlana and Yuna work late and then Yuna's curiosity gets the best of her and she cautiously asks for details on her son's sex life because she just wants to understand their relationship more.
Shane and Ilya go back to Shane's hotel room where Svetlana is already in bed. She tells them to take a shower and they have sex about it. Then they join her in bed and interrogate Ilya about Rose only for Rose herself to text them all. Svetlana calls her while they're all mostly naked in bed and things Escalate. Shane deescalates and grabs the phone to talk to Rose in the bathroom and establish some boundaries. Then he goes back and lets things re-escalate, but mostly taking himself out of the equation. Shane gets very emotional watching all his favorite people click and falls into subspace. They get him off about it. (That's right, Shane Hollander's orgasm count for All-Star game day is three.)
While he sleeps it off, Ilya and Svetlana ponder what makes Shane slip.
They wake up together and Svetlana helps Shane process why he panicked at the end of the phone call with Rose, that he probably was nervous about slipping in front of Rose the same way Ilya used to be nervous slipping in front of Shane.
They travel to the airport together and banter before going their separate ways. Yuna gets so upset watching them walk away from each other that she plans them a 6 month travel itinerary to see each other as often as possible.
Ilya, Rose, Svetlana, and Shane discuss cuteness aggression as the ot4 chat becomes much more active and much more flirty…
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      Chapter 78: Crushes
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  ★ ★ ★

It's only when Shane is unpacked, showered, and lying on the floor in his house that he gets the text.
JJ: hey capitaine! crazy fucking weekend. you probably have a million texts asking you about the foundation and the camps and rozanov. i just wanted to say im really proud to call you mon capitaine! none of this shit was easy and that didn't stop you. i would say that i hope you can rest a bit before the game on thursday but i know you play your best with a challenge!
Shane reads it six times.
It's complicated for a couple of reasons. One being that Shane has been telling himself to talk to J.J. more and trust him with some of the real story. Two being that Shane doesn't really have that many texts from other people.
His social media notifications are insane but he keeps those muted. He has access to his social accounts if he wants to look or post, but they're primarily run by… Shane realizes it's probably Svetlana doing it now.
Not many people have Shane Hollander's phone number and those who do, don't text him.
Hayden was there this weekend.
He just gave Scott his number.
Svetlana, Rose, and Ilya are… exceptions.
His teammates have his number but they all knew about the article posting early.
Aside from a couple of the guys he played with in juniors, his texts have been pretty quiet.
J.J. was drafted to the Metros a year before Shane. It's a fact that's burned into his brain because when Shane was drafted, management kept referencing J.J. as a reason Shane should feel comfortable and trust the Metro's leadership. At the time, it did give him some hope even though none of them ever explicitly said they were telling him this because J.J. is Black.
As they settled into being teammates, their camaraderie developed mostly through side-eyes across the locker room and murmured French under their breaths with some of the other Quebecois guys.
But they never really talked about it. Staring at this text, reading it a seventh time, after all the hard conversations he's had with Svetlana and Ilya about taking up space, he thinks he starts to understand why they haven't talked about this.
The Metros leadership, the league, they all wanted Shane and J.J. to be the greatest of friends and be in as many social media posts as possible. And that's not what Shane's focus was on. He wanted to blend in everywhere but on the ice.
So while he convinced himself he wasn't doing it, Shane realizes he's spent a lot of time avoiding J.J.
Being friends with Hayden helped Shane blend in.
Being friends with J.J. meant that the social media manager would rush to photograph them together and post it with a caption about diversity in the league.
Shane doesn't want to be that person anymore. He doesn't want to suffocate parts of himself to make other people comfortable. He doesn't want to keep changing the topic when people ask him hard questions.
He thinks about his years of success, his proven track record, and he thinks about Liam Chen.
Neither of them have said a word to each other about being mixed race Asian men in the league but he knows they're both thinking about it.
It's so similar and yet so different to the conversation he had with Scott about being ready to come out. If Shane's not even ready to be vocal about the identity he can't hide, how can he possibly be ready to add another one to the mix? If he's thinking about coming out to support Scott Hunter and other possibly queer people in the league, can't he work up some courage for Liam Chen? For J.J.? For himself?
Shane: Hey, man. I really fucking appreciate it. More than you know. You want to come to my place for some food after practice tomorrow? We should catch up.
JJ: one on one time with shane hollander??? what, two girlfriends isn't enough for you???
Shane actually laughs out loud.
Shane: You'd be surprised
JJ: 👀
Something settles in Shane's chest as he resolves to bring J.J. into the fold. He's about to text the group about it when he gets a text from Rose.
Rose: doing okay? do you still wanna call or do you need to chill?
Shane lets out a breath. It's odd. Normally, he would need to chill after the kind of weekend he's had but he finds that his requirements for decompressing lately include people more than they used to.
He can talk to Rose while he decompresses. Though he knows they have a lot to talk about. Part of him is excited to talk it through. At some point during all of these relationship negotiations with Svetlana and Ilya, Shane started to feel relief at the idea of a 'tough' conversation.
They say everything out loud, talk about what they need and how to adjust, and then things… get easier.
It barely uses up any social energy for him to hit call. He puts the phone on speaker while he stretches on the floor.
Rose answers without a greeting, "The internet is in love with you."
Shane laughs softly. "The internet can get in line."
Rose giggles. "Cute. Seriously, Shane. It's wild. Even when I'm not going to look it up directly, you're still on my normal feed. People got obsessed with you when we were together because of the novelty of an actor and athlete couple and, I mean, you're pretty nice to look at. But we didn't do press like this. They didn't see us interact."
Shane doesn't really know quite how to react to that. It's not surprising to him that Rose is distracting herself with this instead of launching right into what happened last night. So he humors her and lets their conversation start here to break the ice. "That's good, right?"
"I think it's good." Rose weighs in. "It means the people are behind you if the league ever tries to fuck with you."
Shane's curiosity and protectiveness get the best of him and he asks, "What are they saying about Ilya?"
Rose hums, "To be honest, it's a little infantilizing. People are acting like they've always been his defenders about his mom as if it's not new information he just shared. I guess they have to adjust to the idea that he's a whole person away from hockey. He's spent a lot of time intentionally being cold to the press."
Shane ponders that. "So did I."
Rose snorts. "Your version of 'cold' was more private boy-next-door, though. The stereotype of Shane Hollander is clean cut and focused, always working out. Never partying. The stereotype of Ilya Rozanov is drugs, sex, and parties. They're rethinking you too. But I'm summarizing. Some of this stuff is on socials, some of it is Buzzfeed or whoever could type up a fluff piece over the weekend."
"Fluff piece," Shane mutters with disdain.
"Yeah, well. TIME had the exclusive."
Shane nods to himself. "You think the mics helped more than the article?"
"I think they were a perfect combo. Svetlana is a genius."
Shane's lips twitch into a smile. "Why do you know the article was Svetlana's idea?"
Rose goes quiet for a second. "We've been texting."
Shane laughs fondly. "So we should talk about yesterday."
Always a performer, Rose puts on an exaggerated display of shock. "Oh, that was real? I was close to convincing myself it was a really elaborate dream."
Shane rolls his eyes. "Not a dream. You had phone sex with my partners."
Rose nearly screams at that. "Insane thing for you to say. You were there too."
"Kind of," Shane admits but he can't stop smiling.
"Were you okay at the end? Svetlana said you were really tired."
Shane hesitates. "Oh. Yeah. It was, um… we can talk about that later. How was it for you? I don't know if I specified but we're not open, not really. It's just… you. I've been kind of expecting you to, um, join us to some extent for a while now."
The phone goes quiet for a minute and then Shane realizes Rose has requested to switch the call to video.
Shane picks up the phone and holds it so she can see his face.
When the videos pop onto the screen, Shane is struck by the hope in Rose's eyes.
"What do you mean to some extent?"
Shane shrugs. "We have to talk about it. At first I thought you and Sveta would just hook up but… things have changed, right?"
Rose raises an eyebrow. "How would things have changed? We just hooked up, like, 24 hours ago."
Shane raises his eyebrow right back at her. "Yeah, and things have changed. I don't know if you noticed, but we don't really do emotionless sex."
Rose's eyebrows furrow. She thinks she knows what Shane means, but she kind of convinced herself she was imagining the affection. "What, you're saying Ilya and Sveta have crushes on me?" She says it like a joke.
But Shane's eyes light up when she says Sveta. "Fuck, it's nice to hear you call her Sveta."
Rose groans, "Oh my god, you're such a wifeguy."
Shane blushes. "No, I'm not! It's just cute that she wants you to call her– don't change the subject! Yeah, I think they kind of do have crushes on you. I mean, Sveta definitely does."
Rose's jaw goes a little slack. "Is it okay for you to tell me that?"
Shane deadpans. "Rose, you had phone sex with her yesterday."
Rose flails a bit and falls back on the couch she's sitting on. "I know! This is… how does this work? You're dating them. I'm aromantic. Am I a homewrecker? I really can't figure out how to even think about this, Shane. But you look so happy about it and I'm clinging onto that like a fucking lifeline right now."
Shane can see the way her attempt to act casual about this is fading rapidly. He wants to hold her hand so bad. He wants to hold her close and tell her this is all okay. "Can I start over? Let's not talk about the sex right now."
Rose wheezes. "It's been hard to think about anything else."
Shane makes the mistake of imagining yesterday's phone call from her perspective, what it must've looked like to see Ilya's hands and mouth all over Svetlana while Svetlana's eyes stared into the camera. "Yeah…" He shakes it off. "Okay. Fuck. I'm starting over."
They look at each other for a moment and just laugh at how absolutely ridiculous this entire situation is.
Shane takes a breath and cues Rose to do the same. Then he says, "Ilya and Sveta wanted me to talk to you first. To gauge how you're feeling and… what you want. We can talk about it all together, or I can talk to them but… it's the same thing you said to me yesterday, they want to make sure that you and I are good first before anything else."
That helps a ton and Rose relaxes, nodding. "Okay. That makes sense."
Shane carefully keeps pushing forward. "I know things are still new for you, so I'm asking both as a friend and as, um–" a potential partner, but he stops himself from saying that. "Let's focus on me asking as a friend, actually. Do you know if you even want something like a relationship? Or are you looking for something casual?"
The question is one that's been looping in Rose's head for weeks. She knows the answer, but has no idea how to make what she wants possible. "I thought I couldn't have a relationship if I wouldn't fall in love with someone but… I mean, Ilya and Svetlana don't love each other and they… they do love each other. You know what I mean. They work. Without romantic love. And I think seeing the three of you together, even before yesterday. Like at the bar… there was something about your relationship that I wanted but I couldn't understand how or why. If I think about hooking up forever… god, ew! It sounds fucking awful. I want a steady partner but… also distance? How the fuck do you have a partner but also distance?"
Shane listens carefully and tries to understand. It goes against every single one of his instincts to want distance. All he's had is distance from Ilya and Svetlana. He wants more than anything to be close to them.
He's quiet for too long and his thoughts are interrupted by a laugh.
Rose smirks at him. "You're thinking about how much you hate long distance, aren't you? I shouldn't have said distance. I guess I mean, space or like… independence. I don't want a husband in that way. But I want a person, maybe."
Shane nods, "I am trying really hard to… empathize with that without understanding it but… yeah, the idea of wanting distance… it's hard to wrap my head around. Svetlana said something kind of similar once? That she doesn't like kissing as much as me and Ilya do, so she'll just push at us each other when she needs a break. So maybe it's like that?"
Rose snorts, covering her mouth. "Seriously?"
Shane blinks. "Yeah?" Then he blushes. "I told you, I'm coming to terms with the idea that I'm hornier than most people. So I guess on that spectrum, um, Ilya and I are pretty… high? And Svetlana is farther down and you're… well, wait." His brows furrow with focus. "If we're talking about romantic attraction, um…" He completely loses his train of thought and glances at Rose. "Did any part of that make sense?"
Somehow, things do start making a weird kind of sense to Rose. "You and I may not be able to really find common ground here. I think the opposite identities thing is hitting us pretty hard. The same way it's hard for me to focus too much on romantic attraction, I think you're pretty incapable of imagining a relationship without it."
Shane flushes, thinking about Ilya and Svetlana and how fast Shane fell for Svetlana. "Maybe." He focuses some of that affection on Rose. "But my point is that we want you to come to the cottage with us this Summer. If you want to."
Rose stares at Shane and tries to remember who they were to each other when they were dating, how little they actually knew each other. That relationship survived for the little time it did because they were both playing the roles that were expected of them. It crumbled quickly, but there was a moment it felt black and white and made sense simply because it fit the mold.
Nothing about this fits into any kind of mold, it doesn't make any sense, and Rose has never wanted anything more than to figure this out. "Like to visit when you three spend the Summer there together?"
"No," Shane says, watching her reaction. "I mean, again, it's whatever you want. But if this works out the way I think it will, we want you to be there with us for the Summer. In between shoots, I guess."
Rose gapes at him. "Are you asking me out?"
Shane blinks and then nearly drops the phone as he bursts out laughing. "I think I am?"
Rose's lips curl up into a soft smile. "This is crazy."
Shane has to agree, nodding as he falls back onto the floor, holding the phone over his face. "It makes a kind of sense, though, doesn't it? If you ignore… how things are supposed to work. I don't know. I like the idea of… of you being part of this with us, however much you want to be. Svetlana likes you a lot and I know you've had a crush on her. Maybe it's not romantic but fucking hell, Rose, you giggle around her so much."
Rose is affronted. "I do not giggle!"
Shane glares at her. "If I had a recording of even one phone call, I could prove you wrong about 5 times."
Rose blushes. "Really?"
Shane's exasperated expression answers for him.
Rose also doesn't know what to call it, but if she allows herself to imagine a crush without romance… yeah, she certainly feels some type of way about Svetlana. They really haven't talked a ton yet but that was kind of intentional, at least on Rose's part. She wasn't about to actually flirt with her best friend's girlfriend. And she didn't really understand what she was feeling towards Svetlana. So she let herself joke it off, just another girl crush. Something that all straight girls experience. But now… now it's something she can actually let herself want. She doesn't even know where to start. "So… what, I date all three of you somehow?"
Shane raises an eyebrow and puts on a too-serious voice. "Are you telling me you're also interested in Ilya?"
Rose groans. "You are so annoying."
Shane smiles smugly. "Sveta and Ilya are kind of a matched set. You don't really get one without the other. You'll have to talk to them about… what you want that to look like. And I think for you and me, um, I don't really want anything to change too much. Like I know that the sex stuff might… happen again and…" His words trail off. "It might be easier for me to talk through all of this with Sveta and Ilya around to help."
Rose can kind of understand where Shane is going with that. "So if I'm having sex with your partners, you're okay with being there for that. But if you and I are alone…?"
Shane frowns. "Can we take it slow and see how it goes?"
Rose nods furiously. "Of course, Shane."
They both sit in comfortable silence, absorbing all of this.
Rose stares at Shane, studying him.
Shane notices. "What?"
Rose shakes her head. "I don't know. This feels… it feels like I'm not allowed to have this."
Determination fills Shane's eyes. "Well, we say that you are. We'll figure out the details together but… I guess what I'm saying is you have my blessing to pursue whatever kind of relationships you want with Ilya and Sveta and I'll tell them the same thing about you."
"Your blessing," Rose says with ire. "That's so nerdy, Shane."
Shane acts blasé. "Careful, you should be trying to get on my good side. I'm the one who landed both of them and could offer you the best advice on how to do it."
"Mmhmm," Rose's tone is sarcastic. "Did you land them by rambling about hockey for hours until they had to shut you up by fucking you."
Shane's eyes light up, energized by the chirp, but he pretends to look upset. "You're so lucky this is a phone call and I can't actually tackle you."
Rose giggles, but it's not the same one she seems to have stashed away for Svetlana. "Hey, Shane. I love you."
Shane softens, "I love you too," he says it so easily. He starts wondering about Rose's schedule and when he can see her next and then how the hell the four of them can be in one place at the same time. "Can I ask you something that you're gonna make fun of me for?"
Rose nods dramatically. "Literally always."
Shane just says it, "Can you send me your schedule so I can share it with my mom? She's been figuring out time for me, Ilya, and Svetlana to see each other over the rest of the season and… I want to see if it's at all possible to include you in that too."
Rose blinks at him, smile fading from her face for a second. "Your… mom is scheduling you sexcations?"
Shane stammers, "They're not–! It's so we can see each other! She's not booking it for…"
"Yes, she is. And she definitely knows she is. But she loves you more than she's embarrassed about doing it." Rose says stifling a laugh.
Shane feels the color draining from his face. He hadn't thought of it that way at all but Rose makes a great point. It's not like Yuna and David don't know that he and Ilya were hooking up since the Summer before rookie season.
Rose prods at him, "Shane, did I break you?"
Shane's massaging one of his temples with his free hand. "I hate that you put that thought into my brain."
"Sorry," Rose looks too amused to be sorry. "Do you still want to send her my schedule?"
"Yes," Shane says, even though he's definitely still embarrassed. "I want you to be around them more. You could spend time with them in Boston even when I'm not free." Even as he says it, jealousy gnaws at him. He can't imagine the three of them together without him. Well… he can. He can imagine it vividly. But he knows he would be rabid the entire time, texting them constantly, calling every chance he has.
Rose can't stop trying to memorize every single emotion on Shane's face. Her voice goes soft as the reality starts to hit her. "You really want this?"
Shane looks directly into the camera. "I really want this. If traditional relationships won't work for you, and you already have some amount of chemistry with them… yeah, Rose. I want you to be happy. And if you being happy means I get to see you all the time and share my partners with you, that's kind of incredible. I guess it's weird in a lot of ways but… how many people do you know that get to 'share their lives' with more than one person like this? I'd be really happy if that includes you."
Rose feels her eyes well up. "You're getting ahead of yourself."
"No, I'm not." Shane insists. "You're forever for me, however that ends up happening. Even if this doesn't work, you're mine. Okay?" There's a severity in Shane's eyes that catches Rose off guard.
"Yours?" Rose asks. She means for it to have a teasing tone but her curiosity gets the better of her.
Shane averts his eyes. "Sorry, that's intense."
Rose shrugs, joking this time. "It's kinda hot."
Shane's eyes snap to hers and there's a look in his eyes that makes him barely recognizable to her. As quick as it appeared, it's gone.
Shane shakes it off. "Um, I'm gonna text the group chat and say that it's okay for them to reach out to you." He glances up at the camera, shy naivete back where it belongs in his eyes. "If that's okay with you?"
Rose nods, feeling a little whiplash. "That's okay with me."
Shane goes quiet, typing. Then he frowns and switches apps. "I need to make a new group chat."
He thinks about their text chat which Rose had named: straight friend group for publicity reasons. So Shane sets a corresponding name for the messaging app: gay friend group for private reasons.
Jane: Rose and I talked. Nothing solid, but we definitely both want to see what this can be. I told her I'm happy for her to talk with both of you and figure out what you can be to each other. Keep me updated as much as possible.
Rose sees the notification ping on her phone. "Oh, I finally get to meet the infamous Jane."
Shane smirks into the camera. "Be careful, she's a wild one. But she's nothing compared to–"
Lily: i really recommend a tripod for phone sex in hotel rooms
Shane sighs.
Rose cracks up laughing. "Guess I should get used to that."
Shane's entire soul shines in his eyes. "Yeah, you should."

★ ★ ★
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Shane tries to sleep.
He really does.
His white noise machine is on, the lights are off, he's tucked in…
He reaches over and grabs his phone.
Jane: Are you still awake?
Sveta: i got distracted scrolling through all the clips and edits from this weekend
Jane: For fun or for work
Sveta: …… cant it be both
Jane: Don't overwork yourself, Sveta
Sveta: why are you still awake? you okay?
Jane: Um. Something kind of weird happened when I was talking with Rose earlier. Not weird for the conversation but weird like…I'm not sure.
Sveta: like you feel weird? about your attraction?
Jane: Ha, no. When did you start domming?
Sveta: ??????????? WHAT HAPPENED DURING THAT PHONE CALL, SHANE
Jane: Nothing!!! I told you everything that happened in the group chat. There was just a moment where I thought… I don't know.
Sveta: hm… well i guess i started domming because the guy i was sleeping with was into it. and i mean you know me. a guy wanting to be submissive to me? much more attractive than the other way around. so i was open to trying it and i liked it maybe a little too much. certainly too much for him. but i looked into it more and found better partners
Sveta: it didnt take too long for me to recognize that ilyusha would probably like it and much like me i think i can say he liked it a little too much and it kind of spiraled from there with me and him. i dont know if youve talked about it, but he doesnt really dom. like he likes being dominant in bed but that doesnt usually involve headspaces. he knows enough about it and hes done it before so if you need him, he can help. he enjoys light powerplay but almost more as just foreplay. does this make sense to you?
Jane: So much sense. I didn't really think about it like that before but you're right. We talked about uh that time in Vegas. He played with the dynamics when we were getting started but once he joined me on the bed it was regular sex. Other than the fact that we didn't kiss. I think he can't help being sweet during sex. With me at least. Even when he's trying to convince himself to be mean.
Sveta: ugH the cuteness aggression is back
Jane: Lol, for me or for him?
Sveta: both honestly
Sveta: so… why were you thinking about domming while talking to rose?
Jane: Ughhhhhhhhhh
Jane: I guess I got kind of possessive in a way that I wasn't expecting? I told her that no matter what, she's forever for me. Like I don't care what it looks like but I want her in my life for as long as I can have her. And it kind of slipped out but I called her… mine?
Sveta: shane…
Jane: I don't know where it came from!
Jane: Was that bad??
Sveta: oh, baby no. sorry it's not bad. i just cannot believe you. you always keep me on my toes.
Sveta: okay, remember when you used to say that you weren't sure about sex with me outside of headspaces? do you think maybe headspaces would help with rose? because it seems like some part of you is already thinking of domming her and i mean, thats very relatable to me. she seems like she'd take instruction well…….
Jane: This is wild
Jane: That we can… talk about this. Did you and Ilya talk about me like this?
Sveta: baby we still do
Jane: Right… lol
Jane: Okay, I think I need to sleep but… can we talk about this more when I'm more conscious? I want to talk to you about JJ too
Sveta: ??? what, you domming him too?
Jane: NO. Oh my god, Sveta. No, it's a different conversation about JJ.
Jane: I'm going to try and sleep
Sveta: alright, proud of you baby. insane weekend. get some rest 💕
Shane: That emoji is gonna make Ilya crazy now. Good night. I love you. 💕
Sveta: i love you, treasure

★ ★ ★

Shane typically thinks of himself as someone who is good at being alone. For most of his life, that's what he preferred even.
He wakes up in an empty bed and feels hollow.
It hits him harder than he expected. It shouldn't be so easy to get used to seeing Ilya and Sveta when he wakes up in the morning. He's only done it a handful of times really and yet he knows that's what he wants every day.
But he's glad they have each other. He is. He has a suspicion Ilya needs Svetlana's company more than Shane does but…
He takes a breath and tries to shake it off and get ready for practice.
 
He gets to the rink early. Even earlier than he normally does.
He has no idea what to expect from his team after the media storm that was this weekend. And he doesn't really know how to deal with it alone.
"I thought you might get here early."
Shane flinches and comes back to himself, remembering that he's sitting in his stall and looks up to see J.J. smiling down at him. "Hey, J.J.."
J.J. takes him in for a second and switches to French even though no one else is around, "You think you can play like you did this weekend without your best friend?" There's an affection in his voice that Shane doesn't quite know what to do with.
A couple weeks ago, someone asking this question would be talking about Hayden. But Shane knows that J.J. is asking about Ilya. "Depends, you think anyone here can keep up with me like he does?"
J.J. snorts and leans against the wall opposite Shane. "You two are really sticking to that line, huh? The guys are gonna be pissed about it."
Shane lets himself be honest. "They're pissed because they know it's true."
J.J. raises an eyebrow. "Not making yourself small anymore, captain? Is Rozanov a good influence?"
Shane fights back a smirk. He can't let himself be too fond right now. "You're probably right though. I need to stop saying that."
J.J. seems to be building up to something and finally says, "What you said to that rookie, Chen. I know a lot happened this weekend and no one is going to talk about that, but that was a really big thing you did."
Shane tries to laugh it off, "You listened to the broadcast with the mics, huh?"
"Everyone did, Shane. It was kind of historic. And they were all focused on how the anti-social Asian guy could possibly get along with the brash white guy. And you were focused on making sure the other Asian guy on the ice wasn't overthinking things the way you used to."
Shane looks directly into J.J.'s eyes. "I mean, I still overthink things."
The tension dissipates as they both laugh. J.J. shakes his head at Shane. "You really can't take a compliment for a second, can you? So fucking arrogant about hockey but nothing else."
Shane does avert his eyes then. "It's not as big of a thing as you're saying. I just… I don't know. He's good. And I was really excited to play with Ilya. I could tell Liam would be someone fun to share the ice with too. I wanted him to just… play. You saw him, he put up a challenge for me and Ilya to the point where he didn't only slow us down, he scored."
J.J. looks amused. "So now we're complimenting Liam Chen? I'm talking about you, Shane."
Shane groans and drops his head back for a second. The thing is, J.J.'s right. Shane had a lot to stress out about this weekend and he was focused on Ilya and the foundation, but it was impossible not to notice Liam Chen. It was impossible not to see pieces of himself reflected back in Liam's eyes.
It's difficult to put it into words. Shane wants to tell J.J. exactly why this is so hard for him to acknowledge. If he starts opening up about the pieces of himself he's pushing down to blend in, he has to talk about all of it. And just like always, he can't do that. Especially not here in the locker room. Lots of the other guys on the Montreal team speak French or have at least picked it up a bit after years playing here.
Shane hopes J.J. can see the sincerity in his eyes when he says, "We'll talk more at my place, okay?"
As if on cue, some other players start filing into the locker room. J.J. nods as he pushes off the wall to start getting ready. He says loudly, "Proud of you, capitaine!"
Some of the other guys look over and laugh as Shane ducks his head, smiling.
 
Practice goes about how he expected. A lot of ribbing about all the attention he got this weekend. But he also starts to see some distrust in some of his teammates' eyes. It was already tough to wrap their heads around the idea that Hollander and Rozanov are friends. Now they've all seen it.
The relief Shane felt about the world seeing him with Ilya crumbles into fear. It was too much. He should've known it was too much. He shouldn't have–
Coach Theriault's voice suddenly booms across the ice. "If I hear one more person whispering about Ilya fucking Rozanov, you're benched. Every fucking one of you has friends on other teams and only one of you actually uses that to our advantage. Unless you can breakdown the weaknesses in Boston's power kill the way Hollander does, shut up."
Comeau takes the idiotic opportunity to stage-whisper, "Bet Rozanov does the same thing about our power kill for Boston."
"Bench!" Theriault yells, pointing at Comeau.
Shane watches all of this as if he's hovering above his own body.
Hayden's eyes are on Shane, wide with concern, but Shane's too far away to notice right now.
He has no idea if this is a good thing or not. Whose words were more impactful, Theriault's or Comeau's? Will the rest of the guys listen to their coach, or are the seeds of doubt already planted?
Shane thinks about when he told Theriault about Ilya on the bus and how that conversation had gone so much better than he'd remotely expected. But he also knows Theriault isn't a softie. He's not doing this out of the goodness of his own heart. He's doing this because he knows how valuable of a player Shane is and he needs this team to maintain its cohesion.
The part of Shane's brain that is permanently dedicated to hockey seems to process this faster than the rest of him does and he finds himself saying, "Rozanov's not as good at studying tape as I am and I don't tell him shit about our weaknesses. If he doesn't see them, that's his own fault."
Comeau whines from the bench, "Oh, Hollander can talk about him?"
Theriault's at his limit. "Hollander didn't whisper."
The team snickers at the technicality and Shane can see the decisions in their eyes. They're on Shane's side. Comeau is the crybaby.
J.J. skates up to Shane, "Come on, capitaine. I thought hockey was supposed to be fun."
Shane rolls his eyes and shakes off the tension. "Let's set back up for 3v3s."
Shane settles on the bench as the first group goes out.
Theriault's eyes are sharper today than usual as they scrimmage lightly and test out some new plays. Shane can feel the scrutiny, but he welcomes it. He knows he's consistent and even more than that, he knows he's playing better after being on the ice with Ilya all weekend.
All at once, Shane starts to understand Theriault's motivation – Montreal and Boston must both be thinking about how to get Hollander and Rozanov on the same line for more than just the All-Star game.
Little do they know, Ottawa is about to be caught in that conversation too.
Is it even possible? Can one of these teams figure out the math on the salary cap? If Montreal actually wants both of them, would that even work? Could he keep playing the part of friend for years in the locker room until they retire?
He already knows the answer to that. There's no way they could lie for that long. If they end up on the same team, they'd have to come out and hope that they've set enough groundwork by then for people to be okay with it.
Shane looks around at the guys on the bench and the guys on the ice for the 3v3. Would this team be able to accept that if they can barely accept that Shane and Ilya are friends?
Hayden's on the ice and he's playing well after sharing the ice with Ilya and Shane this weekend too. Not that anyone is going to comment on that. But he's always been supportive, if a little confused.
And hopefully after tonight, J.J. will be supportive too.
But the rest of them?
Shane remembers the slurs that tumble off their tongues like nothing. He remembers jokes about his eyes that weren't funny. He remembers the guys asking about weird smells in the locker room and J.J. bringing in a different lotion.
This is hockey. This is the sport Shane loves and the sport he's spent his entire life erasing pieces of himself to be able to keep playing.
Scott's talked about how difficult the locker room's been for him and he's white. What hope would Shane have?
J.J.'s gloved hand suddenly bonks the top of Shane's helmet. "Your eyes are far away."
Shane snaps back to himself, nodding at J.J. and watching the guys on the ice again. He doesn't make conversation about it. Just lets his thoughts go quiet and focuses on hockey.

★ ★ ★

Shane makes the same rice and salad default meal for himself and J.J. that he once made for Ilya and Svetlana at his cottage. He thinks about them the entire time he preps it and even more while he eats it, remembering Svetlana's fascination with the furikake while they discussed d/s.
He blushes and hopes J.J. doesn't notice.
J.J. notices his discomfort and changes tact from their small talk in English into a more serious tone in French, "It was too much, in the locker room today?"
Shane didn't expect that. "What? No, it wasn't– I mean, it's hard to talk about certain things in the locker room."
J.J.'s lips purse. "It's no secret that we're different. The other guys know. We can talk about it. Fuck what they think."
Shane swallows. Different. He and J.J. are the only people of color on the Metros. There's a couple other guys scattered around the league, but it's not a large group by any means. And Shane has managed to be different even within that group. "It's more than that."
J.J. doesn't understand, "What's more?"
"For me," Shane says, jaw tense. "It's more than that for me."
And then Shane reminds himself that J.J. is one of the guys who fully believes that Shane has two girlfriends right now.
Fuck, this is going to be hard.
Shane's phone starts buzzing on the counter and he looks to see an incoming call from Svetlana. He takes the lifeline the universe has offered him and holds up a finger. "Hey, Sveta. I'm with J.J."
"Oh." Svetlana hums, switches to Russian. "You're telling him."
Shane's head swims with words in different languages and sticks to English. "I think so, yeah." He glances at J.J. who raises an eyebrow at him and mouths, girlfriend? Shane sighs. "Can I put you on speaker?"
He had Ilya's help with this when they told Hayden and he'll take Svetlana's help if he can get it.
He hesitates. "Wait, did you… were you calling for something?"
She lets herself say it in English. "I just missed you." Then switches to Russian, knowing it would reveal that they live together. "Ilyusha's still in traffic, but he'll be home soon. You can put me on speaker if you need help."
Shane feels himself relax at the sound of her voice. He puts her on speaker and awkwardly says, "I missed you too."
J.J. whistles. "What, is this a big announcement? Are you engaged? Breaking things off with Lily?"
Shane's usual tactic is just to say it, to rip off the band-aid. But after this weekend, he finds himself wondering how this works if he tells J.J. all of it now and not in pieces the way he did with Hayden. He can't just say he's gay, can he?
"I'm not engaged," Shane says.
Svetlana mutters, "Not yet," in Russian and Shane feels the tips of his ears turn red as he ignores her.
Shane doesn't know how to do this but he has to start somewhere so he does. "You think I have two girlfriends."
J.J. glances at the phone on speaker. "This is okay to talk about with her?"
Shane laughs, only lightly frazzled. "Very much okay, yes."
J.J. nods, "Yes, you said you are with Svetlana and with Lily."
Shane huffs, "I mean, I didn't really say that but everyone assumed that, yeah. I said they know about each other."
"And we do," Svetlana adds. "Intimately."
Shane sighs. "Sveta…"
J.J. raises an eyebrow.
Shane surges forwards. "Lily's, um, Lily's not a girl. And… his name isn't really Lily."
If it was any other day, J.J. likely wouldn't be able to make the connection this quickly. But it's their first practice after All-Star weekend and there's only one guy J.J. knows that Shane is friends with outside of the Metros, one guy who is just as caught up in rumors around Svetlana as Shane has been. "Holy shit."
Shane winces. "I guess it's obvious now."
J.J. doesn't know which part of this to react to first. "Rozanov?"
Shane nods slowly.
J.J. gestures at the phone. "The three of you?"
Shane thinks about Rose but decides not to specify at this point. "Uh, yeah."
"Polyamorous," Svetlana speaks up. "Shane is dating both of us. I'm only dating Shane but will sometimes still fuck Ilya."
Shane stammers, "Sveta, you don't have to be specific right now."
J.J.'s still parsing through his memories, thinking about that day on the bus. "When I asked if you have both of them at the same time…"
"Sometimes," Shane grits out between clenched teeth. "But we really don't have to talk about the, um, the sex."
"You are having sex with Ilya Rozanov." J.J.'s eyes are wide.
Shane wants to sink through the floor. "I'm in love with him."
J.J.'s eyebrows nearly reach his hairline. "In love?" His words stumble into French, "Love?! Hollander, Hayden and I used to try to figure out who to set you up with, then suddenly you had two girls, and now you have Ilya Rozanov? Fuck, is the bar that high for you? The hottest girl in Boston and the player with the second best stats in the league?"
Svetlana's laughing even though she understands nothing. She can hear the shock in his voice.
Shane rides the rollercoaster of J.J.'s reaction and comes to the conclusion that J.J. is… okay with this. He has to ask. "It doesn't bother you that I'm, um, into men?"
With a laugh, J.J. asks, "Oh, so it is all men and not just the hockey player who can keep up with you or whatever that shit is?"
Shane feels himself turn red. All his friends chirp too much but Shane kind of likes it. "I wouldn't say all men, but yeah."
J.J. teases, "No other crushes on the team?"
Shane can recognize the bait but he can also tell that J.J. is totally at ease with this so he lets himself relax as well. "You're not so bad looking, but I'm very taken."
J.J. barks a laugh. "If I liked men, you would be at the top of my list but I like women and your beautiful girlfriend is that the top of my list and she's taken too."
Shane's kind of astounded. "You're… very calm about this."
"About being gay? Yes, no problem. About it being Rozanov… easier to understand after this weekend but still a shock."
Shane doesn't want to dig into the shock around Ilya right now. "This is why I didn't want to keep talking in the locker room earlier. Why I try to stay quiet. I can't…" He forces the words out. "The league is weird enough about me being Asian. What the fuck would happen if they knew I was Asian and gay?"
J.J. lets out a breath. "They would want you to date me probably, if your rookie year is anything to go by."
It's so unexpected that Shane actually snorts.
"Why, what happened rookie year?" Svetlana asks.
"If you scroll back far enough on the Metros socials, you'll find a shocking amount of posts about diversity featuring me and J.J." Shane explains. "They like to forget about it for awhile and then remember again in February but they never seem to remember the same way for May."
J.J. snickers. "No, May is for Mother's Day only. The MLH has never heard of AAPI month."
Shane smirks, "Imagine if they knew I was gay, content for the weekend between May and June would be insane."
J.J. laughs so hard that Shane has to join him.
Svetlana interjects, "It would make good content if you wanted to do it."
J.J. calms down and just kind of stares at Shane. "You are a fucking mystery, man. No wonder you say so little about your personal life. You are hiding so much."
It's quiet between the three of them for a moment and then J.J. mutters, "In love with Ilya Rozanov."
Shane sighs. "Okay, I guess we have to talk about that."
J.J. keeps fluctuating between keeping this a serious conversation and needing to go into full gossip mode. He takes Shane's tone as permission to indulge in gossip with a simple, "…how?"
It's refreshing for Shane actually. He was prepared for a 'why' but no one's really asked how. Not at first anyway.
Svetlana pipes up with her voice full of sarcasm, "Boiziau, you have to specify if you want the long or short version."
J.J. leans on the table. "What does she mean long? How long?"
Shane rolls his eyes. "Gee, thanks, Sveta."
"Love you. You want me to stay on?" Svetlana asks gently.
Shane thinks about that. "I'm not gonna say no to having you around, but I can do the rest alone if you're busy."
"I'm never too busy for you, treasure."
Shane blushes but realizes Svetlana switching to Russian means J.J. probably thinks she said something dirty. "Yeah, yeah, I love you too."
J.J.'s eyes light up. "It's serious? With both of them?"
Shane nods slowly. "Very."
Svetlana giggles. "I'm going to mute myself and just listen in. You boys talk and I'm here if you need me. Okay, Shane?"
"Yeah, sounds good." Shane steels himself. He knows J.J. is probably going to have the most questions of anyone they've told so far so he starts there. "Alright, ask. I'll try to be an open book, if I can."
J.J. hesitates, "Some of my questions might be stupid, or insensitive. I'll do my best but…"
Shane nods. "I won't be offended. Well, I guess I can't know that yet but it's you. I know you mean well."
J.J. smirks. "Okay, how long have you known you're gay?"
Shane wheezes. "Um, I guess that's complicated. I think I had to come to terms with the fact that I liked men after seeing Ilya at the draft."
There's a moment where J.J. doesn't react, frozen. "The draft?"
Shane nods.
"The draft in… you were the year after me. 2009?"
Shane swallows and nods again. "I'd make an excuse that nothing happened that day but I'm gonna have to eventually admit that we hooked up the following year."
J.J. makes the same assumption Yuna and David did. "You've been dating since 2010?!"
"I said hooked up!" Shane flushes. Maybe he should've just told the whole story in order again.
J.J.'s thinking back through all of that time. "So you're saying you were already sleeping with Rozanov before Hayden met his fucking wife?"
Shane drops his head into his hands. "Yeah. I guess that's true."
"That is fucking crazy, man."
"We didn't talk a lot it was just…"
J.J. notices the discomfort in Shane's expression. "You don't want to talk about this? I can stop asking."
Shane looks up at him, surprised and a little relieved. "Oh. I mean… it's just…" He thinks about how honest he can be with J.J. about things only they understand. He tries to have faith that he can be honest about this too. "It's always a little complicated to know how straight guys are going to react to me talking about having sex with a guy."
J.J. nods, "If it helps, I am still more caught up on the guy being Ilya Rozanov."
Shane laughs softly. "That does help actually."
"I get it. Everyone always says he is so attractive and women go crazy for him. He would not be my type, but I guess he is for many people."
Shane frowns when J.J. mentions all the women who are attracted to his boyfriend.
J.J. starts to find his rhythm with the teasing again as this information settles within him. "You think so? That he is, as women always say, most attractive man in the league?"
Shane can practically feel the heat radiating off of his cheeks. "Yeah."
J.J. lets out a loud bark of laughter. "Why do you look pissed off?"
Shane huffs a sigh and lets himself relax, speaking honestly. "Stop talking about all the women who want to fuck my boyfriend. They can keep fucking dreaming."
J.J.'s smile takes up half his face as he leans across the kitchen island to dap Shane up. "My fuckin' man. It is good to see you like this. You are more, what's the word, you are more dominant with him?"
Svetlana unmutes and they can hear her snorting with laughter as she loudly says, "NO."
Shane's eyes cut to the phone. "I'm hanging up on you now."
Svetlana whines, "No, this is the best entertainment I–"
Shane hits end call and drops his face in his hands.
J.J. shakes with laughter. "So he is more dominant?"
Shane doesn't move his hands. "Yeah. I think you mean who tops. Not… dominant."
"What's the difference?"
The sentence sends Shane into a brief psychosis. He lets out a breath. "There isn't one. Never mind. Ask about anything but the sex, please."
That's easy enough for J.J. "There were other men? You didn't talk about relationships and hook ups because of that?"
Shane's lips purse. "Um. No, there weren't… there weren't other men."
J.J.'s eyebrows raise slowly. "So it was just–"
Shane interrupts quickly. "Back when it was just sex, it was convenient. We had the same secret, you know? How was I supposed to find another guy with the risk that he might've leaked shit to the press? Ilya and I were the safest we could possibly be hooking up with each other. I was too scared to look for anyone else."
J.J. absorbs that, realizing just how much Shane has been carrying all this time. "I know it doesn't help to hear now, but I wish you could've known you could tell me. I wouldn't have told anyone."
Shane looks at J.J. and feels a mix of emotions about that. "It feels like it would've been easy, now that I know people have my back. But it just wasn't possible back then. I didn't think I could trust anyone and I think everyone's said cocksucker or gay or whatever in the locker rooms as an insult. I did a few times too just so no one would notice that I didn't. I hate that I did it, but…"
"Many of the guys, they would be weird about it if they knew. I understand. You kept yourself safe. I played a Summer league a couple years ago, field hockey for charity. One of the guys didn't play pro and was openly gay. It was… it wasn't good for him and I didn't do anything to help. Didn't know what to do. I want to do better now, if I can. I might need your help to know… how you need help. What I can do. But I want to do it."
Shane taps his finger on the counter gently and looks into J.J.'s eyes. "Thanks, J.J. I don't really know yet either, honestly. I don't think there's anything to do while I'm still, uh, closeted. But you know and I trust you so that helps already."
"We can try harder to stop the slurs." J.J. suggests.
Shane shoots him a look. "It's hockey, J.J. They're not gonna stop."
J.J. considers that. "Maybe not all at once. But I will make sure I stop. When I talk with some of the guys one on one, I will mention it. We can plant the seeds and see if they grow."
Shane blinks. "One on one?"
J.J. nods. "I can tell you who we can trust. You don't have to do it. I can ask Hayden to do it with me."
"I'm not telling anyone else–"
"No, no, that's not what I mean. Just… it will be good to know who your allies are, yes?"
Shane tries to imagine what it would be like to know who on the team wouldn't actively hate his guts if they found out he's gay.
Yeah, there's some comfort to be found there for sure.
Shane nods slowly, feeling some tears welling in his eyes. "Yeah. That would, um, that'd be nice."
J.J. softens as Shane blinks back his tears. "It's harder to hate him now."
Shane sniffs. "Ilya?"
J.J. hums. "He cares about you. It's very obvious. The whole thing with the goat hat. He got so flustered when you turned it around on him. Never seen him like that in my fucking life. And people keep talking about that game against Boston last season. When he wouldn't leave the ice after you went down."
Shane groans. "If we were mic'd up that game, it'd be over. I think I tried to ask for him when they took me away."
"You were dating by then?"
Shane waves his hand back and forth. "Um, I think so? It stopped being just sex at last year's All-Star game but… we kind of said I love you before we labeled ourselves as boyfriends."
J.J. wheezes. "You did it all completely out of order."
"Pretty much."
"And then, what, you met his best friend and fell in love with her too?"
Shane makes meaningful eye contact with J.J. "You've met her. How do you not fall in love with her?"
"Ah, Hollander, real trick was getting her to fall in love with you. But you are the best and she obviously has high standards."
Shane tries to wrap his head around that. That's not how he thinks of Svetlana at all but he supposes it's true. He wants her to have high standards. He hopes that he, Ilya, and Rose can surpass them. "What I'm hearing is we need to turn this around."
J.J. doesn't follow. "Turn what around?"
"No more setting me up. You're the single one now, J.J."
J.J. blinks. "No. Hollander, do not–"
"Oh," Shane says, mischievous, "So I shouldn't tell Rose to pass me some of her friend's numbers when they're in town shooting movies?"
J.J. puffs up. "Hey, I invited you to that bar where you met Rose Landry. You're fucking welcome."
"And I'm grateful every day, man." Shane smirks. "I would offer you a beer, but we have a game in a few days."
J.J. checks his watch. "It's past your bed time, eh?"
Shane raises an eyebrow at J.J. "Sure, let's say that."
It takes a moment for the implication to hit J.J. "Oh, so now you are telling me you go home early all the time to have phone sex with your beautiful girlfriend and Ilya Rozanov."
Shane practically guffaws with laughter. "That's what I'm telling you. And I'm gonna tell Rose to set you up with someone. Then we're even."
J.J. walks with Shane to the door and pulls him in for a hug that lasts just slightly longer than usual. "You are a man of many talents, Shane Hollander."
Shane lets himself have fun with that one, "Ilya would agree."
J.J. curses in French as he walks out the door.
Shane closes the door behind him and feels yet another weight lift from his chest.
Maybe they can't tell everyone, but fuck does it feel good to tell the people who matter most.

★ ★ ★
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Svetlana: can i start by apologizing if i came off too strong
Rose: oh my god no i needed you to hit me over the head with it or i'd never believe you were actually flirting with me
Svetlana: youre still shooting this week?
Rose: yeah, i get to stay at my place in LA at least. it's mostly studio shoots. we're gonna do a couple days in nevada though. we wrap mid february
Svetlana: any on-set romances?
Rose stares at the text for a moment and wonders if Svetlana is asking a leading question or if Ilya really didn't tell her about Aaron.
Rose: did ilya not gossip about me?
Svetlana: no? what would he have to gossip about?
Rose: hes the one who helped me realize im aromantic
Svetlana: he has that effect on people
Svetlana: IS IT OKAY TO JOKE ABOUT THAT. SORRY.
Rose: LMAO no its very okay oh my god. i have been sleeping with my costar, to be completely transparent. but um… i kind of dont want to anymore. in retrospect it was silly to ask ilya about it but i was kind of curious how he decided to get serious about shane and stop hooking up. but thats not really a question that makes any sense. i just wanted an answer that would explain how i was feeling and the answer ended up being that im aro
Svetlana: this is going to sound mean but how did ilya help you with that
Rose: he gives very good advice! we had a really nice conversation!
Svetlana: ilya? rozanov?
It's not actually surprising to Svetlana to hear that Ilya is capable of that. The thing that's catching her off guard is Ilya being himself with someone other than her. Well, other than Shane. She has to wonder if this is specifically him being vulnerable with Rose or if Ilya is opening himself up more to everyone.
Rose: ahaha ill be honest, i was a little surprised too but hes a really good listener. and hes got a big heart. its funny knowing that you three were um…. probably already talking about me back then. but he didnt bring that up at all. i think he could tell i was kind of spiraling about how i felt
Svetlana can't help it. She has to make sure she's not setting herself up for heartbreak again. If it would be easier for Rose to continue to date men, that can happen. She just needs to know now.
Svetlana: would you rather be talking to him?
Rose: dont do that!! im not gonna freak out about you being a girl and go after him. ive seen that movie. ive been IN that movie. AS the lesbian, for what its worth!
Svetlana: this is new for you. we can take it slow if you need to figure out what you want, but i really like you. and some of that is the way shane talks about you and how happy you make him. but a lot of it is just from being around you. im comfortable with you. youre genuine in a way not many people are
Rose: and im hot
Svetlana: YOU said it not me
Rose: you could also say it, if you wanted…
Svetlana: i think you know how wet you get me
Rose: oh my GOD
Svetlana: ill be honest, i dont really know how to flirt with you. is this okay? ive never pursued someone aromantic before and i dont want you to think its JUST for sex if thats not what you want but i also dont know what feels too romantic?
Rose: yeah and ive never been flirted with by someone who knew that about me. i mean girls have hit on me before but… i didnt know that that was an option for me yet. would you want this to be more than sex?
Svetlana: you tell me. i want to see where this could go and i can say i have a bit of a crush on you. i dont know what 'more than sex' would look like for you, but i want to figure that out
Rose: this is way too soon to be saying anything like this, but i think i have to since it's so complicated with me figuring this out and you um dating my ex lol but i think i dont mind being loved. that sounds crazy. ive been looking up as much about ace and aro identities as i can and i see a lot of talk around being aromantic and being romance repulsed, but ive never experienced that. i think that would be really hard to balance, if someone loved me and i couldnt really love them back the way they deserve but honestly you and ilya kind of give me a lot of hope about that. the way you two love each other without it being romantic. youre kind of living my dream lol
Svetlana: its not too much. if we dont talk about all of this now, it'll blow up in our faces later. and im taking out a red pen and crossing out "i couldnt really love them back the way they deserve" rose landry, i have seen first hand the way you love shane. you are extremely capable of loving people the way they deserve to be loved
Rose: AND WHAT IF I CRIED
Rose: uGH sveta that really really helps to hear. especially coming from someone who is IN LOVE WITH SHANE. so its like extra helpful????
Rose: god youre so fucking empathetic and sweet and unfairly also beautiful
Svetlana: and also hot?
Rose: SO FUCKING HOT
Svetlana: if you want to set up another video call sometime, i would be very interested in that
Rose: unfortunately i have an early call time tomorrow and i think if we did that right now my adrenaline levels would keep me up all night. ha… so maybe tomorrow night?
Svetlana: is it okay if its just me? would you rather ilya be there too? or we can three way call with shane?
Rose: if theyre both okay with it, im okay with it just being you. if thats what you want
Svetlana: very much want some one on one time with you🫦
Rose: are the boys gonna make fun of us for going through the same long distance shit theyve been going through
Svetlana: im not thinking about them right now
Rose: yes you are
Svetlana: let me sext you, obviously im never not thinking about them lmao
Svetlana: ilya will ask how it was after. should i give him the play by play?
Rose: could be hot if we record some highlights
Svetlana: youre making it really hard not to fall in love with you
Rose: who said you cant?
Svetlana: did you know you can set photos to disappear on this app?
Svetlana: [photo attached: slightly blurry, taken showing just a hint of her boobs but focused on her hand between her legs]
Rose: [photo attached: similar, but a wider angle fully showing her boobs and her lips]
Rose: yeah same
Svetlana: holy shit….
Rose: i should sleep
Svetlana: dream of me
Rose: oh my god dont be a fuck boy
Svetlana: ill stop if you actually dont like it
Rose: 🫣 was that flirting or chirping
Svetlana: bit of both
Rose: IM GONNA GO TO SLEEP
Rose: GOOD NIGHT SVETA
Svetlana: good night flower
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Shane lies in bed after J.J. left. He knows he joked about fooling around with his partners tonight, but he's feeling a little overwhelmed and needs some silence.
Still, he can't help picking up his phone.
Jane: Sveta said you're in traffic, are you home now?
Lily: yes just collapsed in bed
Jane: Me too. I told JJ about us, all of us. Well about Sveta. I don't want to assume anything about Rose yet
Lily: it went okay? how are you feeling?
Jane: I feel good. It went really well. I should've talked to JJ ages ago, I just couldn't.
Lily: im glad you waited until you felt safe. i like when you take care of yourself
Jane: Why are you being so sweet?
Lily: wow i cannot be nice to my boyfriend? im a sweet guy, you didnt notice?
Jane: I noticed. And you don't do it all the time
Lily: this is important. i try to be sweet to you when things are important. and i miss you
Jane: I miss you too
Lily: i think sveta and rose are sexting
Jane: What??? How can you possibly know that??
Lily: sveta is cursing in russian. walls are thin, but she is doing it on purpose. wants me to know
Jane: Are you into that?
Lily: listening to her? kind of. its hot to consider. is that okay?
Jane: Yeah, I told you I'm okay with whatever you want with Rose. I just want to know about it, preferably before it happens
Lily: what, not during?
Jane: Maybe. Have you thought about what you want?
Lily: it's a little weird to think about that way. with you, it happened, whats the word. not by accident but it was not my choice, not really. both of us, we tried not to want it and couldnt resist. its very strange to think about what i could want with her.
Jane: Yeah, that makes sense. Can I tell you something?
Lily: always, my love
Jane: Helping to see where Rose fits with us, it's kind of making me crazy. Like not in a bad way. Like… I feel kind of controlling. I'm not saying this right. It feels… I don't know. Did you feel like this when I met Sveta?
Lily: oh yes. and sveta noticed immediately, made fun of me for it. it turned me on, i told you. seeing you with her. so hot even before it was more. i dont know why at first when it was not sex but watching you two get to know each other it was like… fuck, i dont know the words. yes, made me crazy
Jane: Did Sveta tell you what I told her? About my conversation with Rose? Something I didn't say in the group chat…
Lily: no? something bad?
Jane: Ha. Um, I kind of accidentally got really worked up and called Rose 'mine' I don't know where it came from. I just got really possessive about her out of nowhere.
Shane's phone starts ringing.
He rolls his eyes but can't help the smirk on his lips as he answers the video call. "Hi–"
Ilya interrupts, "Tell me exactly what you said, how you said it." There's a hunger in his eyes.
Shane flops back on his bed, running a hand over his face. "I don't know. I was trying to tell her that no matter what happens, I plan on keeping her in my life. She's a forever person for me."
Ilya licks his lips. "And then?"
It's a little blurry, but it's blurry in the same way Shane has felt when he's slipped into subspace. "I think I said, um, even if it doesn't work, you're mine."
Ilya inhales, long and slow. Like he's savoring the air he can't taste through the phone. "And it made you feel… controlling?"
"I think so." Shane hesitates, studying Ilya's reaction. "Do you need to get Sveta if we keep talking about this?"
Ilya closes his eyes, and huffs a laugh. "You are so confident that you can make me slip?"
Shane blushes. "That's not what I meant! I mean, I guess it's kind of… Do I? Do I make you slip?"
Ilya licks his lips again, blinking his eyes open. "I think you could. If you wanted to. Do you want to?"
They watch each other, the potential for a new dynamic floating between them. "Maybe."
Ilya waits, eyebrow arched.
Shane amends his answer. "Yes."
Ilya lets out a quiet breath. "Good to know."
Shane feels that same heady power creeping into him, the feeling that flashed through his veins when he said mine to Rose. "I don't want it to be like this. I want to be there."
"I want you here too," Ilya says, voice a little softer than usual. "How would you do it, you think? You make me weak for you and then suddenly you want to fuck me? Or you would ride me and take what you want from me? Make me beg to be used."
"Fuck, Ilya…" Shane can no longer resist reaching his hand into his sweats. "Yeah, yeah I'd… I'd use you. You'd like it, wouldn't you? You love making me feel good." The image of it starts to sharpen in Shane's mind and he suddenly has a thousand ideas for what he'd want. "Pin your hands down, maybe even restrain you. Keep you from touching me. You love when I come just on your cock. I'd show you, how good you are for me."
Ilya actually whimpers and it gives Shane vertigo. "Fuck, Shane."
Shane kicks his pants off and reaches in his nightstand for lube, his eyes still studying Ilya's face but the camera angle is getting sloppier as Ilya's focuses deteriorates. "Don't slip," Shane commands. "Not tonight, Ilya. We're just brainstorming."
Ilya nearly wheezes. "Oh, sure. Brainstorming." He's panting and Shane can tell he's touching himself too.
"I mean it, Ilya. Don't." Shane stares into the camera and waits for Ilya's attention to return to him.
Ilya's eyes settle on the screen and his breathing slows. "Fuck. Fuck, fine. Yeah. I'm… I'm okay."
He's skating a little too close to the edge, Shane can tell. He's not sure when he learned how to recognize it, but he can. "I'm telling Sveta to check on you." He minimizes the call and shoots her a text.
Jane: I heard you might be busy but Ilya is close to slipping. I think I've got it, but he might need cuddles.
Ilya groans, throwing his head back. "Fine, whatever. Just make me come first. Please, Shane."
Shane maximizes the video again and focuses on Ilya. He hesitates a bit. It was a little easier to just let himself take control and lean in. He's not sure how to walk the line here. How does he take the lead without pushing Ilya too far?
Sveta: you really dont know your own power. yeah, ill be there in a bit
Shane tries to hide his laugh as the notification pops up over the call. It reminds him that he does know how to control this though.
He pulls all the way back and lets himself relax into their old dynamic, hoping Ilya will rise to meet him there. "Want you. Fuck, Ilya. It's so good. Feel so good."
It works almost immediately, the way Shane softened his voice. The way he surrendered the tension between them, and let Ilya's instincts rise up to claim it.
Ilya's eyes sharpen. "Yeah? You got your dildo out? Wishing it was me fucking you?"
Shane's too close, lets himself tumble over the edge and feels a whimper escape his throat.
Ilya's right behind him, mumbling in affectionate Russian as usual. Only now Shane can understand most of it. "Fuck, you're so fucking beautiful."
Shane starts cleaning himself up, but keeps his attention on the call as much as possible. "You okay?"
Ilya snorts. "I'm okay, Shane."
Shane hears a knock on Ilya's door.
Ilya groans. "Oh my god, did you really tell her to check on me?"
Svetlana lets herself in and sits on the bed. "I was told you need cuddles."
Betrayal in his eyes, Ilya glares at Shane through the phone. "I'm fine, actually."
"No, he's not. He dipped in for a bit, I know he did." Shane insists.
"You did too," Ilya counters.
Shane starts to argue that he didn't slip into subspace, but he realizes what Ilya means. He did kind of slip into domspace for a second, but he pulled himself back from it.
He reminds himself what Svetlana said, that when Ilya is dominant it's not really a headspace. It's more just roleplay.
Shane has read about all of this pretty extensively at this point and part of him knows this should surprise him to discover about himself. But the only thing he finds is a sort of pride. He's glad to be capable of this, glad to be able to help Ilya in this way if he can learn how to do it as well as Svetlana does.
Shane relents. "Maybe a little."
Ilya tsks, "Doms need aftercare too, you know. Drink some water at least, okay?"
Svetlana tilts the camera in Ilya's hand so she can look at Shane. "Really? You actually… slipped?"
"A little," Shane repeats. "I feel okay, I promise. I didn't mean to interrupt you and Rose."
Svetlana snorts. "Oh, you did not interrupt. I am not ashamed to say it didn't take long."
Shane can't help laughing. "That's good, I guess."
Ilya resists only a little longer before he finally tugs at Svetlana's shirt and pulls her into bed with him, curling around her.
She takes the phone from him as Ilya pillows his head on her shoulder. "There we go." She kisses his forehead and looks at Shane in the camera.
Shane relaxes, seeing Ilya accept the comfort he needs. "Good. Okay, I'm gonna get some water. I, uh, haven't talked to Rose about this yet. I don't really know how to but I'll figure it out."
"It's not a race, Shenya." Svetlana says gently.
Shane nods a little too frantically. "I know, but she's already gotten so close to it like three times. I just want to make sure… If it happens again, I don't want it to surprise her. If one of us has slipped and she doesn't react well, that could be bad."
Svetlana's impressed by Shane's forethought. "Okay. That's a good idea, you're probably right. I think she'll react well but it's good to make sure."
Shane nods again, then focuses on the camera and the image of the two loves of his life softly curled together. "Sleep well. I love you so much."
Svetlana blows a kiss at the camera.
Ilya murmurs, "I love you."
Svetlana's voice is like honey, "I love you. Good night, golden one."
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Ilya wakes up slowly, feeling cold air seeping under the blankets, so he immediately searches for Svetlana's warmth and nuzzles back into her.
She coos softly. "If it weren't for Shane, no one else would believe me if I said you're a softy."
Ilya thinks about when Connors had said something similar. "Just when I'm sleepy. Some of the guys notice."
"You let them?"
Ilya's too out of it to offer her a coherent response, especially since her fingers are in his hair, scratching softly at his scalp. He feels a whimper escape his lips because god, it feels so good.
When Ilya doesn't answer, Svetlana lets a fond smile spread across her lips. "You have today off, right?"
Ilya hums softly.
Svetlana pretends to be put upon, sighing but barely hiding her affection. "We've got to get you to Canada so you can cuddle with your golden retriever boyfriend all day."
"You like cuddling," Ilya mumbles.
"Sure, but I have a date with Rose later and I was going to sexile you to Marlow's."
Finally, Ilya raises his head and blinks open his eyes. "You would sexile me for phone sex?"
Svetlana nods playfully, eyes wide then laughs it off and says, "We're both having too much fun teasing each other with only a wall between us. I want some actual alone time with her, even if it's virtual."
Ilya sobers up pretty quickly, brows furrowing with concern. "Are you falling for her?"
Svetlana averts her gaze, continuing to massage Ilya's scalp while she stares at the wall. "She's fun. It's still new."
Ilya doesn't love that answer. "I don't want you to hurt yourself if you fall for her and she can't fall back. If you're okay with it, then okay. But if you think you can't do it…"
Shaking her head, Svetlana forces herself to talk about it. "She mentioned that she's envious of how you and I are together. If it's similar to that, if I can love her the way I love Shane and she would love me the way you love me, I think I would be extremely lucky. And if I'm craving romance, I think Shane has a lot more to give than he's shown. He's always holding himself back and then surprises himself when he lets go. Maybe I can convince him to do something special for Valentine's Day."
Ilya pouts. "Eh, no. No, no. The game against Montreal is on the 15th, so he will be here on the 14th. With both of us, not just you."
Svetlana is endlessly endeared by Ilya's obsession with Shane. "Easy, there. I didn't mean it would be just me and him. It's two weeks away. Plenty of time to prep for him to dom you for the first time, yeah? I think that could be extremely romantic."
Ilya frowns. "Night before a game? Terrible idea."
"After. You think it would be more intense to build up to it if he beats you or will it be even more enticing if he loses? He'd probably be a little upset, want to punish you…"
Ilya whines, "Stop, I can't think about it again."
Svetlana laughs loudly. "Sorry, sorry." She looks around the room. "Do you have something of his hidden around here? I bet you do. You should wear it today to wind down."
Ilya nods, eyes flicking to his closet. "Yes, I have something."
Svetlana kisses his head and wiggles out of his grasp. "Okay, take your time getting up but I'm desperate for a coffee. I'll be close if you need something."
Pouting, Ilya lets her go and starfishes on the bed.
His thoughts keep drifting back to Shane's voice last night, the look in his eyes. But he can't let himself think about it too long.
He forces himself out of bed.
 
When he slouches into the kitchen, he has a tan flannel on over a black t-shirt and leans against the kitchen counter watching Svetlana make breakfast. "I do need something actually."
Svetlana spins, concern in her eyes. "What do you need, Ilyushka?"
Ilya taps his lips with his pointer finger.
The worry melts off of her as she presses her body against his. "Oh, of course. How silly of me."
She kisses him gently and lets him decide how much he needs.
He opens his mouth and she moves with him. He doesn't add tongue, but he would if it were Shane. He just holds her tight against him by the hips and kisses her.
The pan hisses behind her and she pushes away from him. "Sorry."
She returns to the stove and Ilya feels deja vu as he wears the flannel he stole from Shane at the cottage and watches her cook. He retraces his steps and presses his chest to her back while she flips eggs.
She doesn't know that he wishes she would say Leave me alone. So he could kiss her neck and say, no.
It really hits him, for the first time, how complicated this thing is that they're doing.
It felt so organic, so natural, to include Svetlana in his heart like this. Now that they're doing the same for Rose he has a completely fresh perspective of how this felt for Shane. A complete stranger that he was only trusting because Ilya trusted her. And somehow they've made it here. Shane's in love with her.
There's too much precedent for Ilya not to wonder what will happen with himself and Rose, but they've only had one real conversation. It was a good conversation and he does like her. If he was still casually sleeping with people, that would've been more than enough to take her to bed. He understood her pretty quickly, felt a connection to her. If he didn't have Shane and Svetlana, he thinks he would've probably had some kind of crush. It's hard to tell. He's had a crush on Shane since he was 17. There have been other people who have intrigued him, but no one more than Shane.
Sex is easy. Rose is hot. He's happy to fuck her, especially since he has an idea of what it does for Shane for them to include her.
He's just not quite sure if there's room in his heart to love her. Shane and Svetlana have both been in his life for so long that it's impossible to imagine his life without them.
Rose is just so new and Ilya is completely out of his comfort zone. He hasn't added someone new to his life like this since he started playing for Boston and had to get to know his new teammates. Though Yuna and David are new, but parents are an entirely different thing for him to process.
Svetlana seems to sense some kind of tension from him. "What are you thinking about?"
Ilya answers her honestly, "How brave it actually was for Shane to have dinner with you that first time when you were in Montreal."
Svetlana laughs softly. "Brave how?"
"Brave like… not just being in public, but brave to meet someone who was important to me. Brave to open himself up to someone new. For me."
Svetlana hums, "That goes both ways, you know."
"I know," Ilya kisses her neck. "You were both brave for me. I need to… figure out how to do the same with Rose. I think I don't want to immediately try to romance her. It feels like too much. But I'd like to be her friend, like you and Shane were friends until he fell in love with you."
Svetlana switches off the stove and turns around in Ilya's arms. "I think she'd really like that. You two have that same like… excess energy and arrogance."
Ilya raises an eyebrow at her. "Oh, so now you're an expert on Rose Landry?"
"We've been texting," Svetlana says simply. It's an understatement. She and Rose have been texting pretty much nonstop since All-Star weekend started – trading notes about the online reaction, until that conversation turned into asking each other about their days, their lives, their pasts. They haven't quite made it to futures yet.
They had started texting here and there after arranging the night at the bar, but it's really picked up pace since Sunday. She knows it's because they've talked things out with Ilya and Shane so they can flirt freely now.
Rose is emotionally available in a way that Svetlana's not sure she's ever witnessed in a person before. Not only are her emotions easy to read, she also just… says things. Out loud. She's not trying to be cool, or funny. Though she is, and it's more affecting that it's effortless. When Svetlana talks to Rose, she feels like she does after scrubbing off a full face of makeup after a special occasion. Like looking in the mirror and recognizing herself again when the mask can finally come off.
So yeah, maybe Ilya's right. Maybe she is falling for her already. But Rose is making it so goddamn easy to.
Ilya watches all of the emotions play across her face and sputters out a laugh, eyes shining. "It's a little funny."
"What is?"
Ilya shrugs. "Would make people insane if after so much speculation that Shane and I swapped girls, then they find out that instead I'm with Shane and you are with Rose. Would be a good cover story for the press."
The missing piece of the publicity puzzle in Svetlana's brain slots into place.
That would work.
If things continue to go as well as they have been for her and Rose, Ilya is totally right. This would be the absolute perfect way for them all to work towards being publicly out only as much as they're comfortable with, but all the way out among their friends and loved ones.
She has to shut down the train of thought. It has barely been 2 days. She cannot let herself be a U-Haul lesbian about this. She presses her lips to Ilya's as if to remind herself that she's pansexual actually and pansexual people don't have a reputation for U-Hauling!
She looks into Ilya's eyes and sees amusement dancing in them. He's having way too much fun teasing her about Rose.
She violently changes the topic. "We should really start looking for places in Ottawa."
Ilya rolls his eyes. "It's January. I don't even have a contract yet."
"It's February 1st. And be so for real. From what you know of Shane, do you think he'd really settle with us being in a pre-built condo?"
Ilya groans, but knows she's right. "Fine, I will let Shane play landlord or whatever he wants to do. I don't care as long as there's a big garage."
Svetlana shoves Ilya away from her and plates their breakfast, sitting at the counter to eat.
Despite herself, her mind wanders to Rose again.
She can almost see it already. The paparazzi pictures of the four of them out and about, her hand in Rose's and Ilya's hand on Shane's waist.
It wouldn't be the complete truth, but it could be enough.
It could be enough to last them until retirement.
Without being conscious of it, she realizes part of her has already started hoping that Shane and Ilya can find a way to come out before they retire.
Scott Hunter did it. This is extremely different but… maybe it's not impossible.
She looks at Ilya who is scrolling on his phone while eating. "Do you still want to come out?"
Ilya hums without looking up, "Yes, it's fine. I'll go to Marly's later."
"No, I mean… you have an American passport now. You want to come out as bi?"
Ilya locks his phone, looks up at her. There's absolute certainty in his eyes when he says, "Yes."
"Even though Shane isn't ready?"
"Especially because Shane isn't ready. I want to do it for me, but I also want to learn what it's like so I can help him when he's ready."
Svetlana chews on the inside of her cheek, possibilities flying through her mind. "We should talk about it. All of us. And then talk to Yuna."
Ilya's eyes narrow. "I know we should talk, but I still want to."
"Everyone saw you and Shane being obsessed with each other this weekend. We have to put space between that or people will make assumptions about him if you come out."
"Then he can be more public with you."
Every time they get closer to solving this puzzle, it starts to fall apart again. "Maybe." Svetlana says in a way that Ilya understands as a no.
Ilya huffs, "No one is going to do a three-away kiss at the cup finals this year, Sveta. No one is going to make this easy for us. We have to just do what we want and fuck everyone else. I know we have to keep parts of this secret until we retire, and doing this makes sense to me. I would happily let the world think it's just you and him while we're in public. Maybe Rose will agree to be my beard and we can get away with double dates, but no one will know the truth about who is with who. There's no version of this where we don't keep secrets for the next ten years. If you can be happy publicly with him while I can't, you should."
Svetlana takes a long, deep breath. "All of this just so you can come out as bisexual?"
"Just?" Ilya's eyes sharpen. "What other options are there? I can't be public with him without him coming out. So I have to start somewhere. And he's not ready, so if I'm out, you can help make sure he's safe from suspicion. If he wants to come out… I don't know. Maybe he has to lie a little, say he's bi too. And he can stay with you publicly or…"
"Or what, we pretend to break up so you can kiss him when you win the cup?"
Ilya groans. "I don't know!" He squeezes his eyes shut and breathes deeply. "I'm sorry. I don't know why I'm…" His voice drops, soft and sincere. "I want the world to know I love him. In a way, they do now. And it's incredible. It's so close to having it all, but still not enough. Shane was right, that we can try to keep this secret until retirement but we might not be that lucky. It could leak somehow. And I guess part of me hopes it leaks, just so everyone will know. I don't actually want that because I know it would destroy him. But Yuna started prepping for a leak within 10 minutes of Shane telling her he loved me. It feels inevitable. Even Shane said he would almost prefer if we got to do it our way before it had a chance to leak. So where does that leave us?"
Svetlana shakes her head, "I don't know, Ilyushka. It leaves us going in circles."
Ilya shrugs. "Right. So that's why I decided I want to come out. A first step. Everything else is too much, too hard to know now. But I can do this. And I want to."
Svetlana starts to understand where he's coming from more clearly. She can understand that the circumstance is extremely convenient for Ilya to come out while Shane just happens to have a second partner that he could publicly be with to discourage any rumors starting about him and Ilya.
"It's just going to have to be messy," Svetlana concedes. "There's no way to actually plan out how this will look in ten years."
"Exactly," Ilya agrees. "We can control right now. We don't know what will happen later. Maybe I get a career ending injury. Maybe Hunter and his boyfriend breakup and he becomes straight. Anything could happen."
Despite herself, Svetlana finds a laugh burst out of her. "That feels unlikely, but I see your point."
Ilya smiles at her, eyes sad. "Shane and I have been thinking about how to do this since All-Star's last year. There's no good option. We just know that we need each other. As long as we're together, we can figure out what to do when the world reacts. So we keep our privacy while we can. And then… when things change, we adjust."
Svetlana has always given Ilya a hard time about not thinking ahead, about not taking things seriously. But when he does, his convictions are as solid as stone.
"Okay. I'm with you. We'll help Shane understand, if he doesn't. And we'll start to plan for you to come out."
Ilya nods and goes back to his phone. "June is too on the nose, but it would be funny to announce it on my birthday."
"Right around the MVP awards?"
Ilya waggles his eyebrows, smirk on his lips. "Or maybe before, during playoffs. Maximum chaos."
Svetlana can't help but let Ilya's excitement be contagious. "Could be fun."
"Yes, I think so too."
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Svetlana settles on the couch.
The house is too quiet. Ilya has made his way to Cliff's for a few hours, so she steels herself and tries not to overthink it as she hits call.
Rose answers and immediately says, "One condition though, Sveta."
Svetlana feels her lips tug up at the corners. "A condition? We're not even in bed yet."
Rose tsks, "That's not the line! You're supposed to say, what's that?"
"What line?"
"Let's start over. One condition though, Sveta." Rose recites playfully.
Svetlana doesn't understand but loyally recites, "What's that?"
Rose's brows furrow very seriously as she says, "You have to promise not to fall in love with me."
Svetlana blinks, understanding filtering in. "Are you Walk to Remember-ing me right now?"
Rose cackles happily. "Yes! 10 points. Great memory."
Svetlana's eyes soften. "You know it would be funnier if we reversed the lines though."
Rose considers that. "Fuck, you're right."
Svetlana expected this call to immediately take them to the bedroom so she's surprised by how long they just… talk. It's all the same kind of stuff they've talked about via text, but now she can see the excitement or fury in Rose's eyes, hear the sing-song lilt of her voice.
Rose finishes telling another story about her early acting roles and Svetlana can't keep it to herself anymore, "You know, you're more stunning without makeup on."
Rose shoots her a look. "That is such a fuck boy thing to say."
Svetlana scoffs. "Stop calling me a fuck boy! It's only a fuck boy thing to say if you're actually wearing, like, minimum makeup and I know you're not."
Rose's lips twitch into a smile. "I guess that's true. Maybe I'm still a little defensive. But you always mean it in a way people who have said stuff like that to me before didn't."
Svetlana bites her lip. This feels like a pivotal moment in the conversation. They can either lean into the flirting and take this into the bedroom, or… "Can we talk about Shane?"
Rose lets out a sigh of relief. "Oh my god, yes. It kind of felt like the elephant in the room but I wasn't sure if it was okay for me to bring it up."
Svetlana nips that in the bud, "Everything is okay for you to bring up, Rose. We have to be able to talk about all of this openly."
Rose lies on her stomach on the couch, feet kicking behind her. The light in her eyes dims just a little as the conversation topic catches up with her. "Um… it's really hard to put into words. I'm not mad about it or anything. It's just, when he told me he's dating you, I was really happy for him and that's still true. But I think I should probably be honest about how long I spent thinking about it afterwards. In retrospect, the aromantic thing would've helped to know at that point. But it was kind of hard to know that… I liked him so much and we really thought it would be impossible for him to be with a woman. And then here you are. And he loves you so much."
Svetlana nods, carefully listening to everything Rose shares. She had a feeling that Rose would've had trouble with this, more than she was letting on. She asks the most complicated question first. "Do you want him to fall in love you?"
Rose laughs without humor. "God, what a question. Who doesn't want Shane Hollander to be in love them?" She says it with a lilting humor, but then an uncomfortable expression contorts her face.
Svetlana says gently, "I think maybe you don't."
Rose still looks a little nauseous. "Can I just talk for a bit?" Svetlana nods. "When I broke up with Shane, I told myself that I was doing him a favor. That he was the one uncomfortable in our relationship because he was gay and, you know, trying not to be. And I tried to pretend I wasn't completely relieved when I got back to my hotel that night. It was the easiest thing in the world to cut him loose and go back to being single again and it shouldn't have been, right? It shouldn't have been that easy. He's so incredible and I was so relieved to friend-zone him."
Rose rolls onto her back, propping herself up on a pillow as she continues. "We talked yesterday about nontraditional relationships. And he told me he was pretty excited that he could offer this to me." A fond smile finally melts away her discomfort. "I told him I wanted a relationship with independence and then he offered me his own on a silver platter. Like… like he cooked me a whole feast and told me just to eat whatever I was in the mood for, or something. I don't know. That probably sounds terrible, but I guess in this analogy let's say he cooked a three course meal and I've only been eating the desserts. I don't know how I feel about that. I don't know if that's fair."
There's a lot for Svetlana to respond to there and she's not quite sure what would be best to say. "I think you know this already, but Shane does love you. Probably as fiercely as I love Ilya. If all you want is dessert, he will spend the rest of his life making you dessert. I understand why you could be feeling like it's not fair, and I think it might be helpful to say that you need to trust us when we tell you we want this. That it's working for us. It's hard work to bring someone new into a relationship, and all three of us agreed pretty easily that we want to do that with you. So maybe Ilya and Shane enjoy the first course. Then me, Ilya, and Shane enjoy the second. I don't know, I'm losing the analogy. But if it's me, you, and Ilya at the dessert table, I think we'd all be extremely happy about that."
Rose's eyes are shining. "We're definitely losing the metaphor, but I think it did what it needed to."
Svetlana nods, "Wait, one more. If you prefer dessert, that's fine. But you're still allowed to eat the rest, or try it whenever you want. We, um, we just want you at the table."
Rose's eyes tear up suddenly. "Oh." She blinks the tears back. "Fuck, that's really fucking sweet." They spill out of her eyes anyway.
Svetlana smiles softly, her own eyes tearing up just a bit in sympathy. "I talked with Ilya this morning and he told me I could tell you if it came up. He wants to go slow, emotionally. He's happy to play if any combination of us wind up in bed together, but he wants to be your friend first before he tries to let you in further."
Rose nods severely. "That's fair."
Svetlana raises an eyebrow. "Fair? I get the feeling we have to ban that word."
Rose laughs, wiping tears off her cheeks. "Maybe this doesn't make any sense, but I really want to be intimate with you. I don't know what else to call it."
Svetlana's heart hammers in her chest. "I want that too. I've had a crush on you for ages, but at first it was just because you're hot. And because it was funny to tease Shane about. But the more I talked with you and actually got to know you… you kind of slipped into my heart before I realized you were there."
Rose screams and thrashes around. "THE CUTENESS AGGRESSION IS ALIVE AND WELL IF YOU WERE WONDERING!"
Svetlana laughs harder than she would've expected after admitting all of that. "So that's okay? If, um, if I have feelings for you? Even if you don't return them?"
Rose bites her lip. "It's complicated, but I think I do return them? As much as I can? It's just not going to be the same, I guess. I don't know. The only good relationship I have to compare this to is Shane and that's… not the best example. But we both wanted the same things while we were together. We wanted companionship, proximity. I think what we actually wanted was to be best friends but we kept trying to follow the script of a relationship because we thought we had to and we forced ourselves to have terrible sex."
Svetlana raises an eyebrow, voice heavy with sarcasm, "Oh, you forced yourself to run your hands all over him?"
Rose blushes. "Okay, yes, he's hot! You know what I mean! We didn't have chemistry together but we kept trying to."
Svetlana can't help the place her mind wanders to. "Would you want to try and have chemistry again?"
Rose reads something in her tone. "What do you mean by that?"
Svetlana shrugs. "For reasons you can probably imagine, Shane and I tend to be very creative in bed. I can think of a few ways for him to be comfortable with you."
Rose blinks at her. "So you're some kind of sex deity?"
Svetlana cracks up laughing. "Something like that, yeah."
Rose looks a little uncomfortable. "Um, maybe? If he wants it. Only if he wants it. I wouldn't want to do it just for my sake. That's gross."
Svetlana nods, images running through her head of Shane on his back, Ilya next to him. Svetlana calling the shots, and Rose in Shane's lap. Shane being so good for her.
Nope, no. She knows that Shane hasn't broached that topic with Rose just yet.
But Rose is too perceptive. "Does that turn you on? Imagining me and him together?"
Svetlana lets out a breath. "In an extremely complicated way, yes."
Rose can't help laughing. "Well, I'm sure your fantasy is much hotter than the reality."
Svetlana shrugs. "I think you'd be surprised. Maybe one day I can show you." She licks her lips. "Show him off to you."
Rose jumps off the couch. "Yeah, I think that's our cue to move to our beds."
Svetlana laughs, standing up and peeling her shirt off.
She's not remotely surprised to see that Rose took Ilya's advice and did in fact set up a tripod beside her bed. It turns Svetlana on just thinking about it again. "You're always so good on camera, aren't you?"
Rose clips her phone into the tripod and gets on the bed. "Extra good for you," she winks.
Svetlana feels lightheaded. Yeah, they have to tell Rose about headspaces soon. "Do you have any toys?"
Rose happily reaches into her nightstand. "Oh, I'm so glad you asked."
Svetlana has an out of body experience for a moment, staring at a woman famous for being both absolutely gorgeous and on top of that talented. Somehow this woman remains down to earth and genuinely funny. And even more unlikely, she's just as fond of Svetlana as Svetlana is of her.
Yeah, maybe Svetlana also has a competency kink.
They go for three rounds.
 
[Texts: Ilya & Svetlana]
Ilya: are you DONE
Svetlana: 🏳️
Ilya: oh my god youre such a slut
Svetlana: you cant say that to women
Ilya: shut the fuck up i can say that to you when you send a fucking white flag emoji to me after fucking a girl over the phone for four hours
Svetlana: we talked for the first two
Svetlana: she has one of those vibrators with the app. she sent me the log in.
Ilya: what do you mean, what app
Svetlana: how do you not know about this
Svetlana: how do you and jane not know about this
Ilya: HOW DID I NOT KNOW ABOUT THIS
 
[App: Svetlana & Jane]
Svetlana: i apologize in advance
Jane: For what? Did something happen with Rose?
Svetlana: ahaha oh my god, no sorry. i gave lily an idea
 
[App: gay friend group for private reasons]
Lily: ROSE LANDRY I COULDVE HAD THIS APP FOR YEARS
Lily: YEARS! YOU DID NOT TELL JANE ABOUT THIS?
Jane: What is going on? What are you talking about?
Rose: oh my GOD. sveta why did you tell him!
Svetlana: because im a fuck boy and ilya understands this side of me
Svetlana: and because im shocked that they dont have one already
Jane: Have what?
Lily: [Link to sex toy website]
Jane: Absolutely not
Lily: you're already hard dont lie to me
Lily: imagine hotel room, you have this inside you. clueless teammate in the other bed. and i turn it on to ten
Rose: i am learning so much in so little time
 
[App: Lily & Jane]
Jane: Okay, I get that you're excited but maybe we don't get this detailed in front of Rose just yet
Lily: im sorryyyyy
Jane: It sounds really fucking hot. Send it to me.
Lily: i knew you were lying
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    Chapter End Notes

    hello i am in the mood for throwing so many updates at you because im honestly.... so far ahead writing this right now and i dont like yall not knowing more about things ive known for a while!!!! but i also like seeing what you think chapter by chapter and if i post too much then you lock in and leave a comment on the last chapter so it is a delicate balance of spoiling you with chapter and setting myself up to be spoiled with comments LOL this is symbiotic 😇


  


      

  












      Chapter 83: Very Sexy Disaster
  



    Chapter Notes

      quick reminder from chapter 76 because there is a reference that i think too much time has passed between updates to catch (but idk maybe your memory is better than mine lol)
 
Ilya: sveta my boyfriend's ex is flirting with him right in front of me, do something
Svetlana: 🙄
Rose: i'm not flirting!
Ilya: youre asking him about hockey. remind me shane, what did you two talk about the night you met?
Shane: This argument holds no water. I talk to everyone about hockey. And she's not flirting.
Svetlana: she's flirting a little
Rose: betrayal
Shane: My car is pulling up to my place. I'm gonna go unpack. You're still good to call later, right Rose?
Rose: absolutely 💕
Ilya: in fRONT OF ME
Svetlana: i'll sedate him, you two talk. let us know how it goes 💕
Shane: 💕


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






   ★ ★ ★ 

Ilya's not sure why he's surprised that Rose is a really good kisser.
Maybe he still has some hang ups left in his subconscious from when he tried to force himself to hate her for dating Shane. But she is in fact everything he tried to pretend she wasn't.
She fits into his lap like she was made to be there and her lip gloss smears onto his lips in a way he can rarely admit to anyone that he likes. He grips her thighs in his hands and pulls her closer as he kisses up her neck.
Rose giggles, her fingers dig into his curls and tug just harshly enough as if they've done this a thousand times already and she knows what he likes. "Don't forget we're putting on a show."
Ilya pulls away just enough to see Shane across the room, eyes on them. There's an emptiness to his eyes that Ilya doesn't know how to interpret, but when he licks his lips Ilya thinks he could guess what Shane's thinking.
When Ilya's eyes slide from Shane's lips back to his eyes, there's a hunger there that hooks into Ilya's core and yanks him into subspace almost immediately.
"Touch him for me," Shane's voice is harsh.
Rose complies easily enough, running her hands over Ilya's bare chest and cupping him over his sweats.
Ilya actually whimpers and doesn't have it in him to be embarrassed about that in front of Rose. "Shane…"
Shane brows furrow in anger. "You'd focus on me when you've got her in your lap?"
Ilya flinches at the admonishment. He does his best to do as Shane instructs him too.
Rose's top is off and she's tugging Ilya's hands to cup her breasts and Ilya's eyes keep sliding to Shane, even as Rose kisses him again.
Shane loses his temper and gets up, stripping as he sits next to Ilya. "Do I have to do everything myself?"
Suddenly Rose is riding Shane and Shane's… into it. Shane's into it the same way he's into riding Ilya and jealousy flares in Ilya's chest as he sits naked next to them. Shane's hands are on Rose's breasts, kissing her desperately and Ilya should feel ashamed, but he's still ridiculously turned on and seeing them together…
He touches himself. He wishes he could join them, knows he can't.
Shane's being so aggressive, so… dominant.
Ilya wants to be the one in his lap, whimpering into his mouth. Shane being harsh with him. Fucking him.
His orgasm snaps him back into consciousness and Ilya finds himself lying in his bed on his back, mind whirling in confusion and the aftershocks of pleasure.
What the fuck.
The dream is still so visceral in his mind's eye as Ilya scans through it again, baffled.
He takes a sharp breath and lunges for the nightstand to grab his phone and calls Shane before even checking what time it is.
Shane's voice is groggy when he answers. "Ilya? What's wrong? Are you okay?"
Ilya glances at his phone and sees that it's 4 a.m. "Sorry. I didn't… I'm, um…" He has no idea what to say. Sorry I watched you fuck your ex-girlfriend in my dream and I'm perverted enough that shamefully watching it made me cum?
Shane rustles in bed, "Did you have a nightmare?"
Ilya's laughter wheezes out of him. "Maybe."
"Did you, um," Shane yawns, "did you wanna tell me about it?"
Ilya's heart clenches. Shane's so cute and absolutely nothing like the Shane in his dream, cold and cruel. So why did it affect him the way it did? He doesn't want Shane to be different. "I think I do, but I don't know… it's weird."
"Mm," Shane encourages him, voice still sleep soft. "Dreams are always weird."
"It wasn't a nightmare, eh, not really. It was…" Ilya should just say it. It'll be easier if he just says it. "Sex dream."
Shane's quiet for a moment. "Oh. About, um… about who?"
"You," Ilya says quickly and then has to admit. "And, um, and Rose."
Shane breathes that in. "That makes sense, I guess. Since you and Sveta are, um, talking with her. Especially after the group text last night. Wait, what do you mean me and Rose? Like you with both of us or…?"
Ilya closes his eyes and feels his cheeks heat with shame as he thinks about it again. "Started with her in my lap, but you were telling us what to do. And I didn't listen so you took her into your lap instead. You were angry with me."
"That wasn't real," Shane says gently. "I'm not angry with you."
Ilya nods, but it does help to hear. "I know."
"Was it, um, " There's a curiosity in Shane's voice now. "Was it me being… dominant with you?"
"Yes," Ilya says breathlessly.
Shane sighs. "You want it so bad."
"Yes," it nearly comes out as a whine.
"And you want Rose too?"
That question isn't so easy to answer. Ilya thinks about the Rose his mind conjured up and reminds himself that it wasn't pulled from nowhere. He had seen her over video, naked and fingering herself. He knows almost exactly what she would look like in his lap. He forces himself to answer honestly, "Yes."
"What, um," Shane's definitely more awake. "What did I tell you to do in the dream? You said you didn't listen and I got mad."
Ilya knows that tone of voice. "Are you hard?"
"Maybe," Shane says defensively, voice a little gruff. "Woke up like that, and then you…" He asks again, "What did I want? In the dream?"
Ilya indulges him, fascinated that this is a fantasy that works for Shane too, maybe. "You wanted me to focus on her, not you. But I couldn't help it. I kept looking at you."
Shane laughs softly. "That's cute."
"Dream-you didn't think so," Ilya teases. "He was very disappointed."
"Mm," Shane's panting lightly. "So I took her away from you? Took her for myself instead?"
"Yes," Ilya starts to understand what's happening here. He remembers the exercise they did with Svetlana, the idea of them together. "You looked so fucking good together, Shane. Hands on her tits while she fucked herself on your cock. You were desperate for it."
"And what did you do?"
"I watched. Touched myself. Then woke up when I came."
Shane whimpers. "For real or in the dream?"
"Both," Ilya admits, obsessed with the desire in Shane's voice.
"Did you clean up before you called?"
"No, calling was more important."
Shane moans softly, "Ilya, that's gross." But the way he says it betrays him. He thinks it's hot.
Ilya smirks. "I should go clean up now."
"You're still… Fuck…"
Ilya listens to the very familiar sound of Shane coming, soft moans and panting breaths.
The phone line goes silent while they listen to each other breathe.
Ilya loses his patience, "Hot because it's not real?"
"What?" Shane has not made it back into his body yet.
Ilya laughs softly. "You don't actually want it, yes? Rose to ride you. You just like the idea."
"Oh." There's rustling over the line while Shane cleans himself up.
Reluctantly, Ilya gets up to go to the bathroom and do the same.
Shane thinks about it for way too long but eventually says, "I'm not sure. Sveta and I talked about… when she was in Montreal. She said that I'm not attracted to her but she still knows how to turn me on. I've been thinking about that a lot."
Ilya winces at the coldness as he towels himself off before discarding the towel and dropping back onto his bed. "You might want to do it for real? Fucking Rose?"
Shane groans, "Ugh, I don't know. It sounds terrible when you say it like that, but when you described… that you liked it, liked watching it… I don't know."
"Why terrible?" Ilya asks gently.
"Terrible because of last time. When I tried to fuck her and couldn't…" The words get trapped behind his teeth but he has to be able to talk about this, so he forces them out. "Couldn't keep it up."
Ilya feels how fragile this is, knows that this is something Shane still struggles with. "Can I ask?"
Shane takes a breath to steady himself but eventually says, "Yes."
"When was this?"
Shane's quiet for long enough that Ilya realizes even this must be difficult to admit for some reason.
Finally, Shane gathers enough courage to say. "That night I saw you in the club."
Understanding floods though Ilya.
He'd been imagining Shane's issues with women, specifically with Rose, as a completely isolated thing. But the reason all of this has been so complicated for Shane is because of the amount of different sources of shame that plagued him that night. And Ilya realizes he contributed to that. "It's my fault."
"No," Shane says immediately.
But it makes so much sense to Ilya now. "It was. You were struggling with her, physically, and then I fucking showed up, with my hands all over some girl, showing you how easy it is for me."
Shane feels his breaths come in faster. It's hard to let himself go back there. In a lot of ways, it was one of the worst nights of his life. "It's not your fault you were… it was just unlucky that we were at the same club."
Ilya has his own confessions to make about that night. "It was not unlucky. I found the girl after I saw you. I wanted to pretend I was okay. Or maybe if it still could, I wanted it to hurt you. I didn't take her home."
There's complete and utter shock in Shane's voice as he asks, "You didn't?"
"I couldn't." Ilya says softly. "Just like you couldn't."
Shane sniffs and yeah, Ilya assumed he was crying. "I thought… I kept thinking about… I was with her, trying to make it good for her, and I just kept thinking about how you and that girl were probably doing the same thing and how much better you were making it for her."
Ilya laughs, "No, I was in the shower fucking my hand and wishing it was you."
"Fuck, Ilya," Shane's voice is pure relief.
"Does it help," there's a smile on Ilya's face, despite how dark the memories are, "to know that I also couldn't keep it up for a girl that night?"
Laughter bursts out of Shane in a way that makes him sound vaguely deranged. "It… it really does, actually."
"I wanted you," Ilya says passionately, then has to joke it off a little. "Should've gone home with you two, we could've had fun."
"Jesus," Shane flinches at the mental image of that. "That would've been a disaster."
"You should've seen my dream, Shane. Very sexy disaster."
"Sure, now. I would've had a panic attack if you hit on me in front of her back then."
Ilya licks his lips, a dangerous idea in his mind. "You said you've been reading about headspaces. How much? Do you read about roleplay?"
"It comes up sometimes, why? You wanna finish that bellboy scene we started at the cottage?" Shane voice is thick with sarcasm.
Ilya loves it. He loves when Shane jokes like this. "Mm, very hot. Maybe. You think maybe it could help if we set up that night again? You and Rose? But you both come home with me?"
The line goes silent while Shane processes that.
Finally he asks, "You think it could help? To have, like, a do over? Not at an actual club, though, Ilya. If we do that, it's all pretend."
Ilya whines. "Ugh, you're no fun, Hollander." But he says it in a way that Shane will know he's joking. "I bet Rose still has that dress. She looked so fucking sexy."
Shane's silent.
Ilya catches on immediately. "You don't remember what she was wearing, do you?"
Shane sighs. "I know the back was open or something." He remembers overthinking every single point of contact between them and the way his hands burned on the bare skin of her back.
Ilya has to ask, "Do you remember what I was wearing?"
"That stupid animal print shirt." Because the sight of Ilya with that woman across the club is seared into the back of Shane's eyelids. And of course because Ilya looked irrationally good in it.
Ilya can't help the way he laughs about it. "Sorry, sorry. It's very cute. You're very gay."
"Yeah, that was the p–" Shane stops himself from saying the word 'problem' as he remembers what Rose said to him the day they broke up. A problem is something you can fix.
And maybe they can fix this, but Shane isn't the thing being fixed. It's the bonds between them that need some maintenance. Shane starts over. "It might help but it also might give me a panic attack."
Ilya hums, "You think Rose would be into it? Spending the night with you and me?"
Ilya can feel the deadpan glare Shane shoots him over the phone line. "Yeah, Ilya. I think she'd be into it."
"Would probably good for me to be with her in a more simple way before that. And to talk about, um, scenes. Kink."
"Yeah." Shane agrees but his voice sounds far away.
Ilya glances at the clock. Shane's always grumpy when he doesn't get enough sleep. "Go back to sleep, Shane. We'll talk more later."
"Mm," Shane says, and Ilya knows he's already halfway asleep.
Ilya laughs fondly. "I love you."
"Love…"
Ilya's heart bursts in his chest.
He leaves the call running and listens to the soft sounds of Shane breathing as he settles back in to sleep.

 ★ ★ ★ 

[App: gay friend group for private reasons]
Svetlana: good morning group chat, rose and i have an idea that we'd like to check boundaries about
Jane: Morning
Lily: it's too early for english
Svetlana: ??? no pet names or sweet messages from either of you, are you good?
Jane: Didn't sleep great but it's okay. What's the idea?
Rose: hopefully no nightmares!
 
[App: Lily & Jane}
Lily: how does she know, shes fucking psychic
Jane: Lol she doesn't know, calm down. I won't tell them anything
 
[App: gay friend group for private reasons]
Svetlana: rose and i sort of joked about giving you two a play by play of last night and she suggested a highlight reel and we did have some fun taking screenshots….. if that is of interest to you. or is that too much?
Lily: will wait for jane
Svetlana: you can have an opinion too
Lily: sure, i will have an opinion after jane does
Svetlana: 🙄
Jane: Sorry I know I keep typing and you're waiting. I really don't know
Jane: I guess it doesn't bother me but it doesn't excite me. But I like to see how you three interact with this stuff so maybe if Lily is interested, you can all talk here and I just won't participate for a while?
Svetlana: that makes sense. lily, you interested?
 
[App: Lily & Jane]
Lily: doesnt excite you
Jane: Not really! I don't know
Lily: this morning you seemed pretty excited
Jane: That was pretend
Lily: this is also kind of pretend. just pictures, no touching. its still too real with pictures?
Jane: Maybe not? I think we can try it this way and see how I feel
Lily: okay, i will not hold back and you tell me if it's too much
Jane: Okay 💕
Lily: that emoji is banned
Jane: 🤣
 
[App: gay friend group for private reasons]
Svetlana: i KNOW youre in dms
Rose: lmaoooooo
Rose: you can say no! it was just an idea
Svetlana: they wouldnt be conferring this long if they wanted to say no
Lily: rose and i already have an agreement for her to send me pictures of her hookups to judge
Rose: OH MY GOD
Svetlana: oh fuck off
Lily: i will judge quality of screenshots, please send
Svetlana: im not sending anything if youre going to be annoying about it
Rose: i will 😇
Lily: hm complicated. rose will send screenshots but roses are of you, sveta, yes?
Lily: okay, i will play nice so sveta will send me screenshots of rose
Lily: i want to see you two so bad, two of the sexiest people with each other. fuck
Svetlana: good boy
 
[App: Svetlana & Lily]
Lily: DONT
Svetlana: ahahahaha
Lily: really please dont right now, complicated. ill tell you later
Svetlana: oh, okay i wont. sorry
Lily: 💕
Svetlana: 🖕🏾
 
[App: gay friend group for private reasons]
Svetlana: [photos attached, messages will delete after being viewed]
Lily: fuck, rose
Lily: jesus fucking… how are your tits still perfect when… sveta whats the word for video call squares
Svetlana: pixelated
Lily: should be impossible to still look good when pixelated but you did it
Rose: 🙈🙈🙈 oh my god. um, thank you
Lily: THE ONE WITH YOUR FINGERS IN YOUR MOUTH
Jane: That's one of Lily's weaknesses
Svetlana: hi baby, thought you werent participating
Jane: Maybe just a little if that's okay
Svetlana: very okay with me
Lily: want your tits in my mouth so bad
Rose: does anyone have any problems with me touching myself right now because idk why i wasnt expecting this to turn me on
Lily: wish you would, i can send pics too if you want
Lily: is okay jane?
Jane: Yeah, whatever you need. You don't have to ask me
Svetlana: rose send your screenshots so jane can participate more
Jane: Please don't worry about me!
Rose: [photos attached, messages will delete after being viewed]
Jane: Okay, you have a point
Svetlana: lmao any you like best?
Jane: You're gonna make fun of me
Svetlana: never, treasure
Jane: The one with your eyes closed, you look um I don't know how to describe it
Lily: you can dirty talk baby, i know you can. dont be scared
Jane: Rose, is it okay if I do
Rose: ?? youre asking ME for permission to talk dirty about your gf? yeah, jane. go for it
Jane: Maybe I'm wrong, but it looks liking you're coming in that picture and you look so fucking good, so happy and relaxed. Fuck I wish I could kiss you
 
[App: Lily & Rose]
Rose: is it terrible for his sext to give me cuteness aggression
Lily: this is tame, dont worry. he will relax and go harder later. but yes, hes very cute
Rose: it's funny, he tells me a lot about what you two get up to but im realizing he usually leaves out a lot of the Details
Lily: hm, i will let him decide what to share but yes i would imagine there is a lot he hasnt told you
 
[App: gay friend group for private reasons]
Svetlana: god you're cute. lily, do i even want to know what you think
Lily: rose is a very good photographer
Svetlana: 🙄
Rose: ahahahaha thanks lily 😘
Lily: sveta save third photo in locked folder please. for when im having a bad day
Svetlana: interesting, why cant YOU save it
Lily: you should have control over picture of you like that and its hotter if i have to ask you for it
Svetlana: youre so sweet when you want to be
Lily: lies. i am literally asking you to save a photo of you choking yourself
Jane: Lily also has a thing for grabbing people by the throat
Lily: jane you understand when you tell her these things, you are also admitting i do it to you
Jane: I understand
Rose: damn
Svetlana: you dont know the half of it
 
[App: Svetlana & Rose]
Rose: so…….theyre kinky
Svetlana: even this is saying too much, but we're literally letting jane talk to you about that before either of us does
Rose: n o t e d
 
[App: gay friend group for private reasons]
Lily: rose, any requests
Rose: requests?
Lily: i will pay you back with photos if you want them but i know women usually dont want dick pics, unless you like that. then i can send
Rose: no one has ever asked me a question like this before and im having decision paralysis
Jane: Can I make a recommendation?
Svetlana: DESPERATE FOR YOUR REC, JANE
Jane: You sent one once with your hand in your briefs and your shirt held up in your mouth
Lily: this is very good to know, jane. thank you
Lily: [photo attached, message will delete after being viewed]
Rose: OH
Svetlana: fuck jane you have very good taste in lewds
Jane: I know 😇
 
[App: Rose & Jane]
Rose: i love you so much
Jane: Crazy thing for you to say while youre jerking off to my boyfriend
Rose: this is very specifically a post orgasm text. how long did you think i was going to last after that pic of YOUR BOYFRIEND
Jane: I know. He's really good at it. I'm spoiled
Rose: and you are using his skills to spoil ME
Jane: Well you deserve it
Jane: Is that insane to say
Rose: yes and it's hot
Jane: We should probably talk more about what this usually looks like for me with them and which parts of it you might fit into or which parts you aren't interested in
Rose: totally hear you, agree. cant think right now. still thinking about his tits
Jane: 🙄
Jane: …but i mean yeah. I get it
Rose: LOL
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    Chapter End Notes
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      Chapter 84: The Small Things
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      yeah im giving you three. like i said i have reasons lmao
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   ★ ★ ★ 

Ilya and Svetlana emerge from their rooms at nearly the same time and make eye contact with each other before they both burst out laughing.
Svetlana can't help it. She crosses the living room to pull him into her arms. "Is every morning going to be like this now? We all send each other nudes and jerk off in the morning?"
Ilya hums, nuzzling into her in a way he knows she will read into. "That was round two."
Svetlana pulls back, looking at him with deep curiosity. "What did you and Shane get up to?"
Ilya lets out a whine and pulls her back against him. "I had a sex dream about him and Rose and called him at 4a.m. about it."
"Him and Rose?" Svetlana hasn't forgotten that Ilya told her not to tease about domming. "Something that made you slip?"
Ilya does his best to describe the dream to her, in even more detail than he did to Shane with the help of Russian and a couple extra hours of sleep.
When he's done, Svetlana has a soft smile on her lips. "You wanna kiss me about it?"
Ilya doesn't even answer because yes, absolutely he does. So he does.
He walks backwards, tugging her with him so he can drop onto the couch and pull her onto his lap.
"It was like this?" Svetlana asks.
"Mmm," Ilya hums his agreement, hands grabbing her thighs.
Svetlana asks gently, "When he doms, you want him to ride you or do you want him to–"
"I don't know." Ilya interrupts before she even says the words. "I want out, not farther…"
Svetlana seizes onto those words. "Okay, then let's move." She rearranges them so she's lying on her back on the couch, pulls him on top of her.
They kiss like that for a while.
Svetlana loves it, loves Ilya's attention, but it's so strange how platonic it feels. How can she have one of the objectively hottest men in the world pressed over her in only a t-shirt and briefs and all she feels is fond and a little concerned? "Is it helping?"
Ilya sighs. "A little. I don't know."
Svetlana had a feeling. "Okay. Up. Come on."
She gets him comfortable on the couch and wraps a blanket around him, turning the TV on. She shouldn't be surprised to see that his YouTube history is mostly Stanley Pup videos. She hits play on one of them, glancing at him. "You're such a nerd."
Ilya huffs, but his eyes are on the TV.
Svetlana makes them both coffees and carefully puts the hot drink into Ilya's hands. She watches him and can see him slowly coming back to himself. So she checks her emails on her phone and just sits with him for a bit.
It's when she's mid email and not fully paying attention that Ilya says, "Teach me how to take care of you."
Svetlana looks up, email draft forgotten. It's interesting that Ilya has switched to English for this but she matches him. "What do you mean? You do."
Ilya tsks. "Not really. Not like you do for me. I know how to help you when something big is wrong. You don't let me help you with small things. If we're living together now… I want to know about the small things."
Something inside of Svetlana's chest bristles. She's always considered herself Ilya's keeper. It's just part of her. She's strong for him, helps him. His life has been levels of traumatic she can barely comprehend, even after witnessing it herself. She can't imagine asking him to do more for her than he's already doing.
Except… she can imagine it. She thinks about all the complaints she'd bitten back so as not to burden him. She thinks of the ways she's kept the softer parts of herself hidden from him to maintain this balance.
But he's right. What they've been for each other is entirely unbalanced and she thinks they're both fairly equally at fault for that.
Svetlana's not sure what to say to him in this moment. Doesn't even know where to start with opening up more about the things that weigh on her. "Maybe… maybe just ask me more? How I'm doing, how work is. I don't know. Maybe we start there."
Ilya nods, pulling his eyes away from the TV to look at her. "How are you doing?"
The words do more for her than Svetlana expected them to. She stops herself from giving him her automatic response, I'm fine, Ilya. Don't worry about me.
She feels tension building in her shoulders as her instincts war with themselves. Ilya's right. Svetlana's never really given him the opportunity to take care of her like she does for him.
She tries her best to answer honestly. "I'm okay. I mean, I'm good. Things are good." And it's true. Things are good. If she writes everything down on paper, everything going on in her life is objectively very good.
Ilya narrows his eyes at her.
Svetlana sighs, and forces out an even more honest answer. "I maybe haven't given myself time to slow down and process everything."
Ilya nods at her phone. "You should take time off work."
She glares at him. "But everything is so tense right now. I need to make sure–"
"You should take time off work," Ilya says again. "It's Yuna. She can handle without you for a few days, yes? Other people can cover for you? Or did Yuna set up the foundation badly?"
Svetlana sighs. "No, people can cover for me."
Ilya lets his eyes slip back to the TV but keeps talking, having an easier time with it if they don't have to make eye contact. "I've been thinking a lot about… Shane domming. Not just, um, not just the sex but why I want it."
He's still speaking English even though it seems like he's struggling. Svetlana realizes that she always doms him in Russian and this is his way of distancing himself from that. She stays silent and lets him find his way through the words.
Ilya continues, "I'm a lot." He does glance at her then, an apologetic look on his face. "I have a lot of… luggage?"
"Baggage."
"Yes. And you used to be the only one who knew. But now you're not. Now I have Shane, Marly, maybe Rose. Fuck, maybe even Connors and Hunter. And I can help them too. Makes me realize I don't really help you."
Things had been different in college. There were a lot of ways things could've gone wrong back then and they could've hurt each other, but somehow they made it through stronger.
This conversation makes Svetlana think specifically about that night during Ilya's first year in Boston when he took her out to dinner.
There was an earnestness to him that made him barely recognizable to her. The season had just ended and other teams still had playoffs, but Boston had been knocked out.
And Ilya cleaned himself up and took her out to a nice restaurant. He'd said, It's different, you and me. It's not like other people I hook up with. I don't know… It could be serious or that could ruin everything. I can't keep wondering.
There had been a hesitation in Svetlana's chest then but she agreed they should try it. And it lasted maybe a week before they both felt it starting to fall apart. They called it quits at two weeks. There were a couple good days where she thought maybe Ilya was right. Maybe it could work. But then her eye would catch on another girl, or his gaze would stray. And eventually they talked again and decided that while it was true that what they had was different, it wasn't this.
And that was as close as they could get to figuring it out. So they kept having sex.
Looking back, Svetlana knows now that Ilya had started hooking up with Shane by then too. She wonders just for a moment if Ilya was looking for an escape hatch before he fell too hard. From what she knows about Ilya's feelings for Shane, it was already far too late for him by then.
She has no idea what she and Ilya would've been to each other if they hadn't gotten that out of the way so early, how wrong it could've gone if they'd left that question of what they could be to each other dangling over them for years instead of months.
They found an easy affection with each other. They knew they could be more than a hook up and it wouldn't be misunderstood for romance.
She remembers complaining to him about things, of course she did. But it was always about coursework, or bad first dates. She never opened up about how it felt to reconnect with her birth mother. How could she do that to him? So anything too personal, she kept to herself and vented instead to a college friend or a hookup who wouldn't remember and would nod at the appropriate times.
All of those memories swirl through Svetlana's mind as she sits on Ilya's couch – their couch now – and tries to figure out how to walk back years of bad habits. "Is it really okay?" That's the sticking point for her, always has been. "You have… you're calling it baggage. I'm a lot too, Ilyushka. I can't… it's hard for me to imagine asking you to…"
"I want to," Ilya interrupts firmly. "When I talked to Rose, she asked for advice. And I remember thinking, like, fuck. What the fuck do I know? But she wanted to talk to me so I tried. And it was… easy. She said things, and I said things. And it helped her. And she was, eh, lighter. At the end. I helped and it was easy. It made me happy, to be able to help."
Svetlana feels her brows draw together.
Of course. Of course Ilya would want more opportunities to be gentle. She's always known that he's capable of it and she convinced herself she was doing him a favor by not asking for it for herself.
But now she sees relief in his eyes. She shouldn't have made this decision for him.
"Okay." Svetlana relents. "I'll, um. I'll try. I'll–" She laughs, finally relaxing. "I'll need your help."
Ilya huffs softly. "You need my help to ask for help?"
Svetlana nods. "I really do. You have to pry it out of me. Bribe me maybe."
"Hm," Ilya considers this. "Bribing you with Shane pictures would probably work."
Svetlana groans. "Don't bring him into this. He doesn't have to send me anything he doesn't want to."
Ilya raises an eyebrow, immediately thinking that he will bring Shane into this if she's going to keep trying to isolate herself. "What, you forgot about my locked folder?"
Curiosity surges through Svetlana. "Ask him first."
Ilya shoots her a look. "For you? He will beg me to show you if you want it."
Svetlana can't help the way she squirms in reaction to that. Fuck, it's probably true. She can already imagine the look in Shane's eyes if they ask, the look in his eyes after she sees the pictures and tells him how they made her feel.
Ilya's smile goes predatory. "I'm helping you already."
Svetlana rolls her eyes and glances at the time. "Some of us actually have day jobs and emails." She stands with her coffee and walks towards her room to finally open her laptop at the desk they set up in there. "Let me know if you need anything?"
Ilya looks unimpressed. "Yes, okay. You too."
Svetlana sighs, but she's smiling.

 ★ ★ ★ 
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  Recap 1-15
Recap 16-25
Recap 25-55
Recap 55-76
Recap 77-84
Recap 85-96
Recap 97-107
Recap 108-129
Here's what you missed in chapters 77-84 of Crowded Table…
J.J. texted Shane to congratulate him on everything about All-Star weekend and Shane kind of crashed out about it, realizing he should've brought J.J. into the circle of trust ages ago but had hesitated because of Metros management always trying to wrangle their two players of color together for publicity.
Rose calls Shane and they talk about the group phone sex. Shane asks what Rose could want from a relationship and makes it abundantly clear that he wants her to figure that out with them. He gets so worked up he accidentally calls her his and while Rose doesn't understand the implications there, Shane sure does.
Shane starts a new group chat on the app he and Ilya use for sexting so they can set disappearing messages between the four of them.
Shane tells Svetlana about the dip into domspace with Rose and she helps him parse it and understand what he wants.
At practice for the Metros, some of Shane's teammates gossip about Ilya and Shane after the media storm of All-Star weekend and their coach makes it very clear that he won't tolerate gossip unless they have intel to share like Shane typically does.
Shane invites J.J. over for dinner after practice. Shane's never told anyone the whole story all at once before and he starts to panic about it when Svetlana calls so he puts her on speaker to help him. Considering everything J.J. saw during the broadcast, it's not too hard for him to wrap his head around Shane and Ilya. They commiserate about the microaggressions they experience in the MLH. J.J. tells Shane that he regrets not doing more to speak out against the homophobia and he's going to start talking to the guys one on one to see if he can find other allies and get the team to stop with the gay slurs.
Svetlana and Rose have an extremely honest conversation about what they both want this to look like. They each have reasons to be nervous about where they can meet in the middle, but they also both can't deny that they're drawn to each other in a way that can't be ignored anymore. Svetlana assures Rose that she wants whatever they can have and they both agree to continue to check in as things evolve. And they have phone sex about it.
Shane tells Ilya about the dom moment with Rose, and Ilya calls him immediately. Ilya asks if Shane really wants to explore that with him and Shane says yes. Ilya gets too close to the edge and Shane asks Svetlana to check on him
When Ilya and Svetlana wake up together, Svetlana tells Ilya she's sexiling him later so she can call Rose. Ilya makes sure Svetlana knows what she's getting herself into with Rose, that she's not setting herself up for heartbreak. They discuss possible Valentine's Day plans with Shane while he's in town for the Montreal at Boston game.
Ilya wears the shirt he stole from Shane over the Summer at the cottage and talks with Svetlana while she makes breakfast about how adding Rose to their relationship is making him realize what it was like for Shane and Svetlana to meet each other. The idea comes up that they could eventually come out publicly as two couples: Shane and Ilya, Svetlana and Rose. Svetlana tries not to get ahead of herself as Ilya insists on coming out as bisexual soon. Svetlana tries to talk him down, but Ilya says that retirement is too far away and there are too many unknowns to plan this out meticulously. He knows he wants to come out and they have to just take each piece of this while they can. Svetlana agrees.
Svetlana and Rose have their phone call date and unpack the Shane Hollander of it all before diving into a metaphor about a three course meal and only wanting dessert. Svetlana insists they'd be happy just to have Rose at the table. She hints at what she and Shane get up to in bed together and she and Rose have phone sex about it.
Svetlana tells Ilya about an app controlled sex toy Rose has and Ilya crashes out about it in the group chat.
Ilya has a very complicated wet dream and calls Shane to tell him about it as soon as he wakes up. Shane seems just as interested in the fantasy and gets off as Ilya describes Rose riding Shane while Shane was being dominant and cold with them. Shane tells Ilya that he doesn't know what he wants in reality, that he and Svetlana talked about Shane not being attracted to her but her still knowing what turns him on.
They fall back asleep and wake up to Svetlana and Rose with a proposition in the group chat to share screenshots from their video call. Shane initially plans to sit out but finds himself participating. They have way too much fun with it, jumping between DMs and the group chat to flirt with each other.
Ilya and Svetlana meet each other in the living room after and crack up, but Ilya is still a little slippy after the dream so she tries to kiss him out of it but when it doesn't work she bundles him up on the couch. They talk and Ilya tells her that he wants to learn how to support her better. To bring their relationship onto more even ground. Svetlana tells him she'll need his help to ask for help.
Bit of a time skip coming up…
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   ★ ★ ★ 

Rose: XSQUAD 32 IS FILMING PICK UPS IN MONTREAL NEXT WEEK
Shane: Isn't it the 7th film?
Rose: thats what i said, 47
Shane: You're gonna be in Montreal next week? Suddenly?
Rose: i dont ask questions. something about a corrupted harddrive. it's apparently a very big deal for the budget but thats NOT my problem because i get to see YOU
Shane: I don't want to sound ungrateful, I'm very excited to spend a week with you. But wouldn't you rather be in Boston?
Rose: oh my god shane, i dont need to have sex every day
Rose: is this your libido showing again lmao
Shane: No! I just thought you'd want to see them with everything that's been going on!
Rose: so i cant want to see you?????
Shane: Are they putting you up in a hotel?
Rose: probably… why? 👀
Shane: You could ask them not to, if you want. If it's not totally inconvenient and far.
Rose: you want me to stay with you??
Shane: Only if it's not super inconvenient for shooting
Rose: you didn't even let me stay with you like this when we were DATING
Shane: Yeah, for obvious reasons. One night at a time was complicated enough
Rose: this will be a totally professional and platonic week of hanging out. you are NOT allowed to have sex with me! i know its tempting but you HAVE to behave!
Shane: You're irresistible, Rose. I don't know how it'll be possible
Rose: 🤣🤣

 ★ ★ ★ 

The week goes by quickly as life catches up with them. Meetings, shoots, practices, games. They call whenever they can and text every spare second.
It's obsessive in a way that they'd all deny, but all crave.
And then Shane's at airport pickup again, wishing it was the Ottawa airport and that they were heading to the cottage, but he'll take what he can get.
He'd realized that he needed to tell Rose about his typical airport pickup strategies to keep them from being spotted and photographed. It makes his chest feel tight, to have to do this with her. There was a time it didn't matter what the paparazzi saw. But they really, really don't need more rumors going around right now.
So she tosses her bags in the back and slips into the passenger seat. "Hi, Jane."
Shane shoots her an irritated yet fond glare. "Hi, Rose."
They drive out of the pickup area and Rose can't help the way she stares at Shane, smiling softly.
Shane catches her. "What?"
Roe shakes her head. "This is crazy. We're kind of dating again. I didn't think that was remotely a possibility for our future."
Shane shrugs. "You're… uh, how much do you know about polyamory? Do you know what a metamour is?"
Rose blinks at him. "Are you about to educate me on polyamory?"
Shane forces himself not to roll his eyes while he's actively driving. "It's just, like, a partner's partner. Like Ilya is dating me, I'm dating Sveta. So Sveta and Ilya are metamours, but they're not really partners. I mean, they're part of this relationship… there's not a perfect word for everything."
Rose listens but is too tempted to immediately turn the drama to 11. "Wow, so you're breaking up with me? You're saying I'm only your metamour?"
Shane's lips twitch with barely restrained laughter. "That would require you to officially be dating Sveta or Ilya and you three can't seem to stop sexting long enough to have that conversation."
Rose pouts. "That was a low blow."
Shane huffs a laugh, satisfied with himself. "I've had conversations with all of you, extensively. I told you you're welcome to figure out what you want."
"I know, Shane." Rose says petulantly.
Shane sneaks a glance at Rose and sees her chewing on her lip, staring out the window. "I'm just teasing. I don't mean to rush you."
Her voice softens, "I know. It's just easier to have fun with the sex right now. I don't really know how to do the rest. It's too new and totally different from anything I've done before."
"I get that," Shane says gently. "Have you had any more thoughts about what you want?"
"More thoughts? Not really. They're still the same thoughts. That I want this. I want to figure out how this could work because even if I say I want this in theory with someone else, who else could I want this with? How am I supposed to magically find people I get along with to pursue something like this with? I want you three. Badly. In case that hasn't been obvious." She spares him a smirk.
Shane nods. "It's obvious."
Rose laughs. "Does that answer your question?"
Shane nods again, thinking about the other question he wanted to toss at her this week. He has a bit of an idea how she'll feel about it, but he knows he has to just ask. He uses the excuse of driving to not look at her. "What do you think of platonic kissing?"
Rose shifts in her seat to position herself towards him more. "I'm aromantic. I've been realizing that all the kissing I do is platonic. Why are you asking?"
Shane can't figure out how to phrase a follow up question, but he doesn't have to.
Rose connects the dots. "Oh my god, you mean for you. You mean platonic for you."
Shane shrugs, still completely unsure what to say.
Rose asks point blank, "You want to kiss me?"
"I don't know," Shane answers honestly. "I wanted to ask what you thought."
Shane pulls into the garage and parks the car and then he has to turn to Rose again. He finds her staring at him in absolute befuddlement.
Shane laughs, getting out of the car. "What?"
Rose stumbles out of the car, watching as Shane takes her bags in. "How am I supposed to answer that?"
Rose follows him into the house as he takes her bags to the guest room.
Shane shrugs again.
Rose can't take it. "Oh my god, Shane. I think you have to say more about this than I do."
He positions her bags against the wall and has nothing left to distract himself with. He looks at her. "What do I need to say?"
Rose's hands flutter around for a second. "Okay, let's recap. You're gay."
Shane finally gets to roll his eyes. "Yeah. Mostly."
"Okay," Rose gestures to herself. "I'm very attracted to you."
Shane tsks, "That doesn't mean you want to kiss me."
"Yes, it does."
Shane gestures at her. "That's my point, though! I'm asking if you want to kiss me platonically. You're assuming that means not romantically, but that's not what I said. I said platonically. Like not romantic and not sexual."
Rose slows herself down as she realizes that she did totally misunderstand Shane's question. "Oh."
"You, um," Shane fusses with his watch. "You don't have to answer right now. I just wanted to ask. You should unpack. I was setting up lunch." And then he's gone.
Rose stares at her bags as she tries to recalibrate her mind once again with fresh information about Shane Hollander.

 ★ ★ ★ 

"Yes." Rose says one word as she hoists herself onto a bar stool at the kitchen island.
Shane looks amused as he slides a plate to her and then sits in a stool beside her. "Yes?"
Rose nods as she starts eating and talking with her mouthful.
God, why does Shane find that so endearing? His mind wanders to Ilya with his mouth filled with pasta in his parents' cottage. Yeah, that's probably why.
"Yes, I want to kiss you platonically," Rose says straightforwardly.
Shane's entire countenance changes as he smiles softly, eyes cast down. "Me too."
Rose scoffs. "You could've led with that."
Shane shakes his head as he eats. "No, I wanted you to think about it first. I know all three of you are still pretty caught up on all the sex."
"As if you're not," Rose accuses.
Shane hesitates, "Well, sure. But not in the same way that you three are."
Rose narrows her eyes at him. "Explain. Say more about that."
Shane groans. "I don't know how to say it in a way that doesn't sound mean."
Rose shoots him a look. "You will not offend me, Shane. Just say it however you can."
Shane pushes his food around his plate. "You all want sex just for sex. And I get that, kind of. Like with Ilya… um, before things got more serious, it was just… well, there were always kind of feelings but… I remember when all we were to each other was convenient sex. Regardless of how we each felt about that. And that's where you all are right now, maybe. Maybe I'm understanding it wrong. I'm still figuring out sex with Sveta but it's not something that just happens. It's not something I'm craving in the same way I do with Ilya. And if I don't feel that way for Sveta…"
"You're definitely not feeling it for me, got it." Rose winks at him. "I see what you mean. Like, if I called them and tried to start something right now…"
Shane pales. "I would probably have a panic attack if you called them with the intention of us going into a bedroom to have any form of sex."
Rose takes that seriously, nodding. "I wasn't planning to. Just, for the record."
"I know you weren't."
It's such a delicate line that Shane's drawn around himself, but Rose is starting to understand how to navigate it. It would be so much more difficult if he wasn't constantly asking pointed questions and attempting to explain himself. "You're really good at this."
Shane looks up from his food to catch the look in her eyes. "What, talking?"
"Polyamory," Rose says simply.
Shane's caught off guard. "Really?"
Rose nods dramatically. "You have been the one in every situation so far slowing us down, checking in, making us say things out loud. You're so good at catching a complicated moment before it can happen and smoothing it out."
Shane's brow furrows. "That makes it sound like… I'm not psychic or anything. I just… it helps to explain first. To set the rules and expectations for the, um, the scene." He wants to compare it to d/s. He glances at her again, trying to decipher her expression as much as he can and decide if lunch time salads is the right time to unleash this on her.
There's never going to be a right time.
He puts his fork down. "Do you know what d/s is?"
Rose's eyebrow raises. "Like Nintendo DS?"
Shane almost chokes. "Oh my god. No. I guess out loud it, um… No, like, uh. The d/s in, um, BDSM."
"Oh!" The thought zips through Rose's veins like an electrical current. "D/s." She can't help the way she stares at Shane, trying to figure out how her understanding of d/s fits with the man in front of her. "I know a bit." She thinks back through so many conversations. She thinks about Svetlana warning her that Shane wanted to talk to her about kink. She thinks about 'Jane' mentioning that 'Lily' likes to hold people by the throat.
She stares at Shane.
Oh.
Shane's cheeks are so red that the color spreads to the tips of his ears and his chest. "Stop looking at me like that."
Rose forces herself to look away. "Wow." She pokes at her salad. "Wow. It makes so much sense. I mean, I know how much you love to bottom." Shane sighs but Rose is undeterred. "I didn't really think about… it did seem like there was a dynamic there when you talked about it, but what do I know? It's probably really intense, bottoming as a man."
Shane drops his face into his hands, hiding. "It's intense, yeah." His words are stilted.
"But it's more than that," Rose infers from his reaction.
Shane nods, but still doesn't lift his face. "It's more, yeah. I mean, not always. It's… it's really complicated." He takes a deep breath and lifts himself back up, chancing a glance at Rose and seeing a stunned kind of fascination in her eyes. "Ilya likes to take control, but when it comes to d/s, honestly, uh… Sveta usually doms."
Rose's head nearly explodes with the visual. "For both of you?"
Shane's shoulders are practically by his ears. "Okay, um, I'm gonna let you process that actually. And we can talk more later." He launches himself off the stool.
"No, Shane–" She turns to try and stop him, but he's practically sprinted across the living room to his room and closed the door.
Rose groans, frustrated at herself and her own reaction. Stupid, horny brain thinking about Svetlana full dominatrix style with her two beefy boys kneeling for her. Stupid. Horny….
Rose: so youre a dom
Svetlana: he told you?
Rose: i got horny and he ran away :(
Svetlana: yeah thats fair
Rose: i feel bad :((((
Svetlana: its objectively shocking. but he was worried about your reaction. maybe we should talk before you continue that convo with him
Rose: ive never done it. like ive seen it in some movies and shows. it seems…… like a lot. i just didnt expect that from him?
Svetlana: oh rose… okay. i dont think you actually know what real d/s is. not your fault. the movies are overdramatic
Svetlana: didnt you play a dominatrix once?
Rose: my character in xsquad shapeshifted into a dominatrix for like 4 seconds so technically yes but also no
Svetlana: how are those movies rated pg-13
Rose: as long as there's two layers of makeup on my tits, im not naked
Svetlana: okay ive successfully searched for pictures and will send these to lily when she least expects it but anyway lol call me? ill teach you bdsm 101 so you can actually have a productive conversation with jane about it
Rose: my savior 💕
Svetlana: oh so you want to be saved?
Rose: do NOT make me hornier
Svetlana: it's a simple question 🫦
Rose: STOP. THAT EMOJI IS SO CHEESY BUT YOU ACTUALLY DO BITE YOUR LIP LIKE THAT.
Svetlana: i know 😘 okay call me, we can multitask
 
Before they get too distracted, Svetlana shoots a quick text to Shane.
Svetlana: hey, might be weird for you since shes right there. but im gonna take care of her and catch her up on d/s. she only knows it from the really bad movies so if she reacted weird thats why. should we stop or is it okay for me to have phone sex with her in your guest room
Jane: It's a little weird but less weird since you texted and warned me. Thanks for checking in. I'll stop spiraling about it lol Have fun
Svetlana: i mean it. i'll stop
Jane: It's okay, Sveta. Really. It's just new
Jane: 🤞🏼
Svetlana smiles at the text. She had made a joke to him about pinky promising a few days ago and lamented there not being an emoji for it and Shane had immediately decided that crossed fingers were probably the closest.
Svetlana: 🤞🏽

 ★ ★ ★ 

[App: Jane & Lily]
Jane: Can you please distract me while Rose has some form of phone sex with Sveta in my guest room?
Lily: already? i thought we were bad
 
Shane stares at his phone for a second and then makes a decision and switches to texts.
 
[Texts: Shane & Ilya]
Shane: You saw the trade news right
Ilya: do you want a fucking award, yeah you were right
Shane: Crazy to see some good decisions for once
Ilya: just because its what you would do doesnt mean its a good decision
 
Shane lets out a breath, feeling himself relax as he continues to rapid-fire shit talk every other team in their division.

 ★ ★ ★ 
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As previously stated, Svetlana is not as horny as Shane and Ilya. And she's starting realize she's probably not as horny as Rose either, because as soon as the video call connects she realizes she can't just compartmentalize and help Rose get off while she knows Shane is in his room panicking.
Rose seems to be on the same page as her immediately. "We can talk first."
Svetlana lets out a long, relieved sigh. "Okay. Good." She feels her lips tug up at the corner. "Thank you."
Rose smiles back. "As soon as I closed the door, I felt too guilty thinking about Shane to keep going."
Svetlana nods and then lets her expression neutralize. "Forget everything you think you know about BDSM."
Rose's eyebrows shoot up. "It's really that different?"
"For us?" Svetlana raises an eyebrow. "Forget everything, Rose."
Rose does her best to shove all thoughts of leather and whips into a dark corner of her mind. "Okay. Forgotten. I'm a wide-eyed, innocent student sitting in the front row for my BDSM 101 lecture."
Svetlana levels a glare at her. "You've clearly not forgotten everything if you're roleplaying as a student right now."
Rose groans. "Sorry. It's just so fun to play with."
Svetlana has to just drive a truck through this. "You're really focused on the fun, the idea of taboo. I'm not saying that's not part of kink but we're not talking about that. We're talking specifically about d/s and the first thing I need you to know is that it's primarily about intimacy and trust."
The word 'trust' seems to be what makes Rose settle. "Trust?"
Svetlana nearly chokes. "Jesus, Rose. I'm so glad you didn't try anything with partners before if you don't see why BDSM would require trust."
Rose blushes. "I've kind of dabbled! Lightly! I understand why trust is part of it, just… I don't know. It's just interesting that you're leading with that. You could argue sex in general is about trust. Adding in some fuzzy handcuffs isn't that big of a contrast."
Svetlana processes that and feels a light panic in her chest imagining the situation Rose is very callously alluding to. "Okay, I see your point. But did you talk to this person beforehand about how the cuffs could come off in an emergency? Did you agree on a word that would make everything stop if you were uncomfortable? Did he tell you where the key would be?"
It's clear that Rose's answer to each of those questions is no.
Svetlana continues. "Let me break it down for you. BDSM is actually three different acronyms smashed into one. Bondage and discipline, dominance and submission, sadism and masochism. For reasons I'm sure you more than most people understand, movies tend to focus on the aesthetic of these things more than the actual context for them. Movies treat it as a fantasy, and it can be. If you've negotiated all your boundaries really well first."
Rose is starting to wrap her head around it. "You're… talking like… I mean, I see what you mean. Depending on how intense things get, there's real danger."
"Yes," Svetlana doesn't mince her words on the response. "Very real danger. And that's why I led with– Pop quiz, Rose."
"Trust," Rose answers with a rueful smile.
"And things don't always have to lead to an orgasm. So what you said before, about there being an inherent trust during sex. I understand what you mean, but this is very different. It requires a different level of trust beyond sex. I think… If you haven't had a lot of long term partners, I could see why you feel a heightened awareness of the trust needed for hookups but I think what you actually might have been feeling is maybe suspicion? Knowing that you're only hoping you can trust this person who is new to you with your body. BDSM isn't for hookups, not for me anyway. I'd never dabble into any of this with a stranger. The only person I really dug into it with before Shane was Ilya."
The weight of that really lands on Rose. That Svetlana takes this so seriously she's only done it with Shane and Ilya, two people she loves.
She feels the rest of her assumptions turn to ash in her mind. "Okay, reeducate me."
So Svetlana takes her through the basics. She explains headspaces, safe words, negotiations, scenes. She even mentions that some people will fully draft contracts before a scene or for an arrangement with a partner.
She tells Rose that some people are exclusively submissive or dominant, but some people switch. Then she pauses and explains the very crucial difference between being a switch and being vers. She knows Shane has talked to Rose about this, so she explains that she doesn't think either Ilya or Shane are vers – Ilya very much prefers to top and Shane very much prefers to bottom.
She goes on to explain that headspaces aren't required for this kind of power play, but if someone could slip then their scene partner should know about that and be ready to help them through it.
Once she's done and Rose has asked the specific follow up questions she has, her general thoughts land on– "There really isn't any one specific dynamic here. It's all just an agreement between different people and what they want or need."
Svetlana smiles proudly. "Now you're getting it."
Then Rose asks, "Do you slip?"
Svetlana hesitates. "Not really. Especially not with someone new."
Rose is too perceptive. "Have you slipped with Ilya?"
Svetlana thinks about Ilya before Shane. Well. Before she knew about Shane. In retrospect, a lot of Ilya's bad nights when he asked to slip were probably because of things that happened with Shane.
But there were a few nights where they were both exactly on the same wavelength. Ilya slipped so beautifully and Svetlana could just let go with him. It's not the same way he describes subspace, floaty and far away. Slipping into domspace makes her feel hyper-aware. Probably similar to how Ilya feels on the ice during a playoff game. She wonders if Shane would describe it the same, from the brief glimpses he's had of what likely is a domspace.
She doesn't mention that to Rose, though. She wants to let Shane decide how much to share with her.
"Yes," Svetlana finally admits. "Only once or twice, honestly."
Rose's lips slide back into a frown as all of this information settles within her. "I feel awful about how I reacted to Shane earlier."
Svetlana winces. Part of her wishes she could've talked to Shane too, but talking to Rose felt like the best thing she could do for him right now. She has a feeling he's likely talking to Ilya anyway.
As if he could hear her thoughts, she gets a notification for their group chat.
 
[Texts: straight friend group for publicity reasons]
Shane: Sveta, please tell Ilya that he's wrong to think that Mattheson's move up to 2nd line made any fucking sense
 
Rose sees the text too and snorts. "Wait, are they just talking about hockey?"
Svetlana lets out a sigh as she starts typing. "Hold on."
 
Svetlana: shane, ilya talks about mattheson in the exact opposite way he talks about hayden. i also think mattheson is trash so sweet little ilyushka loves to praise him to rile me up. dont let it work on you too. and why the FUCK are you talking about hockey right now
Ilya: shane said distract him. did i or did i not distract him
 
Rose has a smirk on her lips while she types.
 
Rose: who is mattheson, i dont even know what team hes on
Shane: See, that's the CORRECT response
Rose: i genuinely dont
Shane: I know and that's all you need to know about him. I don't know why they ever brought him up from the farm team when he should be playing beer league
Ilya: i should have been asking you about which players you think are shit sooner if i knew you'd be this brutal
Shane: It's just true! Go to the MLH app right now and sort any of the stats by ascending. I'll give you one guess who's been on the top of those lists all season
Svetlana: you know, i havent been enough of a hater and thats on me. ill get on your level, shane
Shane: I'm not being a hater! He's factually an ineffective player! There are so many other guys that deserve ice time. I don't understand why they give it to him. He's not even attractive
 
Svetlana curses under her breath.
Rose zones back in to the video call. "What?"
Svetlana tsks, "I'll just say Ilya's typing."
 
Ilya: sorry, what do you mean by that, shane. bad players can have ice time if theyre attractive?
Shane: No, just it would make more sense if it was more for screen time than ice time. But that doesn't make sense for him either
Rose: so now youre saying hes talentless and ugly
Ilya: who do you think is getting more ice time because theyre pretty
Shane: That rookie Vancouver spent too much of their cap on and are trying to pretend they don't regret taking with their second round pick
Ilya: he looks nothing like me
Shane: What?? What does that have to do with anything
Ilya: you said hes pretty
Shane: Fucking hell, Ilya
 
[App: gay friend chat for private reasons]
Jane: He doesn't even make top 20 if we're ranking
 
Rose screeches. "Sorry, Sveta. I know we were having a very serious conversation but…"
Svetlana nods in agreement. "No, this is way more important. Keep the call open so we can gasp and giggle together."
"Don't have to tell me twice."
 
Lily: oh we're ranking? youve thought about it?
Jane: You haven't? You're the one who keeps saying Hunter is hot
Sveta: sorry WHAT
Lily: I DIDNT SAY THAT
Jane: Yes you did. Like five times.
Lily: no i said hes old
Jane: Okay you Also said that. You've said both of those things.
Lily: who is on your fucking list, jane. top ten
Jane: 10 Kardirov, 9 Jameson, 8 Vaughn, 7 Marlow, 6 Orion Smith, 5 JJ, 4 Yamamoto, 3 Hunter
Rose: HOW DID YOU DO THAT SO FAST
Lily: mARLOW
Lily: what the FUCK do you mean marlow 7
Lily: jj 5???
Lily: jane baby why would you do this to me fukcing hunter 3 youre fucking joking
Sveta: are you seriously just assuming we know your 1 and 2
Jane: Don't you?
Lily: PAY ATTENTION TO ME
Sveta: i'd love to know what order they go in
Lily: vaughn was flirting with you at last years all stars im still convinced
Jane: Rozanov is probably 2
Sveta: HA
Lily: WHAT DOES THAT MEAN. WHO IS ONE
Rose: im searching all these names i dont know and unfortunately i have to agree. jane has taste
Lily: NO SHE FUCKING DOESNT. HUNTER 3??????
Sveta: jesus lily. whats your list then
Lily: why do i need a fucking list for one name be so serious
Jane: Don't be fucking sweet while I'm fucking with you that's not fucking fair
Sveta: three fucks in one text, you really got under her skin lily
Jane: I just think I should be allowed to appreciate good looking guys especially if they deserve their ice time and no one deserves more ice time AND screen time than my number 1 pick - Hollander
Rose: this is killing me
Lily: …………
Lily: i may have overreacted
Lily: i can agree with hollander over rozanov
Jane: I figured you would
Sveta: in bed
Rose: aaaaand shes being a fuck boy again

★ ★ ★
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   ★ ★ ★ 

Rose knocks on Shane's door lightly and waits until he calls out for her to come in.
She pushes the door open and looks at him lounging against the headboard on his bed, phone in hand.
"Okay for me to platonically sit at the foot of your bed?" Rose asks coyly.
Shane snorts. "Yeah, Rose. It's okay."
Rose makes herself comfortable as Shane keeps typing back in the group chat but she doesn't check it. "Sometimes I think the wildest part of this is just witnessing you with them."
Shane looks up at her, eyes a little wide. He knows what she means. That was something he was nervous about letting her see, but he's stopped thinking about it as much. He tells her honestly, "I like letting you see it."
Rose laughs softly. "I can tell. You're peacocking."
Shane's cheeks flush slightly. He doesn't deny it. He has been having fun flirting with Ilya and Svetlana where Rose can see it. He still feels the high of being seen, just like kissing Svetlana in front of his team.
It's quiet between them a moment, Shane unsure of what to say.
Rose softly says, "I'm really sorry about before. I didn't understand and… I made you uncomfortable."
Shane averts his eyes, nodding. "What did, um… what did Sveta tell you?"
"Nothing about you. She just gave me the basics of BDSM and explained how seriously she takes it."
Shane's brow furrows. He kind of expected Svetlana to tell Rose all of it.
Fondness bursts within him. She's always so good about letting Shane decide how much of himself he wants to be seen. He has no idea how she does it. If asked, Svetlana would say Shane does the same for her but neither of them seem to be aware of the ability in themselves.
Shane doesn't know where to start so he just starts. "You said something before about, um, how bottoming is intense?" He winces.
Rose flops onto her back. "I'm sorry. I swear I know the difference between switch and vers now. I'm such an idiot."
Shane puts his phone on the bed, screen down. "Hey, no. Don't say that. You just didn't know. It, um, it makes sense to assume bottoming and subbing are similar when you first hear about all of it."
"But it's not," Rose says emphatically with her 1.5 hours of expertise. "Not at all!"
Shane smiles fondly and moves to lie down on his stomach so he's closer to her. "I think all I really told you is that Sveta usually doms."
"I can see why," Rose says, almost miserably.
Shane narrows his eyes at her. "Why did you say it like that?"
Rose shrugs. "The way she held herself while explaining it all to me. She's really well educated on it, firm with boundaries. If you and Ilya, um, if you slip? That's the word, right?" Shane nods, fascinated by Rose's analysis. "It just makes sense that Sveta knows how to help you."
Shane considers that, then rolls onto his back and the two of them stare at his ceiling. "That's not all we do. It's not always… I mean, technically Ilya and I dabbled in power play before Sveta. I just didn't know that's what it was."
Rose shoots him a look. "But Ilya would've known, right? From doing it all this time with Sveta?"
Shane nods slowly, nose scrunching. "Um, I won't get into it but just know that Sveta's already lectured him about it. But I just mean that… Ilya's always been the more dominant one with me before we started exploring headspaces." He spares a glance at her. "Do you understand that?"
Rose nods. "Yeah, Sveta explained the difference between just like the playing and the headspaces. I don't know if I'm using the right words."
Shane shrugs. "I know what you mean."
Rose turns on her side and looks at him. "Why… I mean, I know I'm getting involved with you all more but it just seems like you really wanted me to know about this. And I don't really understand why."
The slight flush from earlier blooms across Shane's cheeks. "Oh. Um." He swallows.
He thinks about Ilya's dream.
He thinks about the idea to roleplay a second chance at that night at the club.
He thinks about how he learned how to be physical with Svetlana.
He answers a slightly different question than the one Rose asked. "I've been starting to learn how to dom."
Both of Rose's eyebrows raise. "Woah. That's… I guess I don't really know. I keep wanting to use the word intense."
Shane huffs a laugh. "It's a good word for d/s. Yeah, it's intense. But it's also…" He's never verbalized it before and he tries to now. "It's exciting? Uh, not just like… in the sexual way." He trails off, realizing he's truly never talked about it in this way before. He thinks about the plans he has for future scenes and how to explain it to Rose. "Remember when you were telling me about that really depressing movie you were shooting last year?"
Rose didn't expect that sharp turn in the conversation, but does her best to follow Shane's train of thought. "The one that wore me out and made me go to therapy?"
Shane laughs only because he knows she's okay now. "Yeah."
Rose blinks at him. "That's relevant to this right now?"
Shane nods and continues his thought. "There were days you said, like, everyone knew it would be a really difficult shoot day. That the whole cast and crew talked about how to make the space comfortable for everyone. And I remember you told me once before a day like that that you were actually looking forward to it. To being in it and almost more looking forward to how it would feel after."
Rose finishes the thought for him. "The catharsis. It felt like exfoliating the inside of my heart."
Shane lets out a relieved breath. "Yeah. It's like that."
Rose lets that wash over her and realizes that she's done this before. She was so focused on listening to Svetlana that she didn't even look for the parallels but it's right there in the terminology. They kept talking about scenes.
Rose roleplays for a fucking living. She trusts her scene partners with emotional vulnerability. Communicates boundaries before they start. Checks in to make sure everyone is okay after.
She takes Shane's comparison and turns it over in her mind. What would it have been like if those intense shoot days had instead been only with people she's extremely close to, if there hadn't been cameras? How different would it have been?
Shane glances at her. "What are you thinking about?"
Rose sighs softly. "The fact that shooting movie scenes isn't too different than what you're describing. Well, depending on the movie. The green screen stuff probably isn't super relevant."
Shane smirks. "Sometimes you have to use your imagination to pretend things are there that aren't."
Rose smirks back at him. "So you're having freaky sex?"
Shane can barely hold back a laugh. "You wouldn't believe where we put the tennis balls."
Rose nearly dies laughing. She loves that Shane remembers all the stupid stories she tells him about set and her tennis ball nemesis that they have to use as an eye line reference when a character is being green screened in with CGI later.
Rose scoots closer to him and stops herself.
But Shane catches it and reaches out for her, pulling her in.
Rose curls against him for the first time since they broke up over a year ago.
Shane wraps his arms around her and kisses the top of her head. "I'm really glad you're here."
Rose echoes him, pressing her lips to his collarbone automatically and then tensing. "Sorry, I didn't mean–"
"It's okay, Rose." Shane immediately reaffirms her. "We talked about it. Platonic kissing."
She tilts her head up at him curiously. "Collarbone kisses count?"
Shane smirks back at her. "Did you mean it platonically?"
The question tumbles around Rose's mind for a moment before she decides, "Actually… yeah. I think I did."
Shane lets himself be bold, reaching out his hand to tilt her jaw up to him. "Then it's okay."
Rose understands the invitation. She's just not positive if she trusts herself to accept it.
But Shane is looking at her with all the trust in the world. Rose thinks about what Svetlana said to her, I think it might be helpful to say that you need to trust us when we tell you we want this.
She realizes now why Svetlana had said that.
She's been so in her own head that she's being selfish about taking from them, about wanting anything from them.
It's felt like a her problem to avoid the temptations of these three kind and attractive people. But that would only be true if she wanted them without having received an invitation to join them.
They want her here and they keep trying to tell her that and she just hasn't really been listening. Not the way she needs to.
She looks into Shane's eyes and makes the decision to trust him over the self doubt roaring in her chest.
She kisses him.
Shane makes a soft sound of pleasure she's never heard him make before.
She leaves the pace entirely up to him and is surprised when his lips prod hers to move with him.
It feels different than any kiss she's ever had before.
Shane is warm against her, keeping the pace slow and affectionate.
Rose realizes this might be the first time she's ever kissed someone without thinking about it as a precursor to sex.
Kissing has always felt like a utility, just another tool in her tool belt to flirt.
Alternatively, kissing without sex always felt too… serious. In retrospect, she was probably afraid of the implication of romance.
But this is none of that.
This is just pure intimacy, pure trust.
Kissing just to kiss.
Shane's aware that Rose is attracted to him, but she's surprised how little that matters in this moment.
She pulls away and looks down at him, no idea what emotions are in her eyes.
Shane looks half drunk, a loose grin on his face as he smiles up at her. "Was… is that okay?"
Rose looks down at him and sees him for the first time.
This isn't the man she dated. Not at all.
This is her best friend and she loves him. She loves him in all the ways she can.
A thousand emotions hit her at once and tears burst into her eyes as she drops her face onto his chest. "Sorry, fuck. It's okay. Yeah. It's just–" She breaks off into a sob.
Shane holds her. "Hey, you're okay." His hands rub circles onto her back. "Is something wrong?"
"No." Rose chokes out pitifully and then says, "Maybe? I don't know."
Shane tightens his hold on her.
He thinks back to the cottage, the mental gymnastics he had to navigate before realizing how and why he wanted to kiss Svetlana. He can imagine that Rose is probably feeling some version of that.
Then he reminds himself how opposite their identities are and that it might be something totally different.
He mumbles into her hair. "Is it okay to keep holding you or do you need space?"
"Hold me," she says, pouty.
Shane laughs softly. "Don't play it off if you actually feel like shit."
Rose groans.
Yeah, this is the difference between Shane Hollander, boyfriend and Shane, best friend. He knows her too fucking well now.
Rose sniffs, nuzzling her cheek into his chest before trying to put it into words. "I think it just really hit me that I can't fall in love."
Shane doesn't know what to say to that.
He can't imagine what that's like at all.
Thankfully, Rose continues. "Like, a big part of me has been really happy this whole time. Because I felt so out of sync with the rest of the world and was trying to make myself want it, trying to make myself feel it. And it's been a relief to know I don't have to keep forcing it anymore. But now you're here and you get me and I know we've tried to be more and it didn't work. I know that. But it feels so crazy to have this big, beautiful, heart-to-heart with you. In a way I've never felt with anyone before. And this is the part in the movie where we cry and whisper I-love-yous and have sex or something and I don't feel any of that! And I know you don't either. It's just… I don't know. It just feels like there's a happy ending here, taunting me. And I don't want it but it feels so stupid to not want it. Does that make any sense?"
Shane had started nodding about halfway through that, relieved that it actually does make perfect sense to him even if he doesn't feel the exact same way. "That's how I felt after we broke up, before I talked to Ilya. When I realized I was gay and couldn't keep pretending I was bi, or whatever. I mean, things are different now, but back then when I realized that… a traditional, straight presenting relationship would never be enough for me. I didn't want it but it still felt like something I lost. It's exactly what you're saying. A happy ending taunting me. It felt like I should've been able to find that with you but I couldn't."
Rose sits up, hands on Shane's shoulders and shakes him. "God, fuck. Exactly. Exactly. I could kiss you and I can so I will." She presses her lips to his, half manic.
Shane laughs into the press of her lips.
She sits back up, eyes red and tear tracks on her cheeks as she looks down at him.
Shane brushes her hair behind her ear and really looks at her. "Does it help if I say I don't think that happy ending would've lasted? I don't think it would've been an ever after kind of thing. I don't know about you but I'm much happier with the path toward a happy ending I'm on now. Actually, I'm not thinking about the ending anymore. I'm happy right now."
Rose doesn't know if she's there yet, but she wants to be.
She nods, some fresh tears spilling from her eyes.
Then suddenly she laughs, nearly a wheeze. "How did we make it to this conversation when it started with BDSM?"
Shane's smile is wide and genuine. "Maybe because BDSM is really just about–"
"Trust," Rose rolls her eyes and says it at the same time as Shane does. "Yeah, Sveta really hammered that into both of us, huh?"
Shane looks at her, dead serious. "She hasn't hammered anything into me. Yet."
Rose shrieks and shakes him again.
Shane's pretty pleased with himself for that one, laughing as he reaches up to wipe the tears off her cheeks.
Rose wipes at the tears herself as the surge of emotion within her quiets down. "Okay." She settles herself. "Tell me more about this top ten list so I can terrorize Ilya with you about it."
And Shane doesn't need any encouragement to start rambling about the Venn diagram of hockey and hot boys.

 ★ ★ ★ 
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[App: gay friend group for private reasons]
Jane: Rose and I kissed
Lily: women are always THROWING themselves at my boyfriend
Rose: jane started it!!!!!!
Sveta: as expected
Rose: lmao wait really, which part did you expect
Sveta: that you would kiss and jane would start it. jane and lily are both OBSESSED with kissing
Jane: I don't understand why you don't like kissing more, Sveta. It's nice!!
Sveta: i love kissing! just not for like six hours straight
Lily: you think theres a world record for longest kiss i bet we could win
Jane: I hate that that's compelling to me
Rose: [Photo attached: Shane and Rose cuddling, Rose's eyes sparkling and Shane looking happy and relaxed]
Lily: whore
Sveta: LILY YOU CANT SAY THAT
Lily: its a JOKE
Lily: rose, my flower sister 🌹🌷 you know its a joke
Rose: 🤣🤣🤣 oh my god its FINE. i know its a joke
Sveta: do not let him get away with that rose
Rose: and what if i WANT to be a whore for cuddles and lily understands me
Sveta: 🙃
Jane: Am I allowed to be a whore for cuddles?
Lily: the sluttiest whore in the world 🥰💕

 ★ ★ ★ 

Ilya's getting ready to leave for practice and Shane likely is too.
Svetlana sits on the couch and watches him move around the kitchen, snacking before he leaves. "So how are you feeling about it?" They find themselves speaking in English more while they've been spending more time texting in English.
"About what," Ilya acts entirely unbothered which is how she knows he's bothered.
"Rose and Shane kissed. They're cuddling."
Ilya nods. "Yes, we talked about this. It's a good thing. He's happy."
"Ilyushka."
"Svetusha," Ilya says back, playfully.
Svetlana raises her eyebrows at him.
Ilya lets out a sigh. "It's not a real feeling. It's just… leftover."
Svetlana waits, "You know what I'm gonna say."
Ilya finally stops acting distracted and leans back against the kitchen island and makes eye contact with her as he switches to Russian. "There's a small, very small, part of me that is scared. But I know it's not… I don't know. It's not real. I'm not actually scared it's just a memory. I mean it, Svetka. I'm fine. It's just… an echo."
Svetlana lets out a soft breath. It's a really mature way to think about this. "You almost sound like you've talked to a therapist about it." She also noticed the slightly different diminutive he used and knows he did it to emphasize how sincere he's trying to be about this.
Ilya shrugs and goes back to his snacks.
Svetlana blinks and realizes he's not denying it. "Wait, have you?"
Ilya stares down at the counter. "Couple months ago, before the day my mom… you know. I didn't want to… I was scared I'd hurt Shane. But didn't know how to find someone discreet. I asked Yuna for help. She found me someone I can talk to virtually, when I need it. It's not a regular thing but… it's good to know it's there. Makes me think maybe it could be good to have someone steady to talk to. Maybe after the move."
Svetlana's in a state of shock. "You have a therapist?"
Ilya side eyes her. "What, you think it's bad?"
"No! Fuck, it's really good. I just… I thought you would've put up a fight about it."
Ilya shakes his head. "I think it would've been harder before I got my citizenship. I would've been scared to say anything out loud, to put anything in writing even if they promise it's confidential. It's still scary, knowing someone has notes somewhere. But not as scary as…" He doesn't even want to think about it. But he doesn't have to finish his sentence.
Svetlana's been around Ilya on the anniversary of his mother's death.
She knows how Ilya can get when it's bad.
"Does Shane know?"
"About my mother's anniversary?"
"About the therapist."
"No, I haven't told anyone. Well, Yuna. Only a little."
Svetlana's brows furrow. "You should tell him. I think he'd be really proud of you."
Ilya nods, lips pressing together. "I know. I wasn't ready for him to know about it. He'd be good about it. But I had to get used to it before other people knew."
"You're telling me."
"Yes, well, if we live together now I have to be able to therapy-exile you when I need it."
Svetlana smiles softly. "I'm proud of you."
Ilya swallows and blinks a few times. "I'm going to be late."
"Practice your slapshots!"
Ilya's emotions are immediately overshadowed by irritation. "My slapshots are fine."
"You missed the last two."
With a roll of his eyes, Ilya closes the door to the garage and heads to practice.

 ★ ★ ★ 
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When Shane gets home from practice, it's to a decadent smell and Rose with dinner on the table.
His stomach lurches.
For a moment, he sees into an alternate reality where this is normal and his wife is making him dinner while he's at work and…
Rose claps when she sees him. "Okay, don't freak out. I know this is a very housewife move of me but I didn't make it. I ordered takeout and just wanted it to look pretty so I set up the dining room. Not that you're a bad cook but I just wanted a real meal before I have to be painted blue for like twelve hours tomorrow."
Shane puts his bag down and lets out a long, slow breath. "Totally."
Rose frowns. "You're freaking out."
Shane has to admit, "It's a very housewife move." He doesn't know if he can even turn how he's feeling into words. It's just panic that's making the air in his lungs feel too thin to breathe.
Maybe it's the overwhelming visual of the social expectations he spent so long trying to confine himself to, but now that he's running from it suddenly he has it.
Or maybe it's just that it makes him wish Ilya and Svetlana were here too.
Rose crosses the room to him. "We can eat on the couch."
Shane's shaking his head, feeling immensely guilty when he flinches away from her touch. "No, we should– I never use the dining table. It's nice. I, um. I'm gonna take a quick shower."
Rose watches him retreat into his room.
Yeah, she kind of expected that.
 
When Shane emerges again, he's wearing sweats and a t-shirt.
Rose raises an eyebrow at him as Shane sits at the table with her.
Shane's blushing. "What?" But he knows what.
Rose shakes her head. "It's just a little on the nose."
Shane lets out a breath. "I'm being rude. Sorry. I–"
Rose can't help laughing. "You had to put on one of your boyfriend's Raiders t-shirts to have a platonic meal with me. It's not rude, it's actually kind of iconic."
Shane covers his face with his hands. "It's stupid."
"It's fine, Shane. You're friend-zoning me with a t-shirt." Rose is still holding back a laugh. "Can I send him a picture?"
"No," Shane's practically pouting.
They eat in silence for thirty more seconds before Shane changes his mind. Or more accurately, he gives his honest answer after an initial denial because he definitely put the shirt on knowing it would turn the conversation to Ilya and that Rose would text him about it.
"Fine, you can."
 
[App: Lily & Rose]
Rose: guess who freaked out so bad about me ordering dinner he had to mark himself as yours
Rose: [Photo attached]
Lily: holy fuck
 
Shane's phone starts buzzing.
His eyes snap to Rose. "You didn't text the group?"
Shane rejects the call.
 
[App: Lily & Jane]
Lily: so you ARE cheating on me
 
Shane glances at his phone with a quick roll of his eyes and turns it screen down, then looks up at Rose. "I'm not gonna look at my phone if you set up dinner so nicely for us."
Rose coos. "You're so polite."
Shane blushes. "Is that a bad thing?"
"No, it's just rare."
Shane pivots the conversation to a story about practice and Rose lets him.
When they finish eating, Rose asks, "Would you also freak out if I load the dishwasher? Or am I not allowed to do anything for you?"
Shane lets out a breath. He knows he's overreacting. "I won't freak out. Actually, I'd be very appreciative because I need to call Ilya before my lungs explode."
Rose raises an eyebrow. "Your lungs, huh?"
Shane kisses her temple and offers her a quick wink as he's already hit call and locks himself in his room.
 
"Sorry," Shane's practically panting as Ilya answers the video call. "I was… Fuck, Ilya."
Ilya tsks, "Show me."
Shane holds the phone out and lets Ilya see the shirt.
Ilya hums, pleased. "You never wear that one. Even though you stole it."
"Yeah, it's too obvious."
"And that's why you wore it now. Because she knows."
"Yes," Shane licks his lips. "Is it crazy to say that I was feeling… what's the opposite of possessive?"
"Possessed?" Ilya guesses, then instead says. "Owned."
Shane practically melts as he falls onto his bed. "Yes."
Ilya tries to ask, "You were feeling weird about kissing her?"
"No," Shane says more relaxed now with Ilya's shirt on him, Ilya's eyes on him. "I was feeling weird about coming home to her."
"You didn't feel this about Sveta?"
"No. I guess Sveta came to practice with me that time though. But Sveta doesn't... I don't know. I've always…" He winces as he struggles to find the words. "I've always been gay with Sveta."
Ilya doesn't follow. "What do you mean?"
"The first time Sveta and I talked it was for you to tell her that you and I were together. I've never been closeted with her. I've never publicly dated her from the closet with the whole world trying to guess what our fucking kids would look like."
Ilya starts to understand why this is different. He also thinks Shane might be feeling the same thing he's been feeling about bringing Rose into this. "Do you think it's a real fear or… a memory?"
Shane's brows furrow. "What do you mean?"
Ilya shrugs casually. "You're not actually scared this will happen. Like, what, suddenly you will be married to her and Sveta and I will be gone? You know that can't happen. So it's not a real fear of something happening. It's a memory, yes?"
"Yeah…" Shane stares at Ilya on the phone screen. "When the fuck did you get so good at this?"
Ilya shrugs it off again. "I had to think about Rose a lot too."
"Right," Shane's still a little in awe. He relaxes a little and takes what Ilya said into consideration. "Yeah, you're right. It wasn't a real fear. It was just… it scared me for a second and it helped to… show you off."
Ilya happily leads them back on track. "Mmm, so many people know you're mine now, Shenya. Off. All off but the shirt. Now, Shane."
"Fuck," Shane scrambles to obey, already achingly hard.

 ★ ★ ★ 

[App: Rose & Sveta]
Rose: im starting to understand the consequences of my actions
Sveta: lmao what did you do. why did ilya sprint to his room
Rose: [Screenshot attached: Rose's DMs with Lily showing the photo and their messages]
Rose: i may have sent him this
Sveta: oh my GOD
Sveta: ahahahahahahahahaaha
Sveta: okay so. do you see why this is related to the conversations we had this afternoon
Rose: as i said, i am starting to understand the consequences of my actions

 ★ ★ ★ 
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   ★ ★ ★ 

After he hangs up with Ilya, Shane lies in bed, sated, and has no idea what to do with himself.
 
[App: Jane & Rose]
Jane: Are you going to sleep?
Rose: trying to! i KNOW i have an early call time but its always hard to actually fall asleep
Shane stares at the screen and doesn't know how to feel about the fact that Rose is just in the next room. He's kind of spiraling about being post-orgasm and seeing her.
Jane: Is it weird that I just… I mean you and Sveta hooked up too right?
Rose: it's not weird! and we actually didn't. we got distracted talking and were too worried about you to hook up
Shane shoves his face into his pillow as he groans.
Jane: Great, so I'm a bad host AND a bad friend
Rose: shane its FINE i promise. this is a lot. youre not a bad host and youre DEFINITELY not a bad friend. i have it from multiple sources that youre simply really horny when it doesnt involve me. i GET it
Shane rereads that one before responding.
Jane: It's not like it's just you
Jane: Okay, look, I feel really weird after um hooking up with Ilya and knowing that I didn't even say good night to you but I have this irrational fear that you will be able to tell what I did if you see me and I don't know why I should care about that! I tell you about this kind of stuff all the time! But it's just different for you to be here and be part of this. And in spite of all of that, I'm very aware that we could be cuddling right now
Rose: i promise i wont tease you, but thank you for telling me that it wouldve freaked you out cause honestly i probably would have teased you about it. is it weird for me to go to your room or would you rather be here in clean sheets?
Jane: What do you think I did by myself that my sheets would be dirty
Rose: i JUST agreed not to tease you about what you did and now you are BAITING me
Jane: Fuck lol okay good point sorry. I'd rather you be here if that's not really weird
Rose: you keep saying the word weird. shane, EVERYTHING about this situation is weird if you want to look at it that way. but its also good. and i think it actually fucking rocks that its weird. the best thing about this IS that its weird and not what other people do and its just for us. like it SHOULD be weird. weird in this case is good, right?
Rose: so yeah, it's weird. i'll come cuddle with you tonight 🥰
Only because his place is so quiet, Shane can hear some distant sounds of Rose fussing in the guest room, probably unplugging her phone charger to bring it with her.
 
[App: Jane & Svetlana]
Jane: I love you
Svetlana: i love you too but have to ask what prompted that out of nowhere
Jane: I don't know. For teaching me how to be open minded about relationships. For being so easy to love that I never stopped to question if it was too taboo to love you. Maybe it's because Rose and I aren't romantically compatible or maybe it's because we have a complicated history but it's just making me realize how easy it was to fall for you
Svetlana: why are you making me cry at 11pm
Jane: Sorry
Svetlana: you're so sweet, baby
Rose knocks lightly and pushes the door open.
Shane takes in the sight of her in the doorway for a moment and waves her in as he shakes his head, laughing at himself, and goes back to his phone.
Jane: Rose just walked into my room to cuddle for the night and I expected her to have a bonnet on for a second
Svetlana: LMAO
Rose catches his smirk, "What?" She jumps onto the bed.
Shane hesitates a moment and then leans into her, showing her his screen.
He knows she can see the rest of the text history and he lets her read it, breathing softly.
Shane panics before she finishes reading, "Not that it's hard to love you. That's not what I mean."
"I didn't think that's what you meant." She runs the backs of her knuckles over his cheek. "Is it okay to kiss you? Just lightly, I think."
Shane nods and lets her kiss him.
He puts a lot of his anxieties into the kiss, trying to make sure she can feel how much he cares about her.
Rose laughs softly as she pulls away. "You're entirely too sweet for your own good. She's right."
Shane pouts at her. "It doesn't feel that way to me. I feel like I'm saying everything wrong and being pretty selfish."
Rose lets out a breath, looking at him with wide eyes. "I have no idea how you can think about yourself that way. You just sent a romance novel to your girlfriend and asked me to come cuddle with you even though you're scared."
Shane ignores the first part, "Yeah, because I'm too clingy to just lie here alone."
Rose wants to shake him. "Or is it because you didn't want me to be alone? Would you have found the courage to ask if it was just for your sake?"
Shane's quiet.
Rose kisses his cheek. "You're sweet, Shane." She reaches over to turn off the lamp and cuddles into him as she asks, "So Sveta sleeps with a bonnet?"
"It's really cute," Shane mumbles.
Rose laughs. "Her curls are so iconic. I'm not surprised she has her hair maintenance perfected."
Shane hums, "Is that what it's for?"
"What?"
"The bonnet."
"Oh my god, Shane."
"Should get one for Ilya."
Rose practically wheezes, "You can't make jokes like that when I'm trying to be sleepy."
Shane's trying to figure out how to hold her without pressing too close to her. "Are you actually about to sleep?"
"Why?" The suspicion is audible in Rose's voice.
Shane nuzzles his face into her jaw. "Can I kiss you?"
And Rose is weak. "Yeah…"
With the lights off, Rose thinks more about the sensations of it.
She can't help comparing it to before, when they were trying to play the part of a straight couple.
She's always thought Shane was a good kisser, but lacked heat.
She's wondering now how much Ilya has influenced how Shane kisses.
She's wondering how much of himself he held back before, hoping she couldn't tell that he'd grown used to kissing a man.
He's free from that now. Rose knows Ilya, knows everything. Shane doesn't have to hide any pieces of himself from her anymore.
He kisses her like she matters.
It's the only way she can think to describe it.
When he pulls away, he presses their foreheads together and says with vindication, "I love you."
Rose feels the corner of her mouth tug up as her heart flutters in her chest. Who needs romance anyway?
"I love you too."

 ★ ★ ★ 
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   ★ ★ ★ 

When Rose gets back from set the next day, she can still feel phantom itches of all the places she's sure there must be blue paint still on her but isn't there when she checks. She lets herself into Shane's place and finds him standing awkwardly by the dinner table.
He's a little dressed up and looks entirely too pleased with himself. "Um, I ordered in and set it up at the table. Unless that's too house-husband of me?"
Rose feels the exhaustion melt off of her as she drops her bags and sprints across the room, launching herself at Shane. He easily catches her, pressing their lips together messily.
They're both laughing.
Rose hums, holding his face in her hands as he holds her hips. "I can just do that now."
Shane nods, "Yeah, I mean, you're like half Ilya's weight. If I can catch him–"
"Wait, what do you mean catch him? He throws himself at you like this?"
Shane chokes out a laugh. "It doesn't usually end well and he usually does it when there's a bed to fall on, but yeah."
Rose stares at him blankly. "So he just tackles you?"
"Pretty much."
"And that doesn't hurt?"
Shane pushes Rose to sit down and then sits himself as he avoids her gaze. "I mean… sure."
Rose rolls her eyes. "Is this like a hockey roleplay thing?"
Shane deadpans at her. "It's not really roleplay. We do play hockey."
"So you're getting boarding penalties in the bedroom?"
Shane's face turns red so immediately Rose almost worries he'll pass out.
Rose's jaw drops. "Holy shit, do you actually call penalties on each other in bed?"
Shane's ears are red. "We should probably eat before the food gets cold."
Rose whips out her phone.
 
[App: gay friend group for private reasons]
Rose: lily do you and jane roleplay hockey in bed and call penalties on each other
Lily: jane is always high sticking, 2 minute minor. i can usually get her stick back down in that amount of time though
 
Shane tries to start eating but can feel his phone vibrating in his pocket so he checks it.
 
Jane: The amount of times I've called unsportsmanlike conduct. You should've been ejected from the game
Lily: if you want me to watch you from the sidelines again, just say so
Jane: youre lucky i dont call a major for fighting when you slap me
Lily: fine. call the major. always wanted to fuck in the penalty box. why call it the sin bin if not for sinning
 
Rose raises an eyebrow at Shane. "You have an easier time talking about sex over text."
Shane shrugs, not looking up from his phone. "I guess."
Rose asks a follow up question, "Or is it not the phone? Is it Ilya?"
Shane swallows, glancing up at her with a smirk. "It's probably Ilya."

 ★ ★ ★ 

Rose is only slightly surprised when they start up a video call after dinner and Ilya and Shane spend most of it playing MLH online against each other and talking massive amounts of shit while Svetlana yells at both of them to do better.
Rose needs to sleep, but it's so nice to just… be with them.
There's a lot of decisions and talking they still need to do, but it's a relief to just… hang out tonight.
When they're between matches, Rose takes the opportunity to lean her head onto Shane's shoulder before he can start back up swinging the controller as if he can imbue his actual hockey skill into it.
It's quiet for a while until Svetlana says over the phone, "Hey, Shane?"
"Hm?" Shane says, messing with some of the settings on the game.
"Did she fall asleep?" Svetlana asks.
Shane glances over and realizes the phone is still in Rose's hand, but her arm has gone limp and the camera is pointed towards the ceiling.
With a fond smile, Shane takes the phone from her hand and puts the controller down. He holds it so Ilya and Svetlana can see Rose sleeping against his shoulder. "I guess we should call it a night."
Ilya whines, "Coward. I would have beaten you next one."
"You lost twice, Ilya."
"I will beat you next week on the ice. It's fine."
"You fucking wish, Roza–"
Svetlana interrupts, "Can you shut up? You're gonna wake her up."
Shane and Ilya guiltily go quiet.
Svetlana asks Shane, "How's it been?"
Shane glances at Rose and back at the call. "It's been this. I don't know. It's been good. It's always good to have her around."
Svetlana nods, studying his expression carefully. "And you talked about d/s?"
Shane chews on the inside of his cheek. "Kind of. I mean, yeah. We sort of got derailed. I didn't really talk about her and d/s. That seemed pretty presumptuous."
Ilya asks Svetlana for a translation there.
Ilya nudges Svetlana's wrist to get himself on screen more. "But you should ask. About the club."
"The club?" Svetlana asks.
Shane lets out a slow breath.
Ilya seems to understand what that means, "You're not ready to talk about it?"
Shane hesitates. "With Sveta, yes. Maybe not with Rose. I don't know."
Ilya explains the idea about recreating the night at the club to Svetlana. Ilya had told her about that night a couple months ago, but they fill in any gaps for her with Shane's side of the story.
Svetlana catches on immediately. "That's actually a really good idea."
Immediately focused on a new problem, Shane asks, "How would you want to be included in that?"
Svetlana stares at him on the screen. "I don't have to be there, Shane."
And that sends a shock of ice cold panic through Shane's veins. "But you could be."
Svetlana is desperate to touch him. "I think maybe in this situation, it would actually be more helpful for you if I wasn't."
It's a good point. Shane knows it's a good point. Still, he can't help freaking out about the idea of a scene happening without Svetlana there.
Svetlana smiles softly. "I can be close by, if that helps. But by the time we work up to this, you'll probably feel better about it."
"You're right," Shane nods. "I know. It's just… yeah, you're right."
Rose mumbles something.
Svetlana and Ilya flinch.
Shane laughs softly, "She, um, she talks in her sleep. I should go."
Ilya acts put upon, "Yes, take your hot, actress ex-girlfriend to bed."
Shane just smiles in response, absolutely unfazed. "You know, I'm not even sure anymore if you're more jealous of her or of me."
And that immediately makes color bloom on Ilya's cheeks. "Good night, Shane."
Shane laughs, "Good night, Ilya. Night, Sveta. Love you."
"Love youuuuuu," Svetlana blows a kiss.
"I love you," Ilya says too sincerely as he ends the call, pursing his lips in a kiss.

 ★ ★ ★ 

The next day is a bit of a blur as Rose is practically a cyclone as she gets ready for set, running out the door a few minutes late. Then Shane spends most of the day on calls with his mom about foundation prep and brand deal updates before his game later that night. Yuna's already received a slew of publicity requests for when Shane and Ilya finish their seasons and Shane doesn't know how to feel about that.
It's hard to imagine sitting beside Ilya on a night show couch being interviewed as equals, as partners, for the foundation, but that seems to be something people expect of them now.
When he finally convinces his mom to hang up, the silence of his house surrounds him like a blanket.
He closes his eyes and just breathes for a moment.
He feels two different versions of himself at war – the version of him that's desperate for alone time and the version of him whose skin starts to itch if his mind is given too much silence and starts to spiral.
What he actually wants is shared silence.
He thinks about last Summer, sitting on the couch with Ilya. The soft sounds of birds and the water outside.
This is a pretty new feeling for him, wanting to be somewhere else on a game day.
They're playing Ottawa tonight so he can't say he's too stressed, but he has been paying more attention to Ottawa lately with the knowledge that Ilya might be playing with them next season.
He'd love to say that his main concern is looking for things in their play style or team culture that could help Ilya, but if he's being honest with himself, he's already started analyzing how Ilya would fit in with them and what would be most dangerous about them.
He can't help it. He's always energized by strategizing ways to beat Ilya.
He shakes it off and starts going through his game day routines before heading to the rink.

 ★ ★ ★ 

Rose shows up late in the middle of the second period and Montreal is already up 3-1.
The jumbo-tron gets a kick out of it and zooms in on her as she sticks her tongue out at him.
Shane salutes back at her and focuses back on the game as his teammates shoot suspicious glances at him and he has to insist, "She's just a friend" even though she spent the last two nights in his bed and they kissed four times this morning.
He loves having her here watching though. For some reason, it makes him feel like he's playing field hockey with Svetlana again at the cottage, Ilya bundled in a blanket watching.
He plays better than he's ever played against Ottawa before.

 ★ ★ ★ 
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   ★ ★ ★ 

Shane drives Rose home with him after the game, adrenaline coursing through him still after a 5-2 game and some really well executed plays that he can't help thinking were wasted on Ottawa.
Rose has never once held back an insane thought so midway through the drive she asks, "If Ilya were here, you'd be tearing each other's clothes off as soon as you step inside, right?"
Shane's face is already flushed from exertion which is the only thing preventing him from blushing. "Uh…"
Rose snorts. "Be honest, Shane! You played so well. You seem… amped."
Shane chews on his lip as he nods. "Yeah. We…" His thoughts wander to what exactly he and Ilya would be doing right now, what they'd do behind closed doors. "Probably shouldn't think about it while driving."
Rose barks out a laugh.
[App: gay friend group for private reasons]
Lily: why did you waste such sexy plays on ottawa
Rose reads the text to him.
Shane lets out a sigh. "Tell him I was thinking the same thing, honestly."
Lily: will you try to repeat them against us
Shane parks in the garage and checks his phone himself.
Jane: If I say yes, you'll look for them and I won't do them. If I say no, you'll think I'm trying to do reverse psychology. So no matter what I say, you're going to expect me to do it and you have no way of knowing what I'll actually decide
Lily: wow you need the logic fucked out of you desperately, huh? been too long since i could reset you
Shane licks his lips, totally unaware that he's still just sitting in the car with Rose.
Jane: Only one who makes it good enough to turn my brain off
Sveta: only? /j
Shane snaps out of it, head whipping over to see Rose's reaction.
Rose mimes zipping her lips.
Shane stumbles out of the car and into the house. "Sorry. Sorry, I…"
Rose giggles as she follows him in, "You forgot you were texting in the group chat?"
Shane distracts himself by digging out some leftovers for a late dinner, "Kind of. Yeah."
He stares at the microwave as food spins inside of it, well aware that his phone is buzzing with notifications from his partners.
He takes a moment to process the fact that this is the first time in his life he's been this turned on while in the same room as Rose.
And that's making him think about… the club idea. "Hey, Rose?"
Rose looks up from the group chat. "Yeah?"
Shane turns around and looks at her as he leans against the kitchen island. She's perched on a stool on the other side from him. "I don't know if we really finished our conversation about d/s and, um, sex."
Eyebrows nearly raising to her hairline, Rose puts her phone down. "We didn't?"
Shane shakes his head, studying her.
Rose prods him, "What else is there to say?"
Shane doesn't really know how to ask but he knows he has to. "Is it something you'd be interested in? D/s? Or maybe roleplay or kink in general?"
And Rose thinks about what she and Svetlana talked about. How Svetlana said she and Shane tend to be creative in bed.
This must be what she meant. Holy shit.
Rose answers honestly, "Oh. I guess I don't really know."
Shane nods to himself, not sure what his response should be.
Rose realizes in this moment that Shane had never really answered her question. "The other day, I asked why it seemed so important for you to tell me about this."
Shane nods again, words cycling in his mind and unable to put them in order. He takes a breath. "It's helped me a lot to be intimate with Sveta. And I can't help thinking… it could help with you?"
Rose's jaw actually drops just a bit. "You want to have sex with me?"
Shane's brow furrows but he doesn't immediately say no. "I want…" He starts and trails off. He keeps having new ideas about BDSM as he tries to figure out how to talk to Rose about it. "I want to know what our options are. It's… fuck," he laughs suddenly, louder than expected. "This is going to sound crazy."
"Perfect," Rose says, smiling.
The microwave beeps behind him and Shane scowls at it as he takes the food out and places it on the island between them for them to pick at. "Um, well. I guess BDSM is kind of my favorite hobby right now and I'd like for you to be involved."
Rose's jaw hangs open as she holds her fork suspended over the food, "Shane."
"Rose," Shane's holding back laughter.
"Shane, you are not telling me right now that all you do with your time is hockey and kinky sex."
Shane gestures around the room. "I don't really have other hobbies, actually."
Rose shoves food in her mouth. "Sex is your favorite hobby," she mumbles, shaking her head. "You are unreal."
The laughter bursts out of him. "I don't know why I'm laughing. I'm not joking."
"That's kind of why it's funny, Shane! Most people play board games or, I don't know, do crafts."
Shane eats standing across from her, eyes on Rose with fondness warming his chest. He lets his tone turn wry. "I've never been big into crafting. What are your hobbies?"
"I have a bunch of really stupid games on my phone that I try to delete once a week. Three different people have bought me coloring books with swear words in them and actually I do kind of enjoy them. And I love scrolling through tweets about my ex-boyfriend and his really hot boyfriend."
Shane shakes his head. "You're too fun for such boring hobbies."
"They're normal hobbies!"
Shane shrugs, avoiding eye contact as he tries to nonchalantly say, "Or you could learn how to navigate someone else's boundaries and memorize how they like to be touched. Watch someone you love look back at you in awe. Constantly finding new ways for your bodies to fit together."
Rose lets out a breath. "You almost make it sound like dancing."
Shane glances at her to gauge her reaction. "I guess in some ways it is." He considers that. "I could be convinced to try couples dancing as a hobby."
"Do not change the subject," Rose demands with a barely contained smile on her lips.
Shane stares at her, and… wants. It's odd and he doesn't know what to do with it. It's nothing like the way he wants Ilya. It doesn't even feel like the way he wants Svetlana. This is entirely unique for her. He wants… to take care of her. To show her how he cares for her. He's never considered himself a person who is good with words and now he has developed this new language that he can speak through touch.
Rose is here, laughing, not an ounce of judgment in her. Even when she misunderstood at first, her reaction was one of shock and fascination. But never judgment.
She has always, always been a place of safety and trust for Shane.
He wants to be able to do that for her too.
He feels his brain getting a little fuzzy and decides to admit to her, "I keep feeling really protective of you."
Rose expects him to keep talking but he leaves it at that.
She can feel the weight of his gaze on her, especially in the context of what they're talking about.
She can't help giggling softly, "What, you want to dom me, Shane Hollander?"
Shane's expression doesn't really change.
Rose feels desire curl in her gut. "Wait, really?"
Shane nods slowly. "Maybe. One day. If… Maybe. Dom," he specifies. "Not, um, not fuck."
"Right," Rose's legs squeeze together. "I know what you mean."
Shane puts his fork down, completely unable to continue focusing on eating. "I usually call them, after a game. Would you, um, be interested in joining us?"
Rose remembers the conversation they had about Shane's boundaries with phone sex while Rose is here. "You'd want me to?"
Shane nods again, more eagerly this time. "This isn't starting out of nowhere. This is… we'll check in with them. See what they want too."
Rose studies him, a little in awe of the excitement in Shane's eyes. "Okay."
Shane's lips curl up at the corner. "Okay." He picks up his phone and hits call.
Ilya's already shirtless, "Took you fucking long enough."
Shane had intended to keep his attention on Rose but his body betrays him and his gaze flicks to Ilya, devouring him with his eyes. "Can we include Rose?"
Ilya's eyebrows raise. "You want to?"
"If we can figure it out." Shane says.
Ilya hands the phone to Svetlana.
Svetlana looks at him seriously. "You're sure?"
"Extremely," Shane says, eyes flicking back to Rose.
Svetlana hums suspiciously. "We'll take it slow. You listen to me."
"Always, Sveta." Shane says obediently, a small smirk on his lips. And Rose sees… something in Shane's eyes as he says that.
Svetlana says something admonishingly in Russian that Rose doesn't need to understand because she can see how the words hit Shane, a satisfied expression on his face.
They move to the bedroom and Shane starts explaining himself, eyes flicking between Rose and the phone. "I want you two to see us kissing. If that's okay, Rose?"
Rose nods. "I'm absolutely following your lead here, Shane. Whatever you–"
"No," Shane interrupts, brows furrowed. "It's not whatever I want. It's whatever works for us, all of us. Okay? I'm trusting you to say no if you need to."
Svetlana interjects at that, "Not that I'm thinking this will get too deep, but have we checked in about safe words with Rose?"
Shane carefully sits on his bed against the headboard and pats the spot beside him for Rose to join. "We decided to use the word 'loon' for our safe word. If that works for you too. Or you can choose your own if you'd prefer."
Rose smiles softly and sidles up to him, shoulder to shoulder. "Loon works for me."
Shane takes a shallow breath, eyes flicking over Rose's face. He's struggling to hold the phone up so the camera can see them.
With a laugh, Rose takes it from him. "I'll hold this. You focus on kissing me."
"I can do that," Shane's voice has gone soft as he passes the phone to her and leans in to cup her jaw in his hand and kiss her.
He counts to five in his head and then pulls back and looks at the phone screen, at Ilya. "Still okay, baby?"
Ilya lets out a harsh sigh and then speaks rapid-fire Russian that Shane is barely able to parse, "You kiss her like you're putting on a show for me. I know you are. And then suddenly calling me baby in fucking Russian?!"
Svetlana tsks, scolding both of them. "Do not switch to Russian. You're being pricks. We've all been talking about open communication and trust and you start going off in a language she can't understand."
Shane deflates, "Sorry, Rose."
Ilya echoes him, "Sorry, Rose."
Shane studies Ilya's face. "Is it okay to ask again in English?"
Ilya sighs. "Yes, it's okay."
Shane nods, glancing at Rose and then back at the phone screen. "I, um, I was just asking if he was doing okay. Watching me and you."
Ilya tacks on, "And called me baby in Russian like it was fucking nothing."
Svetlana flicks the center of Ilya's forehead. "Do not avoid answering the question."
Ilya flops back on the bed and out of frame but they can still hear him. "It's a little weird to see after... But I'm okay."
Svetlana has her fingers carding through Ilya's curls. The camera only shows her face looking down at him. "If it's too much, we can stop, Ilyushka."
Rose furrows her brow at Shane and mouths, Ilyushka?
Shane tries to explain and whispers back. "Nickname."
Ilya's eyes are closed as he curls into Svetlana. He wanted to believe he was over this but is frustrated to find that even if he's conscious that his fear is mostly a memory, it's still flaring up inside of him. It's also difficult to talk about this in front of her but he thinks that he needs to.
Maybe this is what will finally get him the closure he needs. This and recreating that night at the club. It will help him as much as it will help Shane, he thinks.
So Ilya talks through it in English. "It's not jealousy. Not anymore. It was though. When you two were together. I've never been more jealous in my life. Helped me understand a lot of songs more, honestly."
Svetlana snorts.
Without Ilya on screen, Rose finds herself watching Shane.
Shane's listening carefully, eyes unfocused.
Ilya continues. "I think I'm proud of you. For figuring out something that works for you. For getting past everything. And it's even more frustrating to be proud and still scared. I know we are real. I know that… I know you are mine."
Shane's cheeks tint just a little, but otherwise doesn't react.
"Maybe I have been feeling possessive about getting you back from her. And it's hard to let her have part of you again. But that is if we are talking about Rose Landry the actress. It is very different to think about you being with my flower sister, Rose."
Rose can't help the laughter that bursts out of her. "You have to stop saying flower sister."
"You like it," Ilya says confidently.
Shane blinks a few times, brows furrowed as he processes what Ilya's said. Svetlana focuses her attention on him.
Shane and Ilya have talked about Rose quite a lot by this point and Shane's not sure what he wants to say in this moment. He can't think of anything productive to add or an important question to ask. "I had an idea, if it's not too much for right now."
Ilya snatches the phone out of Svetlana's hand and suddenly his curious expression takes up the entire screen. "What kind of idea? For sex?"
Shane laughs, licking his lips. "I mean, for my idea, that would be up to you." He glances at Rose. "If it's okay with you."
Ilya hums impatiently, "Say the idea or we can't say if it's okay."
Rose gestures at Ilya on the screen. "What he said."
Shane nods, hesitating a moment longer. "It's going to sound like too much."
Svetlana tries to encourage him. "It's fine to have an idea that doesn't work for us. You can say it and we'll see how it goes."
Shane holds Rose's free hand in his. "Um, I was thinking… since I wasn't sure how Ilya felt about… I thought it might help," he looks into the camera, "might help you feel better about me touching her if you tell me what to do." He blushes, but keeps talking. "Like, maybe it'll help you not to overthink it if you don't have to worry about me doing something or why I'm doing it if I'm–"
"Doing only what I say," a sharpness enters Ilya's eyes. They watch each other, some kind of silent conversation happening. Then Ilya says, "It's a good idea."
"Yeah?" Shane perks up with the validation. "Rose?" He looks to her for her feelings on it.
Rose blinks. "Sorry, I'm still a little stuck on the idea of you touching me. I didn't realize… you wanted to?"
Shane laughs, ducking his head shyly. "Um, that's fair. I guess it's complicated."
Svetlana interrupts, taking the phone back from Ilya. "Aren't you the one who ranked his oral as a t–"
Rose slams the phone into the mattress. "Wow, crazy. The call dropped for a second."
She chances a look at Shane who is smirking at her. "You said what?"
Rose lifts the phone back up. "Sveta, that was for your ears only."
Svetlana laughs, but looks apologetic. "Sorry, Ilya definitely heard it. And besides, I cosign that ranking."
Shane stammers, "Okay, you don't have to do all that. I'm not that good at–"
"Yes, you are." All three of them say it and then burst out laughing.
Shane decides to ignore the odd compliment by focusing back on the conversation. "Anyway! It's less about my, um…" He struggles to find the words for it. "This, for me. It's sex but it's also more than sex? I'm not focused on my desire to touch you, I'm thinking about the fact that you want to be touched. And I'm thinking about Sveta and Ilya watching it. I can do this for you and I want to. And I get the added bonus of it being good for them too."
Ilya clarifies, "We stop at oral, yes? Not more."
Shane nods fervently. "Oh, yeah. I wouldn't want… um…" He can't say it.
Svetlana says it for him, "No penetration."
Shane nods and realizes it helps to generalize even further than saying that he doesn't want to fuck Rose. It's also true that he doesn't want to use toys or anything.
Rose stares at Shane, feeling the weight of the last few days of conversations settling into her bones.
This is what it's all been for.
Shane's been pushing himself to have really difficult conversations with her, he's been trying to be as open as he possibly can with her. And Rose had done her best to meet him at his level, to be honest herself about her thoughts about sex, about kink.
It had all felt so hypothetical and now every word the three of them have said to her starts to clarify in her mind.
Trust.
Shane would trust her with this. Shane trusts her to understand that he may not be attracted to her, but he still wants to touch her. Shane trusts her to play a part in this shared intimacy with his partners.
Even after the last time they attempted intimacy in bed with each other, Shane would trust her to try this again with a wholly new set of rules.
Rose feels tears welling in her eyes as the reality of this relationship starts to settle within her.
And she thought kink was just about whips and chains.
Like exfoliating the inside of my heart. And Shane wants to do this with her.
Rose nods, a tear falling from her cheek. "Yeah."
Shane reaches out, brushing the tear away with his thumb. "What is it? What's wrong?"
Rose shakes her head. "No, nothing is wrong at all. I'm just finally understanding what you've all been trying to explain to me for three days. I finally understand the trust and it just… caught me off guard to realize just how much trust you're putting in me right now."
Shane smiles softly. "Yeah. And you? Do you trust me? Trust us?"
Rose nods like her life depends on it. "More than anyone." And she means that.
Shane lets out a soft sigh and there's the barest hint of a whine within it. He kisses her again, has to.
"I don't remember saying you should do that," Ilya ruins the moment. He must've sat up to see the screen again.
Shane laughs, dropping his forehead onto Rose's shoulder. "Fuck, Ilya."
Ilya's smirking, pleased with himself. But he and Svetlana both look really satisfied and proud about everything Rose has said.
Svetlana can't help herself and interrupts before any banter can take them off track again. "Just to make sure we're on the same page, nothing has started yet. Ilya's just being annoying."
Rose laughs, pressing her cheek to the top of Shane's head. "Very good to know actually. Thank you."
Svetlana shoots a look at Ilya. "Don't confuse her."
Ilya groans. "Oh my god, so now I can't be funny?"
Shane's eyes are closed, his face pressed into Rose's shoulder, lips curled up at the corner as he listens to the three of them.
Svetlana checks in. "All good, Shane?"
"Extremely," Shane mumbles.
"Slipping?" Svetlana asks succinctly.
Shane takes a breath and checks in with himself. "No. I mean, I think I could if I wanted to. But not tonight, no."
Svetlana's brow is furrowed. "Stoplight if you start to feel it. The moment it gets close, you say yellow, okay?"
Shane lifts his head and looks at her directly. "I will, but I promise I'm okay. Green."
They briefly explain the stoplight method to Rose.
Rose nods, eyes on Svetlana. "So does Sveta always end up in guard dog mode with you two? Does she ever get to have fun too?"
Svetlana wheezes. "That's a fair question and this will make me sound insane, but this is fun for me."
Rose barks a laugh. "That shouldn't surprise me."
Ilya, still very shirtless, lifts his chin at the phone. "Can Shane please be shirtless now? I've been very patient after witnessing the sexiest goal of the season. It's all over Instagram, you know. Will be in so many compilations."
Shane's eyes light up as he looks at Ilya.
It's so fascinating to Rose. Shane is sincere about wanting this, wanting to touch her, but Ilya brings out something totally unique in him.
"How many times have you watched it?" Shane asks knowingly.
"A couple." Ilya says, intentionally stubborn.
Shane tugs at the hem of his shirt, and Rose catches on, angling the camera down. "How many times, Ilya?" He pulls the shirt up over his abs and then pulls it back down again.
"I don't know," Ilya's attention is riveted onto the screen. "Maybe five."
"More," Svetlana says dryly.
Ilya groans. "Probably… I don't know. Maybe twenty. The broadcast angle wasn't as good as the replay."
Shane sits up and peels his shirt off.
Ilya mumbles, "Finally."
Svetlana elbows him. "English."
Ilya whines. "I didn't mean to!"
Svetlana asks, "How do you two want this to work for Rose? Is she not supposed to touch him?"
Ilya scoffs, "Sveta, you would torture her? She sees him like this, after a goal like that. And she saw it in person! And you would say she can't touch him? I thought we didn't do sadism."
Svetlana laughs so freely she squeals a little, launching herself at him to attack him with neck kisses. "You're so stupid."
Shane watches the screen like a lovesick fool.
Rose whistles softly. "You three are so down bad."
"I know," Shane says miserably, eyes sparkling.
When Svetlana is finished wrestling Ilya into the mattress, they're curled together and she asks Ilya for clarity. "Was that a joke or do you actually mean it? That it's okay with you for her to touch him however she wants?"
Ilya nods, eyes going back to the phone. "I'm okay with whatever you want, Shane."
Shane thinks about it seriously and remembers setting a similar boundary with Svetlana months ago. "Um, above the waist and um…" This part is harder to say. It was easier to say to Svetlana, but Shane has to accept that every so often the shadow of his history with Rose will loom over them. "Just don't expect it to do anything for me. It might, but it might not. This is about you. I want you to do what feels good for you without worrying about me."
Rose's brow furrows in confusion.
Svetlana steps in. "I know what you're thinking, Rose. I've been through this with him before. He means it. If it would turn you on to run your hands over his chest, do it. He wants you to."
Shane's face may be permanently pinker after this.
Rose has to confirm, "Really?"
Shane nods. "Really."
Rose's gaze flicks to Svetlana over the call. "It feels… unequal."
Ilya takes that one. "This is only part one, Rose. Do not worry about making Shane feel good. That's my job, yes?"
Shane hums, eyes going feral as he looks at Ilya.
Ilya can't resist. "Grab your chest."
And Shane complies, running his hand up his chest to grab his pec. Eyes on Ilya the whole time.
Svetlana interrupts again, "We still have not agreed to start."
Ilya curses in Russian and switches back to English. "Sveta, say we start. Fuck, I can't stop now."
Svetlana asks one last time, "All good, Rose? You understand? Safe word, stoplight. Good to go?"
"Very good to go," Rose agrees, having a hard time looking away from Shane as he looks at Ilya. Seeing him for the first time for the second time this week.
Svetlana gets herself and Ilya propped up onto some pillows as they curl together, eyes on the screen. "Alright, then Ilya calls the shots for Shane. Ready?"
"Ready," Rose confirms.
"Ready," Shane says, chewing on his lip impatiently.
"Prop up the fucking phone and take off her shirt," Ilya says in lieu of anything else.
With a laugh, Shane unfolds his tripod, positions the phone as best as he can, and returns to bed.
He's kneeling, shirtless, as he looks at Rose still sitting against the headboard. He gestures at the phone. "I was given a command." There's a humorous lilt to his voice.
"Oh, were you?" Rose asks, matching him.
"Mm," Shane says excitedly. The feeling of being excited is compounding in his chest. He didn't want to be scared of this with her and doing this with Ilya, with these rules in place, it's clicking for him. He's still energized from the game and his boyfriend has asked him to take off his best friend's shirt.
The ball of energy in his chest feels like it did when he first brought Ilya to the bedroom in the cottage. He feels so playful.
He nods at her. "Sit up." He moves closer.
She sits up and his fingers slide under her shirt, holding it by the hem. He's tempted to check in again, but when he looks into her eyes he sees the same emotion he feels reflected back at him.
He pulls her shirt up and over her head. Then he hesitates with the fabric in his hands.
"Put it on the nightstand, Shane." Ilya instructs gently.
Shane nods, folding the shirt quickly and tossing it onto the nightstand.
Rose smirks at the brief glimpse of Ilya and Shane's relationship behind closed doors. They just make so much sense together. She can't believe no one else gets to see it.
"Kiss her," Ilya says. "Let her touch you. Go slow."
Shane listens, leaning in and then pausing. "Can we–" He glances at the camera, at Ilya. "Can I sit?" He hopes Ilya knows how to read into that question.
He wants to have Rose in his lap the way Ilya described in the dream.
Ilya doesn't physically react, but Shane thinks he saw something in his eyes. "Rose, you okay with straddling his lap?"
Rose can't help the panicked laugh that falls from her lips. "I mean, yeah." She knows it's important for them all to check in, but it's such an insane question to be asked. Do you wanna straddle the hot, shirtless guy?
Shane leans back against the headboard and grabs Rose's hand as her leg swings over his. His hand slips to her waist, then his hands rest on her thighs.
A couple of rough, Russian curse words spill out of Ilya's lips.
Shane looks at the camera smugly.
Rose has to ask, picking up on what is maybe an inside joke. "What?"
Shane raises an eyebrow, "Ilya?"
Ilya huffs out a breath as Svetlana laughs next to him too. "It's no big deal." He starts with, trying to act unbothered. "I had a dream like this. He is being a brat."
"A dream about Shane and a girl?" Rose asks, looking at the camera.
She's not prepared for the look in Ilya's eyes when he says, "A dream about Shane and you."
The words zap through her and her hips grind into Shane's thighs just a bit. "Oh."
Ilya smirks, pleased. "Reality is better, if you were curious."
Shane watches them, affectionately amused by the antics. He's slightly distracted by the need to follow through on the rest of the command Ilya had issued.
He grabs Rose's wrist gently and guides it to his chest. "I'm supposed to let you touch me."
Rose is feeling entirely too many feelings as her hand splays over Shane's chest, Ilya and Svetlana's eyes on them.
She's touched Shane before.
She's hand her hands under his shirt in public as if it was the easiest thing in the world.
This is… this is different.
Even as she'd just been joking to herself that of course she wants to sit in the hot boy's lap, the reality is that this is Shane. And he's offering himself to her in a way that makes her feel nothing short of reverent.
She runs her hands over his chest, "Slowly, right?"
Shane laughs but his head has fallen back against the headboard, breaths slow and deep. He keeps looking between her and the camera.
She wonders… well, she can ask.
Her voice drops a bit, but makes sure she's loud enough to be heard by the call. "What are you thinking about?"
Shane does his best to be honest with her. "Um," He admittedly has fallen into the scene, but not in a way that would prompt him to tell Svetlana yellow. Even without the headspaces, he tends to lose his words at times. "I'm thinking… that this feels good. That I like this, him telling me what to do for you. A little too much maybe."
Ilya says, "Rose, just so you know, this is when I would cup him through his pants and see how hard I've gotten him but you're not allowed to do that."
Rose and Shane both laugh. Shane glances at the camera, "A little, but not nothing."
"Hmm," Ilya nods. "Good to know."
Shane's eyes slip to Svetlana. She's been quiet in the same way Shane felt himself go quiet. Just enjoying this, being in it. She makes a kissy face at him and Shane wrinkles his nose happily before turning back to Rose, cupping her face in his hand.
Rose nods. "Right, you still owe me a kiss."
Shane nods, "I don't make the rules."
Rose rolls her eyes as she leans in to kiss him.
Shane greedily opens his mouth, asking her to move with him as he deepens the kiss immediately.
Rose follows his lead happily and they make out for a while.
Shane's hands go back to Rose's thighs, but his thumbs are rubbing little circles into her skin.
Rose tests out the boundaries she's been given, hands running over Shane's chest freely. Running over his shoulders, scratching at the hair on the back of his neck. That one earns her a soft whimper, which makes her look to Ilya with her eyebrows raised.
Ilya smirks and raises his eyebrows back at her for a moment.
Eventually Svetlana groans, "You have to move on."
Ilya argues back. "No, he deserves a reward. You remember the very sexy goal? He needs many kisses."
Laughter makes Shane break out of the kiss, looking at the camera. "She probably has a point, Ilya."
With an irritated huff of breath, Ilya asks, "Is it okay, both of you, is it okay for him to touch you, Rose? To finger you."
Shane has a weird look on his face when he glances at the camera.
Ilya reads it, "You don't want to."
Shane's lips press together. "Not suddenly."
"Sudden," Ilya huffs. "She is in your lap, grinding against you. I would have my fingers in her panties."
"Deep breath," Svetlana demands. "I think you have to joke a little less right now, Ilyushka."
Ilya settles, glancing at Shane with concern. "Yes, sorry. Um, it's okay. Maybe you switch? Put her on her back. Kiss and work your way down until you're ready?"
Shane licks his lips suggestively. "Ready?" He knows what Ilya means, but wants to hear him say it.
There's a fire in Ilya's eyes in response to Shane's attitude. "Yes, when you're ready to eat her pussy."
Shane blushes, averting his gaze. Well, he didn't think Ilya would say it like that. "Too much."
Ilya laughs softly. "Okay. Sorry."
"It's okay, Ilya." Shane can't help how sweet he looks.
He's gentle as he rearranges them, guiding Rose onto her back as they find a new comfortable position. Shane ends up with one leg between hers as he props himself up to kiss her.
They fall into a rhythm again until Svetlana asks, "And if I ask to live vicariously through you, would you grab her tit for me?"
Shane sputters out a laugh, pressing his forehead into Rose's collarbone. He looks up at Rose. "Is that okay?" He realizes for the first time that Rose is turned on.
It shouldn't be surprising to him, but he's just grown accustomed to being on more equal footing with his partners' arousal. He's enticed, but he's not sure he would use the word aroused outside of the moments he looks into Ilya's eyes.
Rose nods, humming eagerly. "Yes."
So Shane glances at the camera for a moment before he goes back to kissing her and grabs her chest the way he would Ilya's. He cups her over her bra, running his thumb over her nipple.
She moans, back arching for a moment at the sudden, much needed friction.
Ilya speaks softly, "Not sudden anymore now."
Shane huffs a small laugh as he lets his hand trail down her stomach, stopping at the top of her pants. "Okay?"
"Okay," Rose says immediately.
Shane unbuttons her pants and removes them and her underwear, folding and adding them to the pile on the nightstand. He braces himself for the bad memories to envelop him again and is a little surprised when they don't.
He glances at the phone, at Svetlana and Ilya. Breathes them in, their attention.
Then he leans back down, mouthing at Rose's neck as his fingers slip between her legs.
"Fuck," Rose pants, grabbing at Shane's shoulders.
Ilya's studying Shane closer than if he was reviewing tape before a playoff game. It's fascinating to watch him with her, to know that he'd never want this if Ilya hadn't asked him to do it.
Ilya knows Shane, knows him. In a way no one else does, not even Svetlana. Not yet, at least.
He knows how Shane gets when he's completely driven by desire, uninhibited and taking whatever he wants from Ilya. He's had to be more gentle about that when they're with Svetlana.
There's no tension in Shane's shoulders right now, so Ilya knows he's okay. That this isn't pushing him too far out of his comfort zone. But Ilya has such a hard time understanding how Shane can have his hands on such a sexy woman and be so calm about it. Maybe Ilya's too bisexual to ever understand it fully.
It's perfectly clear to Ilya that Shane is getting nothing from this other than the satisfaction of pleasuring Rose and provoking Ilya and Svetlana's voyeurism.
As if to prove his point, Shane glances at the camera, looking for their reactions.
Ilya tries to over-exaggerate his desire, licking his lips.
Shane seems to see what he needs in it and goes back to kissing Rose.
Ilya directs them. "Rose, would you be okay to suck his fingers clean?" He knows Shane would be reluctant to wipe his hand on the sheets right now.
Before Shane can protest that that's really not necessary, Rose says in a breathy voice, "Please."
For once, Shane doesn't over think it.
He presses his wet fingers to her lips and watches her suck them into her mouth.
And he thinks of when Ilya does this to him.
He never thought about what it felt like to Ilya, was always just focused on the sensation of something in his mouth, the desperate need lick and suck.
But this… watching Rose suck eagerly at his fingers as he looks down at her, her eyes wide looking up at him. Waiting for what he'll do next.
The word tumbles out of Shane's lips, "Yellow."
Svetlana takes over. "Rose, can you stop for a second?"
Shane's fingers slide out of Rose's lips and without really thinking about it, he runs the back of his knuckles over her cheek. Smearing a bit of the saliva onto her face.
Then he seems to catch himself. "Sorry."
He pulls away from her, sitting on his knees as he looks at the camera.
Svetlana is there, smiling at him softly. "You okay? You need to stop or change?"
Shane takes slow, deep breaths, gaze flicking to Ilya.
Ilya's eyes are wide, completely caught off guard and looking at Shane like…
Shane jerks his face away from the camera, squeezing his eyes shut. "Um, is Ilya… I didn't mean…"
Svetlana turns the camera so Ilya isn't visible. "I've got him, don't worry. Can you come out of it?"
Shane nods, pressing his palms into his eyes and taking deep breaths.
With the moment disrupted, Shane's able to detach himself from the encroaching headspace.
He opens his eyes and looks at Rose apologetically, "Sorry. I do plan to finish what I started, just… give me a second."
Rose nods, unsure what to say so she stays silent and watches Shane and Svetlana.
No one's said it yet, but Svetlana and Ilya know what happened – Rose may not have enough context – but the two of them are well aware that Shane wasn't slipping into subspace in that moment.
Shane looks at the camera, at Svetlana, and says with conviction, "Green."
Svetlana nods. "Okay." She looks off camera and Shane imagines she's checking in on Ilya. "Everyone okay if I take over and finish this?"
"Yes," Shane understands immediately.
Rose asks, "Is Ilya okay?"
Shane says, "Sveta will take care of him once we're done."
Rose's brow furrows. "What do you mean? What happened?"
Shane reminds himself that not everyone is as intimately familiar with his habits like Svetlana and Ilya are. "Um, so for a second I thought I felt a headspace start to, um… I don't know what to call it. I thought I might slip and Sveta told me to let her know if I felt that. So I did. But I think before we started she was worried, with Ilya telling me what to do, that I'd slip into subspace. But it, uh, it turns out that Ilya telling me to do what he would do sort of pushed me towards domspace." His brow furrows. "This probably sounds confusing to say like this, but seeing me like that, I think Ilya may have slipped a little the other way."
Rose's eyes are wide, trying to understand. "And… everyone's okay?"
Shane nods fervently. "Yes, everyone is okay. It's not… nothing's wrong. Sorry. If I see Ilya like that it might make me slip too and I don't want to right now. But Svetlana can help him through it so he's okay to stay in it if he wants." He looks to the camera, asking that as a question.
Svetlana nods, eyes on Ilya.
"Yeah," Shane's hand finds Rose's hip, rubbing comforting circles onto the bone there. "So he's okay but he'll probably stay off camera now."
Rose nods slowly, taking all that in. "Okay. I think I understand."
Shane eyes Rose's cheek and tsks, wiping at the spit he'd smeared there. "Sorry. We didn't talk about… are you okay?"
Rose's brow furrows. "I'm extremely okay. Why wouldn't I be?"
Shane deadpans at her. "Because I dipped briefly into a headspace with you and did some weird dominance posturing shit."
Rose narrows her eyes at him. "I don't know if this is the wrong thing to say, but it was hot."
Shane huffs a laugh. "Okay, I guess that's good. But I shouldn't have done it."
Rose smirks up at him. "You're the one who said yellow. I was still green."
Shane's smile takes up his whole face. "Good. That's really good to know. I'll trust you to call stop if you need it."
They smile at each other for a couple more seconds, just breathing through this moment.
Svetlana asks, "Is it okay if we turn off camera and just watch while you two finish up?"
Shane nods once, emphatically. "Yes. Very okay."
Rose is temporarily distracted. "You're being way too cute for someone about to go down on me."
Shane laughs and leans down to kiss her collarbone. "Some would say I'm the cutest player in the league."
Rose snorts, "You said that."
Shane acts innocent. "I can't control Jane's opinions."
Rose rolls her eyes. "Oh my god, shut up and eat me out."
Shane winks at her. "Yes, ma'am."
Rose sort of loses track of time after that, but has to assume she screamed fuck at least five times.
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Shane takes his time focusing on Rose once they're done, pressing kisses to her hip, her neck, her lips. "Good?"
Rose huffs weakly. "You know it was good, Shane."
Shane smirks, pleased with himself. "Good." He kisses her again, then presses his forehead to hers.
He takes a deep breath, processing that this worked for them. He gets to be near her, share this with her, and he doesn't have to feel the soul crushing shame about not getting off himself anymore.
Rose pushes him away. "I'm okay, Shane. Go check on him. I know you want to."
Shane sighs and gives in. "Thank you." He kisses her cheek and then moves away to take the phone off the tripod, holding it in his hand as he settles back against the headboard. "Hey." Shane says to the blank screen. He sees they've muted themselves as well. "Oh. You might be busy. Sorry."
The call unmutes and he hears Svetlana's voice. "We're here. Just cuddling. He's still determined to be the one to help you."
Shane glances at the time and looks at Rose. "When's your call time tomorrow?"
Rose grimaces. "It's never good. I have to be in hair and makeup for hours."
Shane's brow furrows as he tries to make all these pieces fit together. "Maybe you can go back to the guest room and try to sleep while we finish up? And if it's okay, I can come join you there when we're done? Not that you can't be here for– well, I don't know. Is Ilya–"
"Not ready," Ilya says immediately.
Shane nods. "Okay. That's okay, baby."
A whine escapes Ilya's throat. "Stop."
Shane laughs softly. "Sorry," he whispers. "I didn't mean to."
Rose looks at Shane.
He's so excited.
She starts to understand what he meant when he said this was his favorite hobby.
This is something he truly enjoys doing. It includes sex, but it's not just sex.
Rose leans in to kiss Shane's temple. "Then I'm gonna head to the guest room and don't worry about cuddling. If you want to, you're welcome and you probably won't wake me. But you focus on them, okay? I'll see you in the morning."
Shane catches her before she can pull away to press his lips to hers gently. "I love you."
Rose softens. "I love you too. Good night, Shane."
"Good night, Rose."
She closes the door behind her as she heads to the other bedroom.
The video turns back on immediately and Ilya is there, face practically pressed to the screen. "What made you slip?"
Shane smirks, "Hi, Ilya."
Ilya whines impatiently, "Tell me."
Shane walks Ilya through his thought process from earlier, the way it made him realize what that felt like for Ilya.
Ilya shivers. "I'd suck your fingers, but you never asked."
Shane wants to fall in love with him all over again. He's impossibly cute for how vulgar he's being. "Yeah, well, I typically preferred it the other way around."
Svetlana catches the lull in the conversation once Shane and Ilya have had the opportunity to get back on the same page again. "Is that how we should work through this? You'll be shocked to learn I also have fingers."
Ilya groans, "It's not the same, Svetka."
Svetlana rolls her eyes. "Oh, excuse me. I'll just invent teleportation real fast if you're being a whiny, bratty, little baby."
Ilya pleads at the camera, "Shane, she's bullying me."
Shane watches them, fascinated. "You really are, Sveta." He shoots her a look. "What's up, why aren't you babying him?"
Svetlana runs her fingers through his hair and tugs harshly. "Because he's being a brat. You read about that."
The information pours back into Shane's brain.
Oh. Yeah, he had read about that.
A brat is a submissive that revels in really giving a dom something to dominate.
Yeah…
He'd thought about it a lot, actually.
Thought about it even more when Ilya told him about a wet dream where Shane punished him for not listening.
Because this is the core of their entire relationship to each other on the ice.
Ilya's more likely to be the one to be a bratty piece of shit at face offs, but Shane's had his fair share of chirps. Gloating a little too much during a celly. Making pointed eye contact through the glass of the penalty box at Ilya while Montreal was on the power play.
They've been challenging each other for dominance on the ice since 2008.
It makes him wonder if they could explore a scene one day where they both attempt to dom each other and see who caves to subspace first.
But… Shane thinks he knows how that would end, which is bizarre because he wouldn't have guessed it even a couple months ago.
He's pretty confident he would be the one to make Ilya submit to him.
Svetlana whistles. "Wow, lost you there for a minute."
Shane blushes, coming back to himself. "Sorry. Yes, I've read about brats."
Ilya's fixated on Shane's expression, "Does it make you think of hockey too? Face offs?"
Shane grins sheepishly. "Yeah. You've always been a brat."
"I'm very good at it," Ilya agrees.
Shane doesn't know if he can ask, doesn't know exactly where Ilya's head is out. "What's making you feel like that right now?"
"No one is compatible with you like me. I'm the one you want to press into the mattress right now." He hesitates, looking to Svetlana.
Svetlana takes over for a moment. "When we were muted, we kind of talked through… he needed to work through the idea of you with your ex-girlfriend. Not Rose, but Rose Landry. You know?"
Shane nods slowly. "I think so."
"If he uses her full name, he's not talking about her. He's talking about the idea of a woman you used to date. He just… he's processing."
It starts to click for Shane. "Okay, I understand."
Ilya speaks up again, "Rose Landry does not deserve to be degraded by you."
"Degraded…" Shane says under his breath.
Svetlana can't help a soft huff of laughter. "His vocabulary for sex has always been impressive."
Ilya keeps going, "You should be wiping your spit onto me."
Shane flushes. "It wasn't my spit!" Then he really processes what Ilya just said, "You'd want that?"
"Yes," Ilya says, and Shane can tell he's touching himself while he talks. "You could do whatever you want to me. Cum on my face, my tits. Wipe it in. Make me yours."
Shane sucks in a breath. "Fuck, Ilya."
It would be gross if they haven't spent years dabbling into this kind of stuff way before having any real conversations about it. And besides, they've always been perverted in the same ways.
Ilya's made Shane lick up his own cum off of Ilya's stomach before.
Shane deeply understands why these kinds of ideas would be even more effective when paired with a headspace. It's just that he has to reverse them all. He has to imagine Ilya doing it for him.
"If you were here right now…" Shane lets himself fantasize.
"Tell me," Ilya begs.
"Hmm," Shane watches Ilya's face, the desperation in his eyes. "I still really want to tie you up. Keep your hands away. Have my way with you."
Ilya's head drops back onto the pillow with a loud whimper. "Yes. I want it too."
"Could be fun to–" Shane's embarrassingly already close just from talking about what they might do. "–to make you do all the shit you've done to me. Make you strip for me, touch yourself. Beg for it."
That visual alone seems to short-circuit Ilya's brain. "Oh, fuck."
Shane doesn't feel like he's slipping, but he does understand how this works. "Thought you were supposed to be taking care of me, baby. Came before me?"
Ilya whines desperately. "Sorry, sorry."
"Make it up to me then," Shane demands. He's positive Ilya can tell he's close, but keeps playing the game. "Tell me what you'd do for me. If you were here."
Ilya will never admit to anyone that the first thought in his brain in that moment was, Cook for you.
He shakes off the domesticity and focuses on the extremely kinky sex they're planning to have. "Want to dress up for you. Wear a harness so you can get a good grip and throw me around."
Shane lets out a heavy breath. God, he hadn't thought of that. That's a really fucking good idea. "Fuck." He can't stop picturing it now. "You'd love that, wouldn't you? Tossed around like a rag doll."
Now that he's coming down from the headspace, Ilya can't resist saying. "You'd like it too."
Shane's lips betray him, curving into a grin. He looks at Ilya knowingly. "Yeah, baby. I'd really like it too."
Ilya licks his lips thinking about it and that seems to be the final straw for Shane.
His resolve breaks as he comes, his voice going soft. "Fuck, I wish you were here."
Ilya grips the phone tightly in his hand. "Me too."
Shane lets the orgasm wash through him, taking deep breaths. His eyes are a little watery when he looks back into the camera. "I miss you so much."
Ilya feels feral with it. "I miss you too."
Shane tells him honestly. "You're the only one who makes me feel like this."
Ilya lets the praise wash over him.
Shane feels his brain start to come back online after being so focused on sex. "Where'd Sveta go?"
Ilya laughs and turns the camera to her where she's lying beside him, looking suspiciously sated. He immediately blows her cover. "She's been touching herself while we talked and stifling moans into a pillow."
The camera goes shaky as Svetlana suddenly starts berating him in Russian and hitting him with said pillow.
Shane literally falls over laughing, curling up on his side while he listens to them argue in Russian while the camera shakes and he has to assume they're wrestling again.
Svetlana seems to win ownership over the phone and looks at Shane. "I'm sending you resources about bondage. Jesus fuck, Shane."
Shane blushes. "It's just an idea!"
Svetlana rolls her eyes. "An idea you've clearly thought about a lot." She looks at him smirking. "I hesitate to even give you the idea, but I have a feeling you would really enjoy shibari."
Ilya sucks in a breath.
Shane perks up. "Why, what is it?"
Svetlana giggles as Ilya starts to mess with her again, scolding her for telling Shane about shibari. "That's your homework! Go decide if you want to cuddle with Rose or not! Check in when you wake up, okay?"
Shane loves them both so much it hurts. "I'll check in when I wake up. Good night! I love you."
Their voices blend together as they say it back to him in Russian and he thinks that might be his favorite sound in the world now.
No one needs to know that he's predictable enough for it to previously have been the roar of the horn after a home ice goal.
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Shane's incredibly groggy when Rose's alarm goes off.
He must groan because Rose is pressing her lips to his forehead. "Sorry, sorry. Go back to sleep. I'll see you for dinner later, okay?"
Shane's consciousness floods back into him as he blinks his eyes open. "Wait, um…"
Rose is changing, unabashedly nude in front of him after last night.
Something about it reminds him of Ilya and Shane has to shake off the temptation to wander down that rabbit hole right now.
"Um, are you okay?" Shane asks gently.
Rose had been asleep already when Shane curled around her for the night. "I don't think you were pulled into any headspaces or anything but… yeah, I don't know. I needed to check before you left. I'm usually fine after sleeping but Ilya's always a little softer the morning after."
Rose's lower lip sticks out in reaction to that. "Really? God, that's cute. That's his biggest secret, isn't it? That he's actually just a big cutie."
Shane bites back a laugh. "Yeah, pretty much. But you're okay, yeah?"
Rose nods, "I'm okay."
Shane studies her and is satisfied that she means it. "Okay. Yeah, I'll see you later then."
Rose kisses him goodbye, just because she can. And oddly enough, Shane does actually fall back asleep.

 ★ ★ ★ 

Shortly after Shane wakes up later, he gets a text. Not a DM. A text.
Ilya: can i call you?
It pings as important to Shane immediately. He would've said yes regardless, but in this instance, he hits call himself.
Ilya answers with a laugh, "Sorry, it's not bad news or anything. Didn't mean to scare you."
Shane lets out a soft sigh. "It's important though, right?"
Ilya hesitates. "Yes. It's important."
It occurs to Shane that he likely knows what this is about and that concept feels so novel. There was a time when he couldn't begin to guess what Ilya was thinking. There was a time he had no idea what Ilya got up to in the months between them jumping into bed together.
Now if asked, he could probably tell you what Ilya ate that day, who he saw, three things that irritated him, and if he'd seen a dog recently. He couldn't tell you what kind of dog, because he wouldn't have remembered, but he would know that Ilya had told him.
So Shane's fairly confident that this is about Ilya wanting to come out.
Shane tries to swallow back the panic that bubbles up inside of his chest.
He knows that Ilya wants this. And he wants this for Ilya.
It's just really hard not to project his own fears about coming out onto him. "What, um, what is it?" Shane asks as convincingly as he can.
Ilya puffs out a laugh. "You've guessed, hm?"
"Yeah," Shane admits, pacing behind the couch in his living room.
Ilya just says it, "Yes, it's about me wanting to come out."
The words strike Shane like a gong and he feels anxiety reverberating within him. "Um, have you decided… when you want to do it?"
It's silent a moment and Shane can't help smiling because he knows that Ilya is nodding, gearing himself up to speak.
"Sveta and I have been talking about it. Helping me think about what I want. I think, maybe, before playoffs?"
"Before playoffs." Shane echoes, a little caught off guard. Playoffs start early May. It's February now.
In about two months, Ilya wants to tell the world…
They both sit in silence for a moment.
Cautiously, Ilya continues. "Yes, I want to play more after, you know? I don't want to do it like Hunter. At the end and then haters talked shit and it was off-season and he couldn't do anything. It was different for him, maybe. But I want time to prove nothing has changed."
Shane nods, latching onto the logic. "That makes sense. Boston's in good shape to clinch a playoff spot early. Is that what you're waiting for? Making sure you're in before you, um, say it?"
"I think so," Ilya says.
His voice is so meek in a way that Shane hates because he can tell Ilya is scared. Not scared of his plan, scared of Shane's reaction to it.
Shane forces himself to stop pacing and sinks onto the couch, squeezing his eyes shut. "Okay."
"Okay?" Ilya asks confused.
Shane swallows. "Yeah, um. If that's what makes sense to you, then… yeah, it sounds like a good plan."
Neither of them ask to switch the call to video. They know this is fragile.
Ilya prods at him impatiently. "So it makes sense, so what? What are you thinking, Shane? Please tell me."
Shane absorbs the question before responding. "I'm thinking… that I can't believe how brave you are. And that I'm scared for you and also proud of you. I can't even imagine… and you're here picking a day to do it. I know Scott's done it, but it sounds like New York has been supportive even if the league has been mostly quiet about it."
"Yes," Ilya agrees. "They do pride nights now. Hunter always looks like he hates the attention, but knows it's important."
"Yeah," Shane's lips quirk up at the corners but he can't quite smile yet. "It could be a good idea to reach out to the women's league. Make sure people are ready to flood with support when you post. Maybe Scott can ask around for you too."
Ilya chuckles softly. "You have the numbers of women hockey players? Should I be jealous?"
Shane rolls his eyes even if Ilya can't see him. "Some of them work with the same brands as me. And I don't think you're capable of being jealous anymore."
"Mm, untrue. I love to be jealous of you with other people. It's very sexy. It just doesn't make me sad anymore."
Shane's lips finally curve into a genuine smile. "That's good."
"Yes, I think so too," Ilya says softly, then refocuses. "You are not first to think of this by the way. Sveta has already starting making a list of people to reach out to for support like this. Athletes in other sports. Some of Rose's friends."
"Of course, she has. She's brilliant." Shane knows he's still tense.
"You're scared," Ilya says.
Shane sighs, "Yeah, Ilya. Of course, I'm scared."
"You're scared people will figure us out?"
"Kind of?" Shane admits, "But that's not… that's one thing I'm scared of. But I told you, I'm scared for you. I'm scared about you not being able to go back to Russia anymore. I'm scared of your brother trying to pull something stupid. I'm scared you'll have a teammate that will be shitty about it. I'm scared people you play against will be shitty about it. I'm trying to be excited. I know there's good parts of this too, it's just hard to see past… everything else."
"I'm not scared of any of that," Ilya says and his voice is firm as he says it. "I have been scared of these kinds of things all my life and I've never been able to do anything about it. Now I'm doing something. I have U.S. citizenship. My fucking brother cannot blackmail me about this anymore if I say it myself. And for people I play against, maybe they'll finally have good chirps. It's always so boring, you know? No one knows how to talk shit about me. I'm too good."
Shane has to laugh but he backtracks. "What do you mean anymore? You said your brother can't blackmail you anymore?"
It takes a second before Ilya answers. "He knows, Shane. He's known for years. He, um, caught me with Sasha. Like David caught me with you."
Shane rethinks that moment with this new context, realizing why Ilya had been so good about it. Why he knew exactly what to say – he was saying what he wished someone would've said to him back then.
Ilya continues, "Me coming out will not give him anything. It will take away. So that's a good thing. You can move it from the bad list to the good list."
Shane leans back against the couch, feeling a bit lighter actually. "Okay. That's a really good thing. Yeah. And people you play against can move from the bad list to the good list too."
"Yes," there's humor in Ilya's voice as he catches onto this game. "I don't want to go back to Russia. It's not home for me anymore."
And that one, Shane can't joke about. He weighs his words carefully before he speaks. "I kind of… I'd been thinking that… I don't know. I was toying with the idea that one day you could take me to meet your mom."
The call goes silent, but Shane gives Ilya space to decide how to respond to that.
When he finally responds, Shane can hear his voice has gone soft. "If things were different, maybe. But we can… we will do something else. We have the foundation. We have her here with that. It's better than a grave."
Shane nods and, reading the finality in Ilya's tone, carefully steers them back on track. "What else is on your good list?"
Ilya hums, "I want to tweet about attractive men and piss people off. I think that would be fun."
Shane laughs. "I don't know the last time I opened Twitter."
"I know," Ilya says playfully. "I tagged you a couple weeks ago and Sveta told me she liked it for you."
"Tagged me in what?" Shane puts the call on speaker and opens his very muted, very ignored Twitter app.
He's confused for a second by the notifications. Svetlana must've adjusted the settings for him because now he only sees notifications from the people he follows and…
Oh. He and Ilya are publicly friends now. They can follow each other.
He finds the notification Ilya must be talking about. It's a thread someone made describing dog breeds and Ilya had retweeted the one about a Labrador Retriever that was captioned, "Reliable. Predictable. What you think of usually when you think of a dog. A little boring, but sweet." Ilya's retweet just tagged Shane.
Shane's heart is in his throat as he scrolls to the replies and sees people reacting to the fact that Ilya and Shane interact on socials now, aside from when Shane posted the photo at All-Stars.
what he wants us to notice: boring, predictable. what we're all focusing on: sweet, reliable.
king pls tag other mlh players, the people need to know your takes
do we think rozanov is another type of dog or a cat?
is this a chirp or a compliment. actually you know what, it's both
Shane goes back to his notifications and sees that Ilya's actually been tagging him every so often. "Why didn't you tell me you were doing this?"
Ilya tsks, "I tagged you, yes? Check your fucking phone, Shane. Or tell Rose to tell you. Why doesn't Sveta tell you?"
"I asked her not to," Shane mumbles. "I don't like thinking about it. But…"
"But?" Ilya asks curiously.
Shane huffs a laugh. "I don't know. I couldn't talk to you on social media before. I guess it's different now. Might be fun to actually turn on my notifications."
Ilya hums, pleased. "Will Shane Hollander be on my list of people who will post support when I come out?"
There's an initial shock of fear that hits Shane when Ilya asks, but he breathes through it. "I want to be." Then he thinks about it a little longer. He thinks about publicly being Ilya's best friend and then not posting support, not standing with him for this. It would go against everything they're working towards if he tries to ignore it. "Yes." He changes his answer. "Yeah, I will."
Ilya seems surprised. "You will?"
"Definitely." Shane says. Then he has to ask, "You're really not scared at all?"
Ilya laughs, "I think I'm nervous, but not scared, no."
Shane can't imagine it. "Do you think we can talk about… I mean, I'll ask my mom and Sveta maybe. But I want to be prepared for… if people try and make assumptions about you and me. Not to you, but to me. If I'm in the locker room and someone asks… I don't know. I just want to be prepared for if it happens. I want to know what to say."
Ilya's quiet for a moment and then says, "I know this is not what you mean, but I want to say it. If anyone ever asks you about me and you want to tell them about us, you can."
And for the first time since they started all of this, Shane's first reaction isn't fear. The first emotion that bubbles up in his chest is a warm pulse of possessiveness. "Really?"
"Of course, Shane. I want to… I want to keep doing what we're doing. Bringing people in one by one. Maybe one day we don't even need to announce it. Just everyone knows already."
Shane laughs, hand pressing over his heart. "Yeah. That'd be nice."
"And if people ask me about you, I think it would be funny to say you're not my type."
Shane actually chokes on the laugh that bursts out of him. "Oh, so a blatant lie?"
Ilya cackles. "You should think of a funny answer too but it will not be as funny as mine."
"I could also say you're not my type!"
"Then people will think you're gay, Shane."
"I could say men aren't my type!"
"Not something a straight man would say, baby."
Shane huffs a sigh, "What would a straight man say?"
Ilya rattles off some examples, "Ew. God, no. Slurs."
"Okay, so none of those are helpful options."
Ilya slows down and suggests, "You say, eh, that we are just good friends and you think it's cool what I'm doing for representation in the league. I don't know, you always have your boring press lines."
Rubbing the bridge of his nose, Shane admits, "That actually does sound exactly like a press line I'd prepare."
"Yes, you are so boring. Predictable. Reliable. Like a dog."
Shane tries and fails to hold back his laughter. "A Labrador, apparently."
"Eh, I don't think you're a Labrador. But the post was funny."
"What type of dog am I?"
"Lap dog."
Shane lets out a slow breath. "Oh yeah?"
"Yes, you love being in my lap."
And that's all Shane can think about now. "One more fucking week."
Ilya snorts. "Sveta wants to do some big, romantic thing for Valentine's Day but I told her it has to be after the game so what do you think about me having you to myself on the 14th and we can just fuck for six hours?"
Shane already moving to the bedroom. "Sure, and how about we do that right now too?"
Ilya can barely contain the joy in his chest, "Switch to video, Shane."
"Already did, baby."
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Shane takes Rose out to dinner at a very private, discreet restaurant and they celebrate that her shoot has wrapped, both reluctant to see her leave tomorrow morning.
Rose gives him the full download of all the week's set gossip, and Shane does his best to match her with locker room gossip.
It's only when they're driving home together that Shane brings up what he and Ilya talked about after they hooked up earlier.
He glances at Rose. "Um, so Ilya and I sort of had an idea."
Rose shoots him a look. "So I should assume it's a sex idea?"
Shane huffs as he focuses back on the road. "I mean, yeah. Probably."
Rose pokes his shoulder. "What's the idea?"
This is getting easier, talking to her about all of this. "Um, it's because you didn't stay for the rest last night. Ilya thinks that… and I mean, I think so too. Just, it would probably be good for us, for me, if you… um…" Okay, maybe it's not getting easier.
Rose runs her hand up and down his arm soothingly. "We don't have to do anything you don't want, Shane. We already broke the rule we established about you not having sex with me while I was here."
Shane laughs, but it doesn't reach his eyes. He tries to force the words out in one breath. "We just think it's probably a good idea for me to finish in front of you before… before anything else. Like if you visit them or… I don't know."
Rose can understand why they've reached that conclusion based on how tense Shane is about even saying it out loud. "We can try it if you really want to, but I don't need… it would just be for you, okay? I don't want you to think about, I don't know, putting on a show for me or anything. You already took care of me last night. So if we're doing something tonight, it'll be for you."
She can physically see the way the tension leaves his shoulders as she says that.
Shane nods. "Yeah, okay. That makes, um, that makes sense."
Rose has a feeling there was more thought put into this. "Did you guys have ideas for how it would work?"
Shane spares a glance at her and she can see the heat in his eyes as he says, "Yeah, we had some ideas."
Rose shakes her head. "Shane Hollander's favorite hobby."
This time when Shane laughs, his eyes sparkle with it.

 ★ ★ ★ 

As soon as they get to Shane's, he jumps in the shower and Rose has to try and not think about why.
He'd told Rose, through some stammering, about some of the ideas he and Ilya had for tonight.
The piece that they felt most confident about was that they wanted it to be the two of them with Rose and Svetlana watching.
Shane explained that even Svetlana hasn't really seen the two of them alone together more than a handful of times. And as much as they dabble with headspaces, Ilya wants a break and there's no better way to ensure he won't slip than one-on-one time with Shane where they both get way too fucking horny to slip.
Svetlana reassured both of them that if she can tell either of them is slipping, she'll do what she can to jump in and guide them out of it but they don't think that's likely.
The piece that Shane is most unsure of, despite the fact that he's preparing for it, is if he actually wants to use a toy in front of Rose.
But Ilya had made the incredible argument that if the goal is really to let Svetlana and Rose witness them together, the best way to get Shane out of his head about it is anal.
So Shane gets out of the shower and tugs on some boxer briefs and a t-shirt. He sets up some things on the bed, as detached from what he's doing as possible, and video calls Ilya before letting Rose into his room.
As soon as Ilya answers, he can see a familiar flush on Shane's cheeks. "Ah, you prepped."
Shane's bashful about it though he has no reason to be. "Yeah."
Ilya asks, "How do you feel?"
Shane glares at him. "Desperate and terrified."
Ilya laughs, "Sorry." He presses his lips together. "Sorry, you are very cute."
Shane takes a deep breath. "I mean, this is crazy, right? I'm asking my ex to watch me have phone sex with my boyfriend while I fuck myself with a dildo."
"Crazy hot," Ilya agrees. "Personally, very excited for her to see what she cannot and could never do for you. Not the way I do."
They've talked through the nuance of how Ilya feels about this endlessly so Shane knows he's exaggerating, just excited for some closure. "Is Sveta there?"
"Yes, you want to talk to her?"
Shane nods and Ilya hands her the phone. "How, um, how are you feeling about…" He can't figure out how to put it into words.
But Svetlana understands. "How do I feel about seeing the man I love actually get to just be horny and fuck his boyfriend?"
Shane covers his face with his hand. "Yeah, I guess."
"Shane," Svetlana waits for him to drop his hand before she continues. "I watched him fuck you in San Jose. We've talked about this a thousand times. I'm plenty happy with the sex we have. You're the one who needs whatever insane level of horniness you reach with Ilya."
And she's right, they have talked about this a thousand times but something about how Svetlana has phrased it this time makes him pause. "You're happy with the sex we have…" He murmurs.
"Yes," Svetlana tries to reassure him, not realizing that he's rethinking those words.
"No," Shane says, "I wasn't… I was just…" He stares at her through the camera. "I know we keep talking about, like, that Ilya and I have high libidos or whatever but do you think… is yours low?"
Svetlana brushes it off at first. "I had plenty of wild sex in college, Shane."
"That's not the same thing." Shane asks, watching her carefully. "You've never let yourself really think about it, have you?"
Svetlana looks weirdly guarded. "About what?"
Shane rethinks everything he knows about Svetlana and sex.
When they met, he knew that she and Ilya hooked up. She'd been open about past partners, past experiences. She likes sex, talks about it a lot. Plans for it a lot. Wants it in specific ways.
He could understand why the thought would never have occurred to her before stumbling into a complicated, heavily negotiated, polycule.
"Have you ever considered if you're on the ace spectrum?"
"I'm–" Svetlana feels all of her old arguments rise up. She likes sex! Just not as much as some incredibly horny people like Shane and Ilya. She likes being smart and specific about sex. She likes making it more complicated, more negotiated. Harder to do often.
Without ever being conscious of it, Svetlana realizes… Shane's completely right. She's spent so much more time thinking about sex than actually having it.
She finally finds her words again, "This is a crazy thing for you to make me realize before we start this."
Shane laughs softly. "Maybe you're also like me but backwards, more into women than men. It certainly seems like it the way you talk about Rose."
Svetlana groans but the words lodge into her brain as potentially true. "Oh my god, stop talking. I want to watch you and Ilya be horny. Don't give me an existential crisis."
"Okay, okay. Sorry." But there's love and affection shining in Shane's eyes at her. "So you're good, right? I'm a little in my head that it would bother you to see… I don't know. I know you've seen it already, but it feels different without being in the room together."
Svetlana tries to speak as plainly as possible. "I promise it's not going to make me jealous to see you and Ilya pretend to have rabid sex when you're actually making love."
Shane rolls his eyes, "Okay, I trust you. Give him the phone."
Svetlana giggles as she passes the phone back to Ilya.
Ilya gestures at him immediately, "I'm impatient. Go get Rose and give her the phone."
Shane does as he's told, which makes all of this immensely easier.
He opens the door and sees Rose leaning against the back of the couch, scrolling on her phone.
She looks up at him when he opens the door, her eyes sweeping down him and taking in freshly showered Shane in only a t-shirt and underwear. "Hi."
"Hi," Shane smiles shyly. "Ilya wants to talk to you." He hands her the phone.
"Rose Landry," Ilya says immediately.
Rose sighs. "I thought we were flower sisters."
Ilya raises his eyebrows. "Oh, so now you like flower sisters when I am about to give you a masterclass on pleasing Shane Hollander."
Shane's entire face turns red but he doesn't interrupt.
Rose shakes her head, smiling fondly. "Is this a boundary negotiation or shovel talk?"
"Eh, both." Ilya says, smirking. "You did not send me pictures of your last hookup."
Rose's brow furrows. "What do you–" Then she catches on. "Oh my god, do you mean last night?"
"We had an agreement."
"Okay, then you didn't either."
Ilya huffs. It's a good point. "Anyway," Ilya says. "We are going to use stoplight again tonight. For comfort, not for headspaces. It can be used for both if needed, but more…eh."
"General," Svetlana fills in.
"Yes, more general. You and Sveta will only watch, not participate. So you will be silent, not touching–well, Sveta, I don't mind if you touch yourself. But Rose, you will only watch. Still, you can use stoplight if you need anything and we will stop and check in."
Rose nods, not joking at all. "Okay, that makes sense."
Shane watches her.
When Rose glances at him, he's a little wide eyed and tense. There's something different about him. Something different about Shane moments before being with Ilya.
Even just hearing Ilya's voice in this context seems to be doing something for him.
Rose takes a second to realize… she's not sure she's ever actually seen Shane turned on. Not like this. Not even while he had his hands on her last night and his face between her thighs.
Ilya continues, "We will probably use Russian tonight. I will try not to, but sometimes I cannot help it and we agree tonight is for Shane and if I need to tell him he's a good boy in Russian, I will."
Shane huffs a sigh, but says nothing.
Rose smirks at him and responds to Ilya. "That sounds good. I will just watch. And I'm very aware that this is a scene, that there's more happening here than just sex. This is a way for us to all get on the same page after my history with Shane. You want to play with possessiveness in front of me. And Shane wants…" Rose looks at him, at those wide eyes that are now locked on hers. "Shane wants to overwrite some of our bad experiences. Finally get to enjoy sex in front of me. Right?"
Shane nods, but can't bring himself to say that out loud.
He shouldn't be surprised that Rose could piece that together, that she would understand.
Ilya's tough guy facade has melted away. "You are a very good friend, Rose." His tone is completely different, back to the guy she'd talked to on the phone months ago.
"And hot, right?" Rose jokes.
Svetlana calls out off camera, "So hot!"
Shane laughs, relaxing.
"Okay," Ilya says softly, then clears his throat. "Give him the phone and go sit."
Rose hands Shane the phone and finds the chair that he'd set up for her.
If she thinks too hard about being given a literal cuck chair, she will spiral into a fit of laughter so she tries not to.
But then she thinks about how Svetlana is likely set up similarly.
Before she has a chance to laugh about it, Shane and Ilya are already in their own world.
 
"Shirt off, Shenya."
Shane folds his shirt and places it on the nightstand.
It's easier than he expected to completely forget that Rose is even here.
He attaches his phone to the tripod and sits back against the headboard.
"Touch yourself," Ilya demands. "Make it good for me, just like Vegas. So fucking sexy."
Shane breathes out a chuckle but is too lost to the sensations to really laugh. He's running his hands over his bare chest, over his briefs. "Probably not like Vegas, though."
"Yes, better. You've had more practice showing yourself off for me. You're right. You're much more of a slut now than you were then."
Shane moans at the familiar degradation. Then his eyes flick just for a moment to Rose who thankfully has figured this out – she doesn't react.
She's an actress after all. She knows how to emote but also knows how not to. She keeps her face carefully neutral and it's exactly what Shane needed to see in that moment.
"Eyes on me, Shane." Ilya commands, voice low.
He focuses back on Ilya. "Let me see you."
"Mm," Ilya agrees. "Okay, I will not be mean to you like I was then. You can just have me. Not as a reward but because I am already yours." He peels his shirt off and tosses it aside.
Shane whimpers, "Ilya…"
"I know, lover. All yours. And you are mine."
"I'm yours," Shane responds obediently.
 
Svetlana had been worried that she would be distracted spiraling about potentially being asexual, but she's immediately riveted by this insane line that Ilya and Shane are skating on, pun intended. If she hadn't witnessed them both practicing actual d/s with headspaces, she would assume that's what they're doing now. But Shane, while completely absorbed in the scene, is still way too cognizant to have slipped.
And Ilya…
It's not like Svetlana didn't know that Ilya is in love with Shane. She sees it within him every single day. But this is different. He's besotted.
This is the way they first learned how to be together.
This is most of who they've been to each other for ten years.
Suddenly, she has a better understanding of how they were able to develop feelings for each other back when Ilya's English wasn't as good and they didn't see each other much.
Language aside, they see each other. But more than that, they let themselves be seen. What she would give to have been a fly on the wall the first time they both decided to drop their walls for the other. How many meet ups did it take for them to find this? Or has it been there the whole time?
She had missed how they started things in San Jose, only caught them when they were already in it.
This is…
This is the overlap of romance and sex in a way she would've previously thought wasn't actually possible. This is the unrealistic standard they show you in movies.
And yet.
 
Ilya strips himself naked before Shane even asks him to. "You have everything you need, Shenya?"
Shane's eyes have fallen closed, hands still roaming over himself. Squeezing his pecs, tweaking his nipples.
Ilya raises an eyebrow. He almost has a feeling Shane is intentionally ignoring him.
"Hollander," Ilya tries to provoke him.
Shane opens his eyes, scowling. "What the fuck?"
Ilya laughs. "Oh, sorry, were you busy?"
"Fuck off." Shane mutters.
"I asked you a question," Ilya says, curious if Shane actually heard or not.
Shane sighs.
Okay, yeah he heard.
He's still scared to take it out of his nightstand probably.
Ilya should've made him take it out before Rose walked into the room.
"I got something so we can coordinate better." Ilya holds an object up to the camera.
Shane squints at it. "What the fuck is that?" His voice is breathy.
Ilya snorts. "It's like what you have but opposite." He twists the fleshlight to show Shane the opening.
Shane gasps, "Oh fuck. So you can… while I…"
"Mmm," Ilya says, pleased that Shane is reacting as he expected. "A little more fun than just my hand, maybe. We'll see."
Ilya gives Shane one more opportunity to get his stuff out without prompting.
It doesn't seem like he will.
Ilya huffs impatiently. "Or we just do this forever and I never let you cum."
Shane scowls at the camera again.
Ilya begs, "Come on, Shane. I want to fuck you. You're ready. Just let me. Don't you want it?"
"Yeah," Shane says easily. "I want it."
Ilya waits and finally Shane stops what he was doing and mutters a quiet, "Fuck." Eyes squeezed closed.
He's still for a moment.
Then he forces himself into motion, reaching over and opening the drawer.
He takes out the dildo and lube and keeps his head ducked, eyes away from the corner. He'd already set up one of his pillows to help with what he wanted to do tonight, but it's upside down currently.
His breath is coming in fast.
"Did I say you could stop touching yourself?" Ilya asks.
Shane glares at him.
Ilya smirks back, but speaks gently. He tries to distract Shane from his spiraling thoughts. "Saw that goal in a compilation again today." He whines, "So fucking sexy, Shane."
Shane mutters back, "Saw a compilation of you being sent to the box."
Ilya barks out a laugh. "You're saying that's sexy to you?"
Shane just looks at him.
Ilya sees that fire in his eyes. "Mm, of course. You like to be bad."
 
Rose cannot wait to bully Shane about this later.
They built this up as the most intense, hottest sex she'd ever witness. And all they're doing is bickering and chirping. She could watch this in the All-Star mic'd up stream. They have far less clothes on here, but still.
Though she does understand why it's important to them for her to see this. Because as much as they're just chirping, this is them.
This is the two of them reduced to their purest selves: just absolutely obsessed with each other – body, mind, and soul.
It also helps her to see what works for Shane. What he actually craves verses what he's okay with.
The group sex she would put into the category of a hobby for Shane.
This? This isn't the same thing.
This is Shane with all his walls down, completely flayed open for Ilya.
 
"'m only bad for you." Shane mutters.
"Lies," Ilya counters. "You are so good for me. So tell me how you're going to be good for me tonight."
Shane doesn't hesitate. "Wanna ride you."
Ilya smirks. "Yes, I thought so. Like I said, lap dog."
Shane opens his eyes to glare at Ilya. "Shut up."
Ilya licks his lips, positioning himself. "Okay, come on. On my lap. Let me feel you."
Shane does his best not to think about it too hard as he reaches for the pillow and flips it over.
There's a wide flat base strapped to it that looks innocuous though odd.
Shane fails at the not thinking too hard thing.
Luckily Ilya is getting excited. "Fuck, Shane. You have it all set up. Have you tried it yet or were you waiting for me?"
Shane feels like his jaw is sealed shut but manages to make himself say, "I tried it."
"Good?" Ilya asks.
Shane nods.
Ilya begs, "Please, Shane. I want it."
Shane nods again and in a fast motion, slaps the suction cup of the dildo onto the base strapped to the pillow.
He does the rest in practically one motion. Gets lube, coats the toy, kicks off his underwear, positions himself towards the camera, towards Ilya, and straddles it.
Ilya has his phone on the tripod now too and Shane's no longer thinking of anything but the way that Ilya is mimicking Shane sinking onto the dildo with the fleshlight onto himself.
"Oh, fuck, Ilya!"
Ilya hums, half a moan, "You feel so fucking good."
Neither of them say anything about how it's not the same as when it's real. They cling to the fantasy that they're together right now.
Shane starts riding the toy in earnest, Ilya trying to match his pace.
"Don't touch yourself," Ilya demands.
They devolve into a symphony of moans and squelches. An outside observer would think if they fuck this much, they probably have really good stamina. But sometimes they're just too desperate for each other.
Ilya whines, "Want to put my fingers in your mouth."
"Mm," Shane complies without being expressly told to, shoving his fingers in his mouth and sucking sloppily.
"Come just on my cock, Shane. Know you're close. Come on."
Shane only moves faster, moaning Ilya's name. It turns into a whimper as he comes.
Ilya's not far behind him, muttering curse words and pet names in Russian.
Shane slides off the toy with a shudder.
Ilya watches, "Fuck, wish you could just lay back and I could clean you up."
"It's okay," Shane mutters in English without realizing for a moment that they're speaking different languages.
He reaches into the nightstand again and finds a wet wipe, cleaning himself off before taking all the supplies into his bathroom and dumps it all into the sink to clean.
He took the phone too.
At no point did he risk looking at Rose yet.
He props the phone up on the counter, gripping the ledge. He tries to focus on Ilya. "I want to kiss you."
"I know, baby. I'm sorry. Soon."
Shane feels Ilya's absence like a knife wound in his chest.
Ilya suggests, "Would you want to kiss her?"
Shane drops his forehead onto the bathroom counter.
Even with the terrible camera angle, Ilya understands what's happening. "Hey, Shane. You're okay."
"What the fuck did I just do?"
 
[App: Svetlana & Rose]
Svetlana: give him a minute! dont leave
Rose: ha, okay thank you. i wasn't sure what i was supposed to do
Svetlana: he is only minorly freaking out but ilya's handling it
Rose: am i allowed to say anything or should i wait til he gets back
Svetlana: you can download to me if you need to while youre waiting
Rose: i dont even know what to say except how do they make sexual depravity romantic?
Svetlana: LOL yeah i know what you mean. they really cant help it
Rose: shane is so comfortable with him. like effortlessly. i know hes comfortable with all of us but. ugh. i dont have enough vocab for this
Svetlana's not sure what to call it either, but she knows it's like a miracle to witness.
It may be Shane that she's fallen in love with, but there's something healing about seeing Ilya be loved like this after everything she's seen him go through.
And seeing them together soothes her. Shane had been worried about her being jealous, but it's so deeply the opposite. This atypical relationship structure can at times feel fragile, but seeing how real the different pieces of this are comforts her.
Svetlana: theyre like poetry together and sometimes they let me write it
Rose: how is that simultaneously beautiful and hot
Svetlana: poetry often is
Rose: i feel like poetry is always about depression and death
Svetlana: and to a russian that's hot
 
"Shane, baby, look at me." Ilya pleads.
Shane takes a couple more deep breaths and then lifts his head from the counter to look at Ilya on the phone screen. "Maybe I wasn't actually ready to do that. Maybe this was a bad idea."
Ilya tsks, "No, hey. Talk me through it. Give me your thoughts. You are so good at calling stop when you need to, Shane. If you needed to stop sooner, you would've done it. So why are you scared now?"
It's a good point. Shane knows Ilya is right, but he's also not sure he knows why the panic hit him so hard at the end. "I don't know." He squeezes his eyes shut and tries to figure out what he's feeling. "I just keep thinking about last time. Last time I was with her, when we were together. And I'm just expecting her to freak out at me about… how different I am. But when I imagine her reacting badly, it's like it's not even her. I know Rose won't react badly, but I'm still terrified of… of the small possibility, I guess? Like if I knew I didn't want her, was I using her? Shouldn't she be mad at me?"
"Shane…" Ilya says his name because it's the closet thing he has to touching him right now. He glances at Svetlana who is typing rapidly in the corner. "Maybe me and Sveta can check in with her so you don't have to do this alone."
Shane swallows, nodding. "Yeah. Yeah, I think that… that would help."
"Okay," Ilya says, smiling softly. "What should we ask? Small question, big question? How hot out of 10? She has to say 11, right?"
Shane laughs but there's panic in it. "What if it was terrible?"
"Shane." Ilya says admonishingly. "I promise it was not terrible."
Svetlana calls out, "Extremely not terrible."
Shane softens, "Hi, Sveta. Can I see you?"
Svetlana joins Ilya on the bed and they sit side by side. "Hi, treasure."
Shane relaxes tenfold. "I wish I was there with you."
"I wish you were too," Svetlana says, overwhelmed with affection witnessing Shane finding comfort in her. There's no guidebook for this. She doesn't even really know how to feel about how good Ilya and Shane are together, yet Shane still couldn't totally relax until he could see both of them. Something like imposter syndrome buzzes within her, but it's quickly eradicated by the way Shane's looking at her.
Svetlana gives them a soft ball. "Rose said she was impressed by how you could make sexual depravity romantic."
Shane's cheeks heat up. "What is that supposed to mean?"
"Yes, Russian, please." Ilya asks.
Svetlana translates for Ilya and then says, "That means that it was both extremely hot and also extremely romantic. Which shouldn't surprise you."
Shane feels his gaze slip to Ilya. "Romantic…" he mutters.
It's obvious in hindsight, but he's never really thought about the kind of sex he has with Ilya as inherently romantic. Not that they don't have romantic moments in bed together but…
"What," Ilya prods teasingly, "You don't think we're romantic?"
Shane laughs, "I was a little focused on the fact that Rose just watched me be a horny slut for you. So I can't say the word romantic would've occurred to me to describe that."
"But it was romantic," Svetlana insists.
"How?" Shane wants to know. He knows it was but he wants to hear what they think. "Ask her, please."
Svetlana nods.
Svetlana: okay can we do a quick text debrief before an in person debrief?
Rose: yes! totally fine, whatever he needs
Svetlana: this might sound random without hearing the rest of our convo, but he's curious which parts of that you thought were romantic
Rose: oh my god, all of it??? the way ilya is so good at guiding him through it, knowing what he needs almost before he needs it. the sheer raw vulnerability of how they are with each other. i mean honestly its kind of romantic that ilya can just tell shane when to cum and he just does??? on command????? is that normal???????? and like ilya said it but shane is so GOOD for him! god they love each other :(((((((
Svetlana reads the text to Shane, making sure to point out the multiple question marks when relevant.
Shane and Ilya watch each other as Svetlana reads it.
Shane lets out a harsh breath. "Fuck, I just asked her to review us having sex."
Ilya snorts.
Shane continues. "It's weird but kind of… nice? To hear how it looks from an outside perspective? I don't know. It's weird."
Ilya looks like he's sitting up straighter. "I am very happy she knows how well I take care of you, that you let me. That's what I wanted."
"Yeah…" Shane trails off.
"Did you get what wanted from this, Shane?" Svetlana asks.
Instead of answering, Shane says, "Ask her what was hottest."
Svetlana raises an eyebrow. "How honest do you want her to be about that?"
Shane doesn't show any signs of doubt. "As honest as she wants to be, which I know will be way too honest."
"Okay." Svetlana says as she types.
Svetlana: unsurprising follow up here, what did you think was hot about it?
Rose: same answer? all of it? how honest should i be lol
Svetlana: he said, and i quote, "as honest as she wants to be which i know will be too honest"
Rose: LMAO he knows me so well 💕
Rose: hm… okay. well… it goes without saying that he has a nice body. even when we were together, i never really just Saw him naked. it almost wasnt hot in a way. just seeing how in shape he is and how he moves. like holy shit thighs??????? it might make him feel better to know i wasnt like… staring at the toy lol i was really just watching him and how he reacted to it. and the way he reacted to ilya's voice.
Rose: also, ilya should do erotic audiobooks as a side gig. holy shit he'd make bank. he should send me voice notes. you know for science
Rose: ive learned today that the finger thing is hotter to do than it is to see
Svetlana reads all of that and Ilya scoffs after the last text, "Agree to disagree. But I will send her voice notes. Should be fun."
Shane's still processing.
Svetlana watches him. "Shane?"
Shane nods. "She's right. It actually does help a lot to know she wasn't just like… staring at the toy. I think I was mostly freaking out about that."
Ilya hums. "Are you okay to go back out and talk with her?"
Shane keeps nodding like a bobble head, looking for a towel and tying it around his waist.
He keeps a death grip on the phone as he walks back into the bedroom.
Rose looks up from her phone. She opens her mouth. Closes it. Opens it again. "I'm trying really hard not to say, Hey there, cowboy, and failing."
Shane wheezes, tension evaporating from his body. "Yeah, I don't know what I expected." He tugs his underwear on under the towel before dropping it and finding some sweats and putting his shirt back on.
When he's dressed again, he grabs the tripod just to be lazy and sets it back up so they can all see each other. He sits at the foot of the bed in front of her chair. "Um… how was that for you?"
Rose laughs softly. "I'm not sure how to answer that. I guess, entertaining?"
Shane should've been more specific. "Stimulating?"
"Oh." Rose considers that. "It's like watching 4K, 4-D porn but I've never really been a porn kinda girl. I prefer erotic fiction. And despite my dating track record, I don't usually look up guy on guy videos when I do. So it was hot because it's… it's you. I'll probably think about it later, but in the moment, I don't know. I knew it was important to you that I stay detached from it so I tried not to let myself go there."
Shane nods, can't seem to stop. "Okay. That, um, that makes sense."
Rose smirks. "Was that the right answer?"
Shane deadpans at her. "There's no right answer, Rose."
Rose smiles, reaching out to hold his hands in hers. "Let me try again. It felt like watching an art house film. NC-17 because the industry is stupid and will always censor sex more than violence. But one of the most gorgeous, evocative films you'll ever see in your life. And you know so many people will never see it because they think anything NC-17 is just porn. You're beautiful together, Shane. And I think you probably both know that." She glances at Ilya on the phone screen.
Ilya looks more emotional than she's ever seen him before.
Shane squeezes Roses hand and shuts his eyes and says softly to all of them, "That's what I wanted from this."
Ilya's fidgeting nervously. "Shane, can she kiss you for me?"
"Give me a second," Shane says, smirking at the camera. But he's thinking about it now. He pulls Rose's hands to his lips and kisses the back of her knuckles. "Thank you. For going along with this. For figuring out a way for it to work. It, um, it means a lot. I know it was weird, but…" He smiles at her. "Weird is good, yeah?"
Rose nods and speaks gently, "Weird is so good."
Shane feels years of tension melt away from him. "If you're open to it, I wouldn't say no to kissing now."
Rose throws herself at him just to make him catch her.
Shane laughs loudly as he falls back against the bed, Rose straddling him.
Rose kisses her reassurances into him and Shane kisses his gratefulness into her.
Ilya makes a one word request, "Tongue."
Shane laughs into Rose's mouth and asks, "Okay?"
"Very okay," Rose says, voice dropping lower.
So Shane ups the heat for Ilya, for himself. At some point Shane pulls away, "Wait, do you need, um…"
Rose presses her forehead to Shane's collarbone. "Uh, yeah. I should probably jerk off real fast. And then come back for cuddles?"
"Mandatory," Shane says faux seriously.
"Okay," Rose says happily, pecking his lips one more time before she gets up. She looks into the camera. "I'm gonna handle this solo, so don't worry about me!"
"Think of me!" Ilya calls out as Rose leaves the room.
Ilya snatches Svetlana's phone away from her as his has the video call running. "I have to be funny."
He opens their group chat and records a voice note saying all the most insane, overtly sexual things he can think of.
It would probably be more effective if Svetlana wasn't cackling beside him the whole time.
Still, he sends it to Rose.
[App: gay friend group for private reasons]
Svetlana: [Voice note attached]
Rose: I'M SAVING THIS
Svetlana: happy for you to - lily
Svetlana stares at Shane, watching him read the notifications pop up on his phone. "You good, golden one?"
Shane nods, but he actually means it this time. "Yeah. I'm… I'm really good actually. I feel like I have more oxygen in my lungs than I've had in like five years."
Svetlana knows she keeps saying stuff like this but she can't help it. "I'm so proud of you."
Shane responds, "I'm proud of you too."
Svetlana deflects that. "What the fuck did I do?"
Shane shoots her a look. "What is that supposed to mean? Everything, Sveta. I can start listing it but it's gonna take awhile. I'll at least say for figuring out things with Rose even though it was complicated."
Svetlana frowns. "Well it's not figured out yet."
Shane rolls his eyes. "Okay, so for working on it. I'm proud of you for being a great mediator, in and out of the bedroom."
"You do that too," Svetlana insists.
"We can both do it! But that doesn't mean I can't be proud of you for it!"
Ilya sighs heavily. "She will not let you compliment her, Shane."
"Too fucking bad. This from the woman who accused me of having a competency kink and seems to have forgotten about that even though I'm in love with her."
Svetlana groans and thrashes a bit. "Fine! Fine, you can be proud of me. Fuck, Shane."
Shane looks pleased with himself.
Svetlana has to say, "I'm in love with you too."
Shane acts blase. "Well, duh. You have a competency kink too and I'm not only the best but the hottest player in the MLH."
Both of them shout at him about that and he just smiles as they berate him, exactly where he wants to be.
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  Recap 1-15
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Recap 25-55
Recap 55-76
Recap 77-84
Recap 85-96
Recap 97-107
Recap 108-129
 
Here's what you missed in chapters 86-96 of Crowded Table…
Rose finds out X-Squad has to shoot some emergency pickups in Montreal and Shane offers for her to stay with him instead of at a hotel. They agree to not have sex. Because they won't want to. Obviously...
Shane picks her up from the airport and Rose says they're kind of dating again and Shane essentially friend-zones her by calling her a metamour instead.
They talk about what Rose wants in a relationship and she says she wants this, what Shane's offered her. Where else is she supposed to find something like this? And she wants them.
Shane asks her about platonic kissing and they have a brief misunderstanding about platonic meaning not only not romantic but also not sexual. They eventually get on the same page and agree they're both open to platonic kissing.
Shane asks Rose about d/s and she thinks it's a Nintendo. (This is based on a real interaction I've had.) Having been exposed to the Hollywood version of BDSM, Rose is a little out of her depth and her reaction to learning that Shane is into BDSM makes him too uncomfortable to continue the conversation.
Svetlana steps in to talk to Rose and gives her a BDSM 101 lesson.
Shane asks Ilya to distract him and they talk shit about other hockey teams.
Svetlana and Rose talk about BDSM and trust, making sure Rose truly understands the stakes of the kind of d/s their polycule practices.
They get interrupted by Shane needing Svetlana's hockey opinions which eventually turns into Shane ranking the top ten hottest players in the MLH much to Ilya's severe irritation. The rage baiter gets rage baited.
Once they're all on the same page, Rose and Shane talk again. Shane compares d/s to the way Rose once described a hard shoot she'd been part of and it makes everything click for her. They cuddle together and Shane pulls her in for a kiss. Rose hesitates, but understands what they'd all meant when they said to trust that they want this. She gives in and kisses him…
…then bursts into tears. She and Shane unpack how it feels to realize they didn't want the happy ending that was expected of the two of them when they were together.
Svetlana and Ilya talk about how Ilya is doing after seeing a photo of Shane and Rose cuddling. He admits that he's been working through it in therapy sessions.
Shane gets home from practice to Rose with dinner on the table and freaks out about how heteronormative it all is. He changes into one of Ilya's Boston Raiders shirts before sitting down to eat dinner with her.
Rose laughs about being friend-zoned (again) by a shirt and sends a picture to Ilya who immediately goes feral about it.
Shane stays calm to eat dinner but practically runs to his room to have phone sex with Ilya after.
Rose texts Svetlana as she understands the true consequences of her actions after learning about how they dabble with BDSM.
Rose and Shane cuddle together for the night.
When Rose gets back from set the next day, Shane's the one who ordered dinner for them.
The group chat discusses Shane and Ilya's proclivity to reference hockey in bed (chat, is it roleplay if they're actually hockey players?).
They call while Ilya and Shane play Xbox and Rose falls asleep. Ilya and Shane tell Svetlana about the idea to recreate the night at the club.
The next day, Rose shows up late to Shane's game against Ottawa. Ilya and Shane both agree that he probably didn't need to go so hard againt Ottawa.
Rose notices that Shane is kind of amped up after the game.
Especially after he accidentally sexts Ilya in the group chat.
Shane uses the energy to finally ask Rose if she's interested in BDSM and how that could work with them, with him.
Rose realizes that kinky sex is Shane's favorite hobby.
He invites her to have phone sex with them.
Shane tries to check in on how Ilya feels seeing him with Rose. They pause to talk through it. Shane says he has an idea for Ilya to tell Shane what to do to/with Rose.
It's going well until Shane feels himself slip into domspace. Which of course makes Ilya slip into subspace.
Svetlana takes over to help guide them through it. Shane finishes up with Rose and then they decide it's best for Rose to leave so they can help Ilya.
Ilya has gone into full brat mode, bragging about how he deserves Shane's attention more than Rose does.
Shane leans into it, telling Ilya what he'd do if they were together. Bondage gets mentioned a little too much and as soon as they're done, Svetlana haggardly tells Shane she's sending him resources for it and that he should probably look into shibari.
Shane cuddles with Rose that night again and checks in with her in the morning before she leaves for set.
Ilya asks to call Shane and they talk about Ilya being ready to come out as bi and the timeline for when he wants to do it. They talk through the pros and cons and end up agreeing about the pros. As a delightful side quest, Ilya manages to convince Shane to unmute Twitter.
Rose and Shane go out to dinner and gossip, then on the way home Shane announces another sex idea he and Ilya had.
So the four of them set up a scene for Svetlana and Rose to watch while Shane and Ilya have phone sex with toys.
Shane lightly crashes out about it but Ilya and Svetlana are able to help talk him down by checking in with Rose for him until he's ready to go back and talk to her himself.
Ilya demands that Rose kiss Shane for him, then she leaves to take care of herself. Ilya sends her a voice note about it.
Shane waxes poetic to his two partners and then provokes them into fighting him as he relaxes into his happy place…






      

  












      Chapter 98: The Most Game of Anyone on the Team
  








   ★ ★ ★ 

[Texts: JJ & Hayden]
JJ: hey, wanted to run something by you. shane told me about lily and i have some ideas for how to support them
Hayden: … What did Shane tell you about Lily?
JJ: uh everything?
Hayden: How about you tell me what he told you
JJ: is that okay to put in writing?
Hayden: Okay, wow. Yeah. He told you everything.
JJ: lol yeah… about all three of them
Hayden: Okay from this point on, we delete all texts. Got it?
JJ: got it!
Hayden: I love Shane and am so happy that he's happy… But it's INSANE right
JJ: ahahahahaha it's unexpected. but it makes sense now that i know
Hayden: Yeah, that's a good way to put it. I met him after a game once, Rozanov. They're good together. With ROZANOV. I didn't think Rozanov would be good with anyone and here he is being a good boyfriend to the most unexpected person imaginable
JJ: hahaha shane had svetlana on the phone while i was at his place. i need to see all three of them in one room
Hayden: God, I DID see them in a room together but it was before I knew she was part of it
JJ: crazy we all thought hollander was a prude and meanwhile hes having threesomes
Hayden: He probably has the most game of anyone on the team and no one knows… Okay ANYWAY, what did you want to talk about specifically?
JJ: i think we should start discouraging slurs in the locker room. like obviously the guys would not take well to like a big announcement from the coaches or anything and it would be insane to ask shane to do it. but i had an idea to talk to the guys one on one when we can. see who pushes back and who agrees. let shane know who is supportive. it's not a lot, but it might help
Hayden: Fuck that's a really good idea. I didn't even think about doing something other than telling him I support him, but I guess that doesn't mean much if I'm not doing anything. Yeah, count me in. Let's divide and conquer, pull up the roster
JJ: ah, my man! i knew i could count on you!
 
[Texts: Hayden & Shane]
Hayden: So you told JJ about Lily? Good for you, man. Can I ask who else knows?
Shane: Yeah! It feels good to bring more people in. Uh, for the MLH it's just you (and Jackie), JJ, Marlow, and Scott. And then my parents and Rose. Oh and I guess Scott's boyfriend.
Hayden: Scott? Hunter????? When did you talk to Hunter??
Shane: Yeah at All Stars. Ilya, Svetlana, and I chatted with him. Asked for some advice about um. You know, hiding or not.
Hayden: You're thinking about it?
Shane: Ilya is. And it's good to be prepared for, just in case.
Hayden: Well let me know what I can do. I know the Admirals occasionally do the stick tape. I'd be down
Shane: Thanks, man. That means a lot
Hayden: I got you

 ★ ★ ★ 
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  ★ ★ ★

Part of Shane always assumes that dropping off his loved ones at the airport will get easier with practice, but in his experience it only gets harder.
It's too easy to get used to having a warm body beside him at night, waking up to Rose scrolling on her phone and showing him fresh edits of him and Ilya. There are even a couple of terrible edits of Shane and Svetlana now that they sent to the group.
Shane tries to make peace with the fact that all he has again is the group chat, no one in the next room over. No one to kiss goodbye in the morning.
It's fine. It is.
At least he tries to tell himself it is.
The hollow feeling in his chest makes him understand why Ilya wants to come out more.
Would it be easier to be apart from each other if it wasn't all a big secret? Probably not.
Shane sits in his silent house and opens up Twitter.
He scrolls for a bit and immediately realizes something. He opens his texts.
 
[Texts: Shane & Svetlana]
Shane: How long did it take you to curate my Twitter feed?
Svetlana: oh you finally noticed haha i was wondering when you'd be curious enough to check. yuna had it set up for publicity assuming you'd never be on there, but i went in and followed some hockey analysis accounts i like and some of the funnier players that i know you dont hate. some other athletes. idk just random stuff so you'd actually have a real feed
Shane: It's really great. I appreciate it
Svetlana: so what changed your mind about social media?
Shane: I don't know. It's kind of a place to be together. Or to be seen together. I don't really know how to use it yet.
Svetlana: [Document attached]
Shane: What is this?
Svetlana: Tweets I've drafted for you if you ever wanted to be active. I figured you'd need a starting point
Shane scrolls through the document. It's all pretty neutral and in line with stuff he's posted in the past.
Svetlana's right that it's a good starting point.
Then Shane goes back to Twitter and scrolls through Ilya's profile. It's sporadic. It's him in a way Shane's fascinated by.
Shane's always kept his cards close to his chest. Not only about his sexuality, but about his personality in general.
He never fully realized how comfortable Ilya's always been in the public eye. There are cons of course, but Ilya's really good about recognizing the pros and enjoying them.
Part of Shane also wonders if Ilya's Twitter activity is why he doesn't have as many brand deals. Then he reminds himself of the conversations he's had with his mom lately, that there will always be other brands to reach out to. Brands who would love to accept them as they are.
Typically, Shane would text his mom and run this by her.
He should probably run it by Svetlana.
But instead, he finds a video he'd saved on YouTube a few weeks ago and copies the link then goes back to Twitter.
@ShaneHollander24: Practicing some visualization techniques to break hearts at the Valentine's Weekend game Link: Top 10 Hollander Dekes against Rozanov
Svetlana: HELLO
Svetlana: SHANE WHAT THE HELL
 
[Texts: straight friend group for publicity reasons]
Ilya: when i turned on twitter notifications for shane, i was expecting boring brand updates. i was not expecting to be ATTACKED
Shane: 😇
 
↳@RozFirstOverall81: you fucking wish hollander Link: Top 20 Rozanov Dekes against Montreal
     ↳@ShaneHollander24: Interesting that most of those clips are from when I was out with a concussion
           ↳@JJBoyzzzzau: GET HIM, CAPITAINE!!!!!
↳@HPikeMetro: Did Shane just Tweet?????
 
Retweet @Hollendarling: THE GIRLS ARE FIGHTING
↳@Rosesforrozzy: wait i thought they were friends now????
     ↳@Hollendarling: i mean they weren't talking shit on twitter before. pretty sure this is a friend thing for them. theyre just insane
↳@HollanovForever: BREAKING HEARTS???? VALENTINES WEEKEND???? YOUR HONOR?????
 
Ilya: i think you broke twitter
Shane: I'm only slightly panicking about brand deals
Svetlana: oh my god, youre fine shane. its more of a red flag how squeaky clean you were before
Rose: IS IT MY BIRTHDAY
Rose: shane. SHANE.
Rose: oh my god oh my GOD
Svetlana: okay rose, just tell us what your burner account is
Rose: i do nOT have a burner account!
Svetlana: sure you dont
Svetlana: ive been eyeing that roses for rozanov handle
Rose: please, im not that stupid. and why would i have made an account for ilya until recently
Ilya: so you would now? make a stan account for me?
Shane: What does ANY of this mean
Svetlana: dont worry about it shane
Rose: it would actually be funny to make an ilya stan account but i dont have time for that!
Svetlana: because you already have a hollanov account
Rose: no i DONT
Svetlana: so youre just Finding all these edits even though you dont follow any fandom accounts on your public account okay sure
Rose: UGGGHHHHHHHH i mean okay fine i do have a burner but i dont TWEET on it. i just scroll
Ilya: what is your username
Rose: i dont see why thats important!!!!
Shane: [Screenshot of the first few likes on his tweet]
Shane: So you're not @HollanderWAG2416 ?
Rose: e tu brute
Svetlana: IM SCROLLING THROUGH ALL YOUR LIKES!
Rose: i hate ALL of you
Rose: ILYA YOU CANT FOLLOW MY BURNER ACCOUNT
Ilya: i follow many fans, no one will know
Shane: Why do you do that?
Ilya: it makes them happy and it makes my feed funnier
Shane: Do you follow shippers
Ilya: no but i want to. would be a funny way to come out! just an idea. write that down, sveta
Svetlana: hard no

★ ★ ★
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   ★ ★ ★ 

As soon as the plane touched down in Boston, Shane feels every cell in his body pulling him in one direction. He ditches the rest of the guys as soon as he can and jumps into a ride-share.
J.J. and Hayden had looked at each other pointedly and did what they could to cover for him, but all the guys were just teasing him about Lily and Svetlana and which of them got priority for Valentine's Day today.
He hadn't answered but when he was in the car with nothing to do but sit in traffic he started a new group chat.
[Texts: Hayden & JJ]
Shane: Just Lily tonight since I know you're wondering
Hayden: I wasn't gonna ask!
JJ: i was
All Shane and Ilya have been able to do for the last two weeks is talk so the moment Ilya had opened the door, Shane's mouth was on his.
Svetlana had insisted on them being alone tonight, saying it was all part of her big plan for tomorrow.
All that to say, there were no niceties necessary tonight.
Ilya hadn't scattered rose petals, didn't have chocolate covered strawberries on the counter.
Just condoms and lube on the bed and bottles of water on the night stands.
They were already stripped down by the time they got into the bedroom and Shane saw the supplies set out – straightforward and simple.
He'd smiled at Ilya. "I love you."
Ilya laughed softly, kissing Shane's forehead and then his lips. "I love you too."
And that was the last coherent thought Shane had for the night so he's sure he's imagining the words Ilya's whispering into his skin.
He's not sure language even really exists to him right now.
Ilya had spent the last – well, it felt like five hours to Shane but it was likely only about – five minutes edging him before he finally let him cum.
Ilya's lips are pressing to every inch of Shane's skin.
Shane tries to blink his eyes back open, "What?"
Ilya's face is glimmering with a sheen of sweat as he kisses up Shane's chest to his jaw. "Let's go out for breakfast tomorrow."
Shane stares at him. "Are you… you're joking?"
Ilya laughs softly. "Uh, no. Serious."
Shane's brows are furrowed, trying to imagine it. "Breakfast. Before a game in Boston. The morning after Valentine's Day."
Ilya rolls his eyes. "No one will think we were together."
"Yes, they will." Shane says confidently, thinking of Twitter. He doesn't even know about Tumblr.
Ilya shrugs. "Sveta can be there too. It's her friend group thing. Maybe I can ask Marly."
The logistics of the plan aren't what's confusing Shane. "Why do you want to go out? Why not just… have breakfast here?"
Ilya swallows. "I don't know. Because we can now."
Oh.
Shane's brain reboots. "Fuck. You're right."
Ilya watches the emotions play out over Shane's face and laughs. "You forgot?"
Shane raises his eyebrows. "I mean, yeah. Kind of. I'm used to… Yeah, I forgot we can." A world of possibilities Shane hadn't even started thinking of yet opens to him. He'd been so focused on tonight, on tomorrow night. On what they can do behind closed doors.
He hadn't even considered that they could make plans in the morning too. In public.
Shane shakes his head as he remembers they're rival captains with a game tomorrow. "No, that's insane. We can't do that the morning of a game. I mean, people will attack me if I go out in public."
Ilya groans. "You are so boring. I will protect you from rabid Boston fans."
"There are rules about this," Shane insists, thinking about potentially getting injured after a confrontation with a fan right before a game.
"Just a coffee," Ilya pleads. "We get it to go."
Shane deadpans. "We're not going to fucking Dunkin', Ilya."
"They have the heart-shaped donuts this week!"
Shane can't help laughing, pulling Ilya in for a kiss.
He presses their foreheads together and drops his voice to a whisper. "I want to. I do. But we can't. Hayden's covering for me for curfew tonight. We're already pushing our luck."
Ilya lets out a breath and then throws himself onto Shane, tucking his face into Shane's neck and hugging him tightly. "I know. You're right, I know. I hate hiding you."
Shane's heart breaks as he brackets Ilya's body between his thighs, threading his fingers into Ilya's curls. "I know, baby. I hate it too."
Ilya groans, "Very mean of you to switch to Russian to torment me."
Shane snorts, "I think I got it from context clues but what was that word at the end?"
"Torture, I think." Ilya translates.
"Mm," Shane hums. "I guessed it was punish."
Ilya lifts his head. "You want to punish me, Hollander?"
Shane rolls his eyes. "I think you want to be punished."
Ilya's lips curve into a smirk. "I have a better idea than breakfast."
Shane braces himself. "So it's a worse idea."
"You have to come out with us when you lose."
Shane glitches out again. "That's even more insane than the morning! Do you want me to die in Boston?!"
"So you think you'll lose?" Ilya says happily.
Shane nearly growls. "We're not gonna fucking lose!"
Ilya nods, "Yes, this is a good idea. Loser wears winners jersey to the bar."
Shane wheezes a laugh. "You're insane. That's… last time we did that, you slipped, Ilya."
Ilya tsks, "No, it was a reward after I had already slipped."
Shane drops his head back onto the pillow. "It's a really bad idea."
"Yes," Ilya agrees. "We love bad ideas."
"Sveta won't. My mom won't. My fucking coach won't."
Ilya bites Shane's collarbone lightly. "You are so boring."
Shane compromises. "Loser has to get a drink with the winning team, but we're not doing the jersey thing. You know that's too far."
Ilya's grin is feral. "I knew you would agree if I led with something crazier."
Shane's jaw drops and he pushes Ilya off of him, straddling him with an irritated, lovesick grin. "You're such an asshole."
Ilya lets himself be caged in. "You love me."
Shane brushes his knuckles over Ilya's cheek. "Yeah, I do."
They kiss until Shane's alarm goes off to remind him to sleep before the game.
Ilya's already half asleep as Shane turns off the alarm, "'re so boring."
"I know, baby." Shane kisses the corner of his mouth as they curl together for the night.

 ★ ★ ★ 

[App: Svetlana & Lily]
Sveta: did you ask him about breakfast
Lily: morning sveta. yes, he said it was stupid like you thought he would
Sveta: yeah cause it is. tell me when you leave to drop him off
Lily: it is very sweet that you planned this for him. i should have known youre a romantic
Sveta: shut up you cant prove that
Lily: lollll i can but okay whatever you say
Lily: on our way
Sveta: 😈

 ★ ★ ★ 

Shane already misses Ilya by the time he walks into the hotel. He's also itching to see Svetlana later. She was right that it was nice to have one-on-one time with Ilya, especially after the amount of one-on-one time he's had with Svetlana and Rose in Montreal.
Still, he misses her too.
He swipes his keycard into his hotel room and feels like he's hallucinating.
"Happy Valentine's Day, treasure."
Shane can't even process the visual in front of him.
Hayden had checked in for them and left the spare key at the desk for him to pick up this morning.
At least, that's what he thought happened.
Svetlana cracks up laughing as Shane stands frozen in the door way.
If this were any other relationship, the person waiting in the hotel room would probably be wearing lingerie with champagne ready.
But Svetlana is wearing a prototype Irina Foundation jersey with Shane's name and number on it and there's a six pack of Shane's favorite brand of protein shakes on the counter that Svetlana knows are part of his game day routine.
Shane finally snaps out of it and crosses the room to pull her into his arms. "Holy shit, it's good to see you."
Svetlana giggles and holds him just as tightly. "Surprised?"
"Obviously, Sveta. Jesus. How the fuck did you…" He pulls back, eyes darting over her face, taking her in.
He presses his lips to hers before she can answer.
"I got a room here last night and swapped key cards with Hayden." She gestures at the TV where she has a laptop hooked up with an HDMI cord. "Thought we could watch compilations of Ilya together and pretend it's game prep except you're allowed to thirst over him too. And I promise we can tell him that we're watching fail compilations if he asks."
How the fuck did Shane get this lucky? His heart nearly combusts in his chest. "That's perfect. You're perfect."
Svetlana kisses him and then they stand there for a second, holding each other, cheek to cheek, breathing each other in. "I love you so much," Svetlana whispers it, still kind of shocked that she can say that and mean it.
"I love you too," his heart thuds in his chest as he says it. He squeezes his eyes shut as he holds her. "I always thought Valentine's was a pretty pointless holiday, but I think I get it now."
Svetlana snorts. "Yeah, me too."
Svetlana hits play and they cuddle up on the couch watching clips.
They have a couple of hours before Shane has to leave for the rink, but he starts to understand Ilya's whole move last night. He takes out his phone.
[App: private friend group for gay reasons]
Jane: Lily, did you ask about breakfast just so Sveta could surprise me today
Lily: it was her idea but i made my own plan for tonight
Svetlana reads the texts on Shane's phone. "What? I thought I was making the plans for tonight?"
Shane sighs harshly. "He has a stupid fucking idea for going out with the team before we go back to your place."
Lily: dont forget baby, loser buys the winning team a round
Jane: That is NOT what we agreed to
Lily: but it would keep them from killing you
Jane: I'm not gonna fucking lose! Fuck off!
Rose: nice to see that romance isn't dead this valentines day
Sveta: wild for YOU to say
Rose: 😇

 ★ ★ ★ 






  
    Chapter End Notes

    begging you to not complain about the fade to black sex here. if you couldnt tell by *gestures at entire fic* im also aspec and i dont actually want to write every single sex scene required of these horny idiots lmao i'll write the important emotional ones, but if theyre just fucking then like... theyre just fucking lol there are thousands of other fics and also CANON if you want to see that


  


      

  












      Chapter 101: Enrichment for Them
  



    Chapter Notes

      hockey chapterrrr well kind of. locker room chapter really lol


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  ★ ★ ★

While Shane usually prefers home games, he does like that the ice smells slightly different at other rinks. It's one of those things where you don't realize that you've become desensitized until someone else who isn't at a rink a lot says it smells so oddly clean and sharp and you realize you don't notice that anymore.
So Shane breathes in the smell of the ice at the TD Garden during warm ups, the crowd becoming white noise as his eyes find Ilya.
Memories of last night flood him.
He really should've gotten it all out of his system. But it'll always do something to him to see Ilya geared up across the rink.
It's their first time on the ice together since the All-Star game and the commentators seem to be fixated on that fact.
Ilya catches Shane staring at him and skates towards him.
Panic floods his body out of sheer muscle memory until Shane reminds himself that they can have this now. He doesn't have to make excuses like offering condolences. He can just… talk to Ilya.
Shane skates up to him.
Both of them intend to keep their cool but start smiling immediately.
"No mics," Ilya says softly.
Shane laughs looking up at the broadcast equipment suspended above the ice. "There are always mics."
Ilya lowers his voice, "You look very pretty."
Shane doesn't respond, but everything he wants to say shines in his eyes. "You're going down. So I hope you've factored that into our plans for later. I have."
Ilya raises an eyebrow. "Me going down is part of your plans for later?"
Shane blushes. "Fuck off. You know what I meant."
Ilya thumps his fist against Shane's chest. "Good luck, Hollander. You will need it!"
Shane rolls his eyes and skates away.
 
Svetlana sits in Ilya's comp seats which she doesn't usually like to do, but she had a couple reasons for wanting to do it today. One, they're closer to the ice than she can usually find for herself. Two, she wanted to try and overhear any gossip among the WAGs. Three, it's fucking Valentine's day weekend and she deserves to sit in this section, even if the other WAGs would rather her not be here.
She even invited a friend from college, Nisha, that she'd been meaning to reconnect with because she didn't want to sit here and watch Shane and Ilya play tonight and not be able to talk someone's ear off about them.
When Shane and Ilya skate up to each other during warm ups, Nisha side eyes Svetlana. "What do you think they're talking about?"
Svetlana laughs and thinks to herself, thinly veiled hints at their plans to have sex later. But she says, "Probably just chirping."
Nisha's side eye intensifies. "You know both of them now, right? With the foundation?" She played collegiate field hockey and typically knows what's going on in the hockey world. Even if she didn't, the Irina Foundation announcement did kind of break containment.
Svetlana nods. "Yeah, I work with them both."
"Mmhmm," Nisha presses her lips together.
Svetlana huffs a laugh, "Fine, just ask."
"And which one are you sleeping with?" Nisha smirks.
Svetlana shakes her head and raises her voice a little to say, "I can neither confirm nor deny." Just if any WAGs are trying to listen in. Then she leans in close and cups her hands around Nisha's ear to whisper, "Hollander." Because she wants to enjoy this and she trusts Nisha to keep that to herself.
The full truth of course is that she's sleeping with both of them, but she's starting to understand that the rest of the world will never really know how to talk about that and will know even less how to think about it. What Nisha meant by her question was, Which are you in a relationship with? So Svetlana chooses to answer that question instead.
Nisha barks a laugh, "I knew it."
"Can you blame me?"
Nisha watches the close up of Shane stretching on the jumbotron. "I mean, Happy Valentine's Day, girl. Damn."
Svetlana laughs freely.
 
At the end of the first period, Boston is down 0-1. They get back to the locker room and Ilya raises his voice, "Okay, listen up, assholes. You did not know but today's game has very high stakes."
His tone of voice cues them all in. They're used to Ilya having insane ideas for motivating them so they all chuckle and give him their attention.
Ilya raises his eyebrows. "Oh, you're laughing. You think I'm not serious. If we win, Hollander will come out drinking with us and we can embarrass him in Boston. Stakes have never been higher."
Cliffs snorts, "Hollander has a death wish?"
Ilya grins like a shark. "Initial idea was he comes to the bar and wears a Boston jersey but he would not agree."
One of the rookies asks, "Do you go out with Montreal if we lose?"
Ilya glares at him. "Eh, no. There is no world where we don't win. How could you even say that?"
The guys all rag on the rookie.
"Score me goals!" Ilya shouts.
"Whatever you say, cap!"
And somehow, it works.
 
At the end of the second period, Montreal is down 3-2.
Shane sits in the locker room chewing on his mouth guard, brows furrowed in focus.
J.J. wraps his knuckles on the top of Shane's head. "You got a game plan brewing, capitane?"
Shane lets out a breath and admits, "Ilya had a stupid idea for, like, a punishment for whoever loses tonight but I think he was just fucking with me… doesn't matter."
Hayden comes into the locker room after being pulled for press after scoring the second goal. He shoots Shane a weird look. "Apparently there's a rumor going around that you and Rozanov have some kind of wager going on?"
Fury boils Shane's blood as everyone turns to him. "You overheard that somewhere?"
Hayden looks at him pityingly. "One of their guys said it during his press interview."
Shane stands up. "We're going to fucking kill them." He's filled with the kind of righteous fury you usually only find during playoffs.
The team responds to it immediately as Shane explains what's at stake.
 
The third period is a blood bath.
Nisha nudges Svetlana as the penalties continue to roll in. "So I thought they were friends?"
Svetlana rolls her eyes. "This is like enrichment for them. I think their wager being made public really pissed Shane off. If I had to guess."
"Mmhmm, 'cause you don't know him that well."
Svetlana glances at her and they laugh about it.
Internally, Svetlana thinks the physicality that Shane and Ilya are bringing to today's game has a lot to do with how they spent last night. Despite the penalties coming in for other players on their team, Ilya's actually playing a pretty clean game until he gets too close to Shane and Shane's not being much better about it. They're only being rough with each other.
If it was anyone but the two of them, people would be saying they're playing sloppy and emotional but… it's them. The emotions seem to sharpen their focus somehow.
The commentators are having a field day with it. Everyone was curious about what to expect when Rozanov and Hollander were on opposite sides of the ice again, but no one was expecting whatever this is. Most people seem to be delighted – it's as Ilya said, they're still enemies on the ice.
Svetlana is able to see it all in a way no one else can and to her… well, it's a lot like watching them in bed together – incomprehensible amounts of contradictory chemistry.
Somehow even on opposite teams, they're both focused on making this a remarkable, highly competitive game.
[Texts: Rose & Svetlana]
Rose: …did they get into a fight on valentines day?
Svetlana: lol if i had to guess, the opposite
Rose: o h
Rose: yeah shane shouldve made me that slide show on how to recognize intentions behind hits
 
The final score ends up at 5-4… in favor of Montreal.
Shane had been electric for the entire final period and Ilya had been right there matching him, but Montreal's goalie played a slightly better game.
Shane wishes he could be surprised when he hears they want him for the post game press table and he's less surprised when they say Ilya's going to be there too.
They make their way to the press room and share a wry glance as they sit side by side at the table.
The questions start out pretty standard, going over some key plays in tonight's game.
Then the questions turn to the Irina Foundation. Some tension drops from Shane's shoulders as he raves about the foundation and how well plans for the Summer camp are coming along. Ilya can't help the fond gaze on his face as he watches Shane field the logistical questions.
Shane catches him and gets nervous. "What?"
Ilya shakes his head. "Nothing, fascinating to see you knowledgeable about something other than hockey."
Shane rolls his eyes as the room of journalists laugh. "This is still hockey."
"Sure," Ilya concedes.
Once the formality has slipped away, the question comes in about the mysterious wager they had for the game.
Shane shoots a sharp glare at Ilya as he cuts in to answer, "First of all, it wasn't a wager–"
Ilya starts to interrupt.
Shane keeps talking over him. "Betting on a game is illegal for players."
Ilya leans back in his chair with a groan. "It's not for money."
"We had an informal agreement," Shane says to some knowing laughter in the crowd, "that the loser would have to get a drink with the winning team tonight. I thought it was a ploy to attempt to kill me via Boston fans, but I wasn't going to let that happen. Clearly."
Ilya huffs. "Yes, fine. I will buy the Metros a drink. One for every goal you're ahead of me in the scoring race."
Shane's eye twitches. "After tonight, it's only one."
Ilya looks smug. "Yes."
Shane sighs and moves to stand. "Okay, I think you've got your quotes for tonight. Thanks, everyone."
Ilya stands with him, feral grin on his face. He's not sure he'll ever get tired of how it feels to tease Shane like this in public now.

★ ★ ★
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  ★ ★ ★

When Ilya sends Shane the address for the bar for tonight, Shane's heart skips a beat. He stands in the locker room and tells the guys that they really are doing this and Ilya will be buying them a round. They're all fascinated enough by the last month of developments that it seems like everyone is down to go.
Turns out, and Shane doesn't know why he didn't realize this, Ilya had reserved a private room for them at the same bar as last time.
He was never going to put Shane at risk going out with the Raiders in Boston. He was always going to find a way to do this safely. It makes his eyes want to tear up but he blinks it away before it can start.
Shane announces the location to the room and texts the address to the team group chat as they finish packing up to take the bus back to the hotel so they can change before going out.
J.J. elbows his way into sitting next to Shane on the bus and Shane can't help the way his smile brightens at his enthusiasm. "Hey, J.J."
J.J. throws an arm around Shane's shoulder and speaks to him in French. "You had a fire in you tonight. Holy shit, captain."  Then he glances around to see how close other French speaking players are and deems it safe as he drops his voice to a whisper, "Wanted us to meet your boyfriend that bad?"
Shane shoots a knowing look at him as he opens his texts. "I appreciate it, but let's be extra safe and not use words like that on the bus."
[Texts: gay friend group for private reasons]
Jane: Sveta, come to the bar
Sveta: the plan was for you to go out with the team and then come back to me
Jane: The team knows I'm with you. We could have this
Lily: come to the bar sveta
Sveta: youre sure?
Jane: Not only am I sure, I'm desperate
Sveta: jj and hayden also know about lily now. it wont be weird for you?
Jane: Not any weirder than it's already been. So many people saw Lily pressing me into walls today. I think we have to even it out a little
Rose: insane
Jane: True!
Lily: i bet i could do it at the bar without anyone realizing its flirty
Jane: I believe that you could but I'd prefer if you didn't try it!
Shane takes a couple breaths as he stares at the texts and makes a decision.
He elbows J.J. and shows him the screen.
J.J. eyebrows practically fly off of his forehead in shock that Shane is inviting him to look at his phone screen. "You are a flirt, Hollander."
Shane smirks. "I guess."
"Svetlana will be there tonight? All three of you? Wait, Rose Landry is in your group chat?"
Shane laughs. "It's a long story. I'll catch you up another time."
And J.J. completely believes that he means that.
Shane's not sure what possessed him to show J.J. his phone screen, but he's ecstatic now that he's done it. Telling Hayden about all of this had felt good, but Hayden was so curious about how Shane ended up with Ilya. There's something about J.J.'s perspective on this that feels so freeing to Shane. It's similar to how it felt to tell Rose. Maybe it's because he knows J.J. is so open minded but he's also so… Is gossip-y even the right word?
Telling Rose was fun, he loves dishing about his relationship with Rose. But it's different to have someone within the hockey world who is excited for him.
Shane realizes that in a world where he didn't hold back, where he let himself be himself, he could've been a lot like J.J.. Loudly welcoming to others, a warm presence. In a world where Shane wasn't governed by fear, they could've been best friends this whole time.
He spends a few minutes thinking about what that might've been. If Shane could pick up guys as easily as the other Metros could pick up girls. The way he and J.J. could've wingmaned for each other.
Shane has to laugh at himself as he imagines it. Of course, he would never be as bold as he's imagining. The only reason he feels that way now is because of Ilya. Even without the external fears, Shane would've still been shy. It's Ilya that makes him brave.
He can't change the past, but he can choose what to do tonight. And at least for a bit, he wants to be brave.

★ ★ ★

As soon as the bus gets to the hotel, Shane hustles J.J. and Hayden to get changed as fast as humanly possible and the three of them are on their way to the bar way ahead of the rest of the team.
The way Ilya drives, Shane's not surprised that he and Svetlana are at the bar already when they arrive.
Shane spares two seconds to check that the bartender is the same woman as last time, Svetlana's ex, before he crashes into Ilya lips first.
Ilya laughs into the kiss, catching him. "Yes, that's how I feel about the game too."
"Fuck, Ilya." Shane mumbles, holding him so tightly they may fuse into one person.
J.J. lets out a low whistle. He thought he'd wrapped his head around this, but it's an entirely new thing to see Shane Hollander and Ilya Rozanov making out like long lost lovers. "Wow. I believed you but… wow."
Svetlana snorts. "You'll have to forgive them. Games like that are foreplay for them."
Ilya tsks as he and Shane slowly begin to extricate themselves from each other. "Today was closer to actual sex."
Shane's brain comes back online after the tunnel vision of Ilya in a private space and has the decency to blush as he realizes how intimate he was being with Ilya in front of J.J. for the first time. "Sorry," he mumbles.
Ilya positions himself with his hand on Shane's waist, chest pressed to Shane's back, just a little off center to still be able to talk to the others. "Nothing to be sorry about, baby." He kisses Shane's jaw. "Let them see you be a slut for me."
"Ilya." Shane reprimands him.
Ilya laughs but can't help himself. The lights are dimmed, music is playing. He bites Shane's earlobe. "Let's have fun before the others get here."
Shane swallows and tries to keep his thoughts focused as Svetlana sips her drink and watches the show they're putting on, doing nothing to help.
Shane focuses on Hayden and J.J. "It's, uh, our first Valentine's day as…"
"Boyfriends." Ilya says possessively.
J.J.'s eyes slide to Svetlana with confusion. "And what about…?"
Svetlana nods. "Oh, me too. Me and Shane's first. But I'm happy to watch them be freaks until everyone else gets here. Then it's my turn."
Ilya is getting dangerously close to needing to ask Hayden and J.J. for consent if he keeps kissing Shane's neck like this.
Shane keeps shrugging him off. "Um, I don't think I said when we talked J.J. but I'm with Svetlana and Ilya. Svetlana and Ilya aren't, um…"
Svetlana takes that one. "We fuck but we're not dating."
"Absolutely fucking insane," J.J. mutters with an oddly proud smirk.
Ilya does something with his tongue that makes Shane choke back a moan and step away from him with a look of mortification. "Jesus, Ilya."
Ilya laughs loudly.
"He pre-gamed," Svetlana tells Shane. Then shrugs. "I did too."
Shane shakes his head. "Unbelievable." Then he looks back at Ilya, putting his hands on his shoulders and holding them apart from each other. "The other guys could walk in here any second, so we're done with that, okay? Save it for later."
Ilya licks his lips. "Yes, sir."
Shane looks at Svetlana with a deadpan expression.
Svetlana cracks up laughing. "You walked into that one."
Shane looks back at Ilya and hesitates a second before doing his best to say it in Russian, "If Rose is here, I give you to her." He still hasn't had time to really get used to tenses, but he thinks he gets his point across.
"Really?" Ilya asks curiously. "You'd let me do this with her? You'd be okay with your team seeing me all over your ex-girlfriend?"
Shane raises an eyebrow at him. "That's what I'm doing with Sveta tonight."
Ilya considers that. "True."
Hayden lets out a breath, but is holding back disbelieving laughter. "Okay, secrets in Russian aside, I think I'm gonna grab a drink."
J.J. goes with him.
Shane drops his voice to a whisper and switches to English. "How drunk are you?"
Ilya rolls his eyes. "Not. I'm just having fun before other people get here. I'm fine, Shane."
Shane stares into Ilya's eyes and decides to believe him. "J.J.'s going to think we're so horny."
Ilya stares back, making a face at him. "Yes, because we are."
Shane looks at Svetlana for help again.
Svetlana steps closer to them, hand on Shane's chest as she looks into Ilya's eyes. "It is much different for people, especially small minded hockey players, to see you with your hands all over a woman than it is for them to see your hands all over a man. You understand, Ilyusha?"
Ilya takes a breath and realizes what Svetlana's saying.
Ilya's not doing anything he hasn't done with a woman in a club before, but this is Shane and his straight teammates. While Ilya's done a lot of private exploration of his bisexuality, he reminds himself that being in public with a man, with a boyfriend, is new to him and it means something different to follow his old playbook with a man. He feels himself sober a little. "I understand. Sorry."
Shane's mouth opens.
Svetlana interrupts. "Don't even say it," she stops him. "I know you liked it but you two have to be careful with stuff like that if you don't know how people will react yet. Hayden was chill about it in the hotel room at All-Stars but J.J. was an unknown even if he was chill during our conversation."
She runs her hand up Shane's chest to card through the hair on the back of his neck. "And it's different for Shane." She's looking at Shane, but still speaking to Ilya. "He's not used to the way we act up in clubs."
Shane takes the bait. "What if I learn?"
"Learn?" Svetlana asks, eyeing Ilya knowingly.
Shane nods. "Show me how to do this the way you do it. Clubbing."
Ilya and Svetlana are exchanging glances that contain a thousand words.
Ilya breaks and laughs softly. "I am also trying to imagine him at the clubs in Moscow and failing."
Svetlana snickers. "Not before a makeover."
"Hm," Ilya's eyes flick over Shane.
Svetlana holds Shane's face in both her hands and his hands naturally fall to her hips. "I'm so glad you convinced me to come tonight."
Shane beams at her. "It doesn't ruin your plans for later, does it?"
Svetlana shakes her head. "Even if it somehow does, there's always next time." She kisses him, open-mouthed and filthy, while Ilya presses himself to Svetlana's back, hands over Shane's on her waist.
Hayden calls out from the booth he and J.J. situated themselves at. "Got a text! Incoming!"
Ilya presses his lips to Svetlana's neck as he forces himself to move away. Without invitation, he plops into the booth with J.J. and Hayden, pouting.
Hayden laughs at him. "Sorry. God, this is so complicated and I'm sure this sucks for you but it's also a little funny."
Ilya groans and thunks his head back against the back of the booth. "Kick me while I am down, Pike. Lost a game we should have won at home and now you laugh because I am not allowed to kiss my boyfriend while he kisses his girlfriend and they look so beautiful tonight. Do you even understand how hard it is to watch someone play hockey the way Shane does and not immediately take him to bed after?"
J.J. seems to consider that as a thought exercise. "Fuck, I never thought about it like that. I've seen some women's games but I have never been with another hockey player."
Ilya nods solemnly. "Well, it is torture. I don't recommend it."
"Yes, you do." Hayden says knowingly.
"Oh, well. Yes. It's amazing to date a player in the same league. I am very sorry for you that you will never understand how sexy it is. But also, you know, homophobia. Pros and cons, yes?"
J.J.'s grinning like a fool. "Oh, I like you, Rozanov."
Ilya raises an eyebrow at him. "Because I mentioned homophobia?"
J.J. shrugs. "Because you are yourself. It is a difficult thing to do."
The words stun Ilya into silence.
J.J. continues, "We have just met, really. Aside from on the ice. And you do not hesitate to speak freely about…"
He's about to say your boyfriend when some of the other Metros walk in and spot Shane and Svetlana pressed tightly together, her hands possessively mapping out his back.
"Holy shit, Hollander."
Shane pulls himself off of Svetlana in a daze. "Uh, hey, guys."

★ ★ ★






  
    Chapter End Notes

    sighhhHHHH writing them slowly coming to terms with being more public with each other and learning how to be more open in a way that feels safe to them is so GOOD and FUN and uGH i love them all

jj boy of all time

theres a bit of a Plot Point coming next chapter that im really curious how you all will react to........... obviously this is canon divergent LOL but so much has changed from where the show left off and there are a lot of "book 2" plot points that just cant happen in this au. im also choosing very intentionally to make people nicer to shane and ilya aslkdfjdsalsdkjfasdf because i would not enjoy writing 250k+ about people being mean to them. this is a world where ilya already has citizenship and gets to decide to come out. that alone would cause a huge shift in the storyline.

so yeah there are a lot of things that im excited to write that i think might be surprising to people who are maybe used to other aus that follow a more standard canon ending. canon is dead from this point forward LOL if it wasnt already adfjsdlfas i do love to sprinkle in some canon easter eggs here and there to inform the story but we are on a Different Path


  


      

  












      Chapter 103: Master of Ceremonies
  



    Chapter Notes

      wow i feel like you all liked chapter 102 so much and i was just sitting here like, you havent even gotten to 103 yet!!!







  ★ ★ ★

At no point does Ilya act like he's being punished for losing a bet (read: informal agreement).
This is Boston. This is still his city and even in a room full of Metros, it's like he's their host. Almost more the master of ceremonies.
The dirty looks and distrust from some of the guys fuel him the same way they do on the ice. Only now he can put a drink in their hands while he chirps them and watch confusion swirl in their eyes.
It feels like a game. He hadn't intended to spend the night wooing Metros, but this entire year so far has led to people seeing Ilya in a new light and he finds that he enjoys toying with people's expectations.
And it helps that he can look across the crowd and catch Shane's eye.
If any of these guys were an ounce more observant, they'd see the fondness between them. Shane's accepted a couple of drinks, nothing as strong as in San Jose, but Ilya can tell he's a little tipsy and that Svetlana's arm around him is for more than just comfort.
This too feels like a game. Watching Shane stammer through introducing a girlfriend to his teammates for the first time.
Ilya thought he'd feel if not jealous at least envious. He keeps waiting for the sharp, ugly emotion to rise into his throat but it never happens. He likes seeing them together.
He's also completely charmed by J.J. It's like they've known each other for years. J.J. almost never leaves Ilya's side, making sure the rest of the team aren't complete assholes to him. And making sure their drinks are never empty.
Where the fuck has this guy been during Ilya's time in North America? It also helps that they can make knowing eye contact with each other whenever the topic of Shane, Svetlana, or Ilya's reputation with women comes up. Ilya will just say he's found someone and it's getting kind of serious, but refuse to elaborate further.
When Ilya's finished making the rounds and has put a drink in the hand of every Metro player, Shane leaves Svetlana with Hayden for a moment and moves through the crowd to Ilya and J.J. "Hey."
Affection radiates out of Ilya. "Hi, Shane."
J.J. doesn't say anything but he wonders to himself how they've ever managed to hide this.
Shane glances around the room nervously and then back to Ilya. "How's it going? I didn't mean to… I don't know, I thought I'd be with you more tonight."
"Ah," J.J. straightens up. "Capitaine, I have been his escort while you showed off your beautiful girlfriend."
Shane flushes lightly, but offers J.J. a smile. "I appreciate it."
Ilya wants to touch him. It's incredibly hard not to and that's part of why he found himself drifting away from Shane in front of his team. "It's good. Fun." He looks around the room, thinking back on his interactions. "Some of them still hate me, but that means I am good at my job. Most of them seem amused that we are friends. Like of course two people very not normal about hockey have to talk to each other." He smiles. "I like this a lot. When people say it makes sense."
Shane's smile matches Ilya's. "Yeah, me too."
J.J. laughs and waves a hand between them. "If you keep looking at each other like that, it will start to make even more sense to them."
Shane averts his gaze with a laugh, but he doesn't look scared or ashamed.
Ilya's fascinated by his reaction and resolutely does not avert his own gaze. The question thuds behind his sternum, You're not afraid? You want them to know? Do you want to say it as badly as I do?
But this is the absolute worst time to talk about it.
It feels like a non-sequitur, but Shane looks back at Ilya and says. "My coach keeps asking me about you. Your play style and what I think about how you work with your wingers."
Ilya doesn't follow at first. "Yes, Boston thinks I have secret Metros intel now too. They seem surprised we do not actually cheat."
Shane's lips are curved up at the corner. "I don't think that's why he's been asking."
The implication washes over Ilya in a rush and suddenly standing in this room feels very different.
Ilya glances around.
It's not like the Metros are meaningfully different to the Raiders. Cliff isn't here. Hayden and J.J. are. Shane is.
There are differences, absolutely. The Metros feel more rigid, more aware of tradition. But Ilya's been able to impact locker room culture before and he's not afraid to do it again.
He takes a sip of his drink to hide his nerves as he looks back at Shane. "You think he will offer?"
Shane shrugs, but the excitement in his eyes betrays him. "I think he's working his way up to asking me to take a pay cut so we can get around the salary cap."
J.J. curses under his breath. "You would trade to Montreal?"
Ilya stares at Shane. "We had planned for Ottawa but… we did not think Montreal would be an option."
Before they can continue the conversation, Mitty throws his arms around Shane and Ilya's shoulders and starts drunkenly rambling about how crazy it is to see them in a room together.
Ilya goes back into MC mode but Shane can see the way he's softened.
This is no longer just a bit, no longer about making a decent impression so Shane's team will lay off of him a little. This is potentially his first time socializing with his new teammates if things continue the way they seem to be going.
Shane stays with Ilya the rest of the night, too fascinated by what it looks like for Ilya to meet his team to walk away again. He can also tell that Ilya's gone into work mode and both of them are being a lot less risky with flirting as they share this new goal.
Svetlana catches on to the vibe shift, whispering in Shane's ear as she hands him a water and presses into his side. "You told him Montreal might be an option?"
Shane nods, whispering back to her. "It seemed so impossible but… maybe it's not."
Svetlana puts herself into work mode a little bit too and makes sure to capture some photos for socials before people get too drunk. They take a group picture of Shane and Ilya with the Metros. She also snaps a picture of Shane and Ilya at the bar fighting over paying the tab before she finally intervenes and tells them to just split it.
Svetlana makes sure to post it all to the Irina Foundation socials to drive traffic there and comes up with some bullshit caption about sportsmanship and league comradery. The hockey community has an absolute field day as the photos confirm the wager teased at the game earlier.
Every podcast has a take about whether they think it's hilarious or unprofessional.
The memes are evolving at unfathomable speeds.
Svetlana limits herself to a couple minutes of parsing the reactions. She watches the hockey world and the legacy of Hollander and Rozanov shift in real time.
In a lot of ways, all of this has felt so personal to them but it's become her job to see the bigger picture. Nothing like this has ever happened in the MLH, not on this scale. Not with the two faces of the league, the two most popular rival captains. Two players who are inarguably some of the most skilled the league has ever seen.
No one quite knows what to make of it.
She takes a moment to breathe in the ripple effect of these two men being in this room together right now.
There are sports reporters in other countries already commentating about this.
She puts her phone away and stares at her two boys, dancing under dimmed lights, smiling like they don't know how to stop.
Some of the Metros cleared out as soon as it was polite to and they'd felt they'd sufficiently taken advantage of drinks bought by Ilya Rozanov.
The people left now are just having fun.
Historical moments always seem to happen around tragedy and it strikes her in this moment that Shane and Ilya are making history through their joy, through their love for each other.
She wonders if that is truly what's so hard for people to comprehend.
Things are changing for the better. And it's because of them.
She has the sudden urge to kiss both of them but knows she can't so she cuts her loses and makes her way to Shane, a hand on his cheek in question.
He kisses her easily, happily, and she can feel Ilya's eyes on them.
Then she hears J.J. yapping at Ilya and tugging him away to dance more so she can only imagine how incriminating he must've looked.
Shane and Svetlana break apart with a laugh.
Shane says exactly what Svetlana's thinking, "I'm really happy."
Svetlana nods, scrapping her plans for later in favor of staying here in this moment for as long as they want. "Me too."

★ ★ ★
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When the door closes behind them at Ilya and Svetlana's place, Shane is still floating on cloud nine.
He's not sure he's ever had that much fun going out with his team. Aside from being on the ice with them.
He starts to understand just how much he's lost by never having a WAG on his arm at team gatherings. He's spent so much time forcing himself into solitude and now he's addicted to having someone beside him.
And now he has two of his favorite people beaming at him as they tug him into the bedroom.
Shane laughs and lets himself be guided through the house. Ilya's hands are firm on his hips, Svetlana's holding his hand gently in hers. He has to ask, "What was your plan for tonight?"
Svetlana shakes her head as they walk through the doorway into Ilya's bedroom. "It's not like I had an agenda, but I had some ideas for how to prompt you or guide you into domspace if you wanted to try it. But I'm not sure if that's where we've landed after the bar."
Shane glances at Ilya, gauging his reaction to that.
Ilya shrugs. "I will do anything with you here, Shane." He acts very calm about that but Shane has a feeling that's for his benefit. Ilya wants Shane to feel like this isn't a big deal even though he thinks it is.
Part of Shane feels the echo of deja vu, being at that same bar and slipping into subspace for the first time then coming to this room with Ilya and Svetlana.
But it's not an exact one to one. Shane feels… different.
This may be Ilya's city still, but they were with Shane's team. And there's a new possibility hanging over them now that Ilya may be on track to be part of Shane's team.
Shane feels himself walk over to Ilya and thread his fingers through Ilya's hair before getting a bit of a grip there.
Ilya lets out a soft moan in surprise as the gentle touch sharpens.
Shane speaks with an even tone, voice soft and steady. "I think I want to try it but nothing too intense." He studies Ilya's eyes as he says it, watching the way Ilya's normally confident gaze avoids his own shyly. He turns to Svetlana, hand still gripped in Ilya's curls. "Will you monitor? I think one on one is probably best at first and we'll see how it goes."
Svetlana pulls the chair she'd brought in here earlier closer to the bed as she sits primly on it. "Happily."
Shane can't help the way his lips curve into a grin. God, he loves her so much. He loves both of them. It overwhelms him how much he loves them. He didn't know it was possible to feel this way.
Shane tugs at Ilya's curls again, earning himself another soft moan from Ilya. "What do you think, baby?"
Any trace of brattiness seems to be absent in Ilya tonight.
It's fascinating how much his energy has shifted since leaving the club and making it to the bedroom. He's practically unrecognizable as his mind relaxes into the idea of Shane taking charge tonight.
Shane's usually the one struggling to find his words, relying on Ilya's physical and mental strength to guide him through nights like this.
It's thrilling to feel himself fill that role, seeing Ilya hand over the reins.
He knows the way Ilya does this, the way Svetlana does it. Ilya tends to let his chirps sharpen and be a little meaner in a way Shane knows he doesn't mean but feels incredible to exaggerate. Shane's not interested in doing things that way.
Shane steps closer, pressing his chest to Ilya's and loosening his hold on Ilya's hair a bit. "Ilya, what do you think?" He repeats himself.
Ilya's voice drops to a mumble, "Whatever you want, Shane."
Shane tsks. "Not what I asked."
Silence doesn't bother him, so he doesn't rush Ilya to give him a different answer. He just enjoys being here with them, having control over the pace in a way he's not sure he's ever had before.
He can slow this down and really appreciate the way Ilya is slipping into this. He hadn't realized how much he craved going slower, letting himself notice all the details.
Ilya tries again to answer the question Shane has asked. "I think you are good at this already."
Shane smiles, just a barely there thing. "I don't think I'm good at it, really. I think I'm good at doing this for you."
Ilya's eyes flutter closed. "Yes."
Shane kisses him, no tongue.
It's almost a test. He knows Ilya prefers kissing with tongue but he's fascinated to see that Ilya is only taking what he's given. He's not pushing forward or leading like he would usually do. Shane lets himself be greedy. "Can I undress you?"
Ilya nods rapidly.
Shane's so fond, so in love. "Don't lose the habit of saying it out loud already."
Ilya's brain is foggy already, Shane can tell. "What?"
The phrase must've been just odd enough to not completely compute for him. Shane does him the favor of pulling out some new vocab he and Svetlana had been practicing, "Use your words, Ilyushka."
Ilya's knees actually give out and Shane has to wrap an arm around him to steady him. "Fucking hell, Shane."
Shane laughs softly, pressing his lips to Ilya's jaw. "Surprise?"
Ilya lets out a pleased sigh. "Yes. Yes, please undress me."
Figuring out how he wants to do this as they go, Shane takes his time with this as well. As he unbuttons Ilya's shirt, he spares a glance at Svetlana.
They have as much of a conversation as they can have about it without speaking.
Svetlana nods in approval and her unworried expression tells Shane that things are on the right track.
He helps Ilya out of his pants and underwear and is about to have Ilya sit on the bed before his legs give out again when Ilya drops to his knees.
Shane has an out of body experience. This is all so backwards.
Ilya's dropped in front of Shane, nuzzling his face against Shane's clothed cock the way Shane knows for a fact he's done for Ilya.
Shane has to ask, "Are you copying me on purpose?" It's like how Shane realized when they were playing with Rose that he could emulate Ilya. He wonders if Ilya is doing the same thing now.
Ilya manages to say, "It's good when you do it for me." He looks up at Shane from his position and it's more lewd than Shane would've expected. "I want you to see what it's like."
Shane's heart is in his throat and his dick is getting impossibly hard. So pretty par for the course when it comes to sex with Ilya even if this is nothing like anything they've done before.
"Fuck," Shane mutters as he pets his fingers through Ilya's hair.
Ilya mouths at his cock and Shane cannot stand to be wearing clothes still.
He tugs off his shirt and there's a moment of indecision before he tosses it on the ground.
Ilya's eyes flick to the crumpled shirt on the floor and then at Shane, a desperate curiosity there.
Yeah, Shane knows. It's so ridiculous, but somehow so affecting to be blase with his clothes right now. "You like seeing me be sloppy for you?" He asks, a teasing lilt to his voice. "I can't just leave you here to fold my shirt, can I? You're more important than some wrinkles, don't you think?"
All of it hits Ilya like a tidal wave.
He has no idea what he thinks now that Shane's asking. There's some real, lingering shame that tells him no, he's not more valuable than Shane's comfort. Then there's the erotic urge to debase himself and claim to be less important to Shane than a wrinkled shirt. Maybe, if he was with someone who dommed differently, that's what he would do.
But this is Shane.
"Yes," Ilya says, desperation in his voice. "I'm yours. That makes me more important."
Pride surges through Shane's veins like it's been injected. "Exactly. All mine." Shane feels like he's got his bearings here. He doesn't have a game plan for everything that should happen, but he's starting to see how to guide Ilya where he wants him to go. "Will you help me with my pants?"
Ilya nods furiously and unbuttons Shane's pants, pushing them off with his underwear.
As soon as Shane is nude, Ilya presses his forehead into Shane's hips but doesn't put his mouth on Shane's dick yet. "Can I…" He trails off.
Shane's about to just say yes, but something about Ilya's body language tells him that this is a different question than just sucking his dick. "What, baby? What do you want?"
Ilya doesn't lift his head, keeps his face hidden.
Shane recognizes that impulse from his own habits. Whatever it is, Ilya's embarrassed to ask for it. He coos, "I'll give you whatever you want, but you have to tell me."
"I want…" Ilya starts and stops. He pulls back, looking up at Shane. "I want to hold you in my mouth." His eyes slip to Svetlana. "Maybe we can… get in bed and you and Sveta can talk while I… maybe."
Shane drops into a crouch in front of Ilya and smiles at him, holding Ilya's face in his hand. "Okay. We can try that."
Ilya feels his cheeks heat. This is so different than when he does this with Svetlana. Svetlana usually focuses on letting Ilya's brain turn off and taking what she wants.
This is… this is Shane giving Ilya anything he wants.
And Ilya finds that he wants. In a different way than when he does this for Shane.
While he's never been fond of bottoming and didn't expect that to change while subbing for Shane, he's always loved giving head and is not ashamed of how desperate he gets to have Shane's dick in his mouth.
So maybe this is something he's always wanted and never knew how to ask for.
Shane helps Ilya stand and even though he doesn't need the help, he accepts it.
Ilya lets himself be guided onto the bed and Shane rearranges the pillows before lying down, propped up just a little. He glances at Svetlana for guidance.
Svetlana can feel the uncertainty from both of them and steps in. She sits on the bed with them for a minute to get them situated. "I think you'll be okay there, Shane. Ilyushka, you'll put your head in his lap." She pats the bed to the side of Shane. "Come here."
This position starts to feel more familiar to Ilya, but he's usually facing the other way. It's very different to use Shane's thigh as a pillow and have his view be taken up by Shane's erect dick and abs. As he leans in to take Shane into his mouth, Svetlana tsks.
"Hold on a minute, Ilyushka."
Ilya moans and tries not to over think the way it sounds more like a whine.
Svetlana's holding Shane's hand as she speaks to Ilya. "Can't use your safe word with your mouth full, can you? You're going to pinch Shane's hip instead. You understand?"
Ilya would be reluctant to admit it, but in situations like this he finds himself to be a rule follower. He remembers, quite vividly in fact, Shane telling him to use his words in Russian. So he continues to follow that instruction and says, "I understand."
Shane mutters to Svetlana, needing to check but not wanting to disrupt Ilya's headspace too much. "Is there a time limit for this? I don't know–"
"I'll monitor," Svetlana says confidently. "I don't think he's done it before so not too long, but let him enjoy it for a bit." She pulls Shane's hand to her mouth and kisses his knuckles before releasing his hand and getting off the bed to sit back on the chair.
Shane smiles down at Ilya. "Okay? You feeling the same as me, you want to go slow? Enjoy the details?"
Ilya nods awkwardly, licking his lips as his focus is pulled to Shane's cock. "Want to be together."
Shane's heart fractures. He gets that. "That's sweet, baby. I want that too. If you're ready, go ahead."
Ilya greedily sucks Shane's cock into his mouth. It's tempting to fall into old habits and just give him a blowjob and be done with it, but that's not what Ilya said he wanted.
It takes them a minute to get comfortable.
Shane sucks in a sharp breath as he processes the unusual sensation of just being held in Ilya's mouth. In their more frantic moments, this would drive him insane and he would beg for Ilya to move. "Fuck, Ilya." His hand finds Ilya's hair, other hand on Ilya's ribs as he lies on his side. Shane can't help the way he hips stutter into Ilya's mouth a bit before he can find his way to control.
Svetlana laughs softly and Shane glares at her.
Svetlana has the decency to look apologetic. "There's a reason people tend to do this in between orgasms to get hard again."
Shane tsks, looking down at Ilya whose eyes have fluttered closed and is taking deep breaths through his nose. "Was I supposed to say no to him? Did you see his face when he asked?"
Svetlana shakes her head. "Describe it to me."
Shane's not sure he can. "His eyes get so wide when he's like this. He always looks so…" He hesitates. "So surprised. Surprised that people want to take care of him. That people will listen to what he wants and give it to him." He brushes the back of his knuckles over Ilya's cheeks and lowers his voice. "That's all I want, baby. I want you to have everything you've ever dreamed of."
Ilya whimpers and Shane's hips stutter again.
He curses. "Sorry. Sorry, baby."
Svetlana laughs again.
"Oh, shut up. I'd love for you to try." He taunts with a smirk.
Svetlana shrugs. "Would if I could."
Shane can't help touching.
His hands just keep moving over everywhere he can reach. Ilya's neck, his nose, his shoulder, his back, his chest. He even curiously runs his fingers over the edge of Ilya's lips where they're wrapped around his dick.
Shane's mumbling again. "He's so beautiful when he takes what he wants." He's thinking of so many different things when he says it. He's thinking about this moment right here, and he's thinking about Ilya's single-minded focus when he's on a breakaway, and everything in between.
Ilya happily lets Shane and Svetlana's words wash over him.
This is exactly what he wanted. Shane inside of him, part of him, while he listens to them talk about him and praise him.
He's thinking that he could stay here forever when Shane says, "Ilya, baby, I think we need to do something else. This is… I can't… I need…"
Ilya pulls himself off of Shane immediately. They hadn't done it long enough for Ilya's jaw to really hurt, but he does still need a moment to massage it.
Shane lets out a complicated sigh of relief when Ilya slides off of him. It's confusing. As much as he craves the friction, being free of the temptation for a moment is helpful.
Svetlana asks both of them, "All good?"
Shane nods, but has his head thrown back, eyes closed. "Yeah… I could see how… it's really good. We should do that again some time."
Svetlana snorts. "Okay, stop making plans and focus on the subby baby in your lap. Help him sit up for a second. I'm gonna grab a straw for the water."
Shane snaps out of his reverie and focuses on getting Ilya to sit up beside him.
Ilya's clingy.
Shane thought that he'd seen Ilya in subspace before and he has, but it's never been like this.
Ilya moves as Shane directs him to, but keeps his body pressed as flush to Shane's as he can manage throughout the entire process.
He presses open mouthed kisses all over Shane's thighs, his stomach, his chest.
Shane's obsessed with him. "Ilya, you feeling okay? Feeling good?"
Ilya hums, pressing his face into the crook of Shane's neck. "Very good."
Svetlana returns with a water bottle with a straw in it so it's easier on Ilya's jaw to drink. She sits on the bed with them again and takes in the state Ilya's in, then looks at Shane with an air of excitement and fondness.
Shane gets it.
Svetlana holds Ilya's jaw in her hand, thumb massaging the joint. "Ilyushenka, you should drink some water before you keep going."
Ilya lets out a huff that Svetlana interprets as a denial.
Svetlana rolls her eyes. "Shane, a little help?"
Shane blinks at her. "He won't listen to you?"
Svetlana gestures at them. "Not right now, I think."
Shane absorbs that for a moment. He'd imagined a sort of hierarchy that even if he dommed for Ilya, Svetlana would override that. He hadn't considered that Ilya would perceive him as the one purely in control.
Shane knows he's not, not really. He knows that he and Svetlana are a team in this right now. But to Ilya, Shane is leading this.
Okay. He can do this.
"Ilya, I need you to drink. Can you do that?" He takes the bottle from Svetlana and gently positions the straw in front of Ilya's lips.
He drinks slowly, but does as Shane asks.
"That's really good, baby." Shane encourages him.
Svetlana watches. As much as Shane is figuring this out, she is too. She's used to all of this happening faster, more intensely. This pace is new to her. "You're so gentle with him."
Shane's brow furrows. "Yeah, of course I am."
Svetlana raises an eyebrow at him. "He's like this with you?"
Shane starts to see what she means. "No, he's… it's not like this, no." He's not sure where he got the idea to slow the pace like this, just that it's what he wanted and seemed to be what was working for Ilya too. "He's gentle, but not like this… I don't know." He lets his thoughts wander while Ilya takes his time taking slow sips of water and listening. "I guess… this is my fantasy of control. I'm so used to control being the same as power being the same as cruelty. It's strangely freeing to be the one making decisions and choosing to be kind." He feels his cheeks heat. "That's probably stu–"
"Do not finish that sentence." Svetlana interrupts. "That's incredibly sweet, Shane." Her eyes flick to Ilya. "I don't think I'd be able to dom this way. I'd get impatient. But I think this works for you and I think it… I mean, look at him, Shane. I've never seen him slip like this. I think this is exactly what he needs and I don't think he or I would've ever had the capacity to realize that."
Ilya releases the straw and Shane takes that as a cue to hand the bottle back to Svetlana.
Shane brushes Ilya's hair out of his face a little. "Okay? Need anything?"
Ilya lets himself laugh softly. "You."
Shane presses his lips to Ilya's forehead. "Softy." He holds himself there for a moment, brow furrowed as the emotions overwhelm him. He's trying to decide where to go from here if Ilya doesn't have any more of his own ideas.
There's an image in his mind that Shane presents to Ilya. "What do you think about… finishing like the first time we were together. I used to think a lot about how you swallowed and I didn't."
Even in this state, Ilya manages to retort, "Was your first time. Is okay."
Shane laughs, running his hands, palms flat, over Ilya's back as if to warm him. "I know. But let's redo it, okay? You had me in your mouth already, so now you watch me touch myself. And then I blow you."
Ilya nuzzles into Shane's neck again. "And swallow."
"Right," Shane smiles.
Ilya nods, realizing they're already in position to recreate what Shane's suggesting. Anything more than a year ago and Ilya would've been mortified to admit how vividly he remembers the details of their first time together. It was just a couple of messy blow jobs but those messy blow jobs were the source of most of his fantasies and wet dreams for years after.
It was also how he learned just how pliable Shane Hollander was during sex.
Yeah, fuck. Maybe Shane's right to revisit that night for this role reversal.
They lie back down and Ilya pillows his head on Shane's shoulder while Shane reaches down to touch himself.
Svetlana gets up from the bed and grabs the lube from the nightstand and tosses it to him before sitting back down.
Shane spares a moment to glare at her, lightening in his eyes. "Well this isn't quite how it went but I'll allow some edits."
Svetlana winks at him.
Shane lets himself be more comfortable than Ilya had probably been back then and gets some lube in his hand as he strokes himself. He narrates to Ilya. "The view you have right now," his breaths start to get shallower, "is seared into the back of my eyelids." He's about to continue but asks, "Do you know seared? Like… burned. Permanently memorized. Whatever."
Ilya nuzzles into Shane's neck, fondness bursting in him but he doesn't interrupt.
Shane continues, "Um, up until that day, I couldn't understand why other people liked sex so much. I'd started to wonder about… if maybe I liked men. And then when we were in that hotel room, I knew I needed my mouth on you but that wasn't much of a view. So when we got to bed, when I watched you touch yourself, got to see you. Your face, the noises you made..."
Shane's hips stutter as he fucks up into his hand. "Fuck, I felt crazy. I felt… I don't know. But I knew I wanted. In a way I'd never wanted before. It was easy to please you first, to focus on you. Because I never wanted someone in that way before. And then you finished and… fuck, I wanted more. And you joked about leaving and I almost died from how bad I needed you to touch me."
Ilya watches and listens, trying to imagine himself as Shane that first night. Inexperienced and hungry.
Shane's close now, but can't seem to stop talking. He's doing this for Ilya and he's not going to lose focus on that. "It was always so easy to give pleasure to someone else. I could figure it out, perform the motions. I didn't have to feel anything to do it. But when I was with you, all I could do was feel. I never wanted anyone else to touch me until you." That's the last coherent sentence Shane can manage before he speeds up his pace, close to the edge.
Svetlana watches, but mostly she listens.
Shane's talked about this before, in bits and pieces, but hearing in detail what that first night meant to him makes a lot of things click in her brain in a new way.
She had for the most part figured out that Shane was good at going down on women for this reason, but she hadn't realized what a utility it was for him. It wasn't just that it was difficult to be with women, he completely did not enjoy being touched by women.
Everything they've been working through together, her and Shane or even Rose and Shane, the stakes are so much clearer now.
She knows Shane wouldn't have kept this from them if he thought it was important. She thinks maybe he didn't know how to say it until now, while working through this power exchange with Ilya.
Svetlana feels her eyes well up as she thinks about the repulsion Shane is describing and how much bigger of a step it had been than she realized for Shane to feel comfortable letting Svetlana touch him.
Shane comes with a choked off moan and immediately pulls Ilya's mouth to his.
Svetlana continues to watch and can tell that they're performing steps to a dance she's not familiar with. In a way, they're showing her what their first time together was like. Both inside and out. Though she assumes the first time didn't include cockwarming.
She imagines they make out for longer than they did the first time too, though it wouldn't surprise her if this kiss is period accurate.
Shane pulls back but holds Ilya's face in his hand, looking into his eyes seriously. "I'm going to get a tissue to wipe myself off, but I swear to you, Ilya. I'm not even going to joke about leaving. I'm right here. You can hold onto me the whole time if you need to."
Ilya nods, comforted by the verbal reassurance.
Svetlana's impressed by Shane's ability to navigate Ilya's headspace. She'd expected him to catch on quick, but there's a different level of understanding he has from having been there himself. And he's using everything he remembers about the experience to ensure Ilya is comfortable.
Ilya keeps his hand on Shane's arm, then his back and hip as Shane sits up and reaches over to grab a tissue and clean himself off before they continue.
He discards the tissue and then turns back to Ilya with a fire in his eyes. "Now this part, I'm happy to recreate."
Ilya's eyes light up too.
Svetlana can't help smiling though she has no idea what they're talking about.
Shane launches himself at Ilya, pressing his body weight onto him.
Ilya happily accepts Shane between his thighs.
Shane looks down at him. "I would not leave you like that."
The love bursting out of them is nearly blinding.
"No?" Ilya asks shyly, understanding just how affecting this must've been for Shane back then.
"No." Shane confirms, thrilled to offer Ilya the comfort Ilya once offered him. Back when they were strangers, but already learning how to trust each other. He presses their foreheads together, still buzzing. "Maybe this is the wrong time to say this, but when I told Hayden about you, I told him that you'd always been good to me. Since day one. I know it took us ages to talk things through, but we were always honest with our bodies, right? You know what I mean?"
Ilya nods, tilting his chin up to kiss him. "I know what you mean," his voice is still soft and floaty. He's not as floaty as Shane gets though, still able to listen and talk.
They kiss for a long time before Shane pulls back to kiss down Ilya's chest, looking up at him with a smirk. "You kissed me a lot more than I expected. Couldn't keep your mouth off me."
Ilya smirks back. "Yes, you're hot."
Shane knows if Ilya wasn't floating right now his response would probably be something sassier. "It was more than that." He presses his lips to the dip of Ilya's hips and then rests his chin there, ignoring Ilya's hard cock as he looks up expectantly for an answer.
Ilya whimpers at how close he is to getting the friction he's been craving since they got on the ice earlier, since he dropped Shane off at the hotel really. "You were nervous," Ilya admits, feeling an echo of what Shane must've felt that night. "I wanted… wanted you to feel safe. To stop if you needed."
Shane grazes his teeth over Ilya's hipbone. "The bad boy of the MLH."
Ilya's head lolls back. "Was not MLH yet."
Shane rolls his eyes but he's smirking. "What did you say, let me show you how to do this?" And without waiting, Shane takes Ilya into his mouth.
Ilya sucks in a breath at the suddenness of the motion. "Fuck, Shane."
In retrospect, Ilya knows that first night wasn't his best blow job and it feels unfair that Shane has ten years of experience not only sucking dick, but sucking Ilya's dick to really drive his point home.
Shane's always eager, but Ilya realizes in this moment that Shane must usually get distracted by his own enjoyment of sucking Ilya's dick because this feels different. This is Shane sucking dick like an MVP trophy is on the line. He pulls out every single trick he's learned over the years they've tumbled into beds together.
Ilya feels his lips moving but he has no idea what the fuck is coming out of them. He can hear himself whimpering and begging and he just lets that happen.
He barely has the presence of mind to remember that they were playing a game and he puts a minimal amount of effort into trying to ask Shane to get off just so Shane can have the opportunity to look into his eyes and communicate his intention to not pull off.
Yeah, that was a good trick. Ilya will give his past self some credit for that one.
He comes with a shout, babbling nonsense as Shane swallows him down with an ease and confidence that makes Shane unrecognizable from the boy he'd been in that hotel room.
The trip down memory lane shifts here.
Shane kisses his way back up Ilya's body. He lets himself weigh Ilya down, pressing his lips to Ilya's throat as he murmurs, "I wish you'd stayed. I knew we couldn't… but I wish you'd stayed."
"Me too," Ilya admits, wrapping his arms and legs around Shane tightly. "I wish I'd never left." The words are accompanied by an unexpected sob as the emotions hit Ilya like a freight train. Something about how gently he fell into subspace this time and how Shane guided him through it, make it a little easier for Ilya to come out of it now. Not all the way, but enough to be able to talk this through. "It was many firsts for you, but it was firsts for me too. I never… I only ever hooked up, thought people were hot. You were the first person… I liked you. I would never have told you that, but I liked you for a long time before the CCM shoot. I knew I couldn't but I did. And it felt…" He doesn't know how to say it.
Shane does. "It felt real."
Ilya nods, more tears falling out of his eyes. "It was terrifying. You terrified me. I knew I could not have that so I pushed you away as much as I could but I could not stay away from you."
"I know," Shane murmurs into Ilya's skin, peppering him with kisses. "Fuck, Ilya. I know now. You hid it so well back then but I think part of me felt it, felt that you cared."
"I did," Ilya admits as they hold each other tightly. "I do."
Shane's practically glowing. "Did that feel as good for you as it did for me? I feel… Did I tell you what Rose said when we talked about d/s? Do you know what exfoliating means?"
Ilya laughs softly. "No. I don't think I know exfol…" He trails off, glancing at Svetlana who blinks at them.
Svetlana lets out a breath. "Actually, I don't know it in Russian."
Shane perks up. "Wow, we stumped Sveta."
Svetlana rolls her eyes. "Shut up, it's not a super common word. I hear it more in English." She looks it up and tells Ilya.
Shane nods, "Like skin care. When you scrub the dead skin off. Um, Rose describes intense scenes in acting like that. Like afterwards, that it feels like… I'm saying this all wrong."
Ilya laughs, nodding in agreement. "Very hard to follow you. You are very excited."
"Sorry," Shane smiles apologetically.
"No sorrys," Ilya says softly, pressing his lips to Shane's jaw.
Shane takes a breath and tries again, "Rose says it's like exfoliating the inside of your heart. That's how I feel right now."
Ilya nods. "Mm, I understand. I think I feel similar, not the same. I feel like… warm bath with nice smells."
Shane nearly looks drunk. "Good. Fuck, that's so good to hear. That's how I want you to feel all the time, Ilya."
Ilya pouts. "Not during hockey."
Shane laughs, poking at a bruise on Ilya's ribs that Shane knows he caused earlier today. "No, not during hockey."
Svetlana laughs softly. "Do I get oral too or was I just supposed to enjoy the X-rated rom-com recreation of your origin story?"
Shane barks out a laugh. "If Ilya's okay with it," he looks at Ilya for approval, "I would be happy to go down on you too. I'm kind of on a roll. Right, baby? I know it was good for you."
Ilya's still mostly liquid and unable to move from how fucked out he feels. "Yes, Hollander. Your mouth is very good."
Shane's nose wrinkles at the last name. He jokes without thinking about it, "I should start calling you Hollander."
The air leaves Ilya's lungs.
Shane tenses. "Sorry. I mean, um."
"Would you?" Ilya asks, desperately curious.
Shane looks at him owlishly. "Would you… want that?"
Ilya's not quite sure what Shane's asking. "For you to call me Hollander or… for that to be my name one day?"
Shane's mesmerized. "Both, I guess."
Ilya's mouth feels dry. "I think so, yes. Maybe ask… later."
Shane bursts out laughing, forehead pressing into Ilya's collarbone. "Fair. Yeah, okay. I'll ask again later."
Then, because he can't resist, Shane looks at Ilya and says, "Ilya Hollander…"
Ilya nearly falls back into subspace as he pulls Shane's lips to his.
Svetlana lets them kiss it out as she joins them on the bed.
Shane's attention shifts to her as the bed dips. He's so excitable like this, so energized by his time in the version of domspace he created for himself. He looks down at Ilya, hand over Ilya's heart on his chest. "I can kind of recreate my first time with Sveta for you like we did for her just now. You haven't seen me with her yet. We did video with Rose, but you haven't seen…"
"No," Ilya confirms, "I haven't seen you eat pussy other than through terrible video call quality."
Shane's cheeks flush. "Well, you can watch now." He glances at Svetlana, eyes wandering over her body and feels oddly selfish. "Can I do it again? Like how I did it for him?"
Svetlana doesn't follow. "What do you mean?"
Shane's not sure how to put it into words either. "I want to go down on you like… like he did to me the first time. I know it's different but… the game of it was fun. I want to do it again."
Svetlana feels her lips curl up as she glances at Ilya. "You want to roleplay as Ilya and eat me out? Fine with me."
Shane blushes but yeah, he supposes that is what he's asking. He feels the need to check with Ilya, "Is that okay?"
Ilya nods as he huffs out a quiet laugh. "Show me how you see me. I'll give you a grade after if I think you play me well."
Shane lets out an irritated sigh, but at no point in the last five or so minutes has he stopped smiling.
With permission from both of them, Shane starts exploring this with Svetlana. He spares a quick glance at Ilya. "Well, you always go for shirt first."
Ilya's feeling much less floaty now. "Yes, obviously. I'm not a monster."
Shane glares at him for the dig. He'd gone for Ilya's pants before his shirt their first time together. Sue him, he was eager.
Shane pushes Svetlana's shirt up and off. He's temporarily caught off guard by the lacy bra. His eyes snap up to Svetlana's. "Have you been wearing lingerie all day?"
Svetlana winks at him. "I expected it to be a treat for Ilya, but it seems to be working for you too."
Shane glances at Ilya, then back at Svetlana. There's an odd look of wonder in his eyes and he quickly reaches to unbutton her pants too and then sits back on his heels to take in the lacy black set she's wearing.
Svetlana laughs at the attention, "Happy Valentine's Day."
Ilya can't stop looking between the two of them. Svetlana looks gorgeous and if Ilya wasn't feeling wrung out like a towel he'd be wanting a round two right now. But as it is, he's fascinated by whatever emotion it is playing out on Shane's face.
Svetlana asks, "You're looking oddly straight right now, treasure."
Shane stammers. "I mean, it's just…" He looks at Ilya as if he could help Shane put this into words.
Ilya looks back at him just as baffled as Svetlana is.
Shane lets out a frustrated sigh. "I mean, I guess it's not necessarily how you look. You look gorgeous, though! Really, Sveta. You look… but for me it's just… it's that you dressed up. For us. I don't know. I…" His mouth feels dry. It's odd. He does actually feel a level of attraction but it's hard to put into words that it's not necessarily the visual of Svetlana in lingerie that's turning him on. It's the idea of his girlfriend going out of her way to dress herself up for them that's making his brain shut down.
Svetlana starts to put it together. "You think it's hot that I got dressed up for you."
Shane's cheeks turn pinker but he nods. "Yeah. I think so. Like the jersey earlier, but more."
Svetlana presses her lips together to keep from laughing.
Shane puts two and two together. "You were wearing this under the jersey, weren't you?"
Svetlana nods, laughing. "On the off chance you were in the mood."
Shane shakes his head as his girlfriend teases him and can't help letting the energy guide him back into the scene. He throws himself over her like he had to Ilya before, but is careful not to land too hard. He feels her legs wrap around him, eyes lit up with excitement.
Shane does a truly terrible Russian accent even though his pronunciation has been getting better, he makes it bad on purpose. "I would not leave you like that."
Svetlana squeals, delighted. "You sound just like him."
Ilya scoffs, "No, he does not. It's a terrible accent."
Shane cracks up, pressing his face into Svetlana's neck as he shakes with laughter.
He presses his lips to her neck and then moves lower.
He runs his fingers over the lace, fascinated by it. He presses a kiss to the edge of the lace so it's partially on the skin of her breast. He looks at Ilya. "What do you think, leave it on or take it off?"
Ilya raises an eyebrow at him. "You have a preference? Shane Hollander, famous womanizer."
Shane rolls his eyes, tone going sardonic for a moment. "Sorry I asked. I thought it was kind of hot to leave it on. Since she… I don't know. I was asking what works better for you."
Ilya softens as Shane stammers. "If I was touching her, I would take it off. But if I'm looking…" He glances at Svetlana.
Svetlana can't help but be amused by this entire interaction. She cups Shane's face in her palm and runs her thumb over the freckles on his cheek. "Since you're so excited about it, let's leave it on."
Shane scrunches his nose in embarrassment but presses another kiss over the lace. "Okay."
He continues kissing down her chest, pressing kisses over the matching lace panties as well.
Svetlana's legs keeps twitching in anticipation. "Those come off."
Shane laughs. "I got that." He hooks his fingers into the lace to pull them off and his eyes catch on Ilya.
Ilya is watching him with rapt attention.
Shane feels goosebumps bloom on his skin under the severe attention as he pulls Svetlana's panties off.
He fingers her gently and moves back up the bed to catch her gasp with his lips and spends some time kissing her.
With suddenly clarity, he reminds himself he said he was going to do this like Ilya. He'd gotten completely distracted by the lace.
He mutters in Russian to her, "Feels good?"
Svetlana laughs softly and plays with him. She looks into Shane's eyes. "Yes, Ilyusha. You know you're good."
Shane feels a thrill run through him. He glances at Ilya who's attention is still undivided, a smirk on his lips.
Shane kisses her again before moving down.
He thinks about what Ilya said about the bra, and decides to compromise. The material is fairly thin. More for show than function. He sucks lightly at the bra over where her nipple is and Svetlana curses under her breath, not expecting that.
Shane smiles to himself, satisfied as he settles between her legs. "You remember what you said last time?"
Svetlana's a little unfocused, waiting for Shane's mouth to be on her. "What?"
"Last time. What you said to me."
Svetlana can't think that far back right now. "I said a lot of things probably."
Shane laughs. "You said to just skate."
The memory comes back to her. "Right," she laughs. "You need the reminder? I thought you were pretending to be a slutty, bisexual. You'd have to be worse at giving head though so maybe it's good you keep forgetting."
Ilya's jaw drops. "What the fuck, Sveta?"
Svetlana giggles. "You would understand if you had a pussy."
They start bickering back and forth so Shane chooses chaos and licks his tongue over her as she's in the middle of a sentence and watches the way it sends a shiver through her.
Like the advice she'd given him last time, he just skates.
He stops thinking about the roleplay or being watched, he just focuses on his fingers fucking into her, his tongue and lips sucking at her. If he feels or hears her respond a certain way he does it again or moves on.
Ilya's eyebrows raise as he watches, then he glances at Svetlana who is looking at him knowingly, panting.
Ilya can't help saying, "Fuck, Shane. You like it."
Shane hums his agreement. He does like it. Especially when it's with someone who understands. He loves that he can do this for Svetlana.
He feels her clench around his tongue as she comes and he keeps going as she does.
"Fuck, Shane…" Svetlana pants out.
It occurs to him that she could probably come twice if–
Svetlana giggles and pulls him off of her. "Holy shit, oh my god. Stop. Once is plenty. You'll kill me."
Shane laughs as he comes up for air, wiping his face on the tissue she hands him.
Ilya's staring at Shane like he's never seen him before.
Shane stares back. "What?"
Ilya shakes his head, at a loss. "Shane Hollander loves pussy."
Shane glares at him. "Okay, hold on."
"No, you do." Ilya insists. "You love it and you're good at it."
Shane sighs. "I feel the same way about sucking you off."
Ilya rolls his eyes. "Okay, you love cock. That is not news. It's news that you love pussy."
"I don't love–! I just like doing it for people if… if things are good. I didn't really like it before other than the fact that it convinced people I was straight. I like doing it for Sveta and Rose, but that's it."
Ilya laughs at Shane's insistence, pulling Shane into his arms. "It's a good thing. When we are all with Rose, you and I can race."
Shane rolls his eyes. "Ilya–"
"Shane will win," Svetlana says easily. "You don't want to enter that race, Ilya."
Ilya's offended on principle. "You say he's a ten or whatever, so how different is it?"
Svetlana groans. "I shouldn't have said anything."
Ilya climbs onto Shane to get closer to Svetlana, "No, come on. Tell me. Be honest."
Svetlana sighs and gives him a partial answer. "You're better with your dick than your mouth, but trust me, Ilyusha. I'm not complaining about either."
Ilya stares at her, then looks at Shane. "If it was a high number she would say, so it must be like seven. Maybe six."
Shane snorts. "You're probably right."
Ilya presses his face into Shane's neck. "You will have to teach me how to eat pussy better for Sveta and Rose."
Shane blushes. "That's crazy."
Ilya shrugs, still feeling very playful after slipping. "Maybe I will have to teach you how to top. We can trade."
Shane makes a face. "I don't even want to top for you."
Ilya laughs happily, pressing his lips to Shane's jaw. "Then I will have to teach Sveta how to use her strap on you."
Shane swallows, glancing at her. "Yeah… that… probably."
Ilya groans and flops onto Shane, becoming dead weight over him. "Don't go back to Montreal. Stay here. Live with us."
Shane holds Ilya tightly. "I wish, baby. Maybe… maybe in Montreal."
Ilya swallows and lifts his head to look into Shane's eyes.
He nods, unable to believe that they're even considering that. That it seems like the Montreal staff is considering it. "Maybe Montreal."
Svetlana presses her lips to each of their shoulders and says, "Okay, come on. Before you get too mushy. I remember my sex with Shane 101 lesson. We've got to shower and change the sheets."
Shane's smile is bright as the sun. "I love you."
Svetlana kisses him on the lips, inches away from Ilya. "I love you too."
 

★ ★ ★







      

  












      Chapter 105: Come in for Coffee
  



    Chapter Notes

      idk what time zones you all are in but i just think it's funny to post the morning after chapter on the morning after







   ★ ★ ★ 

Ilya wakes up from a dreamless sleep and can't quite remember ever feeling so well rested.
He blinks his eyes open and is surprised to see that Shane and Svetlana are still asleep. He must've woken up before Shane's alarm.
As if on cue, Shane's alarm starts beeping and Ilya can't help smiling.
He hates waking up early when he doesn't need to, but he's never sad about extra time with Shane.
He kisses Shane awake before the alarm can do it for him.
Ilya feels Shane's lips curve into a smile against his, "Mmm," he pulls back and looks up at Ilya dreamily. "Morning."
Ilya smiles down at him. "Good morning."
Shane runs his fingers through Ilya's hair. "How are you feeling?" There's a hint of concern in his eyes as he scans Ilya's expression.
"I'm okay," Ilya says honestly. "Maybe a little, um," he glances at where Svetlana is grumpily reaching for Shane's phone to turn off the alarm that neither of them were paying any attention to. "Sensitive?"
Svetlana mumbles the translation back at them. "I need a coffee."
Shane stares at her.
Ilya can see an idea percolating behind his eyes. "What are you thinking, Shane?"
Shane shakes it off. "Nothing. I need to get back to the hotel."

 ★ ★ ★ 

They drive together just like last time, except Svetlana has insisted on driving so Shane and Ilya can sit in the back.
Ilya lets himself cling to Shane. He doesn't need the aftercare the way he sometimes does, but if he can have it he'll take it. "You are okay?" Ilya asks him.
"I'm good," Shane confirms. "I read about aftercare for doms and that I might need it, but I think I'm okay. I'll let you know if that changes."
Ilya narrows his eyes at him. "You are still thinking about something."
Svetlana parks the car in the hotel parking lot and Shane looks out the window.
Ilya brushes his knuckles over Shane's cheek as he waits.
Shane takes a deep breath in and says, "Do you want to come in for coffee?"
Ilya's hand freezes in place. "What?"
Shane nods more resolutely. "There's a cafe area in the hotel. We could go sit until the rest of the team is ready to leave."
Ilya can't quite wrap his head around this. "You want… the entire team to see us together in the morning after last night?"
Shane's gaze flicks to Svetlana. "I mean, Sveta can come too. I can ask if Hayden or J.J. can come join us." He finally makes eye contact with Ilya again. "You wanted to do it yesterday and we couldn't but maybe we can today."
Svetlana seems onboard but plays devil's advocate. "People might take pictures."
Shane locks eyes with her and she sees a determination in his eyes that she's never seen before. Even compared to last time they were in this car in this parking lot and he said he wanted to kiss her in front of his team.
This isn't that.
This isn't an impulse. This is a decision.
The words pour out of him as Shane tries to explain himself. "We can have this now, right? You said it, Ilya, no one's going to assume we were together last night. Worst thing is they'll think you're a giant softy meeting a friend at a hotel for coffee."
Ilya smirks, "Yes, so you are willing to risk my reputation for this."
Shane rolls his eyes. "I don't even know what people think your reputation is after the article in TIME, Ilya."
Ilya swallows.
Svetlana nods slowly, eyes on Ilya. "It's true, Ilyusha. There hasn't been a paparazzi picture of you in over a year, maybe two. You've only been in the news for the foundation or for clips with Shane."
Ilya argues, "I still have good chirps during press."
Svetlana laughs. "Okay, sure. You're still an asshole when it matters."
Shane tries to parse Ilya's expression. "Do you want–"
"Of course, I want." Ilya interrupts him. "I'm just surprised that you… are you sure, Shane?"
But it's so clear in Shane's eyes.
There isn't an ounce of doubt in him. "I'm sure."
 

 ★ ★ ★ 







      

  












      Chapter 106: This Conversation Never Happened
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They let Shane go in first so he can go up to his room and grab anything he left there. Hayden was back for the second night after taking Svetlana's room the first night and immediately interrogates Shane about which bed he fucked his girlfriend in while Shane laughs and rolls his eyes.
He invites Hayden to join them and Hayden says maybe, but lets Shane go downstairs by himself.
So Shane finds Svetlana and Ilya sitting in the back corner of the cafe.
It feels like a dream.
The sun still has that early morning quality to it as it filters in through the windows.
He'll tell Svetlana a thousand times that she's practically made of morning sunlight and he can't help how emotional he still feels seeing Ilya in the morning. And in public at that.
Ilya catches his eye and seems to feel what he's feeling. He nods to gesture Shane over to them.
Being in a hotel public area feels like a trial run. On top of it being a fairly liminal space, they've also hung out in hotels at All-Stars before.
Shane sits at the table with them.
Ilya glances around and says, "I just got you a water. Wasn't sure if you'd want tea."
Shane could melt. Ilya knows him. They don't always get to have small moments like this, but it's so fucking nice to remember that even with the long distance, they've found time to learn these kinds of things about each other. "Water's good. Thanks."
Both of them bite back pet names.
Svetlana stirs the tiniest splash of milk into her coffee and watches them, still thinking about the fact that Shane wanted to do this.
She knows they can't unpack this now, but she asks. "So we should probably talk later, right? About… what we all want."
Ilya can't take his eyes off of Shane's hand, resisting every impulse to reach out and grab it. "Yes."
Shane bumps their shoes together. "Do you think…" He looks at Svetlana. "Would Montreal be safe for…"
Svetlana's brows furrow, "You tell me, Shane."
Shane ducks his head and thinks about his conversation with J.J., about how he said he would try to talk to the guys. "I know we've got Hayden and J.J. and they're maybe… testing the waters with some other guys on the team." He opens his notes app and types up J.J.'s idea to try and stop some of the more blatant slurs and homophobia in the locker room, sliding his phone onto the table for them to read.
Ilya's eyebrows raise. "That's more than I can say for Boston right now."
Shane's eyes are far away.
Ilya can't resist trying to puzzle him out, but needs to hear it out loud. "You want to tell them? About you?"
"Not really," Shane says honestly, but looks into Ilya's eyes as he says, "but I want more and more to tell them about us."
Ilya sighs. "You cannot have that without also…"
Why are they talking about this here? But of course they are. Of course they give themselves a taste of this and immediately think of what else it could be.
"I know." Shane says harshly. "I just mean that it was never worth it to tell them about me just to tell them about me. But it would be worth it to tell them…"
Ilya relaxes as he realizes what Shane means. Shane doesn't feel the way Ilya does about being openly queer. Shane only cares about being open with Ilya.
Ilya nods. "Okay. But maybe we keep the plan. Let me go first. See if Montreal still wants me after. And if no, maybe Ottawa will still be desperate enough to want me. Then we know it's not good for you to do the same. Or we know it is."
Shane doesn't like that plan, but he can see the logic behind it.
Svetlana speaks up delicately. "I know neither of you likes thinking of it this way, but if things start to look bad, I'm happy to be photographed with either of you for damage control."
Ilya and Shane wear matching disappointed looks and start to deny that option.
Shane wins the floor, "Sveta, I wouldn't want to bring you into it if things got bad in that way. We're already risking your reputation with the foundation–"
"Which I did get from sleeping with you!" Svetlana says, laughing a little. "Technically."
Shane looks furious. "No, you didn't. We were barely flirting when my mom made that offer."
"And how did I meet Yuna?" Svetlana asks disparagingly.
Shane gestures around them. "Networking! You met one of Ilya's friends in the MLH and that friend connected you with an opportunity."
"But that happened because–"
Ilya interrupts in Russian, "That happened because Shane and I were sleeping together. It has nothing to do with you sleeping with anyone, Sveta."
Svetlana tries her best to let the words settle within her.
It's true. She knows they're right.
She's not even sure how the thought got snagged in her mind or how long it's been there.
A memory flashes into her mind of the phone call with her dad, the assumptions he made. Funny how affecting small moments like that can be.
She nods and thinks about what Ilya and Shane are saying to her.
It felt like she could be an escape hatch here, but Shane's right. All that would do is add more fuel to the fire and bring more scrutiny onto all three of them.
Shane seems to read her mind like he always does, "You're not here to save the day, Sveta." He says gently. "You're here because I love you. And I care about you too much to let you do that." He hesitates and smiles wryly. "Not again, anyway. As fun as the first time was. I maybe didn't think through the consequences that time. But I'm thinking about them now." He takes her hand in his.
Ilya's eyes are glued to their hands. He manages to pull his gaze away and looks out the window.
"Ah, my three favorite troublemakers!" J.J. announces his presence loudly, completely unaware of the tension he's interrupting.
Shane glances at Ilya with an edge of concern.
Ilya manages an awkward smile back.
Yeah, this conversation isn't over but it's probably best they save it for later anyway.
"Hey, J.J.." Shane gestures for him to join them.
They chat about the Western conference and who they think is most likely to make it to the finals.
Svetlana insists it'll be San Jose while Shane argues that LA looks strong.
Ilya keeps his foot pressed against Shane's solidly and tries not to care about Shane holding Svetlana's hand.
It was different last night at the bar. Seeing Shane dance with her, kiss her, that felt like a game.
Seeing this casual affection, this quiet moment that they get to share because it's considered uncontroversial…
This hurts.
Shane lets go of Svetlana's hand to pick up his water and doesn't reach back out for her.
Ilya's eyes flick to Shane's.
Shane adjusts his chair, pretending to be making some more space for J.J. now that there's a fourth person at their table. When he settles, his knee is pressed to Ilya's.
Ilya relaxes a little, but the gesture is still hidden, still a secret.
Once J.J. finishes his coffee, he runs back up to his room to grab his stuff.
Before they can say anything, Shane realizes why doing this in the hotel his entire team and the Montreal staff was staying in was a bad idea, because Coach Theriault walks in and looks like he's seen a ghost.
Shane is about to do his best approximation of a totally normal greeting when Theriault says, "Hollander, Rozanov, conference room. Now." And turns on the dot.
Shane and Ilya look at each other.
Svetlana claps urgently. "Oh my god, go. Before someone else walks in."
Shane scrambles to follow his coach, feeling out of place and out of time as Ilya trails behind him.
Theriault finds the first empty room the hotel has and ducks inside.
Shane and Ilya follow him in.
Theriault says immediately, "This conversation never happened."
Shane takes the lead as much as he can. "Yeah, of course, coach."
Theriault looks between the two of them. "Do you prefer to play against each other?"
Shane has never once asked himself that question because he's only just started to see that the opposite could be possible. "Prefer?" is all he manages to say.
"Depends," Ilya says, eyes sharp with understanding. "It is a very specific challenge to play against Shane, but sometimes our lines or our teams make that challenge less satisfying."
Shane listens, a little in awe. It's not that it's surprising to hear Ilya speak fluently, but there's something significant about hearing Ilya talk shop in a formal way like this. This is where he first had to learn fluency, to advocate for himself in meeting rooms with coaches.
Theriault accepts that answer. "So you'd be interested in the idea of playing together next season when you're a free agent."
"I could be," Ilya says, admitting enough but not giving away all his bargaining chips for a good contract.
A flicker of respect enters Theriault's eyes. "I'll just say it: Montreal can't afford both of you. No matter who we trade."
"I'd take a cut," Shane says easily, much worse at this than Ilya is. He usually has Yuna beside him but none of that matters. He'll happily ruin his contract for Ilya.
Ilya can't help the laugh that tumbles out of him, but he doesn't joke about it.
Despite his hope that Shane would say that, Theriault is still caught off guard. "You get along that well? I'll be honest, I thought it was some kind of publicity thing. I didn't care if it meant… no one ever considered teaming you up. It seemed like a recipe for disaster. Now everyone's talking about it. If it's possible. Obviously Boston and Montreal have the advantage by each having one of you but no one expected either of you to budge on salary. No offense, but especially not you, Rozanov."
Ilya thinks about what to say before saying it and Shane waits him out. "I like my contract with Boston. I would plan to negotiate up if I renew. But I am being smarter now with," he forgets the word. He looks to Shane. "Yuna sets them up."
"Brand deals," Shane fills in.
"Yes," Ilya says. "Brand deals. I have more sources of income. For the right contract, I could find ways to be flexible with my salary. But I would want many conversations to make sure I am comfortable."
Theriault's eyes narrow, but there's an air of excitement to him as he realizes this might be possible. He could get both of these legendary players onto one team, one line. "Yuna Hollander is booking you brand deals?"
Ilya rolls his eyes. "We are friends, me and Shane. Hopefully you realize that if you are asking me these questions. Otherwise what the fuck are we doing?"
With a soft chuckle, Theriault nods at him then glances at Shane. "He's tough but not mean, is that what your analysis would be?"
Shane feels his captain mask slip on. He eyes Ilya as if he's a Metro that he's discussing the potential of with his coach because… well, because he is doing that. "He's stubborn, but always makes any concession worth it. You've seen him in the press, but not in locker rooms. I know the game tactically, but he knows the game socially. If you give us a chance to combine that… fuck, the MLH won't know what hit them. I almost worry the commissioner will try to block it."
"He will," Theriault nods. "Until I remind him how much ticket sales and streaming would spike. We'll probably have to be experimental with our other lines, maybe even split you two up every now and then. We'd have to stay competitive, keep it entertaining. But once playoffs hit, we destroy them."
Ilya's smirking, "I have not agreed to anything."
"Of course not," Theriault agrees. "This conversation never happened."
The three of them look at each other.
Theriault lets out a sigh. "Okay, get the fuck out of here Rozanov. You may or may not need to monitor your emails this Summer."
Ilya huffs a laugh. "You do not have to pretend you are not desperate to have me."
Shane elbows him and shoots him a look.
Ilya shrugs, looking cocky. "It is nice to know you understand what I could do for this team. With Shane." He lets that hang in the air and then says, "But this changes nothing about the rest of this season. You asked if we prefer playing against each other. Prefer is wrong word. But do I enjoy it? Yes. And I will enjoy being the reason Montreal does not make playoffs this year."
Shane lets out a sigh, but has to keep himself from laughing.
Theriault holds out his hand. "You've got no idea what Hollander has planned for playoffs if you think that's possible."
Ilya shakes the hand of the Montreal Metros coach. His eyes slide to Shane. "Plans can fail. I just do."
Ilya steps to the door. He wishes this was a different goodbye, but it can't be. He salutes toward Shane, "See you around, Hollander."
Shane rolls his eyes. "I have your phone number, idiot."
With a smirk, Ilya leaves the room.
Theriault stares at Shane assessingly.
Shane tries not to let his nerves show. "As I've said, we're still competitive–"
Theriault laughs, "Yeah, I can see that. I'm not worried that you being friends has any bearing on how you play against each other. It might actually make you more competitive."
Shane relaxes. "It does, I think."
Theriault continues to stare at Shane. "You would really take a pay-cut for the guy with the worst reputation in the league?"
"It's just a reputation," Shane says. "And yeah, I would. It would be worth it to…" He doesn't know how to put it into words. He's not sure he has to. He's had enough strategy conversations with his coach that he hopes they have a shortcut here. "How many times have we talked about shuffling the lines to find players fast enough for me to make the plays I draw up?"
Theriault nods. "You think I don't realize that? I saw you two at All-Stars. I've been thinking about it. He keeps up with you. The other guys are pissed about that publicity line, but they're pissed because it's true. For morale reasons, we have to pretend it's not true. And if Rozanov doesn't work out, I've had my eye on another–"
"Liam Chen," Shane provides, raising an eyebrow.
Theriault laughs. "It's one or the other. If we got all three of you, I think they'd kick Montreal out of the league. But yeah, if we don't get Rozanov, we make an offer for Chen."
Shane nods. If he thinks about it impartially, about it not being llya on his team and in his city, it makes complete sense.
It would be great to play with Liam.
But not if they can get Ilya.
Theriault repeats himself, "This conversation never happened, Hollander." He says seriously. "Don't go yapping to your mom about it. You don't know anything about plans for Rozanov or Chen, got it?"
Shane has no idea how to keep that promise but says, "Yes, coach" and they leave to meet up with the rest of the team and head to the airport.

 ★ ★ ★ 







      

  












      Chapter 107: A Last- What's the word. Not hotel.
  



    Chapter Notes

      last one lol just to wrap up the morning~







  ★ ★ ★

[Texts: Svetlana, Ilya, & Shane]
Svetlana has added you to a chat
Svetlana: soooooo what the fuck was that about?
Jane: What was what about?
 
[App: Jane & Lily]
Jane: Can we talk about it???
Lily: to sveta, yes. to yuna, no
Jane: UGHHHHH
Lily: you KNOW yuna would take it and run. we have to go slow
Jane: We have to tell her eventually
Lily: of course but its still early. it was just a conversation. its not a promise.
Jane: Right. You're right. It's just crazy
 
[App: Svetlana, Lily, & Jane]
Jane has added you to a chat
Jane: MTL is considering Lily
Sveta: oh my GOD. already??? why???
Jane: What do you mean, why. It's Lily
Lily: jane is scared to say anything specific because "conversation didnt happen"
Sveta: okay but you can tell ME right. players talk to their wives about shit cause they have to make mutual decisions, right?
Sveta: if ilya and i are moving to mtl and not ottawa, i think thats something i need to know about
Jane: Of course you need to know! I just… IDK, I've never been sworn to secrecy on something like this before. I don't know how it works.
Lily: th asked if we prefered to play against each other. then mentioned they cant afford both. and jane tripped over herself to say she would take a cut
Jane: I didn't trip over myself! I just wanted to make it clear that I was open to that for you
Sveta: oh my god so its really possible
Lily: possible but not real. i still want to come out. mtl may change their minds after that
Jane: Holy shit
Sveta: ???? what?
Jane: I need to work on my room
Lily: you do not have to do that
Jane: Yes I do. And I should've done it ages ago. I should've done it for myself and whoever else might be hiding. But it's easy to do nothing. Thinking about you in MTL…
Jane: I meant what I said, Lily. You're good in the locker room. I've only seen you goofing off at All-Stars but I've heard some guys who traded away from Boston talk about you. You keep your room in order. They gave me the C for my stats. I'm not a bad captain, but you're great. I should fucking give you the C
Lily: oh my god, jane calm down. you are good in the room. you deserve the c
Jane: So you'd be fine without a letter and Hayden with an A
Lily: of course not, they would give me an a. i said i need conversations for a contract. i would not let pike outrank me
Jane: You're unbelievable
Lily: you love it, you know i deserve it
Jane: You more than deserve it. You should have the C
Lily: fuck, okay. i'll make you a deal. you work on your room. we have two months until playoffs. three months until the cup. i'll have come out since then. if you get your room ready for me, you keep the c. if you need me to come in and get them the fuck on board, i will play the asshole and take the c. but you understand why that would not work, yes?
Jane: Yeah, I get it. They'd resent you for taking it from me and it would make me look like a pushover but it would take like 5 minutes in a room with you for them to understand why I gave it up
Sveta: can i interrupt
Lily: please
Sveta: jane, let's think about this relationship for a second. all four of us. a team. your wingers. whatever metaphor you want to throw at it. can i ask you WHO you think is spending the most time checking in with all of us, getting us on the same page
Jane: You, Sveta
Lily: oh my GOD
Sveta: you cant actually believe that
Jane: What do you mean??? It's true
Sveta: oh so youve seen me having hours long conversations with rose about her dating history and what she wants from this? lily's done that with her more than i have
Jane: That's different, Rose and I have a history that we need to talk through
Lily: you two are as bad as each other oh my fucking god. i should lock you two in a room and make you compliment each other. you might actually start to see yourselves clearly. its fucking insane. thank god we are all together, any version of only two of us would never get through a fucking conversation. including rose
Lily: speaking of which, jane you need to intervene with rose and sveta or they will just keep hooking up and not talking
Sveta: oh my god SHUT UP
Jane: I can maybe see what you mean about acting as a guide between the four of us and how that applies to a locker room
Lily: thank fuck
Jane: I still think I need to work on my room before you get there
Lily: just dont push yourself too hard. we dont even know if i'll be there. dont risk yourself for me, okay?
Jane: Okay. I'll see what I can do with Hayden and JJ ahead of you coming out. And we'll see what happens after. Ottawa is still on the table and if things go bad, maybe we talk to Scott about New York
Lily: NOT AN OPTION
Jane: Baby, if they're the only team that can handle an out player, then that becomes your best option next season
Lily: you know that new york is FARTHER from montreal than boston?
Jane: Then we figure out the distance again just like we did this season! If nowhere else is safe for you then, I'd prefer you be in New York
Lily: or i just quit hockey and become your full time HAB
Jane: I know you don't actually want that
Lily: we don't know if i'll have a choice
Jane: Scott is out and playing for New York
Lily: and will hunter take a pay cut for me?
Jane: Probably! He's a good guy, you know that this is important to him.
Lily: ugh. fine. new york is a LAST. whats the word. not hotel
Jane: Last resort
Lily: why is that the phrase. why last resort
Jane: Lol I have no idea but I think it's French, ressort
Lily: forget i asked
Sveta: lmaooooo

★ ★ ★







      

  












      Chapter 108: RECAP Chapters 97-107
  








  Recap 1-15
Recap 16-25
Recap 25-55
Recap 55-76
Recap 77-84
Recap 85-96
Recap 97-107
Recap 108-129
 
JJ and Hayden trade notes on Svetllanov and make a game plan for how to talk to the Metros about not using slurs in the locker room and probably just homophobia in general.
Shane discovers Twitter and immediately uses it for violence.
Shane gets to Boston and has very straightforward Valentine's Day sex with Ilya for as long as they can possibly manage it, then Ilya suggests they get coffee in the morning and Shane would prefer to not be killed by rabid Boston fans and says no. Ilya instead presents The Wager (informal agreement).
The coffee idea was a (accidentally too emotional) red herring so Shane wouldn't realize Svetlana was planning something. He gets back to the hotel and instead of his roommate Hayden, finds Svetlana in an emotionally significant hockey jersey with protein shakes and Ilya compilations to watch. They both understand the point of Valentine's Day a lot more.
Shane and Ilya practically fuck on the ice they're being so violent with each other and their teams are happy to join in as The Wager (informal agreement) becomes public.
Montreal wins and Ilya goes out with the Metros. JJ witnesses Shane and Ilya being horny on main. Ilya manages to extricate himself from Shane and sits with Hayden and JJ who rag on him about it, but JJ is immediately charmed by Ilya and his sharp honesty.
Ilya goes into MC mode with the rest of the Metros and JJ is at his side all night, party boys anthem. Shane mentions to Ilya that his coach has been asking some suggestive questions and Ilya realizes that it might be possible for him to move to Montreal and he might be standing in a room with his future teammates.
The trio of work obsessed losers immediately start schmoozing to set Ilya up for success in case he's able to trade to Montreal.
The Debut of Dom Shane - is anyone surprised this man is a soft dom? Do I believe he could go harder, yes. But we're not there yet. They end up recreating their first night together in room 1410, but with their roles reversed as they explore what their emotions were then and what they've become now.
Shane goes down on Sveta while Ilya watches and they spend probably 16 hours making fun of Shane for liking pussy.
The morning after is pretty typical, except it seems like Shane has an Idea, which becomes clear when they get to the hotel and Shane invites them both inside for coffee. In public.
It's good but hard for the three of them to exist together in public. They end up talking through how to make this easier, or how to choose this even if it's hard when JJ appears and interrupts the tension. When he leaves, he's immediately replaced by the Montreal coach.
That conversation didn't happen.
Shane, Ilya, and Sveta talk through the conversation that didn't happen and try to figure out ways to prepare for Ilya to come out and which team would be safest for him…






      

  












      Chapter 109: It's Complicated
  



    Chapter Notes

      in classic heated rivalry fashion, i decided to do a montage chapter lmao
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  ★ ★ ★

[February 18th - Twitter]
@Roseyland: i hear shane is active on twitter now but is he active enough to see this without me tagging him?
     ↳@ShaneHollander24: Yes
 
[Texts: Svetlana & Rose]
Rose: that was you wasn't it
Svetlana: yup lmao

★ ★ ★

[February 20th - App: private friend group for gay reasons]
Lily: should we be jealous?
Lily: [Link: "TMZ - Rose Landry spotted at a club with co-star, new fling?"]
Rose: oh my god that photo is like three months old
Lily: yes i remember judging this man, i didnt think you were still sleeping with him
Jane: ??? Wait what? Why does Lily know who youre sleeping with?
Rose: im NOT sleepign with him! not anymore. it was just during the shoot which is over now and i stopped seeing him after i talked with lily and realized i was aro and maybe wanted something more with someone(s) else
Sveta: he is cute though
Rose: i mean i wasnt about to risk on set drama for nothing 💅🏻
Sveta: lol and was it worth it?
Rose: if you asked while it was happening i probably wouldve said yes. but in retrospect absolutely not. the phone sex with you is better than real sex with him
Sveta: good to know
Lily: shes blushinasdf[sdajosd'lcsxc
Lily: [Voice note attached: "DON'T YOU FUCKING DARE ILYA I SWEAR TO GOD. GIVE ME YOUR FUCKING PHONE. ARE YOU RECOR-"]
Jane: She's gonna kill him
Rose: yeah

★ ★ ★

[February 22nd - App: private friend group for gay reasons]
Jane: [Link: "TMZ - Another Montreal Metro and Hollywood star couple?"]
Jane: Rose I JUST gave you JJ's number yesterday
Rose: yeah and jj is hot and rosalie is not afraid to go for what she wants
Rose: but damn, good to know that tmz works fast for other people but stores pictures of me for when they get bored i guess
Sveta: i can think of someone you can be photographed with that would make them post fast
Lily: WILL YOU TWO PLEASE HAVE A CONVERSATION
Jane: Lily, you know we're the worst people to try to convince them to do that
Lily: rose i will buy you a flight to boston, i will charter a private jet. what will it fucking take
Rose: oh my god, i mean i kind of already have a flight booked. i was just waiting to make sure nothing gets booked over it. but i was planning to show up a few days early before the boston at montreal game in march. maybe sveta can meet me there?
 
[App: Lily & Jane]
Lily: do not offer for them to stay with you
Jane: What? Why not?
Lily: make them stay in a hotel together, or the sex condo. trust me
Jane: Since when do you play matchmaker
Lily: since always and i am good at it. two raiders are married now because of me and i can tell you now jj and rosalie wont last more than three days
Jane: How can you possibly know that?
Lily: they do not have chemistry
Jane: And you've decided that from one picture in TMZ?
Lily: yes
 
[App: private friend group for gay reasons]
Jane: I have to host a team social that week so I can't have guests
Sveta: lily.
Lily: how is it my fault the metros are obsessed with roleplaying as boyscouts
Sveta: you might be a metro one day
Lily: okay then we do cooler hangs than drinking ginger soda at hollanders house
Jane: Delete my name, and I know you know it's ginger ale

★ ★ ★

[February 23rd - Twitter]
@Roseyland: okay we need to settle this once and for all, how many of you are friends with an ex. stop acting like it's impossible!
     ↳@RozFirstOverall81: it's complicated
           ↳@Roseyland: 🙄 okay, facebook status
↳@ShaneHollander24: I would answer but I have a feeling this is about me
     ↳@Roseyland: what makes you think that 🙂
 
@Rosesforrozzy: Retweet "@Roseyland:🙄 okay, facebook status" ilya and rose landry talk now????? i know they posted that video all together in december but i haven't seen them interact since then. did hollander set them up??? whats happening????
     ↳@HollanovForever: i pretend i do not see it

★ ★ ★

February 25th
[App: private friend group for gay reasons]
Rose: jj and rosalie called it quits :(
 
[App: Lily & Jane]
Jane: Don't
Lily: told you so

★ ★ ★






  
    Chapter End Notes

    i just KNOW ilya changed his facebook relationship status to "its complicated" as soon as he realized it was an option and never changed it
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   ★ ★ ★ 

When the day finally arrives to drive to Vermont for the first time, Shane's not quite sure what to do with himself.
He's packed already and even if he hadn't, it's just one night. But this isn't something he's done before.
He's never woken up knowing that he's just… going to visit his partners.
There's no game, no team to sneak around, no brand deal, no airport pickup.
This is Shane, Ilya, and Svetlana using their free time to just… be together.
He tosses his duffle in the car and drives.
Two hours later, he's pulling into a rented house behind one of Ilya's cars.
The door is thrown open and Svetlana runs out of it, throwing herself at him.
Shane barely has time to process it all as he catches her, unconcerned about anyone seeing them.
Ilya's in the doorway, smirking at them.
Shane catches his eye over Svetlana's shoulder.
Ilya looks lovesick. "I'm making lunch."
Shane raises an eyebrow at him. "And that's not a euphemism?"
Ilya snorts, "Not this time."

 ★ ★ ★ 

Shane and Sveta settle into chairs at the kitchen table as Ilya fusses with the food. Too curious for his own good, Shane had interrogated him about it and Ilya explained all the Russian recipes he and Svetlana have been trying and which of them he hates making and which he loves.
So Shane watches Ilya Rozanov cook him a meal and thinks about calling him Ilya Hollander again.
Svetlana has to snap in front of his face. "Did you hear anything I said?"
Shane shakes off his reverie. "Uh, no. Not really."
Ilya spares a glance at him and winks.
Svetlana had been giving them an update about the foundation and securing partnerships and donations. It all kind of goes over Shane's head, but he knows this is important and he does his best to pay attention.
Finally, Shane has to admit defeat. "I know you wanted to go over this while we're all in person, but I don't think I can do this right now, Sveta. It's just…" His eyes flick to Ilya again. "This is the first time, other than the cottage over the Summer, that we've just… been together."
Svetlana immediately feels guilty for not realizing how important this was for them. She's always been able to hop on a plane and go see Shane whenever she wanted, but this is new for Shane and Ilya and it's been a long time coming. "No, you're right. It can wait."
Shane leans over and presses his lips to her temple. "I didn't think it was gonna hit me this hard or I would've said something sooner."
Ilya tries to lighten the tone by calling out, "It's not tuna melts this time."
Shane gets up and crosses the kitchen to press his chest to Ilya's back, kissing the spot behind his ear. He mumbles, "Tell me about what you're making."
Svetlana gets up and joins them in the kitchen, helping where she can.
Ilya narrates everything he's doing and spends some time teaching Shane some Russian vocabulary for food and cooking. Svetlana purposefully stands in the way every so often so Ilya has to grab her by the hips to move her and she steals a couple kisses from both of them.
So it's not Ilya's best work, but Shane's still thrilled to eat anything Ilya cooks for him.
Ilya's a bit surprised Shane doesn't say anything about his macros or anything as they sit down to eat.
Shane seems to see the question in Ilya's eyes. "I've been, um, working with a nutritionist."
Ilya knows the word by nature of the team having a nutritionist to help with meal plans when they travel.
Svetlana catches on a bit faster. "To find more flexibility in what you eat?"
Shane nods, but avoids eye contact. "I was sort of… I'd read a lot about peak performance and took a lot of that to heart for a long time but turns out books go out of date." He offers them a wry smile. "So I've been, um, updating my idea of a balanced diet. Working with someone who actually knows how this works."
Svetlana reaches over to squeeze Shane's hand. "That's great."
Ilya feels a weight in the air. He'd thought Shane's attention to food was a little unusual, but he didn't question it. Shane's particular about a lot of things. "It was bad? Before the nutritionist?"
Shane hesitates. "Not bad… Well, maybe it could've gotten bad if I kept going with it. But I can, um…" He hesitates. "I've been told not to use the word cheat."
"You can indulge without tracking everything you eat," Svetlana fills in for him.
Shane nods. "Yeah."
Ilya asks clarifying questions. "You didn't do this before?"
Shane squirms under the scrutiny but does his best to be honest with his partners. "You probably didn't notice over the Summer because I'd made the meal plans ahead of time and just gave you options based on what I had planned." His lips press together as he thinks and then he launches into a real explanation. "It's really not as big of a deal as it sounds. It was just… my nutritionist suggested that it may have turned into a coping mechanism for my anxiety. A lot of stuff has been out of my control the last few years and I could at least control what was going into my mouth. People would understand if an athlete had strict requirements for what he could eat. But the last year…"
He looks at both of them, finally making eye contact before he continues. "Being with you two, a lot of things have started making more sense to me. I started making more sense to me. I've started having ideas for things I want to do after hockey. That's… I could never see that far before. All I knew is that I wanted to be in the MLH and then there was this black hole of life after the MLH and it fucking terrified me. I had no idea what my life would look like when I couldn't play hockey anymore."
Ilya makes sure Shane can see his expression, how seriously he takes this, when he offers a small joke, "You would coach, probably."
Shane huffs out a laugh. "Maybe. But you know what I mean."
Ilya tsks, "We keep having very important conversations in very weird places."
Shane laughs for real while Svetlana kicks Ilya under the table. "At least this time we're some place private."
Svetlana eyes both of them and can see the weight of all of this hanging over them, how much they need to just let go and relax for a bit even though there's so much they still have to figure out. So she talks with her mouth full and says, "Food's fucking delicious, though."
Shane nods his agreement as he smirks at her. "It really is, Ilya."
Ilya puffs up a little. "You know nothing about what it should be, Shane. Compliment from you means nothing. Means very much from Sveta, though."
They keep the rest of the conversation light while they eat.

 ★ ★ ★ 

When they finish cleaning up and head to the living room, Ilya sits on the couch and Shane immediately molds himself against Ilya's body. Just because he can. Ilya welcomes Shane into his arms, kissing the top of his head.
Shane's eyes close as he breathes Ilya in. These are the kinds of things they miss the most during long stretches apart: the way the other smells, the way their bodies feel together. The sex is a big part of it too, but these quiet moments are becoming more and more important to them.
Svetlana sits opposite them, legs over their laps.
Ilya raises his eyebrows at her. "Okay, tell us about Rose."
Svetlana drops back against the arm of the couch with a loud groan. "You know everything! What am I supposed to say?"
Shane forces one of his eyes to open but it looks like a struggle for him. "How can we possibly know everything? If that's true, that means you talk to her like once a week and I know that's wrong."
Svetlana looks a little uncomfortable as she says, "We talk about stupid shit. They're not update-the-partners kinds of conversations. Like she'll send me two lipsticks and ask me to help her pick one. It's… I don't know, girl stuff. Friend stuff. It's not all flirty."
Ilya does his best to parse that as he runs his fingers through Shane's hair. "So… friend stuff. It's like… when Shane and I talk about hockey instead of feelings."
Svetlana snorts. "Yeah, I guess."
Shane mumbles, practically purring where he's curled into Ilya's chest. "We hooked up for years before we talked about anything real. They don't have to rush."
Ilya scratches at Shane's skull. "No, it's different for women."
Svetlana rolls her eyes. "That's sexist."
Ilya deadpans at her. "Tell me I'm wrong."
Svetlana glares at him and lets out a harsh sigh. "No one is like you two, gender has nothing to do with that."
"Fair enough," Ilya allows but waits, eyebrow raised.
Svetlana relents. "Typically, typically," she emphasizes, "women are more likely to open up about their emotions and for two women you'd expect that to be doubly true. But you're not accounting for queer women. Specifically emotionally unavailable queer women."
Ilya narrows his eyes at her. "Emotionally unavailable? Not how I would describe either of you."
Svetlana struggles as she realizes she's now backed into a corner and is actually talking about her feelings for Rose. "Falling for Shane was unexpected. It just… I don't know. I didn't think about it."
"Same," Ilya mumbles.
Shane laughs softly, pressing his lips to Ilya's collarbone.
Svetlana gestures vaguely. "Okay, so things with Rose are much more complicated. And I don't know if you noticed, but she's not here." The dam breaks. "I know you're excited about this, like, trust me, I am too! I like her a lot. But this is delicate. She's new to realizing she's aro and she's also fucking new to realizing she likes girls. And I'm trying to figure out where I fit with all of that. Being friends who hook up works for us right now. We both know that there's the potential for something more but how the fuck are we supposed to figure that out from opposite sides of the continent? I know you've been through this. I'm not gonna pretend this is a new problem no one's ever had before, but at least your work schedules overlap sometimes."
Ilya takes that all seriously and says, "We should've invited her to come today."
"We did," Shane says quietly.
Svetlana shrugs. "She's busy. And even if she wasn't, I'm not ready to start acting like she's my girlfriend already. I need you to back off, Ilya." The words come out harsher than she meant them.
Ilya's eyebrows shoot up, surprised.
Svetlana backtracks. "Sorry. Sorry, I didn't mean… You haven't done anything wrong. We agreed you would wingman but maybe I should've told you you accomplished your goal and can stop now. Rose and I are flirting . You did your part as wingman. We need to figure out the rest on our own."
Shane's eyes are open, staring steadily at Svetlana. "I don't know if this is helpful to say, but it sounds like your relationship with her is already a lot more real than mine was."
Svetlana barks out a laugh. "Actually, that's super helpful to hear somehow."
Shane's lips quirk up into a small smile.
Svetlana gets on her knees and scoots closer to them. "Alright, enough about me. What's up with you? You're so mushy."
Shane lets his eyes fall closed again as he nuzzles into Ilya. "I don't know. I just… want to be cozy with you." He blinks his eyes open to look at her again. "Is that dumb?"
Svetlana cups his face in her hand. "Absolutely not. Maybe we can find a bed and get more comfortable."
Shane's nose wrinkles. "You're not supposed to lay down so soon after eating."
Ilya groans. "Oh my god."
Svetlana cackles while she stands up and pulls Shane up with her. "Ilyusha and I really have to be worse influences on you. I think you've been too much of a good influence lately and we have to balance the scales."
Shane rolls his eyes but lets himself be led to the bedroom.
Ilya trails behind them and says, "Shane likes to be bad."
Shane throws a knowing gaze over his shoulder. "I don't want to have sex right now."
Ilya nods. He knew that already. "Okay. We'll cuddle."
So the three of them (after changing into lounge-wear per Svetlana's aversion to outside clothes in bed) curl up under the covers and despite their limited time together, decide to take a nap.

 ★ ★ ★ 
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   ★ ★ ★ 

Svetlana wakes up to the soft, sensual feeling of lips on her shoulder and opens her eyes to Shane lavishing her with kisses. "Hi."
Shane's cheeks are slightly pink as he offers her the tiniest smile. "You're really beautiful when you're asleep."
Svetlana reaches out for him, hand slipping under his tank top, craving skin contact. "I could say the same about you."
"Yeah?" Shane asks.
Svetlana takes a second to really absorb the love in Shane's eyes as he looks at her.
No one's ever looked at her the way he does. And somehow his feelings are big enough that he looks at Ilya the same way.
Shane Hollander is baffling to her, the way he seems to so easily see the best in everyone around him but is entirely incapable of seeing the good in himself. He moves through life as if good is something you do, not something you are.
Svetlana thinks he's onto something with that. Because Shane has been choosing more and more to do good and it seems to be soothing him. There's so much fear and danger tangled up with any kind of advocacy in the sports world, especially for men's sports. Shane and Scott seem to talk about that almost exclusively when he shows her his texts or sends her an article Scott sent him.
Shane leans down and kisses her jaw. "What are you thinking about?"
Svetlana pulls him over her, enjoying the comforting weight of him. "I guess I'm thinking about how lucky I am that despite everything you've been through, you're really open and honest. And seem to enjoy unpacking complicated emotions."
Shane huffs a laugh. "Okay. And where did that thought come from?"
Svetlana kisses his cheek. "Maybe because you're just as beautiful inside as you are outside. If that's not disgustingly cheesy."
Shane exaggerates wrinkling his nose. "I don't know, Sveta. It's pretty cheesy."
Svetlana tugs at his tank top until he's pressed more heavily on top of her and kisses him.
Ilya wakes up to the visual of Shane and Svetlana tangled together, hands roaming each other's body's like they're heat seeking. "What did I miss?"
Shane releases her lips but is panting softly. "Are you, um." He pushes himself up a little to see Svetlana's face more clearly. He's still thinking about when he asked if she's maybe on the asexual spectrum, but doesn't want to put words in her mouth.
Her pupils are wide and she's biting her lip, looking at him like she might actually kiss him for as long as he would want to kiss her.
So Shane thinks she probably is turned on and interested in starting something.
"What?" Svetlana asks.
Shane glances at Ilya, then back at Svetlana. His nose wrinkles a little. "Tell me if I'm making this too complicated, but I guess I've been… having a lot of ideas for sex lately."
Ilya hums and leans in to kiss Shane's shoulder. "Not complicated. What sexy idea have you thought of now?"
Shane looks a little sheepish. "Um, remember at the cottage when we were still… when things with Sveta were still new and… I was in the kitchen?"
Svetlana raises an eyebrow at him. "When you accidentally brought out Ilya's subspace and then told him to try and get me to scream your name? No, I actually totally forgot about that, Shane."
Shane buries his face in her neck with a heavy sigh. "Why the fuck did I say that?"
Ilya laughs and he scoots closer to them, pressing his body against theirs where he can. "You are embarrassed? It was good for me. Very good."
Svetlana holds Shane as he drapes over her, a little fond of the way he's making sure not to drop his full weight on her. "What's your idea for today? You want to recreate something again?"
Shane kisses her neck, jaw, lips, and then is looking down at her again. "Not recreate, really. I just…"
Ilya's trying to figure this out too and does not have the same patience Svetlana does. "You want me to fuck her?"
Shane looks at Ilya, obviously still a little embarrassed as he nods. "Yeah, but, um…"
Svetlana runs her fingers through Shane's hair soothingly. "No one here is going to judge you, Shane. I think we've all had enough kinky, phone sex the last few months that pretty much anything is on the table."
Shane nods. He knows that. He does. He knows they won't judge. It still feels weird to ask for.
He sits up on his knees which gives him an incredible view of sleep-soft Ilya and Svetlana curled together. He wants a picture of it desperately but his phone is probably still in the kitchen.
He forces the words out of his mouth. "I've sort of been, um, fantasizing a lot about…"
"Fantasizing?" Ilya interrupts softly.
Svetlana checks with Shane, "You mean a sexual fantasy, right? Not just…"
"Yeah." Shane admits, cheeks growing redder by the second. "Um. Like when Sveta told us all to jerk off alone." He knows he's not making sense without just saying it but the closer he gets to admitting it, the weirder her feels. "I've been thinking about you two a lot. Obviously. But I mean, like, watching you two or, um…" This is the hard part. "Being you?" He says nervously.
Svetlana understands faster than Ilya does. "During sex?"
Shane nods, lips pressed together tightly.
Svetlana's eyebrows raise, a smirk curving her lips up. "Both of us?"
After a moment of hesitation, Shane nods again.
"Because of last time? The role play?"
Shane shakes his head. "Well, I don't know. Maybe. But I don't think that's specifically why."
Ilya's squinting, trying to follow the choppy sentences. "You fantasize," he tests out the word, "about being me and fucking Sveta?"
With another reluctant nod Shane adds, "Or the opposite. Yeah."
There's a moment of horny silence as Svetlana and Ilya both stare at Shane.
Shane misinterprets it as confusion and starts rambling again, "Not that I actually want– I mean, it's impossible. It's not like… it's not a gender thing, it's just a fantasy. I kind of didn't want to say anything but being here with you both I… I just… it's hard not to want to see you together for real. I've never really seen…um."
Ilya can't take it anymore. He pushes himself up and into Shane, pressing their bodies together as he kisses him sloppily. "That's hot."
Shane laughs as he tries to maintain his balance between Svetlana's legs without either of them crushing her and manages to fall onto his back beside her where Ilya can more safely straddle his hips and try to swallow his tongue.
Shane wrestles Ilya off of him, but has a giant grin on his face, embarrassment quelled. "Okay, I get it. You're into it too."
"Mmmm," Ilya's grinding against Shane, nose pressed to his jaw. "I love your perverted brain."
Shane wheezes, letting his head loll to look at Svetlana. "That's okay?"
Svetlana shoots him a disbelieving look. "Yes, Shane. And, you know, I'm not upset about being fucked. It's been a minute."
Shane blinks at her. "Do you two actually not…"
Ilya answers that before he finishes the question. "We don't hook up without you."
Shane knew that. They've mentioned that to him. "Wait, so when's the last time you've actually fucked?"
Svetlana tries to remember, "After the bar in Boston, right? After we took care of Shane and we were both kind of freaking out and needed an outlet."
Ilya nods, "Yes, I think so."
"And before that?" Shane asks, fascinated.
"Probably at the cottage." Ilya says.
Shane can't wrap his head around this, not really. "You live together and you're not…"
Ilya and Svetlana look at each other, unsure how to put it into words.
"We are not like that," is all Ilya can think to say. "You know this." He raises an eyebrow at Shane. "Would you want Rose to fuck you without either of us around?"
"No." Shane says instantly, confused and startled by the idea of Rose with a strap-on. "I'm not interested in her touching me unless it's for or with one of you."
Ilya and Svetlana communicate psychically for a moment.
Svetlana answers for them. "We kiss sometimes, but not very often. Just… I don't know, if one of us is having a bad day. I think you usually end up finding out when one of us is horny. Other than that, it's just cuddling on the couch before bed."
Shane nearly combusts. "I know you have your own rooms, but you don't sleep in the same bed?"
Svetlana bursts out laughing. "I guess we've never really talked about it."
Shane rethinks the last few months with this new perspective of how Ilya and Svetlana are together when he's not there. "I guess if you asked me… I knew you weren't really hooking up, but I kind of thought… I don't know. I assumed you were flirting, at least."
"Mm, well. Yes." Ilya says, nodding. "But we flirt about you, mostly."
Svetlana runs her hand over Shane's chest. "I'll say it just to be clear, this isn't something we're holding ourselves back from. Even if you enthusiastically wanted us to fuck without you, it's not something we crave the way we used to. Not when we could sext you and get the most creative, kinky ideas from your brain."
Shane groans, squeezing his eyes shut. "The stuff we do isn't that weird, is it? I mean, plenty of people try weird stuff in bed, right?"
Ilya and Svetlana look at each other with matching wry grins.
Shane huffs.
Svetlana tries not to laugh. "Probably not as much as us, no."
Ilya runs his thumb over Shane's lips. "We spent a lot of years just fucking, yes?"
Shane stares up at him. "First of all, Vegas." Ilya rolls his eyes. "I don't know, we've always kind of had a power dynamic. We just didn't have a lot of time when we were together to explore it much."
Ilya understands. "Mmm, so Shane Hollander with time to fantasize thinks of insanely kinky ways to have sex no one has ever thought of before."
"You're being dramatic," Shane says bluntly.
Ilya runs his hands up Shane's chest and grabs his pecs the way he would Svetlana's breasts. "So you want me to fuck her and pretend it's you with a pussy?"
Shane pushes Ilya's hands off of him, fighting back a grin even though he knows Ilya can feel him getting harder. "Not really. It's not about… I don't know. It's just about it being her. It doesn't make sense. I like thinking about how good you make it for her."
"He does," Svetlana confirms, kissing Ilya's knee where he's caging in Shane.
Ilya's too riled up so he switches gears, turning his attention to Svetlana as he moves off of Shane and peels her shirt off. "You think this is all because you wore lingerie once?"
Shane lets out a long suffering sigh as Svetlana giggles, relishing the way Ilya touches her.
Ilya makes quick work of peeling off his own clothes before pushing whatever is left of the covers away from them.
Svetlana copies him, pushing off her lounge-pants and underwear.
Shane feels his mouth go dry. He wants to ask, wait, do you not build up to it? but he doesn't want to interrupt.
Ilya's hand slides around Svetlana's torso until he's holding her off the bed. She arches her back for him as he unhooks her bra and slides it off.
Ilya glances at Shane, fascinated by the look on his face.
It's like Shane can't decide where to look.
Ilya grabs a condom off the nightstand. He starts to open it, but Shane's lips tremble. "Wait, slow down. Please."
Ilya and Svetlana look at each other.
While it's true they don't really do this much anymore, this is still a language they're fluent in. And it's even easier to translate this into pleasing Shane.
Ilya leans in to kiss her and Svetlana digs her fingers into his curls. They both agree without having to say it that they'll make this a little more of a show, so Svetlana moans and whimpers more than usual. And Ilya mumbles words of assurance to her the same way he would to Shane even though that's not really the norm for them.
Ilya slides his hand between her legs and teases her, laughing when her exaggerated moans turn into real ones.
"Shut up," she mumbles against his mouth.
Ilya laughs softly, biting her lower lip.
Ilya had been curious to see what Shane would do. Part of him wanted Shane to join, to touch them. But he glances over and sees that Shane has actually moved away from them. He hasn't stripped, but he has his hand in his sweats, touching himself.
That kind of breaks Ilya's brain.
He wants to know what Shane's thinking, but isn't sure if that ruins the fantasy he wanted to explore.
Svetlana seems to agree that they should leave Shane be as she wraps her hand around Ilya's dick and strokes him as he fingers her.
Shane lets out a choked off moan he couldn't hold back.
Svetlana and Ilya smirk at each other, understanding a little more how this should go.
Ilya leans back down to kiss her again, and then spends some time massaging and mouthing at her breasts.
Ilya can't help tracking the motion in his peripheral vision of Shane using his left hand to squeeze his peck. "Fucking hell, we have to do this now or I won't last." 
Svetlana nods and finds where the condom fell next to her and tosses it at his chest.
Ilya scoffs at her, holding up his wet fingers. "You could have helped."
Svetlana shrugs, scrunching her nose at Ilya being gross. "I like watching you suffer."
The casual Russian seems to be a thing for Shane too. Svetlana imagines it's because this is how she and Ilya are without Shane around.
Ilya doesn't waste much more time. He rolls on the condom and pushes in gently.
All the teasing impulses Svetlana had been holding onto, get wiped from her mind.
It really has been a while and this feels different.
Sex with Ilya has always been so casual and clinical. They have fun, but there's never been the soft buzz of love hanging over them before like there is now with Shane here. "Fuck," it falls out of her lips in English.
Ilya seems to be on the same page. "You feel good, my joy?"
The old pet name is diabolical for Ilya to utilize right now while Svetlana feels her sanity slipping away already. "Fuck me, Ilyusha. Fast."
Shane can barely breathe. Partly because he's trying to be quiet, unobtrusive, but also… fuck, it's so fucking hot.
They know each other so well in a way that Shane wants to memorize. It's not the same way he and Ilya touch each other, lingering and desperate. They just know each other's weak spots and target them without thinking about it.
Shane learns a few more of Ilya's from watching Svetlana touch him, so if nothing else that's a huge boon.
He knows that if he wanted, he could fuck Svetlana. This isn't technically impossible. He could do this for her. It's just that he wouldn't want it the way Ilya does and that's what this fantasy has been for him.
It's the way desire sizzles between them without complication.
Now that he's watching them like this, he understands that this fantasy was all about Svetlana's desire and Ilya's ability to match it.
So Shane thinks about how Ilya must feel, how it would feel to be the one inside of Svetlana and making her make these sounds. The intimacy of it.
And that's usually when his mind shifts to the fact that he knows how it feels to have Ilya inside him, how Svetlana must feel. His hands on her chest. Wet kisses on her neck.
Shane watches with rapt fascination as Svetlana tips over the edge and shakes through her orgasm.
Shane's right there with her, biting down too hard on his lip as he comes.
Ilya pulls out and strokes himself a couple more times before he's coming too.
The gentle attention Ilya gives her as the wave of pleasure crests around them is much more genuine. He always gets like this after sex, making sure she's okay. He forgets they were playing a game as he ties off the condom presses himself to her. "Good?"
Svetlana nods, sex drunk and covered in a light sheen of sweat. "Very."
"Mmm," Ilya kisses her jaw before slipping off her and pulling her into his arms to spoon her.
Once they settle, Ilya slowly becomes aware of his surroundings again and sees Shane over Svetlana's shoulder, wiping himself off with a tissue, eyes still on them.
Ilya forces his mind back into English, "That was what you wanted?"
Shane lets out a weak laugh. "Yeah, as long as it was good for you."
Svetlana admits, "I think that was the best sex we've ever had."
Shane rolls his eyes, thinking she's kidding.
Ilya confirms, "No, I think she's right. It's different with your eyes on us. Better."
Svetlana sighs dreamily. "Okay, a little bit of cuddling and then I would love a shower." She holds out her hand to Shane.
Shane hesitates as the scene fades around them and he allows himself to touch again.
He gets on his side and scoots so that they're eye to eye.
They watch each other, both trying to find answers without knowing the question.
The words buzzing in the back of Shane's mind tumble out in a rush. "Do you wish I could do that for you?"
Shock is the first emotion Shane sees in her eyes.
Svetlana's brows furrow. "No." She says it clearly, studying him. "I've told you a thousand times, Shane, I like what we have. When we first started this, I kept myself open to the idea of finding someone else but it took, what, a month?" Shane nods, smiling softly. "Yeah, a month before I realized I had everything I needed with you and with Ilya. I don't wish anything. And I definitely would never want you to do something you don't want. If some day you wake up and are really excited about fucking me, I mean, I think Ilya and I would probably make sure you weren't concussed first."
Ilya snorts his agreement.
Svetlana smirks. "But if we were sure you really wanted it, we could try it but I feel the same way about that as I do about scenes and kinks. I don't need any of it, but it's fun to explore. Does that make sense?"
Shane nods, much more at ease as he allows those words to comfort him. But he does have to ask a follow up question. "How often do you crave sex?"
Svetlana asks for clarity, "Do you mean specifically penetrative sex? Or do you mean, like, an assisted orgasm?"
Shane laughs softly. "I guess I just meant any orgasm, but you make a good point about all those being different things."
Svetlana answers him seriously. She can tell this is important to him. "I usually get myself off once per day. Helps me sleep."
Shane doesn't mean to, but he barks out a laugh.
Svetlana raises an amused eyebrow at him. "What?"
Shane shakes his head. "Do I need to pull up the Wikipedia page for the split attraction model again?"
Ilya groans, "How was I supposed to say it in English?"
Svetlana elbows Ilya right under his ribs as she responds to Shane. "For what?"
Shane shoots her a look. "You treat masturbation as a utility."
"Yeah." Svetlana says, confused by what he means.
Shane looks over Svetlana's shoulder at Ilya. "I mean, I think I typically jerk off when I'm horny. Or when something turned me on." Svetlana stares at him. Shane continues. "I've been reading about the asexuality spectrum. It helps me to understand too, the difference between attraction and libido. I actually feel like you and I are weirdly on the same page about it. I think you have maybe, I don't know, not a low libido? You tell me. But how often do you experience attraction? Other than any time you're looking at Rose."
Svetlana's cheeks flush. "I'm attracted to you."
Shane deadpans. "In the same way you're attracted to Rose?"
Svetlana has never considered that before. "I guess it's not the same, but it's there. It's not nothing. I'm attracted to Ilya."
Shane checks in with Ilya for a second, seeing understanding in his eyes, as Shane says, "Or does Ilya help provide you a utility in a reliable way?"
It's like Svetlana's life flashes before her eyes. "I like sex." She says, as she continues to parse the thoughts Shane has stirred up in her mind.
Shane nods. "Yeah, I can tell. I don't think you're, like, fully ace." He's been thinking about this a lot on her behalf, mostly because the thought process is so similar to his own journey learning the ways he's comfortable being sexually intimate with women. "Tell me if this feels right, but I think you're definitely attracted to women and just kind of… don't mind doing the same with men you trust?"
The idea almost feels right. Svetlana accepts some of it. "But you're hot. I've always thought you were hot. Before I knew you."
Shane rolls his eyes. "Okay, and I always thought Rose was hot before I knew her. I wasn't attracted to her though."
Ilya pipes up. "You thought Rose was hot even though you're gay?"
Shane glares at him. "You think Rose is hot."
"I'm not gay," Ilya shoots back.
Shane sighs, lips quirking up at the corners. "She's objectively hot."
"No," Svetlana weighs in, understanding this more now. "She's fucking gorgeous. And she's in all these shitty movies that make her wear bad bras so her tits bounce and it makes me feel like every toxic man I've ever met because holy fuck they look like they'd fit into my hands so perfectly. It's going to drive me insane to see her again and not rip her shirt off and drag her to bed."
With a nod, Shane thinks he's almost made Svetlana understand his point. "And when you used to look at me in ads or whatever, did you think about how you wanted to touch me or what we'd do in bed?"
Svetlana finds that her mind is suspiciously blank.
She runs her hands over Shane's chest now and thinks about how touching him like this is kind of all she imagined. It's not the same kind of frantic fantasy of getting her mouth on him, or being pinned down in bed. It's just… "I've always thought you're gorgeous."
Shane looks at her with a deep understanding in his eyes. "But nothing about my tits?" He smirks.
Svetlana laughs and then sighs. "I don't know. I guess I thought about having sex with you. I mean," she makes a face at him, "you're Shane Hollander. I admit I kind of assumed you'd be a pillow princess and I'd have to just ride you."
Ilya laughs too hard.
Shane reaches over to pinch him. "Fuck off."
Ilya's still wheezing. "She's right. You are a pillow princess."
Shane's cheeks flush.
Svetlana interrupts their bickering. "I get your point," she concedes. "Especially as a… spectrum. I don't know that I was really able to think of it that way but… yeah. I'm not as attracted to men as I am to women, but I'm definitely still attracted to men."
With his hand on her cheek, Shane nods. "That makes sense to me."
Svetlana leans forward to kiss him. "Crazy thing for you to make me think about like five seconds after having Ilya's dick inside me."
Shane chooses evil. "I have some of my best ideas after having Ilya's dick inside me."
"Not true!" Ilya calls out. "You have no thoughts after I fuck you. You are just a blank canvas, hypnotized by my dick until I drag you into the shower and remind you how to think again."
With a snort, Svetlana says, "And on that note." She pushes them both away from her and makes her way to the shower, the two of them trailing after her.
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In the morning, Shane makes coffee for Ilya and Svetlana exactly how they both like it, feeling a thrill in his chest that he knows how to.
When they join him in the kitchen, he hands them each a mug and receives exaggerated smooches as a reward as he squirms and pretends to hate it.
Ilya scrolls through Twitter as Shane and Svetlana get into another fight about who's most likely to win the Western conference which Ilya only interrupts to tell Shane not to worry about it since Montreal won't be at the finals.
While Shane's personal stats are ahead of Ilya's so far this season, he's aware that the Raiders are closer to qualifying for playoffs than the Metros are. "Seems likely Boston will clinch the first playoff spot."
Ilya nods, understanding why Shane is saying it. "I don't know that I will come out as soon as we clinch a spot, but it would be funny to do it that way."
Svetlana lightly smacks Ilya's arm. "Stop thinking of how to make it funny."
Shane nervously pulls up the statement he drafted to post in support of Ilya.
The three of them review it, trying to be impartial about it to make sure that it's supportive without implying anything.
As much as Ilya wishes things were different, that they could just tell everyone that they're together, he's reached a certain level of acceptance that this is the world they live in. With the way things are, he's glad that he can do this for Shane. He's glad that he can go first, or well, second.
Ilya studies Shane as he says, "I know it's complicated and hard, but I am excited."
Shane nods. "I know. I believe you."
Ilya continues. "If it goes bad somehow, I am prepared for that. It's worth it for me. I know it wouldn't be worth it for you. But this is a risk I want to take. The worst case scenario is not so bad. I… I love playing hockey." It's probably the first time Ilya has said those words since he was a teenager.
Svetlana's eyes water in immediate reaction to hearing it, but she doesn't interrupt him.
Ilya continues. "It would hurt to lose it. But this hurts more. Hiding."
Shane's shoulders drop a little. "It helps to hear you say that. It was really irritating me that you kept saying you didn't care if you lost hockey. I knew that was bullshit."
Ilya smiles wryly. "Can't lie to you anymore, can I?"
Shane looks at him knowingly. "I don't know if you ever could."
Ilya laughs. "Probably true. You always saw through me, hm?"
"Not always," Shane says softly and they both try not to think too hard about how long they spent sabotaging this relationship to protect themselves.
Ilya's phone alarm goes off and he winces. "I can skip practice."
Shane teases, "If you don't want the cup, sure."
Ilya groans.
They all leave together because Shane thinks part of him might die if he has to sit in that house alone after they're gone.
They pack up their cars and stand outside.
Shane looks at the two of them, "I'll see you in Montreal."
Ilya uses all of his speed to close the distance between them and press Shane against the side of his car, kissing him.
Shane melts into the embrace, taking every second of this that he can.
Ilya bites his earlobe. "Tell me all your fantasies. I want to know all of them."
Shane laughs, making eye contact with Svetlana over Ilya's shoulder.
She's been quiet this morning, but Shane understands that. He gave her a lot to think about last night. He'll check in with her later and make sure she's okay.
For now he pulls her into his arms and kisses her on the cheek. "See you soon."
"With Rose," she reminds him.
Shane raises his eyebrows at her. "Good luck."
Svetlana tries to laugh but it comes out closer to a sigh.
Shane nods. "Twelve days."
"Twelve days," Ilya repeats.
And they force themselves to drive away from each other.
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Svetlana and Ilya mostly just listen to music on the drive back to Boston.
They have an unspoken agreement not to ask each other about everything that came up during the night in Vermont unless they volunteer it themselves. So Svetlana is relieved to not be asked about Rose again.
Ilya didn't give himself much time to make it to the rink, so he drops her off at home, grabs his stuff, and is out the door again.
Svetlana breathes in the silence for a couple minutes before she takes out her phone and hits call.
"You always catch me during my breaks which are not regularly scheduled so I have to assume witchcraft is involved."
Svetlana feels herself relax immediately. "Hi, Rose."
"Are you back from Vermont? How was it? It was a sexcation, right?"
Svetlana laughs and drops herself onto the couch. "It wasn't as much sex as it could've been. Believe it or not, we had a lot to talk about."
Rose hesitates. "Polycule stuff?"
This has been another problem she and Rose run into a lot. There's an understanding between the four of them that Rose can be part of this however she wants, but it's hard to figure out how to keep her in the loop with big conversations if she's not completely committed to being a real part of this yet.
Svetlana reminds herself things had felt similarly when she and Shane were still new. It's just a transition period. They need some time to settle.
Svetlana thinks about Shane and everything he's done lately. Asking them to come into the hotel for coffee, talking to Ilya on socials more, and he's started talking to teammates about locker room culture. So she does her best to borrow some of his bravery. "We talked about you for a bit, actually. Me and you specifically."
Rose's voice softens. "Oh yeah? Are they jealous of our far superior methods for long distance sex?"
Svetlana lets herself laugh but keeps her voice gentle as she says, "No, it wasn't about the sex."
"What was it about?"
Svetlana closes her eyes.
She would never have believed herself to be such a softy, but she finds the things that are making her fall for Rose are a lot of the same things she fell for with Shane.
There's so much room for jealousy and doubt in all of this, but Rose never assumes that. She never pressures Svetlana to share more than she's comfortable with.
For someone who doesn't experience romantic attraction, Rose is incredibly sentimental.
Svetlana skips some steps. "Can I take you out on a date in Montreal?"
Rose requests the call be switched to video.
Even this quirk makes Svetlana's lips curl into a smirk. Shane has said she does this to him too. She can't stand to be on a voice only call for more than a couple of minutes.
As soon as the video connects, Svetlana's glad Rose requested it.
Rose's eyes are shining with excitement. "A date?"
Svetlana nods, letting her own excitement show. "Is that weird for you or is that okay?"
Rose shuts that down immediately. "Not weird at all. I love dates."
Svetlana tries to walk this line. "Do you prefer dates that are a lead up for sex? Or could this be a date that doesn't end in sex?"
A little furrow appears between Rose's eyebrows. "I think… with you, I could figure out how to do either one."
Svetlana feels her composure disappear. She flops onto her back on the couch and clutches at her chest. "You make this really hard you know."
Rose laughs sweetly. "I've been thinking about it a lot and I think I'd be completely fine with it if…" She struggles to find the words. "Ugh, how do I say this? Is it terrible if I use Shane as a comparison again?"
Svetlana snorts unattractively. "That's mostly what me, Ilya, and Shane do too so yeah, go for it."
"Of course," Rose shakes her head. "The stuff Shane and I have talked about with how he feels about sexual intimacy with women, or well, with me and you, I guess. The way he doesn't mind it because we know how he feels about it. That he has set his boundaries really clearly and doesn't mind performing oral, but doesn't want to receive it. You know all of this. But I'm saying it because I think I might feel the same way about dating, you know? I think there are a lot of pieces of dating that I like and have no problem with as long as the person I'm doing it with knows my boundaries."
She studies Svetlana's reaction for a second before she continues. "The hard part is that I'm not really sure exactly where my boundaries are yet and I don't want to put you in a position where things could get complicated. Is there such thing as a safe word for romantic attraction?"
Svetlana's heart thuds in her chest.
It makes a lot of sense to her that she and Ilya never had romantic chemistry when it seems that this is her type. People who will have long, complicated conversations unpacking their psyches together.
"First time for everything. What do you want your date night safe word to be if things feel too emotionally heated?"
Rose frowns. "It's terrible to think about, isn't it? It's not like sex where you just stop touching. If you're saying something really sweet to me and I call cut, isn't that fucked up?"
Svetlana understands what Rose is getting at. "It could be. You're probably right. But I think I feel better having some kind of plan in place so I know you can enforce a boundary if you need it. Maybe this isn't the perfect way to do that, but it's better than nothing while we figure it out." Then she smiles as an idea occurs to her. "Maybe we use the stoplight. You can call yellow before it gets anywhere close to red."
Rose straightens. "Oh, I like that. I think that could work."
Svetlana stares at her. Production had her dye her hair brown and she has a very girl-next-door kind of makeup look. All that to say, she doesn't really look like herself right now. "You should know, almost immediately after Ilya fucked me last night, Shane essentially held a gun to my head and made me admit I'm more attracted to women than men."
Rose nearly screams with laughter.
Svetlana explains the conversation to her in a more fun way than how it actually felt to have it.
When she's done, Rose is nodding. "I can definitely relate to a fundamental misunderstanding of how attracted to women I am."
Svetlana can't help the way the need to flirt rises up within her. "But you haven't gotten to put that to the test yet, have you?"
Rose raises an eyebrow at her. "I think we've tested it a few times."
Svetlana shrugs. "I'd rather test it when you can have you hands and mouth on me."
Rose lets out a long, slow breath as she tries not to let that affect her. "I have to be back on set in five minutes and I am playing a practically sexless Mary Sue."
Svetlana laughs with a combination of cruelty and flirtation that she would hate to admit she learned from Ilya. "Is that better or worse than a manic pixie dream girl?"
"Oh, way worse. At least I get fun wigs for manic pixie dream girls."
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Ilya spends more time than he'd like to admit zoning out and imagining life after coming out as bisexual.
He knows it's something that will touch every corner of his life, at least at first.
The locker room will likely be where he'll feel the biggest difference. He can't say he's thrilled about the potential conflict, but Ilya's a fighter. If someone tries to start something, he's not afraid to throw a punch. This is the part of it that worries him most about Shane being outed. He's not sure how Shane would choose to defend himself.
Maybe Shane won't have to. Maybe Ilya will be out and in the Montreal locker room beside him if anything happens. Maybe Ilya can fight for him, if Shane wanted that.
Impulsively, Ilya decides to shoot off a text.
 
[Texts: Ilya & Scott]
Ilya: anything i should take advantage of before the mlh knows im bi
Scott: Are you actually asking me for advice or is this some convoluted lead up to a chirp?
Ilya: advice
Scott: Good to know that hell has frozen over.
Scott: The locker room will never be the same, but you probably realize that. I think it helps that I'm engaged, but I know you're not really going to have a public relationship to announce yet.
Ilya: sveta has told me people are biphobic and may not even really believe im queer since ive been with women
Scott: There's probably some truth to that. You could let that work in your favor if you need it to
Ilya: i am not coming out just for people to not believe me. whats the fucking point of that
Scott: I don't know if I can give you advice for that. I didn't come out to be out. I did it for Kip.
Ilya: ugh you are just like my jane. there has to be other queer men in this league that are fun.
Scott: I know it's not the same as hockey advice, but maybe you can talk to Kip?
 
[Texts: Ilya & Kip]
Ilya: your husband gives boring advice
Kip: we're not married yet lmao hi ilya, what advice are you asking him for
Ilya: if i come out as bi and everyone is biphobic and does not believe i am queer because ive been with women, how do i keep being gay without causing problems for my team
Kip: thats an insane question. how was scott supposed to give you advice for that
Ilya: idk hes so old and wise, i thought he'd have SOMETHING to say
Kip: again, he is TWO years older than you
Ilya: hes ancient
Kip: go to gay bars. if you want people to believe youre gay, then be gay. i know keeping your bf a secret is tricky. you cant just get pap'd making out with a random guy. but you said youre thinking of coming out in april right? go to pride parades in june. be visible. do everything you havent been able to do. thats what this is all for, right?
Ilya: jane will kill me
Ilya: but i think will also be proud of me
Kip: and thats the point right? pride.
Ilya: you give much better advice than hunter
Kip: come visit us at the kingfisher next time boston plays in new york!
Ilya: hm tempting. will hunter be there
Kip: yes, my fiance will be at the gay bar that he bought to save it from going under
Ilya: ugh maybe its worth it even if hunter is terrible for my reputation
Kip: what and your foundation bestie is a party animal? shane hollander doesnt cramp your style?
Ilya: you are very annoying
Ilya: i appreciate that
Kip: PLEASE come to the kingfisher, they'll be obsessed with you. especially elena
Ilya: much more tempting. okay fine youve convinced me. ill come to your gay bar
Kip: how long do we have to text until you drop the act and let us be friends
Ilya: ask again after i taste the best vodka at your bar
Kip: fuck, fine. ill make sure we stock russian approved vodka
Ilya: ill send you some recs
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Shane invites some of the guys over and tries not to have an out of body experience about it.
It's not a full team hang, nothing official. But the invite list was specifically curated by JJ based on who he and Hayden have had successful conversations with. Though they included some of the people who seemed on the fence too so they could do a vibe check.
JJ has a working theory that most of the guys are actually totally chill and it's just the influence of a couple of loud assholes that make everyone else try to play along.
Thirty minutes into an overly complicated MLH Xbox bracket one of the rookies set up, Shane starts to think JJ is totally right.
He makes pointed eye contact with JJ and moves to the kitchen.
JJ follows him. "What's up?"
One of the rookies here speaks French, but Shane switches to French anyway, though he doesn't think anyone can hear them over the video game and shouting. "This is a great group."
JJ smiles like a shark. "Ah, I told you. I knew we could make something happen. And it's more important now because of what I overheard at the bar? About Lily maybe moving to Montreal?"
Shane nods, relieved that JJ has already pieced that together. "I think we should keep doing this. Bringing more people in and making corrections about language in these smaller groups so everyone starts to see the new standard. And maybe when trades happen, I make some suggestions to coach about things I've noticed impacting team dynamics."
It's practically Christmas day for JJ. He grabs the back of Shane's neck and presses their foreheads together like he would if they had helmets on on the ice. "We should have done this years ago."
Shane smiles at the embrace and pulls away, patting JJ's arm. "I'm sorry it took me so long to grow a backbone."
JJ tsks, "We all have our own timelines. You're doing it now. That's what matters."
Shane switches to English, eyeing JJ curiously. "How are you so good at this?"
JJ's not sure what he means. "Like organizing people?"
Shane mumbles the words, "I guess, like, advocacy. Activism."
JJ gives Shane a weird look. "Well, for a lot of reasons I didn't have much of a choice. But it's how my mom raised us. She showed us not how the world could be, but how we could choose to see the world and exist in it. How to shape it around what we want. You can't control everything, but why not do something about the things you can control, right?"
Shane nods, wondering how different his life would be if that was the mentality he grew up with. He doesn't think his parents are bad about these things, not really. But he's not sure he could say they're good about them either. Yuna always wanted what was best for him, taught him about their culture here and there, but he realizes she's probably suffered a lot from the pressure to assimilate and she thought that's what he needed too.
He's his own man now and has started to question his parents' choices more, but he's also learning to have grace where he can. He knows his parents love him and would never do anything to intentionally hurt him. Contradictory things can be true at the same time. He loves his parents and knows they love him. When he called and told his dad about Svetlana, David said he got a vibe about them but didn't know what it was and happily accepted that his son was gay and dating a woman and a man at the same time. Shane suspects his mom had probably dropped hints to his dad ahead of time. And knowing his mom, the hints weren't as subtle as she thinks they were.
His parents have had nothing but love and acceptance for him all his life. It's the way they taught him how to move through the world that he finds himself challenging now.
He thinks about the way his last name shielded him from the bulk of the racism other Asian kids he played hockey with suffered through. He thinks that same kind of thing is what he's been subconsciously, and sometimes consciously, hiding behind all his life.
Shane pats JJ's arm again. "I'm starting to recognize the things I can change."
They share a complicated look, a mix of pain and pride. JJ nods toward the TV. "I think you're next in the bracket, Capitaine."
Shane sighs. "You can call me Shane, you know."
JJ shrugs. "Maybe I used to think about being good enough friends I would call you Shane, but now that we are here, you more than ever deserve to be called my captain."
Shane feels his cheeks heat. "Okay, you're really fucking cool too. Stop complimenting me."
JJ laughs loudly as they settle back into the living room with the rest of the guys.

 ★ ★ ★ 






  
    Chapter End Notes

    *reads Sister Outsider by Audre Lorde once*
okay but for real its so good, go read it. i was talking to a friend about this chapter and jj and the fact that im about 60% through sister outsider and it was sitting on my coffee table and the sentence that came out of my mouth was "i think im writing jj as if he was raised by audre lorde" which is insane but there are some sections in the book where lorde talks about raising sons and i thought about that a lot while writing him here.... lmao
so i guess jj's mom in crowded table au is a Black lesbian poet
AND LISTEN, I KNOW IM NEVER BEATING THE JJ POLYCULE ALLEGATIONS. BUT I CANNOT WRITE ANOTHER PERSON INTO THIS RELATIONSHIP IF WE EVER WANT THIS STORY TO END. and i knowwww you keep saying you dont want it to end but i promise you'll like the ending i have planned a lot more than this being abandoned with no resolution.... (its not my fault shane has crushes on every cute boy who is nice to him)


  


      

  












      Chapter 116: First Time
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  ★ ★ ★

It's late March when Svetlana finds herself standing near baggage claim for the Los Angeles arrivals at the Montreal airport with her own bag, wondering if it was actually a good idea for her and Rose to book flights that arrived at the same time so they could meet at the airport.
She spots the bag Rose had described to her and pulls it off the carousel, checking the tag. And yup, sure enough, that's Rose Landry's name.
As she's staring at the bag having a bit of an existential crisis about seeing Rose's luggage before Rose herself, she sees a blur out of the corner of her eye and then has the air slammed out of her lungs as Rose's arms wrap around her.
"Jesus, fuck."
Rose is giggling like a fool. "Hi, oh my god. It's so good to see you." She glances around nervously, wondering if she attracted too much attention as she tugs her baseball cap lower over her eyes. "You got my bag! Let's get out of here."
Svetlana is shaking with silent laughter as they roll their suitcases out to pick up, looking for Shane. "You really can't stop talking, can you?" There's a teasing lilt in her voice as she takes Rose in, her hair pulled into an unassuming ponytail. Svetlana's own hair is tugged back into a pony tail too, but her curls are a sharp contrast to Rose's un-styled, pin-straight hair.
Rose looks into her eyes, practically vibrating. "When I'm nervous or excited or both nervous and excited? No, my mouth just keeps moving."
Svetlana nods toward a car, "There's Shane."
"Airport pickup rules," Rose says in a mocking voice to Svetlana as they make their way to Shane's car and load their bags in without him getting out to help.
Svetlana smirks. "We've never been caught before so the rules seem to work."
"What rules?" Shane calls out from the front seat.
Svetlana and Rose get into the back seat together and Shane lets out a fondly irritated sigh as they break into a fit of giggles.
He pulls out from the pick up area. "How was your–"
Rose rips her cap off and pulls Svetlana's mouth to hers.
Svetlana's frozen for a moment before she melts into it, her hand on Rose's waist.
Shane turns up the volume on the radio.
Rose pulls back and looks at Svetlana with a wild look in her eyes. "Was that okay? I should've asked. I just… I've been thinking about it for so long."
"Very okay, just surprised. Didn't think you wanted your first kiss with a girl in the back of Shane's boring Jeep."
Shane groans, "It's a practical car!"
Svetlana rolls her eyes and ignores him.
Rose can't stop giggling and it seems to be, as she said, equally from nerves and excitement. "We probably need to talk or–"
"Or." Svetlana chooses, tilting Rose's chin up and capturing her lips again.
Rose nods eagerly. "Yeah, okay. Or, yeah."
They make-out the entire drive from the airport to Shane's place. Because despite Ilya's attempts at matchmaking, Shane couldn't stand to think that Rose and Svetlana were in Montreal and not near him.
Ilya had been mollified by the fact that Shane only has one guest bedroom set up, but Shane assured Rose and Svetlana that if either of them needed space or anything, they could figure out a couch situation or one of them could stay with him for a night. At which point all three of them bullied him about how desperate he is to eat pussy again and he had turned bright red.
Shane parks the car and turns to look at them in the back seat.
There's a terrified excitement radiating off of them that Shane recognizes like a knife to the chest. He's been thinking a lot lately about that first night he kissed Ilya, but it's like he's back in time as he sees the way Rose and Svetlana look at each other.
Which means he understands that they're about to run into the bedroom and rip each other's clothes off. "You both know where the guest room is. I'm gonna go for a walk."
Rose and Svetlana manage to look minorly guilty for maybe a tenth of a second before they rush out of the car and into the house.
Shane thinks Svetlana already had Rose's shirt off before they made it through the door. He laughs to himself and picks up his phone to text Ilya.

★ ★ ★

Svetlana has already forgotten where they threw their shirts. Her universe has condensed only to the point where her lips touch Rose's and each point of contact their bodies make.
She keeps guiding Rose toward the bedroom by the hips and once they get there, she unbuttons her own pants and pushes them off.
Rose takes a shaky breath. "Oh my god, okay. Wait. Maybe. Maybe we do need to, um…"
Svetlana's pants are around her ankles, so she slowly steps out of them as she watches the way Rose's eyes rake over her. She's wearing the lace set Shane liked again and yes, it was absolutely worth wearing during airport travel for this moment.
It's the same feeling as if Rose had just grabbed an electric fence. "You're so hot. Oh my god. This…" She presses her hand to her chest over her heart. "I feel… I don't even know. I feel like I just got a shot of adrenaline or something."
Svetlana sits on the foot of the bed and reaches for Rose's hand to invite her to do the same. "Deep breath, Rose."
Rose nods, and does as Svetlana says. Taking Svetlana's hand as she sits and breathes deeply.
Svetlana watches her. "You've kissed girls for roles, right?"
Rose nods, brows furrowed a little as she thinks back on it and why this feels so different than that did. "Yeah. But it was always… scripted. Rehearsed. And I wasn't letting myself think about if I liked it any differently than I liked kissing boys. Kissing boys for roles felt the same. Boring. Well, I guess it depends on the scene. Sometimes I can slip into the role enough for it to feel…" Her speech has accelerated again.
Svetlana mimes taking a deep breath again and Rose takes the hint.
Rose is too overwhelmingly turned on not to let her eyes drop to watch the way Svetlana's boobs in that lacy bra rise and fall as she breathes deeply. Her mouth feels dry. She can't even begin to decide where to look or touch Svetlana first. Everywhere. All at the same time. Not that that's possible.
Svetlana can see the conflicted excitement in Rose's eyes and starts to understand why Shane looked like he saw a ghost when he looked at them in the back of his car.
This is what it was like for him, wasn't it? Svetlana never had a moment like this, after realizing her queerness. It was always just kind of… there. She knows it was similar for Ilya, though the risk of experimenting with that in Russia of all places made these kinds of moments more weighted for them. But those moments were tinged with danger, not discovery.
Svetlana thinks about what she knows about Rose, how they've been joking about this moment for weeks but neither of them seemed to really wrap their heads around what a big deal it would be.
She reaches for Rose's other hand and they sit at the foot of the bed, both failing miserably to not keep dropping their eyes to their exposed chests, quietly taking note of the other's choice in bra knowing this moment was going to happen today.
Svetlana shakes it off and forces her eyes to look into Rose's. "Boundaries."
Rose laughs with an edge of panic to it. "Yes. Which ones?"
Svetlana shrugs. "All of them, I guess. This is your first time with a woman. How far do you want to go?"
Rose raises an eyebrow. "How far will you let me?"
The fog of desire gets denser in Svetlana's mind. Holy shit. Okay, yeah, Shane 100% has a point about how much stronger this feeling is for her with women. Svetlana manages to keep speaking only because she practiced this in her head while trying to nap on the plane. "Fingers, mouths, scissoring, toys?"
"Yes." Rose says. Then blinks. "Wait, was I supposed to only choose one?"
Svetlana breaks, shaking with laughter. "I don't fucking know. I was trying to go slow for you, but maybe you don't need me to." Her eyes flick over Rose again and she raises her chin in a sharp command, "Take off your pants." She scoots up the bed.
Rose licks her lips. "Yes, ma'a–" She chokes back the phrase and pretends to clear her throat. She glances at Svetlana nervously. "That's probably something I shouldn't joke about, huh?"
Svetlana raises an eyebrow at her. "Or you could not be joking."
Rose feels goosebumps prickle along the backs of her arms. "Right." She pushes her pants off and joins Svetlana on the bed.
They lie side by side.
Svetlana takes charge impatiently. "Lie on your back."
Rose does as she says and Svetlana presses herself over her, kissing her and relishing in the feeling of how Rose's body feels against her own.
Svetlana's slept with other women, many times. But this feels new in a way she wasn't expecting at all. It feels like they fit somehow and suddenly she understands so much more about Shane and Ilya, but she really should not get ahead of herself.
Svetlana runs her hands over Rose's body and cups her breast in her hand.
Rose hums softly.
Svetlana kisses down her throat and presses her lips to the soft skin of Rose's breast peeking out of her bra. "You're beautiful," she mutters.
Rose's hand hovers by Svetlana's face. "Should I not touch your hair?"
Svetlana laughs, "Thanks for asking, but I don't care right now. Do whatever you want." She still has it pulled back in a pony tail and that choice was absolutely for function, not fashion. "I will happily re-wash my hair for you, Rose."
Rose laughs gleefully, resting her hand on the back of Svetlana's neck. "High praise."
Svetlana runs her hands along Rose's bra, following the fabric to the back and she lifts Rose slightly, Rose's back arching. "Can I?"
Rose nods. "Yes. Please."
Svetlana takes off her bra and it's something of a revelation to see her tits in person.
Ilya had been right, her tits are gorgeous even pixelated. But this view is much preferable.
Svetlana leans down to press her lips to Rose's breasts again, then cups her in her hands. "Fuck, I knew you were the perfect handful."
Rose's head tilts back with laughter. "Usually when partners call me a handful, that's not what they're talking about."
Svetlana kisses the corner of her jaw. "This is the only thing I would be talking about."
The praise is barely sensible, but neither of them are thinking super clearly and are convinced it's the sweetest thing they've ever heard.
Rose reaches out greedily, hands running over Svetlana's bra. "I've never taken another girl's bra off. Or, I guess I have but for non sexy reasons like dress fittings or–"
"Yes, you can take my bra off." Svetlana's charmed by Rose's nervous ramblings.
Rose unhooks her bra easily, and then loses confidence as her hand sort of hovers in the air between them.
Svetlana puts her palm on the back of Rose's hand and guides it to her chest.
Rose immediately copies the motion with her other hand. "Good?"
Svetlana nods, "I promise I will be very vocal if anything isn't good. I know you know stoplight rules."
Rose smiles way too sweetly for someone being reminded of BDSM safe word techniques.
Svetlana leans in to kiss her again while they get used to this, hands roaming each other's torsos.
Too eager to wait much longer, Svetlana bites Rose's lower lip softly and says. "I'm gonna go down on you now. Okay?"
Rose nods silently as Svetlana kisses down her body, pulling off her underwear.
Svetlana goes slow, knowing that this is the first time Rose is probably thinking to pay attention so she'll know how to repeat it. Or maybe she's just enjoying it.
It really doesn't take very long and Svetlana takes that as a huge compliment, nothing to do with her ability but more just how desperate and horny Rose has been from the start.
Svetlana kisses her way back up while Rose pants. "Okay to kiss you or do you hate that?"
"Okay." Rose says, tasting herself on Svetlana's tongue. "I want to… if you're okay with it. I'll probably be bad, but–"
Svetlana rolls onto her back. "Don't over think it."
Rose laughs, kissing Svetlana's collarbone. "I will."
Svetlana laughs, watching Rose pull her panties off and then hesitate. "It won't bite."
Rose glares up at her.
Svetlana barks out a laugh. "Sorry."
Rose sighs. "Such a fuck boy."
"Which we've established you like." Svetlana shoots back.
Rose kisses the inside of Svetlana's thigh.
It takes a minute for Rose to work up the courage to start, but Svetlana summons every ounce of patience in her body and gives Rose time.
When she finally feels a soft press of fingers against her, she sighs dreamily. She lets herself be vocal to encourage and reassure Rose. She gets so focused on over-exaggerating that the soft press of Rose's tongue catches Svetlana off guard and she lets slip a real moan. "It's good, Rose. Fuck."
Svetlana lets her figure it out for a bit and then reaches down to help her just a little, show Rose how she likes to be touched.
Rose decides that the view of Svetlana shaking apart, legs clenching around her, is one of the seven wonders of the world. They can replace one for this.
Rose climbs back up the bed and lies on top of Svetlana, her full body weight holding her down as they kiss again.
"Not bad for your first time," Svetlana jokes.
Rose rolls her eyes. "You are never beating the fuck boy allegations."
"No," Svetlana agrees, reaching down to squeeze Rose's ass. "And I don't want to. Do you want me to?"
"No," Rose admits, lower lip pouting out just a little.
Svetlana cranes her neck up to catch it between her teeth, dragging her teeth along it before letting go, her head falling back against the pillow. "So what do you think, into girls? Confirmed?"
Rose nearly shrieks. "Yeah, I think fucking so, Sveta!"
Svetlana laughs, peppering her with kisses.
Rose pulls back, "You mentioned toys. What did you bring?"
Svetlana answers honestly. "I'll tell you the backstory just because I'm so sure it'll come up later since Ilya loves to embarrass me, but I did bring my peg and you should probably know that I initially got it for Shane."
Rose presses her lips together. "Mmhmm, yeah. Of course." She laughs, delighted. "Wow, yeah. Of course you did." She shakes her head in disbelief. "Anything else?"
Svetlana shrugs. "I was expecting to start slow, but I guess we can always go get something else if we need it. And I mean, there's always Shane."
Rose covers her mouth with her hand. "Are you listing Shane as a toy right now?"
Svetlana pretends to look at Rose like she's crazy. "Yeah, of course. Best vibrator I've ever owned."
"I'm telling him you said that."
"Don't you dare."
Rose takes a deep breath, staring at the ceiling and processing all of this. "I need to shower. I hate airports."
Svetlana agrees, forcing herself upright. "I would usually shower after an airplane before having sex, but, you know, extenuating circumstances."
Rose nods, walking to the bathroom with her. "Extremely horny first time sapphic circumstances."
"Mmhmm," Svetlana hums, pulling Rose into the bathroom with her. "Exactly."

★ ★ ★






  
    Chapter End Notes

    i like to think sveta and ilya share the same playbook by sheer nature of how much they've talked about sex together over the years but "not bad for your first time" was a very intentional parallel that i don't think the in-world characters would be able to recognize but you the reader get to know that lmao


  


      

  












      Chapter 117: Rom-Com
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   ★ ★ ★ 

[App: Jane & Lily]
Jane: They should be done by now right
Lily: oh my god just wait for them to text you. i have no idea how long they need for rose's first time with a woman. they might be talking
Jane: We should've talked our first time. I told you I wanted to talk
Lily: yes that was stupid. you would've talked yourself out of it. you wanted to fuck. we fucked
Jane: Yeah, you're probably right. I couldn't really focus on anything once you put your hands on me anyway
Lily: did i ever tell you how crazy that was for me. shane hollander, number 2 in the draft, my closest competitor. you are so strong on the ice and then i come to your room and you just let me push you against the wall? fuck i almost died. you were so desperate for it. submissive from day one
Jane: I was mortified about it afterwards, but as stated before, really couldn't focus on anything once you put your hands on me
Lily: i wonder if rose is the same. if sveta is pushing her against a wall right now
Jane: Maybe
Lily: do you hate that, thinking of them together
Jane: I don't hate it, but I have a feeling you're very into it
Lily: this feels like judgment. im not allowed to think this is hot?
Jane: I don't know. Ask them, I guess
Lily: sveta thinks its hot when you and i are together. same thing
Jane: Yeah, I guess so
Lily: you are very gay
Jane: Ugh. Yeah. That's probably all it is
 
[App: private friend group for gay reasons]
Sveta: jane are you literally hiding in your car to avoid the possibility of walking in on naked women
Lily: HA yes i think so
Jane: Sorry for trying to give you some privacy. I can go out if you need space
Sveta: my beautiful, beautiful boyfriend please come inside an dkiss meka;fafljsdf
Jane: Assuming that was Rose
Lily: !! is this what it is like for you when i steal svetas phone
Jane: Yes lol guess I'm going inside
Lily: good luck. try not to turn straight
Jane: Fuck off

 ★ ★ ★ 

Shane hangs up his keys and kicks off his shoes before peeking around the corner and seeing Rose and Svetlana sitting on stools by the kitchen island, a variety of snacks laid out in front of them while they sit, ankles hooked together, feeding each other.
They're freshly showered and dressed for comfort. Svetlana is wearing a shirt Shane knows she stole from him ages ago.
When they spot him walking into the kitchen, they burst into a fresh round of giggling.
Shane sighs, arms folded over his chest. "I can go. This is important for you. I shouldn't be here."
Svetlana tsks, "It's fun for you to be here."
Shane pouts a bit. "Fun for who?"
Rose and Svetlana glance at each other and crack up laughing again.
Shane has a feeling they've established some kind of inside joke, but doesn't ask.
Svetlana gets off the stool and crosses the room to him. "Hi, I missed you." She wraps her arms around his neck.
The anxiety melts off of him as his hands find Svetlana's waist. "I missed you too."
He kisses her gently, just a soft press of lips.
Svetlana's the one who asks for more, coaxing his lips open.
Shane pulls back, kissing the corner of her lips as he does.
Svetlana cups his jaw in her hand, looking into his eyes with a question to make sure he's okay.
Shane nods with a soft smile. "It's too much."
Rose asks, "Should I be learning Russian?"
Shane blinks, "Fuck, sorry. I didn't mean to, um…"
Svetlana kisses his jaw and pulls away, going back to join Rose on the stools. "He switches to Russian when he's being sweet. He wasn't trying to exclude you."
Shane blushes but realizes that's true.
Despite the fact that Svetlana just kissed him, Rose and Svetlana have a distinct post-sex energy to them that Shane doesn't really know what to do with. "Is it better for me to act like nothing happened or do you want to talk about it?"
Svetlana makes eye contact with Shane, checking in, before she turns to Rose and cups Rose's cheek in her hand. "Maybe neither? We can put on a movie or something."
Shane understands with sudden clarity that he's outnumbered.
It's not like things don't shift when he's alone with Ilya or alone with Sveta or with both of them, but his default for socializing or passing time with them is always hockey related.
Rose likes hockey enough, but Shane realizes that when he's with these two people, the priorities are different. He struggles to remember the last time he watched a movie other than when something new of Rose's comes out and he'll drag Hayden, JJ, or some of the guys to go watch it with him.
Rose nods, "What's on your watchlist, Shane?"
Svetlana laughs, "He doesn't have a watchlist."
Shane shrugs and agrees. "My watchlist is mainly just your filmography, Rose."
Rose coos, "That's sweet. But we need to diversify your movie knowledge so you can give me better feedback."
Shane sighs, but joins the girls on the couch as they sign him up for Letterboxd and start adding things to his watchlist. If it was anyone else, Shane would never allow this but Svetlana literally manages his socials and he knows she knows how to build him a profile that's in-line with his brand and personality.
When Svetlana hands him his phone back, he's only slightly irritated that she set his top four as Miracle on Ice, The Mighty Ducks, Shane Hollander's Fortress of Solitude TV Special, and X-Squad 4.
Shane shakes his head, laughing. "It's true, 4 is the best one."
Rose snorts and hits play on Fire Island.
Svetlana sits in the middle and lets Rose decide how much to cuddle.
Svetlana squeezes Shane's hand and says, "I think you'll love this, but we won't log this one, okay?"
Shane nods and actually feels himself relax enough to focus on the movie.
 
Shane's never cried during a movie before, but then again he's never seen a movie like this before. A queer rom-com by Asian men for Asian men. When they get to the scene with the white guy 'flirting' via microaggressions, Shane had to ask for a break and they paused while he prepped some food for dinner.
Svetlana asked if he wanted to talk about it and Shane shook his head, but she could tell he was processing it.
Rose and Svetlana eat as the movie resumes, but Shane barely touches his food. His attention is fully focused on the TV screen.
When the credits roll to a MUNA cover of Sometimes by Britney Spears, there are tear tracks on Shane's cheeks. He'd been holding Svetlana's hand for most of the movie and squeezes it tightly. "Did you pick this?"
Svetlana nods, "I thought it would probably mean a lot to you."
Shane nods, wiping at his cheeks. "Thank you."
Svetlana asks gently, "Do you want to watch it with Ilya sometime? Or should I have him watch it without you?"
Shane understands why she's asking. It's a lot. It's a comedy, but so many small moments felt so fucking visceral to Shane. Ilya approaches things differently than a lot of white North American men, but he's still white. "Maybe you can watch it with him and then… we can rewatch it together."
Svetlana smiles, "That's a good idea."
She and Rose can't take it anymore and tackle him in a hug, kissing away his tears while they laugh and quote the movie to each other.

 ★ ★ ★ 

Rose and Svetlana move around each other awkwardly as they go through their nighttime routines and get ready for bed.
They've both individually considered the fact that one of them could probably have asked to use Shane's bathroom, but neither of them voiced that idea. They laugh and learn about each other as they dance around the limited space.
When they get under the covers Rose asks, "Do you think he's okay after you showed him the one movie most likely to rip his heart out of his chest?"
Svetlana scoffs. "Imagine if it was Brokeback Mountain."
Rose lets out a sigh. "Fuck, okay. It could've been worse, yeah."
Svetlana lets herself keep reaching out to touch Rose. Caressing her cheek, brushing her hair behind her ear, running a hand down her shoulder. "He's processing. He'll let me know if he needs something, but I think it's probably better if he has space right now."
Rose hums, "We need to make a secret second list of gay movies for him."
"And Ilya," Svetlana adds. "I didn't really think about it, but it would probably help him to watch some queer movies ahead of coming out. Thank god I'm dating a hot, gay actress."
Rose's nose wrinkles as she blushes. "My X-Squad makeup artist will be so disappointed I didn't realize I was gay sooner. She's into me and I probably would've gone for it if I knew."
Svetlana raises an eyebrow. "Oh yeah? What's your type?"
Rose shrugs. "Well she looks nothing like you. I don't know. I don't think I have a type. Is all women a type?"
Svetlana snorts. "That's the gayest thing you've ever said."
"Hm," Rose agrees, "Maybe we can watch some sapphic movies. Have you seen But I'm a Cheerleader?"
Svetlana scoffs, offended. "Of course, I have."
Rose cackles. "Okay, sorry. Fair. How about, um, The Watermelon Woman?"
Svetlana's eyes sparkle at the reference. "I knew I liked you."
Rose blushes as Svetlana peppers her with kisses. Svetlana jokingly adds too much tongue and Rose mirrors her before they break apart laughing. "It was way too much tongue," Rose says in reference to the movie.
"Way too much tongue," Svetlana agrees, "but hot on camera so who cares."
They don't cuddle per say, but their hands are touching as they fall asleep.

 ★ ★ ★ 






  
    Chapter End Notes

    im aware fire island didnt come out until 2022 and this fic is set in 2018 but have you considered i dont care and this movie would change shanes life
also if you haven't seen this movie…….. would anyone wanna do a movie night? i'm due a rewatch and i realized we could watch it all together maybe! have a google form because im in my 30s and have 1.75 jobs and this is the only way anything will be able to happen
https://forms.gle/JDyoCMRwHPGtpEug7


  


      

  












      Chapter 118: You Know Me Too Well
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   ★ ★ ★ 

Svetlana wakes up to music playing in the kitchen and immediately wonders if she's teleported because there's no way she's at Shane Hollander's house and hearing music outside of the gym.
She extricates herself from Rose and tip toes into the kitchen.
Shane's standing in front of the coffee machine staring at nothing while Lucky by Britney Spears plays in the background.
Svetlana tries to slip into Shane's peripheral vision. "Hey."
Shane jolts, glancing at her and then back at the coffee machine as he remembers what he was doing. "Hey."
Svetlana watches him closely. "You okay?"
Shane breathes in but nothing comes out. He fusses with the coffee a second and finally says, "I looked up the song from the movie yesterday and found a playlist. This song… I guess I'm glad I don't feel like this anymore, but this used to be the only thing I could feel for a long time. I don't know."
Svetlana knows Shane is being serious, but it's so difficult to process that he's crashing out to the late 90s pop anthem Lucky. Somehow the words that come out of her mouth are, "Did you ever really get to be a teenager?"
Shane blinks at her while the coffee machine whirs to life. "What do you mean?"
Svetlana realizes she's probably right. "You were scouted young, right? And you're a teacher's pet, mama's boy. And your biggest rebellious teen phase thing was probably Ilya."
Shane blushes. "I guess, yeah."
Svetlana shrugs. "So now you're 26 and having all the crises you should've had when you were 16 if you weren't so busy training to be a professional athlete."
It doesn't quite compute for Shane. "It's not like I didn't want to do that."
"I know," Svetlana says softly. "But I'm just realizing that you maybe didn't have a lot of space to explore when you were younger the way you do now."
"Did you?" Shane asks curiously. "Explore?"
Svetlana nods. "Too much, probably. Ilya, Sasha, and I got into a lot of trouble, but I don't think that would surprise you."
Shane hums thoughtfully as he pours coffee into a mug.
Svetlana watches him move to the fridge to grab the milk and add a splash before handing it to Svetlana.
Svetlana accepts the mug from him with a kiss on the cheek. "You love being a boyfriend, don't you?"
Shane's smile is small and soft. "Kinda. Yeah."
"You're good at it," Svetlana says teasingly but truthfully as she takes a sip.
The wheels are still turning in Shane's mind so he responds to the earlier thought, still caught up on it. "I think you're probably right. That I… didn't really let myself think about…" He's not sure how to put it into words. It's not that he never thought about himself and his desires because he did. Extensively. In ways that left him hyperventilating through panic attacks. But they were always downward spirals filled with self loathing and shame, frustration that he couldn't get control of himself. And he didn't have anyone to talk to about any of that until recently.
Shane feels a stab of sympathy for his younger self and for all the things he denied himself. As Svetlana said, he's 26 now but he hadn't referred to himself as gay out loud until two years ago. And he hadn't started listening to other people talk about queerness until he could find a way to quiet the loathing self-talk in his mind.
Falling in love with Ilya had been the light at the end of the tunnel.
He knew he couldn't keep pushing it all down if he wanted to be with Ilya.
Shane starts over. "I'm starting to understand a lot more why, um, why Ilya wants to be out."
Svetlana's eyebrows raise.
Before she can say anything, Shane continues. "I don't feel the same way about it. I dont feel like… like I need to come out the way he does. I can tell the way it, like… it's eating at him to not be able to be himself more. But I understand the urge to, I don't know, fight the shame and win." He says it with a barely there smile. "I just don't know that if I start that fight, that I would win it right now. But I'm training for it, I guess."
Svetlana puts her coffee down and pulls Shane into her arms.
Shane buries his face in her neck.
Svetlana cradles the back of his head in her hand as she speaks softly. "You don't get to choose when that starts, Shane. You're already fighting." She doesn't say it to discourage him, but she wants him to think about this differently.
Shane breathes in sharply. He knows what Svetlana's implying, but it hurts to let himself think about. And that's the whole point. He's spent his life trying to avoid thinking about this. For so much of his life, his queerness was something invisible, something inside of him that he could deny, ignore, hide. But now being queer means he's in love with two incredible people and they don't fit inside the walls he built within his chest. If he wants to love them, he has to do that externally.
The sharp fear of rejection and alienation has been softened by his family and friends, and that would be enough for almost anyone else. But Shane's career is extremely public. And he still stands to lose the thing he built the first 26 years of his life around.
But he holds Svetlana in his arms and understands how Ilya was able to say that he could give hockey up for love. He understands, but he doesn't think he could do it. Not right now. He would lose too much of himself in the process.
He thinks about sitting in the hotel cafe with JJ and seeing Ilya staring at his hand in Svetlana's.
They should be allowed to have that. It's such a small thing.
Shane lets out a small sob as Lucky continues to play in the background. "Why the fuck do people have to care whose hand I want to hold?"
Svetlana steals his tactic and switches to Russian, "I don't know, treasure. It's not fair."
Svetlana catches movement in the corner of her eye and looks over Shane's shoulder as she holds him to see Rose in the guest bedroom doorway, watching them with concern. She's not sure how much of that Rose heard.
Svetlana pulls back and holds Shane's face in her hands, wiping away tears with her thumbs. They smile at each other, the weight of it all hanging over them. "You have practice today?"
Shane nods. "Have to work on my room."
Svetlana sighs at him. "Maybe not today, Shane. Give yourself a break. JJ and Hayden have your back. You don't need to force yourself through this. It doesn't actually help any of us if you martyr yourself."
Shane laughs, an edge of sarcasm to his voice. "Martyrs can make pretty big impacts, but I know what you mean."
Svetlana purses her lips, tries to make him laugh. "Can I kiss you?"
Shane wrinkles his nose. "You'll taste like coffee."
Svetlana nods, grinning childishly, and leans in to kiss him. He doesn't even pretend to push her away.
When they break apart, Svetlana lets Shane track her eyes as she looks behind him and says. "Morning, Rose."
Rose tenses a bit as Shane turns to look at her. "Hey." She scurries over to the kitchen island and jumps up on a stool. "Um, how did you two sleep?"
Shane glances at Svetlana as he wipes at his eyes. "I slept okay."
Svetlana levels a glare at him. "Sure."
Shane rolls his eyes. "Alright, I slept bad. It's fine."
Svetlana leans onto the island across from Rose. "I slept extremely well, thank you for asking."
Rose can't help the way her lips curl up.
Shane watches the two of them, the way they look at each other.
He knows them both really well and seeing them in the same room makes this all make even more sense than it did via text and video calls.
After all their conversations, he understands a lot more about what he and Rose had experienced when they tried dating and why things happened the way they did, especially with her being aro. Still, he can tell Rose has some form of a crush. She used to look at him like this.
The part of this that surprises him though is Svetlana.
And suddenly he gets why Ilya has been so antsy about Rose and Svetlana.
Svetlana looks at Rose the way she looks at Shane.
Yeah. They need to talk about this. Not that they haven't been.
Shane feels an intense and deep swell of protectiveness rise within him. He doesn't believe that either of them would hurt each other on purpose, but he knows firsthand how hard and fast Svetlana falls. And if she's already there with Rose…
Shane pours a second mug of coffee and hands it to Rose with nothing in it. She's a latte girl when she's out and about, but he knows when she's home like this she takes her coffee black.
"You're sweet." She takes the mug from him and looks him in the eye and sees something there she can't place. "Or is this a bribe? Do you want something?"
Shane lets his eyes flick to Svetlana and then back to Rose. "Can I kiss you?"
Svetlana's mouth actually falls open a little.
Rose also glances nervously at Svetlana. "Is that okay?"
Svetlana nods wordlessly.
Shane kisses Rose like he's tucking her into bed, all affection and overwhelming amounts of care.
Rose pulls away from the kiss with a smirk. "You missed me."
Shane scoffs. "I told you I missed you." He glances at Svetlana, wondering if she saw what he wanted her to see.
Svetlana has pulled back, standing up straight with her coffee. She's staring at Rose, at the way Rose is looking at Shane, sparkling with happiness to be here with them.
Looking at Shane the exact same way she looks at Svetlana.
And Svetlana knows that. She does.
Despite what everyone seems to think, she and Rose have talked about this. They talk about it as much as they can.
She looks into Shane's eyes and can tell that he at least suspects what she's thinking about right now. She realizes he may have kissed Rose in front of her like that on purpose.
Svetlana nods. It helps to see.
There's been a voice in the back of her mind wondering if what she and Rose could have would be special somehow and maybe it will, in its own way. But it's not going to be what she has with Shane. Not exactly.
Svetlana zones back into the conversation and realizes that Shane and Rose are chatting about food plans for the week and places he recommends if they're going out on a date while Rose fires back that she has plenty of her own favorite places in Montreal to which Shane reminds her that he knows more places that are good about discretion.
Shane seems to notice when Svetlana comes back online and looks at her and asks, "Do you think, after practice, the three of us can talk?"
Svetlana nods resolutely. "Of course."
Shane and Svetlana stare at each other. As well as they've gotten to know each other in the last few months, they can't actually read each other's minds.
Shane puts his hand on Rose's shoulder, eyes on Svetlana. "Rose, we've established you're not romance repulsed and you seem to enjoy seeing me with my partners, yeah?"
Rose furrows her brow in confusion. "Yeah? Why, what are you–"
Shane's around the kitchen island in a flash, hands on Svetlana's hips while he guides her backwards and pushes her firmly against a wall, caging her in. "I love you."
Svetlana could cry, "I know, Shenya."
Shane says it again. "I love you. So much."
Svetlana feels her eyes well with tears and she blinks them back. "I love you too."
Shane crashes their lips together.
This is… new.
Svetlana has no idea where this is coming from, if it's something to do with Rose or if this is a ripple affect of Shane learning how to dom.
She's always felt that Shane is affectionate and romantic, but other than when he kissed her in front of the Metros that first time, she's never felt that he was possessive. Not with her. Not like this.
Svetlana lets her head fall back against the wall as Shane kisses down her neck. "What is this? Are you jealous?"
"No," Shane says earnestly. "Worried."
Svetlana lets her gaze slide across the room, making eye contact with Rose who is watching them with flushed cheeks.
"I'm fine," Svetlana says in the way only someone who's not fine would say.
Shane scoffs, pressing his lips to hers with force one last time before pulling away and looking directly into her eyes, brown versus hazel. "We'll talk later?"
Svetlana lets out a sigh, almost annoyed by how much better she feels. She lets herself smile and nods. "Yeah, we'll talk later." She kisses the corner of his lips and pushes him off of her. "You know me too well."
"I know," Shane says smugly.
Shane gets his things together and before walking toward the door, throws one more look at Svetlana. "I can't believe I'm saying this, but if you need a mediator, call Ilya."
Svetlana rolls her eyes. "We're big girls, Shane. We can talk–"
"I know," Shane interrupts gently, "but asking you to translate was a great excuse to have someone around to keep us from getting too defensive with each other."
It takes Svetlana a second to realize Shane means that Svetlana was a big part of him and Ilya being able to talk things through for their relationship.
Shane's out the door before Svetlana can protest more.
There's a beat of silence after the door closes and then Rose looks at Svetlana and says, "You act like an old married throuple."
Svetlana nearly falls over laughing.
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It takes a minute for Rose and Svetlana to recalibrate to being alone together without Shane.
Until Shane, Svetlana hadn't dated anyone since college and she can feel herself being tempted to act like she and Rose are just friends.
This has always been an issue for her with dating girls. She knows how to be friends with girls.
Right as Svetlana is quietly pep talking herself into starting a casual, normal, maybe kind of flirty conversation, Rose gently says, "You were talking about me in Russian, weren't you?"
Svetlana feels her heart drop into her stomach as she looks at Rose, really looks at her.
There's an endless amount of patience and compassion in her eyes as she sits at the kitchen counter in Shane's home.
Svetlana reminds herself that Rose has been here more than she has, has known Shane longer than she has. It's so, so easy to keep using Shane as both a crutch and a shield with Rose. Especially since his presence in both their lives will be a major factor in what shape their relationship with each other can look like.
So Svetlana puts herself in Shane's shoes, back when he and Svetlana were figuring each other out, and thinks about when she told Shane about her life while they were at the cottage. She thinks about how easy it is to flirt and how hard it is to talk.
"No," Svetlana says honestly. "We were talking about me."
Rose can see the battle Svetlana is fighting with herself behind her eyes. In the spaces she typically moves in, Rose has grown used to not prying, to pretending not to notice and looking away, never really connecting with anyone. She doesn't want to do that with Svetlana. She pries. "Can I ask what you were talking about?"
Svetlana nods, but doesn't say anything immediately.
Rose gets up, gesturing at the couch. "Are you also a sit and talk person?"
Svetlana lets out a laugh. "Yeah, I guess I am."
They refill their coffees and sit on opposite sides of the couch, knees bent as they lean against the arms, facing each other but not touching.
Rose watches Svetlana take sips of her coffee and slowly the calm, cool exterior melts off of her. Rose didn't realize it was possible, but Svetlana looks nervous.
Svetlana admits, "Shane and Ilya have both been worried about me."
Rose's own worry spikes within her chest. "Why, is something wrong?"
Svetlana shakes her head slowly. "No, at least, not in my opinion. But I understand why they're worried."
Rose is about to ask a follow up question when the answer becomes clear to her. "Oh. They're worried about me."
Svetlana hesitates. "It's more complicated than that." She makes eye contact. "They're worried about us."
Rose holds the warm drink to her chest and furrows her brow. "Was it similar with Ilya when you and Shane started dating?"
Svetlana's lips curl up but it's not quite a smile. "It was different. I don't think Ilya was able to seriously consider that it was possible until we were really in it. They've been doing what they can to help us figure this out, sometimes doing too much, but I get it."
"Same," Rose offers with a smile.
Svetlana bites her lip. "Has anyone ever been in love with you?"
Rose snorts a laugh and shoots her a look.
Svetlana deadpans. "Okay, I don't mean fans."
Rose nods, "Back before my career blew up, I had two kinda serious relationships." She makes a face, "And I've had friends who fell in love with me."
Svetlana raises an eyebrow.
Rose laughs it off. "I think it was pretty common among theater kids and actors. We were a pretty free loving group. I told you I've dabbled in polyamory!"
"Theater relationships don't count as polyamory, that's a different thing," Svetlana jokes.
Rose laughs, rolling her eyes. "But I know why you're asking because I've been asking myself the same questions. I can't say it wasn't uncomfortable but everything was uncomfortable as a teen. I didn't know how to navigate that. Someone was in love with me and I cared about them, but not in the same way. And teens are selfish and romantic. He kept thinking if he waited long enough, I'd fall for him and the pressure of that was what was hardest on me. You'll be shocked to know he eventually gave up and called me a heartless bitch. So I guess not really a friend at the end of the day."
Svetlana has a lot of thoughts about this story, but she doesn't have to tell Rose what she already knows about how shitty that was. "And you didn't know you were aro?"
Rose lets out a heavy sigh and admits, "There were signs. I just couldn't read them yet."
Svetlana kicks her foot out and Rose copies her, giving themselves a point of contact.
Svetlana sees two ways this conversation could go. They can keep talking in circles about the relationship they're trying to navigate with each other, or they can start building it.
"Did I tell you the bartender at the bar we rented out for Shane and Ilya was my ex?"
Rose's eyes nearly bug out of her head. "I knew there was a vibe! I thought she was hitting on you!"
Svetlana snorts. "I mean she was. Kaylie and I were the kind of people who said we were friends after we broke up and we meant it, not that anyone believed us. But after a couple years, I think she was testing the waters to see if I wanted to hook up."
Rose raises an eyebrow. "And did you? Hook up with her after?"
Svetlana shoots Rose a look. "No, I had my eye on someone else that night."
"Aside from your boyfriend?" Rose teases.
Svetlana laughs. "Fuck, fair. It was hard to pay attention to anyone else with you there."
"And then Shane drank too much and you and Ilya went into like super protective mode." Rose laughs at the memory.
Svetlana goes quiet for a moment. She doesn't want to lie, but–
Rose reads between the lines of Svetlana's reaction and then slaps her hand over her mouth. "Shane wasn't drunk, was he?"
Slowly, Svetlana shakes her head. "No, he wasn't drunk."
Rose rethinks that night. Shane was so smiley and soft but she assumed that was a side effect of both alcohol and being with Ilya in front of his friends. Turns out that was a glimpse of Shane in subspace.
Svetlana nudges her away from the thought, which is fair, "Let's trade rosters. Tell me everyone you dated and why you broke up and I'll tell you mine starting with Ilya and I went on like 3 dates in college and it was terrible."
Rose's stories are all long and elaborate, with narratives and conclusions.
Svetlana's stories about men are blunt and to the point, but she lingers in the stories about the women.
They trade stories as they finish their coffees.
Finally, Svetlana can't take it anymore. "Come here."
Rose moves to Svetlana's side on the couch and is welcomed into Svetlana's arms.
Svetlana doesn't kiss her, just holds her. She presses her lips to the top of Rose's head just like she would to Shane. Because talking with Rose is easy.
Svetlana has met so many people she had to force pleasantries with, or hold pieces of herself back from, but she feels as though she's known Rose for years.
She whispers the words, "I really like you."
"I like you too." Rose replies, pressing her lips to Svetlana's collarbone.
Svetlana closes her eyes, steeling herself before she says it, "Yellow."
Rose blinks and then pops up, looking down at Svetlana in confusion. "Wait, what do I do? Do I get up?"
"No," Svetlana answers, pulling Rose back down. "No, just… I think your 'I like you' is different than mine and I don't know how to… I don't know how I feel about it. It's just a knot of feelings but I can't identify them."
Rose absorbs that, letting her fingers skate over Svetlana's shoulder. "Well, I like this. Being close to you. I like talking with you. I love your laugh, holy shit, when you snort, it kills me. I like… I like the way you look at me, even though it terrifies me that I don't know if it looks the same when I look back at you. Shane loves you so much and I'm… I'm so jealous." Her voice breaks. "Is that craz–"
"Woah, stop. Don't say that." Svetlana interrupts her. "It's not crazy at all. I've told you this before, but I can tell how much you love him. I know it's not the same. But I don't believe that it needs to be the same. Why is your love at 100% different than his love at 100%? Both of you only have 100% to give, right?"
Rose groans and shoves her face into Svetlana's neck. "You're too good at saying comforting things when I want to mope."
"Too fucking bad," Svetlana coos softly. Then she says softly, "I want… I want to try it too, if that's okay. I want to try… loving you at 100%."
Rose picks her head up, eyes wet with unshed tears, nodding furiously. "Only if I can too. I still feel like… I worry I can't give you enough but… I want to give you my 100% too."
Svetlana nods, grabbing Rose's face in her palms to press their lips together.
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When Shane gets back from practice, Rose and Svetlana are marathoning Queer Eye while cuddled together on the couch with take out on the coffee table.
Shane walks up behind the couch and looks down at them as they look up at him. "You were busy."
Svetlana presses her lips against Rose's temple, eyes on Shane. "You always look so hot after practice."
Despite himself, Shane blushes. "I want to deny it but I feel the same way about Ilya."
Svetlana and Rose laugh.
Rose tries, "You do look good, Shane."
Shane automatically says, "Thanks, Rose."
Svetlana snorts. "Do you two practice having no chemistry or does it come naturally to you?"
Shane rolls his eyes. "I'm gonna go take a real shower." His eyes flick to the TV where the client is standing with his boyfriend. Shane stares at the two kiss casually and everyone else in the room doesn't flinch. He pries himself away with furrowed brows.
Rose and Svetlana look at each other.
Rose lets out a breath. "He doesn't want a lot of TV, does he?"
"He watches a lot of hockey." Svetlana clarifies. "Not much else."
Rose frowns. "I should've recommended him stuff like this ages ago. I just thought… I don't know, everyone in my world is so keyed in to trending shows. I forget that not everyone is watching TV and movies as much as we do in LA."
"Shane's a special exception, but he's getting more curious about it." Svetlana says as she gets up to throw away some of their trash from lunch. "You ready for whatever Shane wants to talk about?"
"Probably not." Rose watches her, curious to see Svetlana taking on a host role in Shane's house. The dynamics are all so tangled. Rose is just as comfortable here as Svetlana is, but this is Svetlana's boyfriend's house. But this is Rose's best friend's house.
Rose knows she doesn't experience romantic love the way everyone else seems to, but she feels a sharp, all-encompassing desire to get lost in this web stretching between the four of them. "Will Ilya call in to talk too?"
Svetlana's eyes flick to Rose curiously. "He can. Do you want him to?"
It's not a question Rose has been thinking about much. She's kind of had tunnel vision with Svetlana. She likes teasing and flirting with Ilya via group chat, but that's more of a game than real flirting and she thinks Ilya has been treating it the same way. Not that they've talked about it. She's filled with sudden doubt, the memory of men falling for her without realizing it was happening fresh in her mind. "Do you think he wants to?"
Svetlana shrugs, "Ilya always wants to talk to Shane."
Rose laughs, "Okay, but does he want to talk to me?"
Svetlana's expression is hard to parse. "I know that he really enjoyed talking to you on the phone the one time you've done that. And I know he's really invested in me figuring things out with you. Lately, his thoughts are mainly taken up by his plans to come out, how to tell his team, where and how to do it. I don't mean this to sound rude, but–"
"He's not thinking about me." Rose says, nodding. "I think we're on the same page."
Svetlana studies Rose's eyes for a moment. "Why did you ask about him?"
Rose gestures vaguely. "I'm still figuring out how this works. I don't know when to ask one of you something, or when to ask all of you. Should I have asked Ilya before kissing Shane this morning?"
Svetlana shakes her head. "Ilya knows you two kiss casually. If you get in bed with Shane, that would merit a call."
"We wouldn't do that without… well, definitely not without talking about it first but I don't think he'd be interested without one of you being involved too."
Svetlana smirks, "Shane's said something similar."
"What did I say?" Shane emerges, hair wet from the shower wearing an athleisure set Ilya picked out for him.
Svetlana's eyes skim over him, head to toe. "Ilya has good taste."
Shane tsks, blushing again. "It's comfy."
"Mmm," Svetlana says, eyes slipping down to Shane's body again.
Shane gauges Rose's reaction before looking back at Svetlana. "Okay, too much, Sveta."
Svetlana makes eye contact with him, "Sorry. It's hard in front of her?"
Shane nods and switches to English. "I feel outnumbered by you two."
Rose raises an eyebrow. "Because we're women?"
Shane shrugs, glancing around nervously before joining them on the couches. "Not specifically but also, yeah, I think so?" He gestures at the TV. "I feel like you're in a whole other world from me. When I'm with either of you one on one, it doesn't feel so different, but watching the two of you talk about stuff I'm not familiar with… It makes me realize… I don't know. It's like you can speak a different language."
Svetlana nods, understanding. "Rose probably feels the same when we get in the weeds with hockey stuff."
Shane nods, "Yeah, exactly." He hesitates and steels himself to be more honest. "I think it scares me because I feel like I know both of you so well, but when you're together it's like I don't know you at all."
Rose and Svetlana look at each other. Rose takes that one, "I'm gonna answer your question with a question. Well, you didn't really ask a question, I guess. Anyway. Girl talk. That's what you're confused about, right? So my question is, do you want like a primer on the kind of things we could talk for hours about so you have an easier time listening or do you want to learn how to join in?"
Svetlana chokes on a laugh. "Oh my god."
Shane doesn't follow. "I like to talk with both of you, but I don't know enough to join in."
Rose shrugs. "Ilya is really good at girl talk."
Svetlana shakes with laughter. "I never thought about it like that, but you're right."
Shane narrows his eyes. "How do you know that?"
Rose raises both eyebrows. "Within like five minutes of talking to him he asked me for pictures of the guy I was sleeping with so he could judge."
Svetlana holds up her hand. "Hold on." She looks at Shane. "There's nothing wrong with you not understanding. This kind of stuff isn't usually interesting to you and it doesn't have to be. Ilya enjoys being catty, but you'd rather have genuine conversations. Think of it like, it's not that you suddenly don't know or understand us, it's that we have hobbies you're not well versed in. That's all it is, baby, okay?"
Shane visibly relaxes. "That makes sense."
Svetlana follows up, "Is that what you wanted to talk about?"
"Kind of," Shane looks between them. "But also just…" His brow furrows. "I'm overthinking this."
Svetlana squeezes Rose's knee before getting up and sitting close to Shane. "Overthinking what?"
Shane gestures between all of them. "This. The two of you and how I fit. I keep thinking maybe Ilya was right and I should've let you two stay in a hotel without me."
Svetlana rolls her eyes. "I knew he was trying to pressure you into helping him with his stupid matchmaking ideas."
Shane frowns, "But was he right? Would that have been better? If you two had some space to figure this out on your own without me interrupting?"
Svetlana holds his face in her hands. "I love you."
Shane melts a little. "I love you too."
Svetlana nods, joy shining from her eyes. "I wouldn't want to figure this out without you. There are different styles of polyamory, right?" Shane nods. Svetlana can see an eagerness in his eyes. "You want this to be a pop quiz, show off how much homework you've done?"
Rose says, "I don't think I know about this. I would love a run down."
Shane sits up a little straighter and with all the eagerness he brings to hockey stats, starts laying out his research for Rose. "The first thing I've learned about labels and identities is that if the words help, let them help, but if they don't then you don't need them. So while it's helpful to learn about the labels other people have come up with, we don't need to box ourselves into one of them."
Svetlana squeezes his cheeks in her hand. "God, you're cute when you talk about queer theory."
Shane turns bright red as he shoves her hand away. "So, I think Kitchen Table Polyamory is the closest to what we've been doing. I think it's important to all of us that the people in this polycule are all close and integrated even if not every connection is sexual or romantic. The name comes from the idea that everyone in the polycule could sit at a kitchen table and have coffee together."
Rose nods, "I think I could survive coffee with you three."
Shane deadpans. "Sure, but not every polycule is like this. Parallel polyamory is… I can't imagine wanting that, but I guess I see why some people would. It would be like if you and Sveta were together, and me and Ilya were together, and me and Sveta were together but none of us really met up all together. That's not the best explanation, but the idea is that all the relationships are happening separately from each other."
"So no group chat or complicated phone sex." Rose says with a smirk.
"Right," Shane says. "There are a couple other terms that come up. Hierarchal polyamory pisses me off."
Svetlana snorts. "It works for some people."
Shane scowls. "There's no way it's sustainable. I can't imagine–" He lets out a breath. "Whatever, it would be like if I treated Sveta as my main partner and completely de-prioritized you and Ilya and treated you as secondary. I guess it works great for the primary relationship, but that has to feel shitty for the other people in the polycule."
"What if they want to be de-prioritized?" Rose asks curiously.
Shane's gaze focuses on her, brows furrowed. "What do you mean?"
Rose shrugs. "What if, say, a person in a polycule is aromantic and they want to be part of the polycule, but not a main part of it?"
Shane stares at her, puzzling through that. He's completely resistant to the idea of letting Rose de-prioritize herself. "There's one more type of polyamory I should mention first. Solo polyamory. A person who typically doesn't live with other partners. I think the definition I saw mentioned that they kind of act as their own primary partner. There's no assumption with how involved they'll be in other relationships."
Rose considers that, "Well, if that person is choosing to be their own primary partner, it would still be a form of hierarchical polyamory, right?"
Shane actually grumbles, "Rose, I can't think of you like that. I hear what you're saying, but that's not an option for me."
Rose can't wrap her head around it. "But you're not in love with me. You are like fairytale in love with two people. How could they not be your top priories?"
"Because romantic love doesn't have to outrank platonic love," Shane shoots back, a little riled up. "We've all been talking about the split attraction model so much and I've been thinking a lot about the overlap with all these labels, right? Like yeah, you're right, I'm in love with Sveta and Ilya. But I also feel platonic love for them. They're my partners, but they're also my friends. Maybe not everyone feels that way about their partners, but…" Shane threads his fingers with Svetlana's. "I feel that way about them."
Rose breathes that in and then looks at Svetlana.
Svetlana has to laugh at the awestruck confusion in her eyes. "Rose, you're approaching all of this with how it would most make sense on paper. Theoretically, with the overlap of all of our identities, you're totally right and we'd have some kind of hierarchy to our polycule. But you're not factoring in the very key element which is that Shane Hollander is part of this polycule."
Shane stammers, "That's not– I'm not more important than–"
"That's not what I mean, baby." Svetlana interrupts, kissing his cheek. "Your approach and comfort level with all of this changes it for the rest of us. We can throw around all these terms and labels, but ultimately polyamory is about relationships between multiple people and our comfort level with how those can or can't overlap. Most people who try stuff like this experience some kind of jealousy and have to balance that between their partners. You are so completely obsessed with seeing us happy, that instead of having Venn diagrams, we can just be a circle."
"A kitchen table," Shane mutters wryly.
Svetlana nods, "Exactly."
Shane can't help himself. He glances at Rose, "It's called compersion. The feeling you get from your partners being happy together. Like the opposite of jealousy."
Rose smiles as they look at each other, "I 100% get the compersion thing. Definitely feel that a lot and often."
Shane seems proud to hear that, brushing the back of his knuckles over Svetlana's cheek delicately.
Rose continues, "I think I understand and agree that the way your polycule–"
"Our," Shane looks at her curiously. "You're part of this. If you want to be."
Rose nods, not even realizing that she said that. "Right… our…" She licks her lips and continues, warmth in her chest. "Um, the way our polycule works is kitchen table. Which I think is really sweet. But I also think if someone were to ask me about my relationship when I'm back in LA, I think I would want to tell them I'm doing solo polyamory. I know we're still figuring this out and I love being with you all, but the more I think about marriage and happily ever afters, the less I want that."
Shane nods slowly as she explains herself. "You mentioned a while ago that you want independence in a relationship."
Rose relaxes. "Yeah. I still do. And now I see how that could be possible. Knowing that my partners have partners and it's not fully up to me to give you all the love and attention you need. We can share the– well, I don't want to say burden. God. Privilege? We can share the privilege of loving each other." She basks in the look Shane gives her, affection on full blast. "Platonically."
Shane barks a laugh. "Yeah. That can go without saying, Rose. I understand."
"I know you do," Rose replies softly.
Shane massages his fingers into Svetlana's thigh. "How do you feel about that?"
Svetlana takes a deep breath, looking at Rose. "To be honest, my first instinct is that I'd miss you a lot."
Rose melts a little.
Svetlana continues, "But also, my job is pretty flexible so if you don't mind me coming to see you in LA…?"
"Oh my god, please." Rose begs. "I can already think of a thousand things I'd love to show you in LA."
Svetlana hesitates and asks, "As friends?"
There's a beat of silence and then Rose shakes her head. "I would be okay with people knowing that I'm with you."
Svetlana sits up. "What would you feel comfortable calling that?"
Rose swallows. "There aren't a lot of words for it, are there? None that the average person would really understand. If you come to parties in LA with me, I think I'd want to tell people you're my girlfr–"
Before she can finish the word, Svetlana's lips are on hers, straddling her lap and pushing her flat onto the couch.
Shane's laughing loudly.
Svetlana looks down at her, curls framing her face. "I'd like that."
Rose says it again, "Girlfriend."
"Girlfriend," Svetlana repeats with a nod and kisses her again. Then presses her forehead to Rose's collarbone and sits up. She looks at Shane.
They share a complicated look.
Yeah.
This is the part where all of their plans fall apart.
The emotion has melted off of Shane's face as he cautiously asks, "How public would you want that to be?"
Rose doesn't put the pieces together at first, hasn't been as involved in the conversations about Shane being semi public with Svetlana within the MLH. "I don't know. It's not as big of a deal for me to be queer as an actress, but I'd definitely have to make some kind of announcement. And that might reflect weirdly on you as my ex. So I won't do anything without making sure we're all on the same page."
Shane nods, lips pressed together.
Svetlana explains. "Shane's team is under the impression that he and I are together and that Shane is dating another girl named Lily and we all know about each other. Which we do, but they don't know that Lily is Ilya."
Rose sputters a laugh, "What?"
Shane sighs. "None of that was intentional." His brow is furrowed in thought. "I can tell them we broke up?"
Rose starts to understand everything a lot more clearly. "How many conversations have you had about which pieces of this get to be public?"
Shane deadpans. "About a thousand, I think."
Rose thinks about all the things she's seen on Twitter. All the speculation about Shane and his relationships. All the speculation she still gets about her and Shane and if they've actually broken up or not. The pushback Scott Hunter gets from being an out player with a fiance. Fans of Ilya's who always speak up to stop speculation around him being queer in case it gets him in trouble with the Russian government. "We have to just decide how much we care, I think."
Svetlana nods. "That's where I've landed too. We can figure out how to hide what we need to hide, but if it hurts too much to hide then we just have to decide how much we care about the public's opinion."
"And me and Ilya's careers," Shane says flatly. "Guys have been isolated from the league for less."
They catch Rose up on Ilya's plans to come out and how the reaction to that will inform the rest of their plans, down to where Ilya will trade to and where he and Svetlana will live this Summer.
"Then leave me out of it," Rose says like it's nothing. "It's hard enough for you three to be public. I don't need to be part of the public piece of this."
Shane looks at her knowingly. "You say that now. Svetlana's been saying the same thing for months. Isolating yourself doesn't actually solve anything."
Svetlana raises an eyebrow at him. "And when I use that line on you later, you can't complain."
Shane cracks a smile. "I'll try." He lets out a breath. "Okay, I feel like my brain's been in a blender. Did you decide if you want to go out tonight or are we ordering in and emotionally devastating me with another movie?"
Svetlana reaches for an Xbox controller. "I think we should play MLH."
Shane falls back on the couch and lets out a deeply relieved sigh. "I love you so much."
Svetlana cackles as she boots on the Xbox. "I know, baby."

 ★ ★ ★ 
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      Chapter 121: All the Time
  








  ★ ★ ★

They play one game of MLH on Xbox together before Shane realizes he can't play as hard as he wants against Rose. She's played before, but she's not insane about it like he and Ilya and the other guys are.
So Shane settles on the couch and acts as an unwanted coach while Svetlana teaches Rose tips and tricks to keep up with the way Shane plays.
Shane takes out his phone and hits call without thinking.
"Are you alone?" Ilya asks, voice on speaker.
Svetlana and and Rose give Shane matching side-eyes.
Shane reclines against the arm of the couch and closes his eyes. "No, we're playing MLH. Well, Sveta's teaching Rose."
"I know how to play!" Rose defends herself.
"I miss you," Shane says with single minded focus.
"I miss you too." Ilya responds.
Svetlana rolls her eyes. He can finger Svetlana on camera for Rose, but he can't tell Shane he misses him in front of Rose.
Shane doesn't say anything else.
Ilya chuckles softly. "Was that all you wanted to say?"
"Yeah." Shane says.
"Hm," Ilya responds and then also goes quiet.
They've already figured out their plan for when Ilya is here, but the schedule doesn't give them much time together. They play on a Wednesday and then Ilya has to be in Ottawa for a game on Friday.
Svetlana and Rose keep doing what they're doing. Rose isn't super competitive so Shane's surprised she's so focused but she seems to be motivated by Svetlana as her coach which Shane relates to.
Ilya and Shane don't talk much but they leave the call open.
Every so often Ilya will comment on something Rose or Svetlana says.
A tear slips from Shane's eye and he finally mutters, "I wish you were here."
Ilya breaks, "Me too."
"All the time," Shane amends. "I wish you were here all the time."
"Me too." Ilya repeats, voice rough with emotion.

★ ★ ★
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   ★ ★ ★ 

The Boston at Montreal game is less visually blood thirsty than the last game these teams played against each other in Boston, but anyone with an above average knowledge of the sport can see that there's an added layer of tension and complexity in the game play.
What they don't know is that Ilya and Shane have both been adjusting plays and prepping ways to defeat each other with the knowledge that this could be their last season as rivals. And this is their last match in the regular season. They might see each other in the playoffs, but they don't know how the bracket will be laid out yet.
It's the smartest hockey either of them have ever played and the commentators are beside themselves both during and after the game.
Podcasts and hockey blogs will spend weeks analyzing the game and it goes down in history as one of the most underrated matches in the MLH since most fans found the low scoring game boring.
The game was 0-0 through the first two periods.
It was only the third period when Ilya finally snuck one in. Shane capitalized on his excitement breaking his focus to get one back ten seconds later.
They ended up in overtime and Ilya sent through a perfect pass to get an assist on the game winner.
And with that Ilya won what could be the last game of their rivalry and clinched a playoff spot for Boston.
Shane always thought that it would feel best to kiss Ilya on the ice after winning a cup, but as the buzzer to end the match reverberates through the rink, his eyes lock on Ilya's and time freezes. This would be the best moment, if they didn't have so much to be afraid of.
So instead Shane nods and shoves down all the emotions inside of his chest as he turns away.

 ★ ★ ★ 

[App: gay friend group for private reasons]
Jane: I think I need Ilya to myself tonight
Sveta: i had a feeling 💕 ive never seen either of you play like that
Rose: sveta narrated the whole thing to me so i could actually understand how insane it was. my only regret is wearing your hattrick hats and not being able to throw them :(
Sveta: twitter is already going insane about us wearing them
Lily: who's ilya, jane. dont you mean lily
Jane: No, I'm tired of playing this game. The messages in this app delete after 24 hours. I want to use my boyfriend's name
Lily: i told my team im bi
Sveta: WHAT when????
Lily: locker room after winning the game. told them i'd be saying it publicly soon but told them first
Jane: It went okay?
Lily: yes, i think mostly no one knew what to say but a couple guys said congrats and others just awkwardly copied. everyone wanted to celebrate and get drinks so we moved on pretty quick
Lily: shane, come drink with us
Jane: Right after you told them you're bi??
Lily: they're being cool about it. i made eye contact with everyone. no one is being weird or like mad about it. i won the game, you have to get drinks with us
Jane: We didn't agree to that for this game
Lily: maybe our last game against each other. come drink with us
Jane: That would be such a bad idea
Rose: he is actively getting ready while telling you no
Lily: i figured
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   ★ ★ ★ 

"No socials tonight," Shane whispers to Svetlana as they walk into the bar.
Svetlana nods. "Right there with you. I might take pictures, but those are just for us."
Shane nods, wincing as the Boston Raiders all watch him walk in with Svetlana Vetrova and Rose Landry.
Yeah, he didn't really think about how that would look.
Rose immediately goes into starlet mode, running over to Cliff and hugging him. "So good to see you again."
Cliff turns bright red. "Hi Rose La– um, Rose. Hi." Some of the other guys give him suspicious looks as he introduces them to her.
Shane glances around, Svetlana still at his side. They're in a VIP room in the back of the club so it's not quite the general public, but there are a couple non-hockey people here.
Ilya emerges from the crowd and spots Svetlana and Shane before nearly falling over laughing as he makes his way over to them. "You two look so scary together."
Shane's brow furrows as he glances at Svetlana. "What? Why?"
Ilya gestures at his face. "What is it, bitch face?"
Svetlana snorts. "Resting bitch face?" She glances at Shane and realizes how the two of them must've looked, stepping in here and both quietly surveying the room. "Yeah, okay. That's probably fair."
Shane and Ilya stare at each other. The temptation to drag each other into the bathroom and fuck their way through all the emotions they're feeling is high in both their minds.
Shane knows, he knows how it would look if he hugged Ilya right now. He knows some of the guys after hearing Ilya is bi would make assumptions. But they're probably making those assumptions just from him being in this room right now.
The thought that's been on loop in Shane's mind is that he wants to believe most of these guys aren't interested in ruining someone's life. There have been secrets and rumors spread around the league that never leave the league. There's a reason everyone in the MLH seems to know about Shane and Svetlana, but the press doesn't.
There's never been a secret like this. Scott managed to skip the rumor phase of coming out entirely.
But Shane wants to believe that even if these guys suspect something, the vast majority of them wouldn't go to the press.
So Shane tugs Ilya into his arms and Ilya goes willingly.
"Good game," Ilya mumbles into Shane's ear.
"Incredible game," Shane responds.
They pull back, hands on each other's shoulders still.
Ilya smirks, "Maybe I do prefer to play against you. I'll re-sign to Boston."
Shane matches him, "You don't want to break records on my line?"
Ilya hums, "Well, when you put it that way."
Connors walks up and extends a hand to Shane. "Really good game tonight, man. Holy shit."
Shane detaches from Ilya to shake it. "Right back at you. There was a moment in the second, I saw an opportunity but you spotted the same thing and skated right into the opening I needed. Really pissed me off."
Connors laughs loudly. "Just doing my job."
Ilya wraps an arm around Connors and rubs his knuckles on top of his head. "That's fucking right. I love to hear about my defenders making Hollander have a bad day."
Shane rolls his eyes.
Ilya drags Shane around a bit, but it's a much different dynamic than when Ilya met the Metros. Shane's not necessarily bad at small talk, especially when he can talk puck, but he's not charismatic about it the same way Ilya is.
As the night goes on, a few of the guys call it early until the group gets small enough to huddle into a booth. It's one of those giant circular ones in the corner that seats about 10 people with some chairs pulled up next to it. Definitely not built for a hockey team to sit at, but they manage it.
Ilya slides in, Shane next to him, then Svetlana, and Rose.
Ilya whispers to Shane, "You haven't been drinking?" Shane shakes his head. Ilya's a few drinks in. "You want to try? We could tell them. Or am I drunk?"
Truthfully, Shane had been thinking the same thing and they've been talking about all of this so much, that all that's left is doing something about it.
He glances around the booth. Cliff and Connors are still here so even if things go badly, it's 5 vs 5 of people who already know vs those who don't, and Ilya's been thinking about telling Connors so really it's 6 vs 4. Schulz, Edwards, Mackay, and Foxx.
Four people. It should feel like such a small risk but it feels so big to say something like this surrounded by MLH guys.
It's a risk.
Shane whispers back. "You're tipsy, not drunk. Let's try."
Ilya sits up, eyes wide. "Really?"
Shane nods once, firmly. "Really."
They stare at each other, a smile slipping onto Ilya's lips.
Ilya holds up his drink, "Hey, shut the fuck up. I have to say something."
One of the defenders, Mackay, rolls his eyes, "Jesus christ, what now, Roz? Being bi isn't enough?"
"No, I'm greedy," Ilya jokes back, smiling like a shark.
Shane flinches at the word bi, but realizes that the joke wasn't ill-intentioned. They're just ragging on each other like normal.
Holy shit. Ilya really meant it when he said the guys were good about it in the locker room. Then again, the ones who weren't good about it probably didn't come to the club tonight.
The fear is like white noise ratcheting up inside Shane's mind.
But it's always going to be there. That's the piece of this that Shane has started to understand more lately. The fear will always be there. So he can either be terrified and ashamed, or terrified and proud.
If they do this, if more people know, Shane can be with Ilya in public more. He doesn't have to endure this alone.
Ilya doesn't have to endure this alone.
Ilya looks at Shane one last time for confirmation.
Shane lets out a breath and nods.
"I have a boyfriend," Ilya says, hand on Shane's back as he looks out at his teammates around the table.
The guys all lift their drinks in a toast, and Ilya's met with a slew of "who the fuck locked Roz down?" and "I knew you've been hooking up less" and "holy shit, we're in Montreal. Didn't you have a girl in Montreal?"
It's too tempting. Ilya looks at Shane, who is bright red as he tries to process how it feels to hear all of that as the subject of the questions being slung at Ilya right now. That he's the one who locked down Ilya.
Ilya's grin goes feral, "Yes, it's someone in Montreal."
Edwards snorts, "Is that why you were always so tense here? You had one of each to choose between?"
Svetlana bites back the impulse to explain that gender is a spectrum. Ilya just told them he's bi. Their horizons are already being tested enough.
Schulz is quiet. He looks uncomfortable but not necessarily disgusted or upset.
Foxx is a rookie and just looks happy to be at the big kids' table, wide eyes glancing between everyone at the table in absolute disbelief that he's allowed to witness this.
Connors glances around. "Does this work the same as if you had a girlfriend or is it fucked to ask to see pictures? I don't know if I can agree that he's hot, but I guess we can try?"
Shane stares at the table, shoulders inching up to his ears.
But Ilya knows that expression. Shane is mortified, but there's a part of him that's enjoying this.
Ilya drinks all of this in. "Oh, I don't need you to say. He's very hot."
Mackay rolls his eyes. "You're a vain prick, Roz. Of course you'd need someone to be hot to lock you down."
"Mm, it's true." Ilya agrees, nails scratching at the nape of Shane's neck. "I have very high standards."
"Was he at the game?" Edwards asks.
Ilya nods. "Oh, absolutely. He comes to all our games in Montreal."
Cliff rolls his eyes and takes a long sip of his beer as he holds back a laugh, glad to be in on the joke.
Mackay scoffs, offended. "What, and he's too good to come out for drinks after?"
Ilya lets his arm drape more obviously around Shane's shoulders. "Oh, he came."
Shane drops his face into his hand and lets out a long, slow breath. "You are such an asshole."
The table goes quiet as they all process the point of contact between Ilya and Shane.
Edwards laughs awkwardly, "You're joking."
Ilya shuts that down. "Eh, no. You said I have high standards. Second hottest and second best hockey player in the league is the highest standard, yes?"
"Second best is subjective," Shane looks up at him, choosing the easiest part of that statement to respond to in front of other players, still processing how it feels for people to look at him like this.
Ilya lets Shane start an argument just for fun. "Oh, but second hottest isn't? You agree that's a fact?"
Shane raises an eyebrow. "Well you didn't say who's first."
Ilya groans, dropping his head back. "Obviously me, Shane."
Shane nervously glances around the faces of the other guys, the way he can see them rewriting their understanding of him. He wants to keep bickering, but the thoughts die on his tongue.
Right as he starts to spiral he feels a shoe tap his under the table, but it's not from his right side. It's from his left.
He turns his head to Svetlana and he nearly starts crying.
He's not even sure he told her about that, not sure if she knew about it, or if she just did it on instinct.
Once again he finds himself wondering, is it always going to be like this, is it always going to be one of them at the expense of the other?
Mackay recovers first. "You're serious?"
Shane nods. He wants to say it. He wants Ilya to say it.
Ilya seems to read it in Shane's eyes and his expression softens in a way that he usually wouldn't allow in front of the other guys. "Yes, we're together."
Shane feels his shoulders drop as he holds eye contact with Ilya.
Maybe all the fear is worth it if they get to experience this relief, this joy in telling people. In the back of his mind, he knows that they keep getting lucky with the people they've told, but he holds onto the positives for now.
"Was this because your dad died?" Foxx slams his hand over his mouth. "Sorry. Fuck. I was just thinking about the TIME article and when I said it out loud it sounded so much worse than– fuck, sorry."
Ilya's eyebrows raise before he barks out a laugh. "Maybe not because, but yes. It got serious when I was in Russia and called Shane a lot. He helped."
Svetlana's choking back a laugh too.
Shane and Rose are staring at both of them, unsure if this topic is too fragile but it doesn't seem to be.
"Serious?" Mackay tries to shift the energy after Foxx's fumble. "How serious?"
Shane's still staring at the same spot on the table as he says, "Very," in the same tone he would use to answer a question at a post-game presser.
Ilya can't stop smiling. Shane is so bad in situations like this and Ilya loves it. There's something about moments where Shane thinks he's keeping his face blank but his eyes betray him. Ilya loves it so much, seeing that Shane can't successfully hide how much he loves Ilya.
Edwards laughs, "Wow, poor Jane. I was kinda rooting for her after all these years of the guys seeing her name on your phone."
"No," Ilya shakes his head. "There was not two in Montreal. There was only Shane."
"Was Jane in another city?" Edwards asks, confused.
Cliff lets himself join in, smirking. "Jane was always Shane."
Connors head snaps to him. "You knew?"
Cliff nods, taking a sip of his beer. "For a couple months now, yeah." He holds out his drink to Shane.
Shane blinks at it and after a slight delay, rushes to grab his drink and tap it against Cliff's.
Finally he drags his eyes away from the table and looks Cliff in the eye.
It's hard to read his expression exactly, but Shane can tell that Cliff is putting real effort into setting an example for the rest of the guys.
Cliff's accepted Shane. Accepted this relationship.
Shane's emotions are a hurricane in his mind and he's really not sure what he's feeling anymore.
Cliff smirks at Ilya. "Hollander, we've all been dying to know what a softie Roz is to Jane. You've got to embarrass him a little."
"Not necessary," Ilya interrupts.
Mackay is still processing. "You're Jane?"
Shane shrugs under the attention. "Uh, yeah. I mean. We had to use fake names."
Mackay and Edwards look at each other. It was them and Cliff that speculated about Jane the most, and they're understanding now why Cliff stopped playing along lately.
Schulz takes the time to ask, "So were the girls all a distraction? You've always been into guys?"
Ilya's eyes darken a little but he tries to laugh. "Maybe we ask Sveta what she thinks."
If looks could kill, Svetlana's gaze would incinerate him. "Oh, grow up, Ilya."
Ilya holds up his hands. "You are my best witnes–"
"He definitely likes both," Shane says, eyes steady as his gaze locks with Schulz. "But he's only ever been in love with me."
The words reverberate through Ilya's entire body.
Shane's been so quiet, but of course he would jump back into the conversation with a lethal snipe.
Ilya's hand moves to grab Shane's neck. "Yes, it's true," he mumbles.
Shane pulls his eyes away from Schulz and checks on Ilya, looking a little apologetic about getting defensive.
Ilya just squeezes his neck, assuring him it's fine. More than fine actually.
He reaches his other hand to Shane's face, but Shane jerks away, mumbling a quiet, "Sorry." This is a level of PDA he's not ready for yet.
Ilya goes back to massaging Shane's neck with his left hand and turns his body back to the table. "Okay, fine. Tell embarrassing stories."
Shane sips his drink and says, "I think the most embarrassing thing I could say is that you're more of a romantic than me."
"True!" Svetlana says, happily adding to Ilya's suffering, even if the guys don't understand the full context for why she's the right person to weigh in on that.
Rose has been quietly observing everything. This is the piece she never really understood about Shane and Ilya. She knew about it, sure. But she hasn't been part of this world enough to understand the real stakes. Her brief stint as a celebrity WAG only showed her all the good parts of the MLH. Their ability to read as a straight couple, and her limited schedule protected her from any of the ugliness she could've otherwise witnessed.
She knows this isn't so bad. It's just Schulz who is pushing back a little, but she can feel the tension around the table – everyone knows how bad this could've been if the wrong person heard and they're all tip-toeing around that.
And just to make the situation a little more complex, she keeps catching Cliff staring at her in a way she very much recognizes. He's not going to make a move, he's too good of a friend to Ilya to make this weird. But he's thinking about it and will take the chance if it's offered to him.
Objectively, he's hot. But Rose has no idea how this works. They haven't talked about exclusivity yet. It's not necessarily that she wants him, but seeing that he wants her makes her realize she needs to talk to the others about this.
Her thoughts are interrupted by Mackay whistling softly. "This is crazy. You're really together?"
Ilya's instinct is to keep joking about it, that's what he's used to in his room with these guys. "Yes, obviously I deserve the best."
Shane's eyebrow raises. "So now you agree I'm the best?"
Ilya fights back, "Other than me!"
Shane rolls his eyes and glances at Svetlana, "Are we good on this? Can we just talk about the game now?"
Svetlana snorts, "You want my analysis?"
Shane gestures in an of course motion.
Ilya leans into Shane's ear and whispers, "You are making it hard not to kiss you."
Shane grips Ilya's thigh under the table just for a moment, a quiet acknowledgement that he feels the same.
The table devolves into shop talk for awhile, but there are still curious gazes thrown at Ilya and Shane as they talk. Everyone clocks the way Ilya's hand never leaves Shane's body.
They're all surprised when Rose Landry starts throwing really keen insights about the game at them until Svetlana can't hold back her laughter anymore and Rose admits she's just parroting everything Svetlana told her during the game.
Mackay finally has to ask, eyes on Ilya and Shane. "I don't get it. Are you being casual for our sake or is this, like, romantic for you?"
Shane blinks as the conversation moves from hockey back to their relationship.
Ilya shrugs. "We are hockey players. We are not acting a certain way for you, but also yes. This is romantic for Shane."
Shane huffs a sigh. "Hockey is something we share and, I mean–" He struggles not to repeat the publicity line again.
To his deep embarrassment, two of the Raiders recite it, "He's the only one who can keep up with you."
Shane's cheeks flush a deep red.
Ilya nearly wheezes. "It's true though, you all fucking know it is."
"So this is what you do on dates?" Foxx's curiosity gets the better of him again. "You talk about hockey and drink beers? Seems kinda nice."
Svetlana and Rose side eye each other but don't say a word.
Ilya nods, sipping his drink. "Mm, yes. Sometimes we play Xbox, Shane is not bad at soccer if there's no ice around. You know, when we're not fucking."
Shane actually chokes on his drink and some if it comes out of his nose.
He still manages to shoot a deadly glare at Ilya.
Ilya holds it together for just a second before a wicked grin spreads across his face and he bends over laughing. "You're pissed, I know. It was worth it. Sorry. They all know how much I hooked up. It should not be a surprise to know that we–"
"Ilya." Shane interrupts, voice firm.
Ilya glances at the guys and zips his lips, but there's a suggestive set to his lips.
Maybe it's the alcohol, but Cliff leans across the table to offer Ilya his fist. "Hell yeah, brother."
Ilya gleefully fist bumps him.
Foxx follows suit, as does Edwards and Mackay.
Schulz pretends to be busy taking a sip of his drink.
Edwards makes the mistake of glancing at Shane during the fist bump and sputters out a laugh. "God, this is weird."
Svetlana can't help herself at that, "It's only weird if you make it weird." Her ice cold gaze is back.
Edwards seems to realize the implication of what he's said. "Right. Sorry."
Ilya continues to laugh it off. "They are baby allies, Sveta. Don't be mean."
Schulz lets out a disbelieving huff.
Yeah, Ilya's gonna have to talk to him later.
But he hasn't left.
Ilya's been watching him the closest through all of this and if he was truly uncomfortable, he could've stormed off. He's in one of the chairs pulled up to the table with no obstacles between him and the door. But he's still here and Ilya lets that action speak louder than his words.
Shane lets out a long breath and stares at the table just for a second before saying, "Well, we're out of beer, there's no ice, and no Xbox, so Ilya and I should really get going."
Ilya practically howls as after hours of Shane being bright red, he manages to make 6 MLH players blush.
Shane spares a second to throw a mischievous glance at Ilya.
Suddenly, this relationship starts to make a lot more sense to the rest of them.

 ★ ★ ★ 
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As soon as the door closes behind the four of them at Shane's place, Shane's lips are on Ilya's.
Ilya melts into it, both of them trying to find some kind of outlet for the adrenaline crash of both the game and coming out again.
Rose and Svetlana look at each other conspiratorially and attempt to squeeze by the two of them and make their way into the living room.
Shane grabs Ilya's hips and backs him up against the wall, finally separating enough to look Ilya in the eye, and says, "I can't believe you came out to your team."
Ilya's confidence melts. "That was stupid. I should've checked–"
Shane shushes him with a press of his lips. "No, it's okay. If you felt good to do it then… Are you sure they're all okay with it?"
Ilya's lips twitch into a small frown. "Of course they're not all okay with it. Most of them probably think I'm joking. You saw Schulz tonight. He is not against, maybe, but he is not really for either."
Shane nods, burying his face in Ilya's neck and pressing their bodies together as tightly as possible. "I have this bad feeling that Boston is still going to take it better than Montreal."
Ilya hums, "Mm, I'm not so sure. Probably the worst place to tell them was while we're all getting dressed in the locker room. If a new team has time to adjust to it…"
Shane backs up again, glaring at him. "But I'm not new to my team. What if they freak when I–"
Ilya steals Shane's move and kisses him to interrupt, "They will get used to me first before we tell them about you."
Shane is in a spiral of worst case scenarios and he's not sure where Ilya is finding the strength to think of positive versions of this. "Maybe."
"What did you say to them?" Rose peeks over the back of the couch where she and Svetlana have settled.
Ilya smirks, turning his head to look at her. They've been at the same bar all this time, but they haven't really interacted with each other much today. "Hi, Rose."
Rose winks at him. "Hi, Ilya."
Ilya lets out a breath, still clinging to Shane. "Maybe we should sit for a bit?"
Shane's hips pressed into Ilya's have a different answer to that than the one Shane gives. With a curt nod, Shane says, "Yeah, maybe."
Ilya laughs at his desperation. "You can sit in my lap."
Shane nods again.
Ilya grabs Shane's throat in his hand and kisses him again before pushing off the wall to guide them to the couches. Ilya sits and Shane immediately climbs onto his lap. Once they're pressed together tightly again, Shane relaxes.
Ilya glances at Svetlana. She raises an eyebrow back.
Ilya asks, "Shane, are you slipping?"
"No," Shane says automatically, then processes the question. "I don't know."
Ilya holds Shane tightly and lets Shane nip and suck at his neck.
It occurs to him that he should probably feel like they have an audience, with Svetlana and Rose's eyes on them, but it doesn't feel like that at all.
Ilya has no idea what his face looks like when he makes eye contact with Rose. "I know this is our first time talking in private, so sorry if I'm a little distracted."
Rose has a wry grin on her face. "This is kind of exactly what I expected from being alone with you three."
Ilya moans softly when Shane licks at his throat, and then refocuses. "Um, you asked what I said. You mean in the locker room?"
Rose nods, "I'm curious how you phrased it to them that they took it so well."
Ilya nods, eyes sliding to Svetlana as he answers, "I maybe would have thought about it too much if it was in my first language. It's sometimes easier to have limited options in English. I said something like, Listen up and don't make a big deal. I will post publicly soon but want you all to know first, I am bisexual and can't deal with Scott Hunter beating me in something so I will come out too."
Svetlana looks entirely unsurprised.
Rose blinks and checks Svetlana's reaction. "That's really what you said?"
Ilya nods, "Yes."
Shane sighs, "You didn't have to mention Scott."
"I did, actually," Ilya says with a shrug, pressing his lips to Shane's temple. "I think it helps them to make it competitive maybe."
Svetlana watches Ilya closely, "And did they actually all take it well or did you just say that so Shane wouldn't worry about you."
Ilya averts his gaze. "If it went bad, they wouldn't have come to the club."
"I know the roster, Ilya. I know who didn't come. I can connect the dots."
Ilya fights back, "Marly has been really good about it."
Svetlana digs deep to find some calm as she looks at Ilya and gently says, "If you need support getting through the rest of the season, you have to tell us."
"Don't do it alone," Shane says softly, finally sitting up in Ilya's lap. His lips are pinker after his ministrations to Ilya's neck. "All of this is so we don't have to do it alone. So don't."
Ilya looks at Shane, really looks.
Shane is a little dazed, not quite all here.
Ilya doesn't slip like Shane does. Shane will slip when he's scared and needs comfort, but Ilya can't slip unless he feels safe already. Well, unless it crashes over him like it did that day back in the cottage.
So Ilya can see the fear buzzing around Shane like an aura. But he can also see the determination in Shane's eyes to not be beholden to it.
Ilya's not good at this, never has been.
Every instinct in him screams to act casual, to play off any problems as insignificant. First, that was a survival instinct to ensure nothing read to his family as failure. Now those same instinct beg him to not cause others to worry.
Shane and Svetlana want him to be honest, want to help him carry this.
Ilya closes his eyes for a moment and when he speaks again, his tone of voice has shifted.
Rose recognizes in Ilya the moment he stops performing.
Ilya nods softly, brows furrowing with barely repressed emotion. "We knew it would not be all good, but I do not think they will go to the press or anything."
Shane starts to come back to himself, concentration locking in on Ilya. "Do you have your statement ready if they do?"
Ilya drops his head back against the couch. "I kind of thought I would write what felt good in the moment when I post."
While Shane knows that's not the smartest way to approach this, he can't help the fond smile that tugs at the corner of his lips.
He digs his fingers into Ilya's hair and pulls him into a kiss. "You're a nightmare and I love you and we're drafting that statement right now."
Ilya laughs into the kiss.
Svetlana gets up and grabs her bag, opening her laptop.
Ilya groans pathetically. "No, we're supposed to be having sex."
Svetlana raises an eyebrow at him. "This is basically sex to me."
Ilya switches tactics, "Rose, please. How often do I see you? We could be having such hot, casual sex right now."
Rose snorts, but has a chaotic twinkle to her eyes as she says, "I defer to my girlfriend."
Svetlana blushes at the word girlfriend but pretends to not be affected by it.
Rose winks at Ilya.
Ilya perks up, "Say it again."
Rose pretends to be confused. "Say what? That I'm letting my girlfriend decide what we're doing right now?"
Svetlana stops typing, her eyes slowly raising up from the screen. "I know what you're doing."
Ilya shares a look with Rose, their eyes mutually sparkling with chaos.
Rose presses her lips to Svetlana's shoulders. "I mean, how fast could something come out? Surely we'll all be more focused in the morning after we get some rest."
Svetlana looks at Shane for help.
Shane looks at her guiltily. "My only argument is that I don't think we're going to get much sleep tonight."
Svetlana sighs heavily and closes her laptop. "Fine."

★ ★ ★
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As they make their way to the bedroom, Svetlana drifts to Shane's side, voice hushed. "Shane, baby, how are you feeling?"
Shane swallows. "I'm okay. It was just a dip."
Svetlana looks at Ilya and they both share a concerned look.
Shane huffs a sigh. "I'm fine."
Svetlana presses, "You'll probably slip again in bed."
Shane's lips press together stubbornly. "It's fine."
"It's okay for Rose to see?" Svetlana asks the question she most needs answered.
Shane nods.
Svetlana looks at Ilya again.
Shane pushes them away from each other. "Stop it."
Ilya has to agree. "If you can't even say it…"
Shane spins as they stand at the foot of the bed and looks at where Rose has frozen in the doorway. "We've talked about subspace."
Rose blinks at him. "Yeah, we have."
Shane throws a look at Svetlana as he continues to address Rose. "So you won't be weird if I go there with them tonight."
Svetlana rolls her eyes, and then pokes an accusing finger into Ilya's chest. "This is your fault."
Ilya protests, "My fault? How is it–"
"You taught him about brats." Svetlana says, gesturing at Shane.
Ilya blinks and then his eyes whip back to Shane.
Shane averts his gaze for a second and then it slowly slides back to Ilya. He skips a few steps and says, "Today might've been our last game against each other."
Ilya connects all the same dots in an instant. "So you will be my rival in bed?"
"Maybe," Shane says petulantly.
A grin takes over Ilya's lips.
He puts his hands on Shane's chest and pushes him hard onto the bed.
Shane wears a matching grin as he absorbs the impact and sits up on his elbows.
Svetlana glances between them for a moment, then at Rose.
Rose's eyebrows seem almost permanently raised while she watches all of this.
Svetlana puts a hand on Ilya's shoulder before he can join Shane on the bed. "You good here or should we stay?"
Ilya's brow furrows. "I thought we would all–"
"Shane asked before to have you to himself." Svetlana clarifies, then looks at Shane. "If you still want that."
Shane hesitates then nods slowly.
Ilya considers that and immediately has an idea. "Then he's going to have to wait a second." He wraps his arms around Svetlana and pulls her in close.
Svetlana startles at the sudden attention from Ilya. Her arms wrap around his neck instinctively. "What are you doing?"
Ilya shrugs, "If he wants me alone, I have some things I need to do first."
Shane's expression is pinched, but he doesn't have it in him to complain as he watches whatever Ilya's cooking up.
Ilya's eyes slide to Rose, checking in.
Rose recognizes the look as an appeal for permission and nods, baffled that he would look to her for such a thing.
So Ilya captures Svetlana's lips with his own.
There's always a certain amount of heat behind any kisses they share. Even if it's platonic, they've always been on the same page with physical desire and know exactly how to match each other's energy.
Ilya kisses his way to Svetlana's ear, biting at her earlobe before murmuring into her ear loud enough for the others to hear, "Okay for me to kiss your girlfriend?"
Shane lets out a pathetic sound.
Ilya's eyes flick to him. "You want that?"
Shane's once again lost in a torrent of conflicting emotions. "I don't know."
Ilya asks a different version of the same question. "It's okay?"
Shane nods. "Yeah, very okay."
Ilya smirks.
Svetlana pushes Ilya away and reaches for Rose's hand, guiding her towards them, towards Ilya. "Okay?"
Rose isn't quite on the same page with tone, but she's very much on the same page with touching whoever wants to touch her. "Did the phone sex mean nothing to you? Of course, I'm interested."
Ilya laughs softly, trying to gauge something in Rose's eyes.
Svetlana tries her best to to ensure Rose knows what they're asking of her, "Do you understand the layers right now? That Ilya is doing this to tease Shane. He wants you, that's not an act or anything, but… I just want to make sure you understand what's happening here."
Rose raises an eyebrow at Ilya. "What, so you want me to perform with you?" She looks excited at the prospect of it.
Ilya shrugs, but his lips curve up. "If that's what you want." Something sparks between them. A mutual desire for this to be fun, casual, and a bit of a spectacle.
Rose glances at Shane, takes in the confused desire in his eyes, then back at Ilya.
She knows there are even more layers to this than what Svetlana has said.
Shane has been fascinated by every interaction Ilya and Rose have. She's seen a similar fascination in Shane when he sees her with Svetlana. Ilya and Rose have been caught in the steps of an odd dance, attracted to each other but not pursuing anything. There's been an odd type of respect to it. Ilya knew that Rose's priority was Svetlana and Rose knew that Ilya's priority was Shane.
There hasn't been time or opportunity for anything to kindle between them aside from physical attraction. It makes a lot of sense to Rose to explore this as a performance for Shane.
"Hm," Rose says stepping closer to him, getting into character. "I finally get to see what he left me for."
Ilya snorts. "Same."
It takes Rose a second to realize what Ilya means. Shane has told her the fully story of his and Ilya's relationship and how it all started, but sometimes she forgets to overlay the story she was told onto her own memories. She lets out a startled laugh. "Okay, fair."
Ilya licks his lips, realizing that this is a culmination of some of his more fucked up fantasies. "I was so jealous, Rose Landry."
It's been a while since he's full-named her like that, but Rose understands why he's doing it again now.
Rose plays the game, placing her hand on his chest and letting her eyes flick up to his suggestively. "Of him or of me?"
Ilya's eyes light up as a smirk tugs at his lips. "Little bit of both," Ilya says.
"Of you," Shane corrects him, eyes narrowed.
Ilya looks at Shane, taking in his pout and folded arms as he leans back against the headboard, watching. "Color?" Ilya asks to make sure.
"Green." Shane says flatly, brows furrowed in irritation.
Ilya licks his lips again. This is new.
Shane doesn't usually play like this, but he seems just as interested as Ilya is to explore this.
They've all had very consensual phone sex in different combinations, and now it's tempting to play with this exaggerated jealousy.
Ilya removes Rose's hand from his chest and slides his hands to her hips, positioning her to face Shane on the bed as Ilya molds his chest to her back.
He brushes her hair over her shoulder to bare her neck.
Ilya keeps his eyes firmly on Shane as he presses his lips to Rose's neck, hands on her hips.
Shane's hips betray him, jerking up in search of friction.
Ilya holds Rose like he did that girl at Ciel.
Ilya's fingers skate up Rose's stomach. He mumbles into her ear, "Can I touch you?"
Rose presses back into him, "Wish you would."
So Ilya cups her breasts, sucking on her earlobe and Shane whines.
Ilya looks at Shane sharply. "Touch yourself. Don't cum."
Shane completely loses the ability to be bratty as he does exactly as Ilya says.
Having successfully broken through Shane's resistance, Ilya smirks and slows things down with Rose.
He directs her to turn again and they look at each other, both energized by putting on a good show for Shane and kind of unsure what to do for each other now.
Ilya cups her jaw in silent question.
Rose nods, hands wrapped around the back of Ilya's neck as she pulls him in.
The kiss is curious and exploratory, learning how the other tastes, how the other feels.
They focus on the two of them finally. Ilya gets a little drunk on how it feels to map out the curve of Rose's breasts to her waist to her hips. Rose pushes her hand under Ilya's shirt, hungrily appreciating the feel of real muscle and not the vanity muscle she's had to deal with in LA.
As Ilya kisses her, he finds his mind wandering back to a phone call. He knows that phone call was as easy as it was because he knew Rose was close with Shane, but it's still the fastest he's ever connected with someone new to him. He'd never felt such an immediate kinship with someone the way he did that day with Rose.
The feeling bleeds into the kiss as their pace slows.
Eventually they stop, eyes still closed as they pull apart.
They look at each other, still unsure exactly what they are to each other despite how easy it is to touch each other like this.
Rose breaks the silence, "Call me."
Ilya laughs and pushes her towards Svetlana. "I will."
Svetlana catches Ilya's eye and they share a best friend we'll talk about this later kind of look, both smirking, as Svetlana guides her girlfriend to the guest room.
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All the pretense and headspaces melt away the moment Ilya and Shane are alone in the room.
Ilya pulls his shirt off and steps out of his pants before diving onto the bed, mouth against Shane's as quickly as he can manage it.
Shane's arms are only half out of his t-shirt when Ilya's lips press to his and he gets caught in the fabric for a moment as he smiles into the kiss, letting his shirt hang around his neck in lieu of breaking off the kiss to remove it.
Once they get their clothes off, they both relax tenfold the moment they can feel the other's body heat against their own. Shane pulls away to ask. "Is it fucking insane that I'm kind of freaking out more about how today might've been our last game against each other than about you coming out to your team?"
Ilya snorts, lavishing Shane's neck with kisses. "Not insane."
"You look really good kissing her." Shane says softly.
"Rose?" Ilya asks even though he knows the answer.
Shane nods. "Also kind of made me feel insane. To see you two together like that."
"Mm," Ilya agrees, "You got hard looking at a girl."
Shane rolls his eyes. "Your hands on her," he corrects.
"You want it?" Ilya asks breathily, hovering his body over Shane's. "My hands all over you like that in a club?"
"Yes," Shane admits easily.
Ilya wonders if he means that, if he actually wants it or just the idea of it.
Shane puts Ilya's questioning to an end. "Okay, shut up and fuck me."
Ilya kisses him hard. "Roll over."
Shane complies happily.

 ★ ★ ★ 

In the other room, Rose and Svetlana are shoulder to shoulder in the bathroom scrubbing off their makeup and changing into sleep clothes.
Rose interrogates Svetlana about what just happened. "That wasn't too much, right? I mean, you and Shane know Ilya is hot. It's not like–"
Svetlana bites back a laugh as she looks at Rose through the mirror. "Rose, it's fine. I'm quite used to my partners being desperate for Ilya."
Rose still looks worried. "But we didn't talk–"
"We've talked plenty about how me, Shane, and Ilya are totally open to you figuring out which pieces of this you want. We didn't specifically talk about you fucking Ilya, but Shane and I definitely knew it was a possibility. And all you did was kiss."
Rose shoots her a look. "Okay, it was a lot more than a kiss."
Svetlana rolls her eyes. "He grabbed your tits."
Rose adds, "I grabbed his tits too. For the record."
"Let the record show you grabbed Ilya's tits." Svetlana says dryly, smirking.
Rose blushes a little. "I think it's an important detail to have on the record."
Svetlana lets herself joke about it in a way she doesn't usually with Shane. "It's kind frustrating, isn't it? That he acts the way he does but he really is hot enough to back it up?"
"Oh my god, I don't know if I'd use the word frustrating but yeah. You kind of always have to assume guys who act that cocky are overcompensating, but–"
"Ilya really puts his money where his mouth is. There's a reason I've been sleeping with him for years even though we're not interested in each other."
"And Shane…" Rose starts, unsure what to say.
Svetlana turns, hip against the counter as she looks at Rose's profile. "What was it like for you? Seeing him like that?"
Rose's brow furrows. "In a way, it makes a lot of sense? It just feels like a more exaggerated version of the way he's more himself in private. It's also, like… god, this is weird. It's kind of nice to see him so playful in bed? The way things were with me and him… There were moments I thought he seemed scared and it took me a while to figure out why. I know we're talking about sex and kink, but I almost feel kind of proud?"
Affection dances in Svetlana's eyes as she presses close to Rose and kissing her cheek. "I know exactly what you mean."
Rose smiles, scrunching her nose. It's fascinating to so clearly see Svetlana's love for Shane while being the one receiving a kiss. Rose turns away from the mirror, both of them looking at each other.
There's a beat of silence as the mood sobers and Rose asks, "Is this really enough for you?"
Svetlana blinks, holding back a reaction. "What do you mean?"
Rose gestures at herself. "The way you are with them. I don't understand why you're here with me right now when you could be in bed with them."
Svetlana reaches out for Rose's hand. "Because I like you."
That's not really the answer Rose wanted and she looks away with a frown.
Svetlana picks up on the frustration in her expression. She reaches out to grab Rose's chin, making sure they're looking at each other. "I mean it." She says the words with conviction. "Look, I know we don't have whatever insane, practically impossible chemistry Ilya and Shane have, but I don't need a wild fire to keep me warm. A blanket works just fine."
"That's so cheesy," but Rose says it with tears welling in her eyes.
Svetlana shrugs. "I'm learning to accept the fact that I'm not as cool as I like to be when I'm letting the people I care about know how much they mean to me. Shane and I happened fast and I think that was because we had Ilya in common. And I feel the same way about you, and us having Shane in common." She gestures at the wall that Ilya and Shane are on the other side of, the creaking bed and moans barely stifled. "I'm not as horny as them and frankly it's a relief to be able to just be here and unpack things with you. In the past, I'd let them ravage each other and just lie in bed on my phone. So you're not keeping me from them. This sounds too clinical but if it helps you to hear, your presence here is actually very additive to my experience."
Rose lets out a breath. "That does actually help so much to hear clinically." She smiles wryly. "I love hearing the cheesy lines, but I think the blunt logic gets through to me better."
Svetlana raises an eyebrow with an air of sarcasm. "Wow, you prefer logic to romance? Who knew?"
Rose sighs with exaggerated frustration, her lips curved into a grin.
Rose reaches out to hold Svetlana's cheek in her palm and just looks at her.
Svetlana nuzzles into the touch, but says nothing. She can tell Rose is working up to something.
Rose looks into her eyes and says, "I think I'm scared because this could work for me. And I don't know that I've ever felt like this before. Dating is fun, but it never felt like something I could keep doing for a long time. This feels… this feels possible – being with you, knowing you have them, and that I'm able to play with them at times too. So I guess I'm looking for all the reasons you could want to walk away from this before I get too used to it."
Svetlana takes that in and also tries to internalize that Rose prefers her being straightforward, even if Svetlana's gotten used to being romantic and sweet with Shane. She really thinks about it and says, "Even if things don't work out the way we're trying them right now, you could still stay part of this. You've broken up with Shane and stayed friends so I know you could do it. And I still happily sleep with Ilya even if dating didn't work for us. So logically, even if you and I testing out what it means to be girlfriends doesn't work, that doesn't mean you're not still part of this."
A weight falls from Rose's shoulders. "Really?" She hadn't even realized she'd been expecting that, but the moment Svetlana puts it into words, she realizes that's exactly what she was worried about.
Svetlana smiles, watching the tension leave her. "Really." She lets herself joke again, "There's no way Ilya will let you out of this before he gets a chance to fuck you. I think he almost started drooling when he had his hands on you."
Rose giggles, relaxing. "God, same. I've never related to Shane more. If I had access to that on the regular, I would also let my mom schedule me sexcations in Vermont."
Svetlana starts laughing so suddenly she has a coughing fit. "Holy shit, why did I never think of it like that? I mean, she totally knows what we're up to."
Rose blinks. "Yuna knows about all three of you?"
Svetlana nods. "We told her during All-Stars and then Shane talked to David, so they're caught up. We can tell them about you–"
"No." Rose says immediately, flustered. "Not yet. They were very sweet when I was with Shane but… I really don't want to confuse them if… Shane will know what I mean. They don't need to know I'm part of this right now." She knows Yuna and David would likely be fine with it if they've been fine with everything else, but there's a cognitive dissonance to them knowing she's part of a relationship with Shane again. It's too domestic for what they are to each other right now.
Svetlana nods, hands on Rose's hips tugging her close. "Okay. We won't tell them." She kisses the corner of Rose's lips.
Rose kisses her back, pressing their bodies flush and deepening it.
They pull apart and stare at each other, a thousand things they want to say hovering between them. They still have so much ground to cover as they learn each other and what this is between them, but all of that is interrupted by Ilya practically screaming, "That all you got, Hollander?" followed by "Fuck, you, Rozanov."
Svetlana and Rose burst out laughing.
Svetlana shakes her head, "I don't know why they're so into the last name thing."
"I do," Rose says with a shrug. "It's role play. It's hot."
Svetlana narrows her eyes. "Role play as what? Themselves?"
Tilting her head, Rose looks at Svetlana, curious how she doesn't see it the same way. "Role playing as who they used to be to each other, right? I think they're both having a hard time letting go of the rivalry."
It's the kind of thing that's so obvious in retrospect that Svetlana's baffled she didn't think of that. She'd been so focused on Shane's dip into being bratty and all the coming-out drama. She lets out a sigh. "It's really good to have you here." She says, kissing Rose's neck.
"Yeah?" Rose asks shyly. "To offer a fresh perspective on the hot, gay sex happening next door?"
Svetlana holds Rose's face in her hand. "Tell me if this is too romantic," she says it with a smirk, but there's a real worry in her eyes before she says, "but I think you fit with us. The last few months, I don't know if I was even conscious of it, but it felt like there was something I was missing. Some angle I wasn't looking at our relationship through to make it all click the way I thought it should. But I think the perspective I was missing was yours." She wrinkles her nose. "What I mean is, I think you were the missing piece."
Rose's eyes sparkle. "Not too romantic. Actually really lovely to hear." She wraps her arms around Svetlana, letting herself really feel how natural it is to do. This is the first girl she's ever been intimate with, but at no point has it felt awkward or intimidating. It's always felt right to touch and be touched by Svetlana. "I still feel like I'm taking something I shouldn't be allowed to have, but that goes away a little bit more every time one of you kisses me." She flutters her eyelashes dramatically.
"Is that right?" Svetlana mumbles, kissing her softly. She lets her hands wander over Rose's body. "Still turned on?"
Rose nods, "Very."
Svetlana pretends to think very hard. "If Ilya was the one who riled you up, I'll remind you that I do have–"
"Yes," Rose says immediately nodding and pushing Svetlana into the bedroom and toward her bag. "Holy shit, yes. Take out your peg and fuck me."
Svetlana bites her lip as she laughs and digs out her supplies. "Let's chat about it first though." She grabs what she needs and sits on the bed.
Laughing freely, Rose sits beside her, "I'd expect no less from you."
Svetlana has a black bag in front of her that's bigger than Rose was expecting, "Should I assume you've never done this before?"
Rose nods. "I have never been fucked with a strap on."
"Have you used a dildo?" Svetlana follows up.
Rose shrugs. "I tried it, but, um, I could usually get the real thing when I wanted it."
Svetlana's brow furrows as she thinks about that. "Okay, then you should try the dildo first before the strap." She starts unpacking things.
Rose licks her lips and says sweetly, "I think in this context, I'd be okay with a little less logic and a little more romance."
Svetlana blinks and then huffs a laugh. "Fuck, sorry. I just… I figured you were new to this. I don't want to hurt you."
Rose considers that. "Then how about you give me the full download while I strip for you?"
Svetlana chews on her lip and nods.
Rose reaches over and runs her thumb over Svetlana's lips. "Use your words."
Svetlana laughs, eyes darkening. "Nice try. That doesn't work on me. But I'll take that note. Yes, you should warm up and I'll see how focused I can stay."
Rose tugs off her sleep shirt and kicks off her shorts. "Woops, that was fast."
Svetlana wheezes with uncontrolled laughter, a surge of affection in her heart even as she's staring at her naked girlfriend smiling at her mischievously. Her head shakes minutely.
Rose notices. "What?"
Svetlana lets out a fond sigh. "I really like you."
It's easier for Rose to hear now. "I really like you too."
Svetlana lets her eyes rake over Rose's body. "Touch yourself."
Rose rolls her eyes. "Are you intentionally copying Ilya?"
Svetlana has a brief out of body experience as Rose accuses her of that. "No."
Rose raises an eyebrow at her. "You two seem to use a lot of the same tricks."
Svetlana's mouth hangs open in denial, but she realizes Rose is probably right. As she starts to respond, a loud, "FUCK, ILYA" is shouted on the other side of the wall.
Rose and Svetlana look at each other with a laugh.
"Well, I guess they're done." Rose says, hands moving over her chest and thigh. "And we're just getting started."
Rose touches herself as Svetlana does show and tell, eyes dragging down Rose's body and sentences trailing off every so often. Every time she loses focus, Rose stops.
Svetlana explains all the research she did and that Ilya happily financed all the expensive supplies. She gets a little too excited pointing out that the bag has a chargeable UV light that sterilizes the supplies when you pack them up. She has two different attachments and does get a little shy when she admits that she got a different one for Rose than the one she had originally gotten for Shane and that earns her a long kiss during which Rose peels off Svetlana's shirt.
Finally, Svetlana offers Rose the attachment and some lube and lets her try it, see if it's comfortable. "Don't turn it on," Svetlana commands in reference to the vibrator inside the dildo. If they do this, she wants to wait to use that until it's attached to the strap.
Svetlana lies beside Rose, kissing her shoulder and fingering her to help get her started. Probably too soon, Rose declares herself ready and she guides the dildo inside of her.
This part gets a little uncomfortable, but it's mostly because Rose feels impatient. She knows doing this right is important to Svetlana, but it's so frustrating to be fucking herself with a dildo when there's someone right here who could be fucking her with it.
Rose whimpers a bit as she pulls it out and says, "I wanna try. Please."
Svetlana nods desperately, "Okay."
The strap Svetlana prefers to use isn't really a strap. It looks like a normal pair of briefs except for the ring at the front. She takes the dildo from Rose and slips it in, the base of it pressing against her clit.
Then she reaches to turn it on and moans gently as it vibrates against her.
Rose's eyes drink all of this in.
It could be awkward, in fact the whole set up really is quite awkward, but there's something about the intention in all of Svetlana's movements, something hot about how confident and careful she always is that keeps the entire process sexy.
Svetlana positions herself over Rose and kisses her before pulling away and speaking against her lips, "Ready?"
Rose nods, back arching a little with need.
Svetlana pushes in and Rose whimpers softly. "Oh, fuck."
Svetlana huffs a laugh but isn't faring much better herself. "Same dildo, but different when it's attac–"
"So different," Rose agrees, unintentionally interrupting.
Svetlana takes that as her cue to move. She fucks into Rose.
"Oh, fuck." Rose calls out pressing her hand over her mouth.
Svetlana tugs it away. "Nu uh, we had to hear them. Let them hear you."
"Had to," Rose laughs, panting as she clings, thighs squeezing around Svetlana's hips. "It was hot."
Svetlana tweaks one of Rose's nipples. "You'll be hotter."

 ★ ★ ★ 

Shane and Ilya get out of the shower and Shane spins to face the wall when he hears…
He looks at Ilya. "Why does it sound like they're…"
Ilya raises an eyebrow. "You're surprised they're having sex?"
"No, I mean," Shane gestures. "I don't know. The bed and… it sounds like…" He figures it out.
Ilya realizes what Shane means and grins like a fool. "Oh, yes, Sveta probably has her strap on."
Shane stops breathing.
Ilya bursts out laughing. "You want to knock and see if they'll let you watch? First you love pussy, now you want to watch two women fucking? You are straighter than me."
Shane pushes Ilya. "Fuck off."
Ilya runs to the adjoining wall and cups his hands to it, yelling, "SVETA, HE WANTS TO SEE YOU WITH IT ON."
Shane frantically tries to pull Ilya away and make him shut up but fails.
There's a beat of silence where Shane hopes they somehow didn't hear him, but the silence ends up having been Svetlana and Rose conferring.
Svetlana's muffled voice shouts back, "HURRY."
Shane moves on autopilot.
He's out of the bedroom and opening the guest room door before he can really think about what it is he's doing.
Luckily, Ilya is right behind him and steadies him when Shane's knees almost give out.
The sight of Svetlana fucking someone hard has completely broken both Shane's brain and his sexuality in one fell swoop.
Svetlana spares a moment to look over her shoulder at him and winks. "You want my cock, baby?"
Shane looks at Ilya in pure shock.
Ilya presses a hand over his mouth to keep from laughing because he can tell Rose and Svetlana are close and he doesn't want to disrupt them more than they already have.
Shane's eyes go to Rose and he thinks about when he'd watched Ilya fuck Svetlana, that weird jealousy at wanting to be Svetlana to feel Ilya. He wants to be the one being fucked by–
"Let's let them finish," Ilya grabs Shane's arm and tugs them out of the room, closing the door.
Shane walks back to the bedroom in a trance.
Ilya settles on the bed, watching Shane slowly lower himself onto the freshly changed sheets. "Good?"
Shane cannot begin to find his words.
Ilya lets himself laugh now. "This might be the closest you'll ever get to understanding how hard it is to be bisexual."
Shane drops his face in his hands and mumbles out, "She can fuck me."
"And she's good at it," Ilya adds.
Shane's head snaps up.
Ilya shrugs. "She had to practice with someone."
"When?"
"College."
Shane lets out a sigh. "How many fucking years was she in college?"
Ilya snorts. "We used our time efficiently."

 ★ ★ ★ 

They don't have to talk about it for Rose and Svetlana to know they're welcome in Shane's bed that night.
Ilya is curled tightly against Shane's back when they walk in and they scoot over so Shane can make out with Svetlana for a minute, Rose on her other side pressing kisses to Svetlana's shoulder and feeling a burst of joy every time she locks eyes with Shane or Ilya.
Everything about this is what the world tried to tell her was wrong but she has never felt so right.

 ★ ★ ★ 
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   ★ ★ ★ 

Despite having fallen asleep on the outside edges of the bed, Ilya and Rose are the last to wake up.
Rose blinks her eyes open and is surprised to find that her view is of Ilya doing the same.
She glances at the door.
Ilya answers her unvoiced question, "They are always winning the worm."
Rose has no idea what that means for a second until she realizes it's a bastardization of early birds. "Hi."
"Mm," Ilya says in way of greeting, still waking up.
When Rose has a call time, she finds it easier to wake up but right now she could probably fall back asleep for four more hours if she wanted. But she doesn't want to. She wants to spend time with them all before Ilya has to leave.
Ilya.
Rozanov.
Who she is alone in bed with.
And who is very shirtless.
Ilya catches her looking at his chest. "You can."
"Huh?" Rose asks, sleepily confused.
Ilya pushes the remaining covers off of himself, revealing his bare torso and briefs.
Rose lets her eyes roam at the invitation.
Ilya asks a blunt question that isn't really a question, "You are more attracted to me than Shane."
Rose's eyes snap to his. "No."
"No?" Ilya asks, running his hand over his chest and watching Rose track the motion.
Rose wakes up a little more, arousal pulsing through her. "No, you want me to look. It's different."
Ilya hums, understanding what she means. "I see."
"It doesn't have to just be this," Rose tries to say while half asleep. "You and me, um."
"I know," Ilya agrees. "But you think it's fun like I do. So it can just be this. For now, maybe."
They watch each other.
Ilya's eyes flick down her body. "Do you want?"
"Right now?" Rose asks, knowing she absolutely could go for this if that's what Ilya's offering.
Ilya nods.
Rose's eyes flick to the open bedroom door. "Is it okay?"
Without hesitation, Ilya calls out, "Shane!"
Shane appears with a loopy grin on his lips, cupping a warm mug of tea in both hands and looking like he's been awake for hours. "Morning."
Ilya winces as if Shane is an open window. "Your smile is too bright. It's too early."
Shane sighs. "Sap."
Ilya hums, "Can I fuck her? She wants it."
Shane raises both eyebrows. "What. Really? I mean, if you want…"
Ilya stares at Shane suspiciously. "You already had round two, didn't you?"
Shane flushes red.
Svetlana appears over his shoulder. "I told him I'd stop blowing him if he woke you up."
Ilya smirks. "Guess he didn't."
"No, he's a good boy," Svetlana pecks Shane on the cheek.
Shane lets out a weary sigh.
Ilya pouts, "You got her back?"
Shane starts to answer, but Svetlana interrupts. "I'm surprised that part didn't wake you up either. I wasn't quiet."
"We moved to the living room," Shane clarifies.
"With a towel," Svetlana winks at Ilya. "That is already in the laundry."
"Shane sex 101," Ilya laughs softly.
Rose finally laughs, "You're all so casual about this."
Svetlana shrugs. "It's easy when you've talked about it as much as we have. You're still figuring out what conversations you need to have."
Rose nods, "Like if it's okay for Shane's boyfriend to fuck me before we even have coffee."
"Mhm," Svetlana nods, a playful lilt in her voice. "And if you're okay with us watching."
Rose stretches out the sleep from her limbs. "All in favor of Ilya touching me and you guys can watch if you want?"
"Aye," Svetlana agrees.
"I?" Ilya asks.
"A-Y-E," Svetlana spells out for him. "Like pirates."
Shane takes a sip of his tea and nods, "Yeah, that's fine."
"Fine," Ilya and Svetlana both mumble at the same time.
"All against?" Rose asks for good measure. When no one speaks she says, "Great, please ravage me."
Ilya sucks in a sharp breath and looks at Shane and Svetlana in the doorway. "I like her a lot."
Shane's eyes darken, "Show me how much."
Ilya loses his grip on reality for a moment. "Okay."
Svetlana pushes Shane farther into the room and drags in two chairs as Ilya moves across the bed toward Rose.
Ilya slips his hand under her shirt, "Okay?"
Rose digs her fingers into his hair. "I'll tell you if anything isn't. I'd love it if you just take right now."
Ilya's eyes light up. He glances at Shane for a second.
It's funny, Rose seems to be just as desperate to be touched as Shane gets. On paper, they would be so compatible. And yet.
So Ilya takes.
He pushes off her shirt and kicks off his briefs. Rose copies him, kicking off her sleep shorts.
Ilya takes her in, seeing her nude in person for the first time. Last night his view was obscured by Svetlana and her strap. "Fuck, Rose."
Rose eyes him, "Not so bad yourself."
Shane huffs a small laugh. Svetlana's hand is on the nape of his neck, scratching lightly as they watch.
Rose grabs her own chest for a second, eyes flicking to Svetlana and Shane. "It's weirdly not weird to have an audience. I kind of like it."
"You like being beautiful for a crowd," Ilya murmurs, lips on her shoulder as his hand splays over her stomach.
"Yeah," Rose says as Ilya's hand replaces her own over her chest and squeezes, thumb stroking over her nipple. "Fuck," she whispers.
Ilya glances at Shane as his mouth travels down Rose's neck to her chest.
Shane raises an expectant eyebrow at him, the challenge still in the air: show me how much.
Ilya licks over her nipple and then blows on it.
"FUCK," Rose shivers. "Touch me, please."
So Ilya lets his hand trail down between her legs, fingers tracing slow circles over her.
Rose tugs him in, kissing him hard.
She's at a crossroads as she's currently in great position to be touched by him but not in as good of a position to touch him in return.
She nudges his shoulder. "On your back."
"Mm," Ilya happily accepts the instruction, welcoming Rose to straddle his lap.
Rose's eyes roam over him, letting her hands map out his chest. "So fucking hot."
"That's my line, I think." Ilya says as his hands grip her thighs. "You curse like this when you sleep with your co-stars?"
Rose snorts. "No. They usually prefer the whimpers and oh god, harder."
Ilya hums. "I also like this," he glances at Shane who rolls his eyes.
Rose follows his gaze with a smirk. Looking at Shane as she speaks to Ilya, "I think I know a lot about what you like."
Ilya's eyes sharpen at the challenge. "You think?"
"Mm," Rose agrees confidently. "You also like when someone takes." She settles on his hips so she can grind down against his dick, hands on her tits, putting on a show.
Svetlana gets up and opens the nightstand, throwing a condom at Ilya's face.
Ilya flinches and glares at her.
Rose smiling winningly, "Thank you, Sveta."
Ilya makes quick work of getting the condom on and is only minorly surprised when Rose leans in for a brief kiss before taking him in her hand and positioning herself over him.
Rose sinks down on him and Ilya fucks up into her.
It's quick, thoughtless.
It feels like a hook up.
It's so odd to be back here. It's been so long since Ilya felt like he was hooking up with someone.
He manhandles her a bit, flipping them so she's on her back.
Her eyes darken in a way that tells him that she definitely liked that.
He kisses her again and is about to check in when he remembers that she told him she wanted him just to take. So he takes.
He fucks her hard and fast.
She doesn't last long nor did she want to. Her thighs squeeze around him as she cums and when he starts to pull out, she uses her legs to hold him in place. "Take," she repeats, panting.
"Fuck," the word tumbles from Ilya's mouth as he leans in to kiss her as he continues to fuck her.
"Give me two," Rose demands with a cocky smirk.
Ilya nods as he pulls out, jerking himself to completion before taking a moment to breathe as he ties off the condom. "You said two?"
"Two," Rose confirms, giggling as Ilya crawls down the bed to get his mouth on her.
She cums, for a second time, on Ilya's tongue.
Ilya wipes his mouth on the sheets and collapses next to her.
Svetlana assesses all of this and then says to Shane. "She's definitely hornier than me. Thank god we have Ilya."
Shane snorts, eyes on Ilya. "That almost seemed like a sport for you."
Ilya meets his gaze. "Sport, what do you mean?"
Shane shrugs. "It didn't feel like the way you are with me and Sveta really."
Svetlana clarifies, "That was hook up Ilya. You may not recognize him anymore after having romantic sex with him for two years."
Shane stares at Ilya curiously as he says, "I don't think I've ever seen that side of you."
Ilya's still panting lightly, lips pressed messily to Rose's shoulder. "Maybe not." He gets impatient, looking for validation from Shane. "It was good? Passed your test?" Shane nods. "Then can I ask for coffee in bed?"
Shane smirks and with a nod, gets up. "Yeah, baby. I'll make you two coffee. And we'll draft your statement while you're drinking it."
Ilya slumps back on the bed with a groan.

 ★ ★ ★ 
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Rose and Ilya get cleaned up, neither quite ready to shower together.
Rose runs to the guest room, tying her hair back to keep it dry, and just rinses off. She's too impatient to get back into bed with…
Them. Shane's partners.
But she doesn't have to think of this that way anymore, does she?
So how should she think about them now? Her partners? Her metamours?
She reaches the doorway and leans there for a moment, looking at the three of them sprawled across the bed – with yet another new set of sheets on it – like they're working on a group project at a sleepover.
Svetlana has her laptop out and Ilya has a mug of coffee in his hands.
She thinks Shane is wearing one of Ilya's shirts, and Svetlana is wearing one of Shane's. But maybe that's not true and it's just what she's seen them in before. She's not sure where the shirts started and she thinks it's likely that they're not sure anymore either.
Shane's brow is furrowed, "But it shouldn't sound like something I'd say, even if it's more professional or whatever. It should sound like you, Ilya."
Ilya groans, "You already said no to just tweeting 'I'm bi.' I don't have any other ideas."
Shane rolls his eyes, "Yes, you do." He glances away and spots Rose in the doorway. "Hey," his expression softens and a big smile spreads across his lips. He scoots off the bed and grabs a mug from the nightstand as he approaches her. "Black coffee."
Rose steps into the room, taking the mug from him with a tiny curtsy. "Should I assume I am also being rewarded for entertaining you with good sex this morning?"
Shane flushes red as Ilya and Svetlana giggle behind him. "We don't– It's doesn't–" He glances at Ilya and Svetlana, panicked, then looks anywhere but at Rose as he says, "Sorry, I was sort of intense with Ilya earlier. I didn't mean to, um, confuse you."
Rose leans into his averted gaze, guiding him to look back at her. "You can say that you were being a little dom with him. We can talk about that. You won't scare me."
Shane runs a hand over his face and goes back to the bed. "It's embarrassing."
"It's hot," Ilya fires back, sipping his coffee. He looks at Rose expectantly. "You agree?"
Rose glances at Svetlana who is looking at her expectantly. Rose makes her way to the bed and finds a spot next to Svetlana, leaning a little into her. "Yeah, it was hot." She checks Shane's reaction. "Is that okay?"
Shane nods, but still seems embarrassed.
Svetlana reaches over, squeezing Shane's calf comfortingly. "You wanna talk about this right now or focus on the statement?"
Shane lets out a relieved sigh. "I don't think I can focus on anything until we have a statement ready."
Svetlana shoots a pointed look at Ilya who nods and sobers, trying to make himself focus on the task at hand and stop joking around.
They all settle in to workshop it together and it ends up being Rose who provides a lot of the most helpful edits.
A smile she can't suppress seems permanently affixed to Svetlana's face the longer they go on.
Rose finally pokes her cheek. "What? Why are you smiling like that?"
Svetlana shakes her head. "I know I'm good at managing Shane's social presence, but you're a natural at helping with Ilya's." She leans over to press a kiss to Rose's lips. "Like I said, missing piece."
Rose kisses her back. "I'm not running his socials."
"That's not what I meant," Svetlana says, typing up some changes.
"You are professional, but still fun." Ilya supplies, gesturing vaguely at Shane and Svetlana. "They don't know how to have fun."
Svetlana looks up at him with a deadpan.
Ilya shoots her a look back that is almost disconcertingly sibling-like after Rose saw them make out last night. "You were fun when we blacked out in Moscow over the Summers. You don't do that anymore."
"Neither do you," Svetlana scoffs. "You're too busy writing love poems at Shane's cottage."
Ilya tsks, looking to Shane for help. "I'm fun."
Shane nods, a smirk on his lips as he says dryly, "Yeah, that's something most fun people say about themselves."
Ilya has one last chance, "Rose."
Rose gives in. "You grabbed my tits just to make your boyfriend jealous. That was pretty fun for me."
Ilya gestures at Rose.
Shane's eyes close as he tries to move on from that as quickly as possible. "Read it again."
Svetlana spins the laptop toward Ilya.
Ilya wants to complain, but he swallows it back. He's not even really bothered by the task at hand, he's just still a little amped up and feeling playful. He reads the draft out loud, "Many of my teammates would say I am not very good at keeping my mouth shut. The press and the tabloids would all agree. Much of my private life has been public, and that's even more true after announcing the Irina Foundation and what it means to me. Just like on the ice, I do not like holding back. I am bisexual. Let the rookies be the face of rivalries. I am tired of being a story. I want to be me. And I want to be known as the hottest queer man in the league, so–"
"Okay, that last sentence wasn't part of–" Shane starts to protest.
"Add it!" Rose squeals.
Svetlana shrugs. "You could add that as a reply on Twitter, and as a comment under the initial post on Instagram. Fun for people who see it, but less quoted by the press that will run with it."
Shane chews on his lip. "And we think it's okay to blatantly call out the league for forcing the rivalry narrative on us?"
Ilya pushes the laptop back to Svetlana. "We have already done that in TIME."
Shane lets out a breath. "Right. No, you're right."
Ilya reaches out and threads his fingers through Shane's. "Shane, it's okay to be scared."
Shane has to laugh. "It's not even about me. This is for you. I shouldn't be–"
"But it's okay that you are." Ilya says again.
Rose and Svetlana glance at each other, letting the boys talk.
Ilya continues, "We know that people will make assumptions about you because of this. It is not…" He twirls his hand around, looking at Svetlana. "What did you say? Vacuuming?"
"It's not happening in a vacuum," Svetlana clarifies.
Shane's eyes are closed, brow furrowed as he brings the back of Ilya's hand to his lips and just holds him there.
Svetlana repeats the plan. "We can have Yuna review this and then prep to post it in a week so there's some distance from Ilya being in Montreal." She eyes Shane. "And you have your statement–"
"Hockey is for everyone," Shane repeats from memory. "Scott Hunter and Ilya Rozanov are trailblazers in this league and I hope we can all work together to create a space where it's easier for others to follow in their footsteps."
Svetlana nods. "Okay. So we're ready."
Rose clears her throat, "Do I get to recite a statement in support of Ilya?"
The three of them look at her.
Rose raises an eyebrow. "I said I would."
Shane nods. "I mean, I think it's great. I just… Do people know you know each other?"
Rose shrugs. "Does it matter? I dated you. I tweet about hockey sometimes. I can post something general about inclusivity in the MLH."
"It would help," Ilya assures Shane. "I think the only people who would think to read anything into it would be the shippers."
Shane snorts. "Who even knows what they'd think."
"Last I saw," Rose says casually, "They think Shane set me up with Ilya. Which, in a way, you did." She leans in for a high five that Ilya happily returns, slapping her hand a little too hard.
Shane watches this interaction with a bland kind of disbelief. His eyes flick to Svetlana's. She shrugs at him.
Shane takes a deep breath and speaks like it's a mantra, "What people think about it doesn't matter. We're trying to build a future we'll be happy with."
"Well, it does matter." Ilya says, gesturing at the computer. "We wouldn't be drafting and editing if what they think didn't matter. We want to play hockey still. Baby steps."
It's difficult for Shane to even imagine a world where no MLH team will sign Ilya next season.
He knows that it's possible, but there's such a solid image of their future in his mind that doesn't allow him to really believe that there's a world where Ilya isn't on a team next season.
Yet the fear is still there, threatening to drown him. Fear that everything will come crashing down. Fear that Shane will lose hockey and he'll still have Ilya, Svetlana, and Rose but it won't be enough.
"What do we do," Shane has to ask, dropping his face in his hands, "if the league kicks us out?"
Svetlana tries to ease that fear, "Yuna wouldn't let–"
Shane looks up at her, eyes desperate for honesty. "But if it does happen." He looks to Ilya. "What would we do instead?"
Ilya's brow furrows, taking in how serious Shane is about this. He needs a backup plan. He doesn't want it, doesn't want to think about it, but he needs some idea of a safety net as they move into this new era together. With a nod, Ilya takes the question seriously. "Anything we want. Maybe other sports. You could probably be like Michael Jordan, basketball and baseball. Maybe you take up boxing."
Shane can't help the way his lips twitch up a little at the corners. "Because I'm so well known for how much fighting I do," he says dryly.
"Mm," Ilya agrees.
"But what if sports…" Shane starts and stops. "It's not like it's just the MLH that deals with homophobia. I can't play down to the ALH. That would drive me fucking insane." Even imagining it for a second boils his blood. On the ice with a team and no one can connect a single pass. He knows the ALH isn't that bad, but he's spent his whole career with the best players in the world. He would lose his mind in the ALH.
"We rent out a rink, you and me. Play one on ones." Ilya says, then thinks about it more. "Can probably make it like a show or something, maybe for the Foundation. Sell tickets."
"Not hockey," Shane says and it sounds like it breaks his heart to even think it. "What would we do other than hockey, other than sports?"
Rose suggests carefully, "I bet you'd have fun as a stunt double. It's just as stupidly risky."
Shane perks up, looking at her. A glimmer of hope in his eyes. "Yeah, maybe."
Ilya and Svetlana look at each other, sharing a moment of relief that someone could think of something that would give Shane some peace of mind.
Shane looks at Ilya. "You'd be a good actor." He asks Rose, "Don't you think?"
Rose pretends to look at Ilya critically. "Hm, it's possible. He's certainly arrogant enough for LA."
"I take that as a compliment," Ilya says.
Shane's dazed. "Oh. Would we move?"
Ilya's lips twitch. "Shane Hollander as an American."
Shane's body nearly rejects the notion.
Ilya cracks up laughing.
"I guess…" Shane finally says, "We'd have options." He looks at Ilya, still a little shaken up from even considering a change this drastic.
There's something he's not saying and Ilya can feel it radiating from him. "What, Shane? Just say it."
Shane's eyes water. "I'm scared it won't be enough."
Svetlana wants to say something, anything that would comfort him. But she knows what he means. He doesn't mean the activities, or where they live. He means…
"My whole life has been building up to a career in the MLH, playing world class hockey." Shane says shakily. "I don't know who I am without it. I don't know if I even exist without it."
Ilya traces patterns onto the bed, staring at his own hand. He pats the bed, then looks at Shane. "So last night, that was hockey?"
Shane hesitates, "Well, no. I mean…"
Ilya nods. "I love playing hockey, but it is just one part of me. I like my cars, I go out with the guys. I like a lot of things that aren't hockey."
And yeah, Shane knows what he's getting at.
All of Shane's interests are just things that tie back into hockey. Even his boyfriend and his girlfriend.
Without really meaning to, Shane finds himself staring at Rose.
Rose blinks at the attention. "What?"
Shane shrugs. "You're the only thing in my life that I love that isn't hockey."
Rose doesn't really know what to do with that, but she knows it's true. Shane had told her as much when they started talking on the phone more casually after breaking up.
Shane worked really hard to talk to Rose about things that weren't related to hockey and inevitably he would end up back there, but it turned into a kind of game for them and Shane got better at it.
Ilya glances at the time. Although it kills him to say it, he forces the words out, "I have to go,"
Shane squeezes his eyes shut.
There's never enough time.
Maybe… Maybe one benefit to losing hockey would be having more time, but Shane can't help feeling like he would end up resenting that too.
Ilya crawls into Shane's lap, cupping Shane's head in his hands. He looks directly into Shane's eyes and waits for those brown eyes to be able to focus on his. "You will not lose hockey." He says it with the utmost conviction. "I know you are scared and there are so many what ifs, but if Scott fucking Hunter is gay and playing hockey, you will too."
Shane barks out a laugh, face buried in Ilya's chest. "You're right."
Ilya holds him, kisses the top of his head. "It will not be as bad as you are thinking. Even if it's bad, it will not come to that."
Shane takes deep, comforting breaths, re-memorizing the smell of Ilya before he leaves again.
He's trying to say something, anything, even if it's just a continuation of the conversation, but his emotions erupt inside of him, tears spilling. "I love you so much."
Ilya holds him as tight as he can. "I love you too."
Rose watches, a little caught off guard to be witnessing this.
She hasn't seem them like this, not yet. She's seen the fun, goofy chirps. She's seen the yearning. She hasn't seen the devotion.
Part of her expects them to have sex, or at least just kiss, but they don't.
They just hold each other.
Svetlana runs the back of her hand down Rose's arm, gently asking for her attention.
Rose looks at her and Svetlana gestures to the door.
Rose nods, dazed, and follows Svetlana out of the bedroom. Finally she snaps out of it as they huddle in the kitchen, "Do you need, um, shouldn't you be…"
Svetlana shakes her head, but she can't help the way her eyes drift to the open doorway, to the two of them embraced on the bed. "It's like you said last night, they can't let go of the rivalry, of who they were to each other. This is about the hockey and as much as I try to understand it, I don't really know what it's like for them. Even if I had made it to a pro league, it wouldn't be the same thing. I wouldn't have been able to build my life around it the way they did." She glances at Rose who clearly doesn't follow. "Most of the women who play pro do so after playing in college. It's just a different track. The guys get scouted young and train early. I wanted to do it, but I didn't have the kind of opportunities they did. I didn't have an international prospects league. I hope one day that changes, but as things are right now…" She stares at them and lets out a soft sigh. "I don't know the depth of what this means to them."
Rose nods, "Especially the way Shane is about it."
Svetlana shoots a look at her. "Ilya's a decent liar. Don't let him convince you he doesn't care about it as much as Shane does."
Rose struggles to comprehend that. "But even the way they talk about it. It just seems like…"
"Ilya would be able to cope better. I think that's true. He would probably bounce back and find something to replace it and he would convince himself it was fine, but there's a reason they've gotten to this level. They're addicted to it and nothing else provides the same kind of high. He'd push through for a while after losing it, but he'd ultimately crash."
Rose ponders that and speaks softly. "But… they can't play forever." She knows she doesn't have to specify.
"No, and they know that. They know they have to lose it eventually. But look at where they are in their careers right now. They've both gotten cups. They're top of the league. Their stats are unmatched. To lose it right now…"
It becomes so much more clear to Rose. She imagines booking a real role, winning an Oscar, having so many roles being offered to her that she gets to choose exactly what her career looks like. She imagines getting to that point and then having it all torn from her because of who she's in a relationship with.
"We'll make sure they don't." Rose says firmly, thinking about who she knows and who she could tap for support next week once Ilya posts. There's a sharp resolve in her eyes as she looks at Svetlana. "Think we can find all the social handles of every single board member's kids and get them to support?"
"The team owners…" Svetlana says, trailing off as the idea sparks in her mind, nodding. "If we can get support from within Montreal ownership…" She stares at Rose with wonder in her eyes. "Holy fuck." She kisses her, hard. "You're a fucking genius."
Rose preens as Svetlana lavishes her with kisses. "If there's one thing I've learned in LA, it's networking."
A new kind of hope enters Svetlana's eyes. "This could really work," she says it in a hushed tone like if she says it too loud, the universe will notice and throw a wrench in the plan.
Ilya and Shane finally emerge from the room, Ilya clinging to Shane's back as much as he can while still allowing them to move.
"What could work?" Shane asks cautiously.
"Let's walk and talk," Svetlana says, grabbing Shane's car keys as they all head to the car to take Ilya back to his hotel.
She and Rose catch Shane and Ilya up on the networking campaign once they're settled in the car.
Ilya brushes his thumb over Shane's cheek in the back seat. "That could work."
Svetlana throws an annoyed glance at him in the rearview mirror. "That's what I–"
But the sight she's met with in the mirror is Shane and Ilya kissing like it's the first time. Shy, gentle, hopeful.
Shane leans into Ilya and looks at Rose in the passenger seat. "Thank you."
Rose swats away the credit. "I really didn't do anything."
"Rose," Ilya says firmly, demanding her attention. Once she looks at him, twisting in the seat, he continues, "You have given back his hope."
She wants to deny it, but when she looks at Shane she can see physically how different his eyes look than they did this morning while drafting the statement.
She melts a little, leaning into the seat as she looks at Shane. "Yeah?"
"Yeah," Shane nods, a tiny smile on his lips.
They hold each other's gazes and Rose hesitates but says, "I love you."
Shane repeats it, just as sincerely. "I love you too."
Ilya leans into Shane's ear and stage whispers, "I told you I really like her."
Shane pushes him away with a laugh, "And I told you to show me how much."
Ilya chooses chaos, reaching over the back of the passenger seat to kiss Rose.
Shane laughs louder than he should as they kiss sloppily, just for the fun of it. Just to make their partners laugh.
Svetlana swats at them, yelling as Rose's knee gets too close to the gear shift.
They pull apart, and there's laughter suspended in both their eyes as they hover, faces only a couple inches apart.
Ilya kisses her again, much more gently. With more emotion than any of their previous kisses have had.
Rose pretends to think about it, "You should know I have a girlfriend."
Ilya rolls his eyes and leans back in the seat, pulling Shane against him. "My boyfriend won't mind."
Rose smirks, but the chaos is no match for the affection that shines out of her eyes.
A missing piece.
Maybe Rose can start to believe that.

 ★ ★ ★ 






  
    Chapter End Notes

    end of act 9

next chapter will be a recap and then we're in the playoffs babyyy


  


      

  












      Chapter 129: RECAP Chapters 108-128
  








  Recap 1-15
Recap 16-25
Recap 25-55
Recap 55-76
Recap 77-84
Recap 85-96
Recap 97-107
Recap 108-129
Here's what you missed in chapters 103-128 of Crowded Table…
Social media time lapse! TMZ posts an old photo of Rose and her previous co-star Aaron. Rose flirts with Sveta about it. Ilya says Sveta is blushing and records a voice note while Sveta tries to tackle him and delete the message.
JJ goes on a date with one of Rose's friends. Ilya says it won't last. He's right.
Ilya also tries to pressure Rose and Sveta to talk. He's wrong.
Ilya and Rose interact on socials and the shippers glitch out.
They go to Vermont! Ilya makes lunch. The three of them are entirely too domestic it's actually disgusting. Shane admits he's finally starting to see a future after hockey with the two of them. Ilya says that Shane would probably coach though.
Ilya, Shane, and Svetlana hash out Sveta's feelings about Rose and how hard it is to figure it out long distance. Shane is in super soft mode so they cuddle and take a nap.
Sveta and Shane wake up and smother each other in romantic pickup lines. So of course Shane casually pitches some insanely kinky sex, asking Ilya to fuck Svetlana so he can watch and imagine being them. This leads to them explaining to Shane that they don't hook up without him and he has no idea how they resist.
Ilya and Sveta are immediately back on their my moon, my joy bullshit.
Shane shoots Sveta with a gun and asks if she's ace.
Shane makes coffee for his partners in the morning because he is the most Boyfriend to ever boyfriend.
Ilya finally admits it would hurt to lose hockey if coming out goes badly, but it hurts more to hide.
Sveta and Rose call after Vermont and Sveta asks if she can take Rose on a date when they're in Montreal. They talk about boundaries and the fact that Rose thinks she's okay with dating but wonders if there's a safe word for romantic attraction.
Ilya terrorizes Scott and Kip asking for advice about coming out that no reasonable person could possibly answer.
Shane hosts some of the Metros and has a heart to heart with JJ about advocating for themselves in the league.
Rose and Sveta arrive in Montreal at the same time and make out in the back of Shane's jeep in airport pickup.
They immediately hookup upon arriving at Shane's and Shane hides in his car texting Ilya to give them space. Sveta is never beating the fuck boy allegations. They joke about which sex toys they packed and list Shane as an option.
Shane enters his own house in fear and finds two freshly showered women having girl dinner in his kitchen. He doesn't know how to act around them, so instead of talking about lesbian sex, they watch a movie that gives Shane psychic damage.
Svetlana wakes up to Shane dissociating to Lucky by Britney Spears in the kitchen. She realizes he never really got to have a teenage exploration phase and it seems like he's just starting to do that now.
Rose joins them and Shane immediately clocks that Svetlana has feelings for Rose. He asks to kiss Rose as a way to help set a standard for Svetlana that Rose won't feel the same way back. Shane asks if they can talk after practice and then slams Sveta against the wall possessively to remind her how much he loves her and that he's worried about her.
Svetlana tells Rose that Ilya and Shane have both been worrying about her and the potential imbalance between her and Rose. They trade stories about their past relationships and then cuddle. Sveta calls yellow because she thinks Rose's "I like you" is different than hers.
Rose admits she's a little jealous about the way Shane can love Svetlana.
Svetlana asks Rose, "Why is your love at 100% different than his love at 100%? Both of you only have 100% to give, right?"
Shane gets back from practice and says he feels outnumbered by Rose and Svetlana and doesn't really know how to feel about it. Svetlana tells him she wouldn't want to figure this out without him.
Shane gives a Ted Talk on polyamory styles for Rose and they mostly talk about Kitchen Table polyamory, hierarchal polyamory, and solo polyamory which Rose resonates with. He also tells her about compersion which she's very familiar with feeling.
Rose still wants a certain amount of independence in her relationships and Sveta says that she would miss Rose a lot, but could come visit her in LA sometimes. The word GIRLFRIENDS hits the chat. And as happy as they are, Shane and Svetlana know how much more complicated that makes things for their coming out plans.
Svetlana suggests they play MLH instead of watching a movie or talking more and Shane falls in love with her all over again.
Shane calls Ilya just to say he misses him.
Shane and Ilya play what may be their last game against each other and it goes down in history.
Ilya tells his team he's bi in the locker room after the win and tells Shane to come out to the club with his team.
Shane and Svetlana are the most intimidating duo to walk into a VIP section together.
Ilya tells a couple of the guys that he and Shane are together. It goes…mostly well. Cliff is very supportive.
They get back to Shane's and Ilya and Shane magnet together, but force themselves to take a second to talk with Rose and Sveta first about Ilya coming out as bi.
Ilya admits he doesn't have a statement ready and Svetlana opens her laptop but Ilya and Rose manage to chaos gremlin their way into sex before tasks.
They make their way to the bedroom and Shane spends a maximum of 5 seconds being a brat before Ilya and Rose put on a bit of a show for him and snap him out of it.
The boys fuck hard while the girls go to the guest room to talk through their relationship and what they could be, preferring logic to romance, until Svetlana reminds Rose about her strap.
Svetlana gives her Ted Talk about the entire process and Rose listens impatiently while teasing her.
The girls fuck so hard that Shane notices and Ilya yells through the wall that Shane wants to see. So they peek over for a second and it's Svetlana's turn to shoot Shane with a gun and ask if he wants her cock in Russian.
Shane has a sexuality crisis and Ilya laughs. He's literally becoming less gay and you're laughing.
[Note within the note: "becoming less gay" is a joke but also if you find this confusing, I'll remind you that you are 280k into a fic where the main theme is about how identities are fluid and labels aren't perfect. Shane can still identify with the label "gay" and have a much more complicated relationship to attraction than the dictionary definition of that word. And he can choose to participate in sex without feeling attraction.]
Ilya and Rose wake up alone in bed together and get Shane's permission to fuck about it. Svetlana jokes that Shane's not used to seeing hookup Ilya anymore and Shane wonders if he ever saw him.
And as soon as the sex is over, Shane demands they work on the statement now.
They have the softest morning ever (after the voyeuristic sex) drinking coffee in bed and helping Ilya with his statement. Things get a little tense as the stakes make themselves known again and Shane has a bit of a meltdown, Ilya right there with him.
Rose and Sveta move to the kitchen to talk through their understanding of the situation. Rose comes up with an idea to get the Montreal owners' kids involved with supporting Ilya when he comes out.
They have yet another insane car ride to the hotel as Rose and Ilya kiss for the bit until Ilya gets a little too genuine.
Rose starts to feel like she belongs…






      

  












      Chapter 130: Delete the Drafts
  



    Chapter Notes

      
        See the end of the chapter for notes
      






  ★ ★ ★

One week later, Ilya's post goes live.
The support they've garnered absolutely drowns out the hatred. But the hatred is still there. A huge amount of people are angry, betrayed, disgusted. But there's so much more love and support.
The league releases just as bland a message of support as the one they dropped for Scott. Sure, hockey is for everyone, but they're not taking any action to make that easier.
The Irina Foundation socials are the shining beacon throughout the entire media storm. Yuna and Svetlana had prepped days of content of career highlights of both Ilya and Scott. Svetlana's favorite is the reel she made of every single penalty Ilya's committed in the 2017-2018 season so far with a counter at the top tallying the total minutes he's spent in the box. Then she made a second compilation of Ilya coming out of the box with the caption, "IYKYK".
People make their own posts, tagging the Irina Foundation, talking about the difficulties of being queer and playing sports.
Svetlana almost drops her phone when another post tags the Irina Foundation and she sees the username. She stares at it for about five minutes before she opens it.
Holy shit.
Two days after Ilya came out, Marie Philip Poulin follows suit.
Ilya can't help feel slighted at how immediately the media switches gears to her instead.
Shane can't help understanding why the attention shifted the way it did.
 
[gay friend group for private reasons]
Shane: She's Captain Canada!
Ilya: okay, im captain boston
Svetlana: it's not the same
Ilya: captain russia
Shane: Yeah, because Russia is where we want you in the press right now 🙄
Rose: i think the montreal owner's son is shooting his shot
Sveta: for mpp? lmao uh dude shes gay
Rose: no for ilya
Shane: Sorry?
Rose: [Screenshot of a Tweet from the owner's son: "so you're saying i have a chance" with a gif of Ilya shirtless talking to the press.]
Ilya: shane. love of my life.
Shane: Don't
Ilya: please let me flirt back. i promise id ont mean it but PLEASE
Shane: They will not fucking trade you if they think you're fucking the owner's son
Sveta: also shane would be too jealous
Sveta: but hes right, it would be a bad look
Ilya: UGHHHH WHATS THE POINT OF BEING OUT IF I CANT HIT ON BOYS
Shane: Literally anyone else. Just not him
Ilya: so youre saying it's okay
Shane: Show me everything you send but yeah, have fun
Sveta: shane.
Ilya: THIS IS THE BEST DAY OF MY LIFE
Sveta: shane pls take it back
Shane: This is the whole point! I want him to have fun!
Sveta: i cannot save him from the reputational harm he's about to cause himself

★ ★ ★

@RozFirstOverall81: @LanceBass you have always been the hottest member of nsync
@RozFirstOverall81: black panther is the best marvel movie and hes the hottest avenger
@RozFirstOverall81: wonder woman is the best dc movie and shes the hottest avenger
@RozFirstOverall81: they should make a bachelor for bi people and it should be me
@RozFirstOverall81: has anyone ever asked a man to rank the hottest players in the mlh because i have and i have an answer but i will not tell you
 
@ShaneHollander24: @RozFirstOverall81: For the sake of the Irina Foundation you HAVE to stop
     ↳@RozFirstOverall81: no pls i have so many years of drafts of tweets i couldnt send
          ↳@IrinaFoundation: Next time you turn your phone in before a photoshoot, we're deleting all your drafts.
 
@Scott21Hunter: And people thought I was a problem.
     ↳@RozFirstOverall81: just because we are both queer does not mean this is not a hate crime
 
Retweet @Hollendarling: THE GIRLS ARE FIGHTING AGAIN BUT DIFFERENT GIRLS AND THEYRE BOTH CONFIRMED QUEER????
     ↳@HollanovForever: I USED TO DREAM OF DAYS LIKE THIS
         ↳@RozFirstOverall81: you were 50% right
             ↳@HollanovForever: WHAT THE FUCK
 
[gay friend group for private reasons]
Shane: ILYA
Ilya: they wont KNOW. i said 50%!
Sveta: im deleting twitter from his phone as we speak and disconnecting the wifi so he cant tweet from his laptop
Ilya: THIS IS ALSO A HATE CRIME. IF YOU UNINSTALL IT IT WILL DELETE THE DRAFTS
Sveta: I KNOW THAT, ILYA
Rose: i for one am having a fucking ball
Ilya: rose you are the only one i trust

★ ★ ★

[Texts: Svetlana and Rose]
Rose: you still owe me a date, you know
Sveta: tell me the time and place baby, im there
Rose: 🙄
Sveta: i meant that genuinely!
Rose: and yet the fuck boy vibes persist
Sveta: i wish we went out in montreal
Rose: i dont! i think everything in montreal happened exactly how it needed to. we had a lot more to talk to shane and ilya about than i think i realized. im glad we didnt go on a date without him. not this time at least. but next time! you and me baby
Sveta: 🙄 okay i see your point

★ ★ ★






  
    Chapter End Notes

    https://archiveofourown.org/works/77708251/comments/1333799831 "I fear his coming out post could be overshadowed 👀" you were more correct than you knew ahahahaha
okay ive written five chapters of playoff hockey today and we're not done yet
it finally happened and im officially a habs fans. so CONTROVERSIAL and UNPREDICTABLE for me, a victorie fan, to decide to follow another montreal hockey team. but like have you seen nick suzuki play... anyway, they won last night and it was so fucking stressful but BEAUTIFUL hockey and my brain lit up and i locked in to write these chapters


  


      

  












      Chapter 131: Paused Our Relationship
  



    Chapter Notes

      quick fyi, playoffs round winners in my MLH are gonna be determined as best 3 out of 5 games.

so its a five game series and first to three wins, wins the series. so sometimes you only need 3 games aka a sweep. but sometimes you need the full five games to determine the winner. so for this au version of MLH lol they determine conference winners first. so montreal and boston are both in the eastern conference of teams. they play three rounds. round 2 is the semi finals, round 3 is the finals. then the winners of the eastern conference and the winners of the western conference play for the cup. so technically in this conference set up, montreal and boston would never play each other in the cup finals.

my boys do not need to be playing each other for cup finals, it would kill them for real


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






   ★ ★ ★ 

It's only in retrospect that Svetlana realizes how perfect Ilya coming out right as playoffs started was.
Yes, there are more eyes on the MLH than average which she thinks is part of why the response was as positive as it was, but despite how insane socials are about it, Shane and Ilya are focused on other things.
Even the group chat goes quiet.
 
[gay friend group for private reasons]
Sveta: first weekend of playoffs, you two good?
Ilya: im good
Shane: 👍
Rose: why do i feel like there's gonna be a lot of that the next few weeks
Shane: When Montreal and Boston both win round one, we play each other for round two
Sveta: yes i saw the bracket announcement
Sveta: ??? why does that change anything. you were both going to be insane about winning whether you play each other or not
Shane: We've never faced each other in the playoffs. The bracket never worked out that way.
Rose: so this could be the first and the last time
Ilya: not could. it will be. boston will win round 2, but we will both win round 1
Shane: We're getting the cup
Ilya: in your fucking dreams
Shane: I'm not gonna do you the favor of pointing out the holes in your team's strategy, but know that I know them all
Ilya: you cannot plan a hockey game, shane. you have to just play and react to opportunities in the moment
Shane: And I'm gonna create those opportunities
Sveta: okay i take it back, please stop talking to each other during playoffs
Rose: i guess if they break up over anything, i cant be surprised that it would be playoff hockey
Sveta: worse, they might have playoff sex and get each other eliminated
Ilya: TAKE THAT BACK
Shane: Don't even say shit like that out loud, Sveta. Jesus.
Chat is disabled for 24 hours
 
[Texts: Sveta & Rose]
Rose: LOL did you actually disable the group chat
Sveta: theyre pissing me off
 
[Texts: Shane & Sveta]
Shane: That was probably for the best
Sveta: go back to reviewing tape on the treadmill
Shane: How did you know… you know what, never mind. I guess I am that predictable
Sveta: and i love you so much but if i have to see the two of you being assholes about the playoffs again im blocking you
Shane: Noted
 
[Texts: Ilya & Shane]
Ilya: truce to not talk about playoffs until one of our runs is over
Shane: Yeah and that's all I'm saying about that
Ilya: 🤝
 

 ★ ★ ★ 

"How do you and Rozanov feel about playing each other in round two?"
Shane's eyes fall closed as a complicated kind of rage boils in his blood. He's pulling his skates on in the locker room and trying to temper his reaction to Hayden's question.
Hayden gets his answer though. "You know what, forget I asked."
Shane opens his eyes, but the entire room can see the determination in them. "We're in round one right now and all you should be thinking about is shutting down Pittsburgh."
The Metros agree eagerly, but can't help whispering to each other about how insane it's going to be to see Hollander versus Rozanov in the playoffs, because if the hockey world has learned anything about their friendship it's that they use every single thing they know about each other to their advantage on the ice.

 ★ ★ ★ 

Ilya has taken the opposite approach and essentially makes a declaration of war in his locker room. "I don't give a shit about Detroit. They are fucking nothing. We will crush them in a three game sweep and then have the time of our lives doing the same to Montreal. I want to see the same hatred in Shane's eyes that I saw when they drafted me before him. I want him to never speak to me again because he is so embarrassed."
The guys who all know that Ilya and Shane are together are shooting each other suspicious looks and trying not to die of laughter.
Mackay claps Ilya on the shoulder. "He'll have to serve you paperwork to dissolve the foundation."
Ilya makes a face. "No, we can hate each other and still run the foundation. It's for the children, you know."
"Right," Connors says, vibrating with contained laughter. "You can get the kids for the weekends, and he'll have them for holidays."
The room laughs at the implication of Hollander and Rozanov getting a divorce. Even some of the homophobes get a kick out of that one.
Ilya refocuses. "Three game sweep. Detroit goes home crying. People forget round one even happened because it's so boring."

 ★ ★ ★ 

Boston sweeps Detroit in round one.
One of the guys did actually start crying.
Ilya opens his texts with Shane and keeps starting to type up taunts and has to stop himself. He types them all into his notes app instead to show them to him later.

 ★ ★ ★ 

Montreal wins their round one series 3-1.
It's still a significant victory, but that one lost game weighs heavy in Shane's mind.
 
[Texts: Sveta & Shane]
Sveta: stop reviewing game three and focus on round two
Shane: We should've swept
Sveta: you won the series, you have to move on. if you get in your head about it, it'll affect round two. just play the game, shane
Shane: Are you rooting for me or him?
Sveta: don't ask stupid questions. ilyas like a dog with a bone and hes having a great time. i know youre spiraling and you need to stop.
Shane: My mom said the same thing
Sveta: im not your mom
Shane: That's not what I meant! She was coaching me about playing Ilya in round two.
Sveta: fascinating. what did she say
Shane: We talked through strengths and weaknesses as if he was just a rival captain and not her future son-in-law.
Sveta: just propose already
Shane: Imagine proposing right before game three
Sveta: lmao it would either throw you both off or you'd play the most insane hockey of your lives
Shane: I wouldn't do that
Sveta: lmao yeah shane, i know you wouldnt
Shane: Is it weird that we kinda paused our relationship for the playoffs?
Sveta: nope. im actually so glad you did. both of you are being insane about it this year and i think if you were talking as much as normal you'd have gotten into a fight and temporarily broken up for real
Shane: Lol so in this scenario you already know that the breakup wouldn't last
Sveta: of course it wouldnt, youre obsessed with each other
Shane: It feels weird to not talk to him about it. Kinda feels like rookie season
Sveta: in a good way?
Shane: In a great way
Sveta: then have FUN shane
Shane: Yeah… I'll try

 ★ ★ ★ 






  
    Chapter End Notes

    we dont talk enough about just how insane shane and ilya really are about hockey


  


      

  












      Chapter 132: Don't Hold Anything Back
  



    Chapter Notes

      update, i somehow incepted myself that nhl was best of 5 until the cup finals and then that was out of 7.... but I guess when I checked this I immediately decided to forget what I read. so all nhl playoffs are out of seven but MY mlh is gonna be out 5 because honestly 5 is such a better narrative number anyway... ahahaha


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






   ★ ★ ★ 

The Bell Centre is packed for game one of round two and the screams from fans must break some kind of decibel record as Hollander and Rozanov skate to center ice for puck drop.
They'd had Marie Philip Poulin come in for the ceremonial first puck drop and it was made abundantly clear that Montreal hockey fans care a lot more about great hockey players than about who they're sleeping with.
Shane and Ilya duck their heads, eyes on the ice and ready for the puck.
They don't need to look at each other to know everything about the other's position. Ilya knows that Shane wants to win the puck and slam it across the ice to Hayden on his wing in the same way that Shane knows that Ilya's trying to get the puck to Cliff.
The rivalry buzzing in the air goes so far beyond what hatred could produce.
They know each other. Most of these guys have gone out for drinks together now.
It's one thing to play against a team you know well, it's another to play against people you know well.
There's a reason Shane and Ilya had entered a completely different mindset for this series: this is a level of game strategy they've never had before. If previous games were normal chess matches, tonight feels like they're each playing four different simultaneous games, one with their eyes closed.
Ilya hears Shane breathe in, calm.
Ilya mutters, "Don't hold anything back."
Shane's too hyper-focused to respond with words, but there's something in the quality of his breathing that Ilya recognizes as a confirmation.
The puck drops.
Shane gets the puck to Hayden and takes off.
Ilya tracks Shane across the ice, right on his heel. This had been part of the strategy Boston talked about. They won't keep this up all night, but Ilya knew he could read Shane better than anyone else, so he wanted to shut down their first play as quickly as possible.
He can tell the moment Shane starts to get irritated that he can't get free for a pass and smiles to himself.
No one gets mic'd up in the playoffs so Shane doesn't hesitate so push Ilya away from him and speak through gritted teeth, "Fuck off."
"You wish," Ilya says.
Shane taps the ice to ask for a pass even though he's not open and his teammates trust him.
Anderson's on Shane's wing and passes him the puck.
Shane spins away from Ilya with it and they end up caught against the wall, battling for the puck.
Typically, Shane hates puck battles against the wall but this felt like the only way to stop whatever the hell Ilya thought he was doing.
Ilya's muttering chirps at him that Shane barely hears but he thinks one of them was, "Buy a guy dinner first" as they slam into each other.
Shane wrests the puck away from Ilya and passes it back to Anderson.
It's a race towards the goal and for a brief moment Shane thinks about a stairwell, Ilya at his side, smiles.
But he gets to the Boston goal a fraction of a second before Ilya and it's just enough time for the puck to slide in front of him and he one touches it into the back of the net.
The arena goes fucking crazy.
Ilya listens to Anderson as he crashes into Shane, "You're a fucking mad man. I didn't know how you were gonna receive that pass." Hayden crashes into them too.
Ilya glares as their goaltender, Phillips, retrieves the puck from the net.
Okay. No more games.
Shane's eyes find Ilya's.
Ilya's eyes betray nothing but absolute focus.
Shane's high on the rush of the goal, but accepts the challenge in Ilya's eyes as their lines switch off and play continues.
 
The game stalemates after that.
Much like their last game, the teams are too evenly matched. The first period ends 1-0 Montreal, and the second period ends the same way.
Ilya is eerily calm in the locker room during the second intermission and the guys do take some strength from it. They can still win this. It's one goal.
 
When the buzzer goes off to end the game, Ilya still hasn't accepted the possibility that they could lose.
He knows it's only the first game of the series, but he doesn't like being a game behind like this.
He spends the entire bus ride back to the hotel typing angrily into his notes app. A notification blocks his screen for a moment.
 
[Texts: Sveta & Ilya]
Sveta: you played well
Ilya: not good enough
Sveta: don't fucking do that. you know thats not true. im only texting you because i know shane would usually say something and you two are avoiding each other or whatever
Ilya: youre much nicer to him about stuff like this arent you
Sveta: yeah because thats what he needs. you need the self hatred shaken out of you. you played incredible hockey, ilyusha. you know you did. there's no version of better. you either win or you lose. you lost this one. dont lose the next one
Ilya: youre rooting for me?
Sveta: dont ask stupid questions.
 

 ★ ★ ★ 

[Texts: Sveta & Rose]
Rose: who ARE you rooting for
Sveta: im rooting for neither of them to be dead by the end of this
Rose: fair enough

 ★ ★ ★ 






  
    Chapter End Notes

    we are zooming through the hockey games, but dont worry, you will get some context about what was happening between them...later....

wrong answers only!!!

133 Might Actually Kill Each Other
134 I'm Divorcing You
135 Good Game
136 Proof of Life
137 I Wanted to Be Happy
138 Use Me
139 Mr. Rozanov
140 The Way I Want You
141 Sore Loser

i will admit i did pick some of these knowing it would lead you astray while guessing...


  


      

  












      Chapter 133: Might Actually Kill Each Other
  



    Chapter Notes

      
        See the end of the chapter for notes
      






   ★ ★ ★ 

Boston gets the first goal of game two in the final minute of the first period.
Shane spends every second of his ice time in the second period hustling to tie it back up, but can't seem to get a puck passed Phillips.
Five minutes into the third period and with 18 of the 29 the shots on goal from only Shane, the puck finally goes in, tipped in by Hayden.
Regulation time ends in a tie.
The clock resets and they prep for overtime, next goal wins.
Shane knows the Metros have the best stats in the league this season for overtime wins, so he can taste the victory when he skates back onto the ice.
It takes him a second to understand the silence in the arena when the puck slips passed Miitka and he hears a loud voice screaming in Russian as the Raiders pour over the boards to celebrate.
The series is at 1-1.
Shane skates off the ice, telling himself that at least this gives them a chance to win at home in game five since the next two games will be played in Boston.
He has to remind himself this is only round two.
It feels like they're playing for the cup and the announcers have been saying the same thing.
Everyone's eyes are on round two of the Eastern Conference finals.
People are lamenting how boring the cup finals will be in comparison.
 
Hayden invites the guys over to watch the game back, knowing Shane will do it anyway and at least this way it provides him some company.
They get a good group together and Shane doesn't even comment on the fact that some of them drink beers. They have a few days before the next game. He's happy to see playoff beards around the group. He doesn't really care about the beards themselves, but he loves knowing what it represents – that his team is in the playoffs for long enough for them to grow out.

 ★ ★ ★ 

Ilya takes it upon himself to figure out how to commander a conference room at the hotel and they find a way to connect one of the rookie's Switch consoles to a projector while they order take out and beers instead of even pretending it would be a good idea to be seen out in public in Montreal right now.
He takes pictures and stops himself from texting them to Shane.
"Are you and Hollander really not talking during playoffs?" Interestingly enough, it's Schulz who asks.
Ilya eyes him, but nods, sipping his beer and turning his attention back to the screen. "Our friends think we might actually kill each other if we talk about it."
Connors has probably had one too many beers and asks, "What are you doing about playoff sex?"
Cliff elbows him, but no one seems to think of the question as anything but a non-sequitur.
Ilya shrugs. "Not having it."
Schulz spots the chance and asks. "And Hollander?"
Ilya feigns ignorance, but can see the game Schulz is playing. He won't say anything, but he wants to see if Ilya will mess up. "Mm, it's a good idea. We should hook him up with someone when we get back to Boston."
Mackay thinks this is the funniest inside joke in the world. "What, you know his type, captain?"
Cliff clears his throat pointedly. "Isn't he with Svetlana?"
Ilya gestures at him. "Yes, exactly. So even easier for me to set him up with her."
"Really." Cliff shoots him a look. "You'd try to sabotage him?"
Ilya groans. "It's just a superstition. I convince Sveta to have sex with him. He gets in his head about it. We win three games in a row. Easy."
"Damn, that's cold, Roz. I thought this guy was your friend." One of the rookies mumbles through a mouth full of french fries.
"Not during playoffs," Ilya insists. "We are enemies again."
Cliff sidles up to Ilya, whispering. "You wouldn't actually–"
"No," Ilya assures him. "I mean, I've thought about it. But I think Sveta would never talk to me again if I actually tried."
Cliff lets out a long sigh. "Unbelievable."

 ★ ★ ★ 






  
    Chapter End Notes

    vote, do we think:
A: nintendo names their consoles after kink terms on purpose
OR
B: it's an insane coincidence


  


      

  












      Chapter 134: I'm Divorcing You
  



    Chapter Notes

      im gonna leave you with this one for the day because... i like this one lol

i mean. i like all of them but... you'll see.


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






   ★ ★ ★ 

Montreal wins game three and the series is 2-1 in favor of Montreal.
The Boston crowd fucking hates this and there's a moment where Ilya worries for Shane's safety, but Svetlana assures him that this is nothing hockey security teams aren't used to.
It's only when he gets home after game three that it really hits Ilya that if they lose game four, that's it. Boston gets knocked out of the playoffs and their cup run ends. His time with the Raiders ends.
No. Absolutely not.
He needs one more cup while wearing black and yellow and he's going to get it if it kills him.

 ★ ★ ★ 

Game four goes into triple over time.
Regulation ended at 3-3, and then they played an extra 20 minute period. And then another one. And then started a third extra one.
Even the fans are flagging at this point, but both of these teams want it bad.
So they've played 45 minutes of extra hockey where any goal at any second would've ended the game and possibly ended the series in favor of Montreal.
Ilya wouldn't be on a cup winning team if he didn't accept the fact that he's not always the one who gets to be the hero and score the game winning goal, but five minutes into the third period of overtime he can feel it in his bones.
He hogs the puck and slips by two Metros players, one being Shane Hollander, before burying the puck in the back of the net and the arena goes fucking crazy.
Ilya and Shane look at each other across the ice.
They knew the series could've ended tonight, but knowing they're playing the full series and that either way it's all going to end at game five…
After celebrations stall a bit, they skate over to each other and the fans barely notice, too exhausted after 105 minutes of hockey.
They don't know what to say each other. Don't know what there is to say.
But they're fucking exhausted and buried deep under everything else, they're so fucking proud of each other and the way they've played.
Their arms wrap around each other and they hold on tight.
Ilya's fingers dig into the hair on the nape of Shane's neck and if anyone asks, he really doesn't care right now.
Shane manages to find a way to get words into his mouth, but all he says is, "Game five."
Ilya nods as they pull apart. "Game five."

 ★ ★ ★ 

After that, the dam breaks.
[gay friend group for private reasons]
Shane: They're saying that was a record amount of playtime for a playoff game in Boston
Rose: if you add enough specifics, everything is a fucking record to you people
Ilya: fucking great game
Shane: It was fun. I mean I wanted to kill you, but it was fun
Ilya: same 🥰
Sveta: this is acceptable. thank fucking god you two are talking again
Shane: This is our last game as rivals. I know we said that during the regular season but this time it's really… the last game.
Ilya: give me everything you have. if there is a single second i dont see bloodlust in your eyes im divorcing you
Shane: Last I checked we had to be married to get divorced
Ilya: oh its a boston inside joke. i have a notes app of things to catch you up on after. not now.
Shane: ??? Why do the Raiders think we're getting divorced
Ilya: just a joke, they dont think its real
Shane: Okay. I trust you
Sveta: begging you two to go to sleep. how are you not exhausted
Shane: Adrenaline
Ilya: adrenaline
Ilya: ha jinx
Rose: drink some water!!!!
Ilya: i heard shane keeps packs of water bottles by his bed during playoffs
Shane: Who told you that
Ilya: so it's true!
Shane: I didn't say that
Sveta: GETTING DANGEROUSLY CLOSE TO ME DISABLING THIS CHAT AGAIN
Shane: Sorry, Sveta
Ilya: do it. blocking me only gives me more power
Sveta has removed Ilya from this chat
Rose: LOL
Sveta: i'll add him back later, dont worry shane
Shane: Love you
Shane: Both of you, to be clear
Rose: lol holy shit go to sleep
Sveta: love you too, dream about me
Rose: YOU CANT REUSE LINES YOUVE USED ON ME, ON HIM
Sveta: i can if they keep working
Shane: It worked
Sveta: 😇
 
[Texts: Shane & Ilya]
Shane: I love you
Ilya: wrong app, shane
Shane: I don't care. I love you
Ilya: i love you too

 ★ ★ ★ 






  
    Chapter End Notes

    reminder that youre welcome to come hang on discord. i only posted it once cause i thought only a couple people were interested but the fic-recs channel rocks lol

https://discord.gg/XuSEDP6FC

yes the overtime playoff game was based off of the victoire vs frost game on laura stacey's birthday when her wife scored the game winning goal and the press asked pou "what, did you forget to get stacey a birthday present" and pou said "what else could she want but extra hockey!!!"


  


      

  












      Chapter 135: Good Game
  



    Chapter Notes

      (Now closed, thanks for participating! These are collected in chapter 143! but feel free to keep interacting in the comments ahahhaa)
INTERACTIVE FIC IDEA!! READ THIS BEFORE YOU READ THE CHAPTER IF YOU WANNA PARTICIPATE!!

absolutely no pressure to participate but you are welcome to do as much or as little as you'd like. i think it would be incredibly fun if people who want to comment on this chapter "in character" as if youre in-world posting on twitter/tumblr/etc. feel free to make up your own username, comment on the characters or comment on the hockey itself! if you want to post stuff about previous playoff games, go wild. like literally whatever YOU wanna do, go for it.

and then I can compile all of it into a big, collectively written social media chapter!

i have no idea how this will work out but i thought it would be fun to try!

alright, time for puck drop 🏒







  ★ ★ ★

There have been signs with Ilya's name on them throughout round one and round two.
Ilya's done his best not to pay attention to them. He looked during warm ups a few times, but kept managing to see the Keep politics out of hockey signs and other bullshit slogans that made no sense. If they're advocating for politics being kept out of hockey, then the MLH should stop doing military appreciation nights. But he knows the signs are about him.
Rose and Svetlana have helped to curate social media responses and send him the positive stuff. He asked for some of the negative stuff too, but he knows they're keeping the worst of it away from him.
All that to say, Ilya didn't expect for the most supportive signs to be at game five in Montreal.
Apparently a group of LGBTQ activists had planned an underground campaign to buy as many tickets to game five as possible and the arena is flooded with messages of support, some of which reference the Irina Foundation.
The part of Ilya's brain that recognizes a good sports storyline when he sees it feels an air of finality to the action. It feels like a good bye and it feels like a welcome home.
He doesn't want this to be his last game this season, but if it is… god, what a way to end it.
He does not let himself seek out Shane across the ice.
If he wants to play this game at his best, he can't invite those kinds of feelings into his chest right now.
He focuses on the support, knowing that the Admirals won their series in game four and are headed to the conference finals. If Boston can win this, it'll be New York versus Boston in the Eastern conference finals. Gay captain versus gay, well, bi captain. Ilya wants to do this for them, for the fans. And he wants to do it for himself.
 
The first period is a blur. Both Shane and Ilya enter a flow state. Yet somehow neither of them are the ones who get pucks in the net. Montreal's second line seems to have finally found its synergy in the middle of the play offs and Shane has no complaints about that all, thrilled to see plays they've practiced execute cleanly.
The first period ends 2-0 in favor of Montreal, but Ilya rallies the guys around what a good opportunity for a comeback it is.
 
The Raiders come back sharp. Within the first five minutes of the second period, Ilya snaps the puck past three Metros players and under the goalie's arm like an arrow through 12 axe-heads.
Ilya's next shot gets blocked but Cliff is there ready for the ricochet and taps it back toward the net and into the goal.
It's 2-2 and Comeau starts to lose his temper, tripping a Boston forward and being sent to the box for 2 minutes. Shane skates out for the penalty kill and Ilya can see the irritation in his eyes. For a second Ilya wants to offer him comfort – this is hockey, guys always lose their temper and draw penalties. The refs just tend to put their whistles away more in playoffs. But Ilya knows it's not just the penalty. It's Comeau. Shane's definitely noticed some unsavory comments being directed at Ilya and they're both trying to just play the game, but there are rainbows in the crowd and slurs being thrown out on the ice.
While Montreal plays with a man down, Boston scores a third one, a slapshot from the blue line from Connors. And with that, they take the lead. All they have to do is hold it and they move on to round three.
The second period ends 2-3 in favor of Boston.
One goal isn't enough. They have to secure their lead, get more goals, and widen the gap.
 
Phillips plays the game of his fucking life. Ilya wants to rip the goalie's helmet off and kiss him for real. He wonders if that's the kind of shit he could get away with now and quickly dismisses the fantasy. But he does wonder if it would make Shane jealous and throw him off.
The time ticks by in the third period and Boston is desperate not to get too comfortable with being ahead by one. Anything can happen. Especially when you're playing against Shane Hollander and holy shit, it's not for lack of trying.
Every snipe is stopped by Phillips' glove or pads.
Ilya can see the way Shane's teeth are grinding as each shot gets blocked.
There's a minute left in the third period and the Montreal crowd believes they can win this, but Boston can practically taste it.
Shane gets a breakaway and there's nothing Boston can do about it.
Out of the corner of his eye, Ilya sees their coach gesture about something right before the puck slams into the back of the next with 5 seconds left and the arena loses it, goal horn blaring.
But the Boston coaches demand a review, calling offsides.
Ilya can barely believe it as the teams huddle at their benches and wait for the decision, everyone's eyes on either the jumbotron or a tablet reviewing the playback.
It would've been a tough call for the line refs, but the camera review makes it clear: Shane was offsides. No goal.
Ilya gets a certain amount of joy hearing the fans heckling their own refs about home ice advantage and why the fuck they're doing this.
But the camera cuts to Shane on the bench as the decision is made and the whole arena bares witness to the rage burning in his eyes.
That would probably scare most people to know they have to get back on the ice with him. Ilya feels his heart race, eager to get back out there.
The players skate back onto the ice for play to start back up in the Montreal zone.
Ilya and Shane skate up to the face off dot.
They don't speak, both trying to memorize how this feels, both knowing that five seconds is enough time for Shane to try that again.
The puck drops and Shane wins it.
Montreal gets past the blue line cleanly and Hayden gets the puck to Shane who slams it toward the net with a one touch…
Blocked by Phillips.
Time runs out.
Boston is going to the Eastern Conference final.
 
There's a heaviness to the air like clouds gathering before a storm as the Montreal fans filter out, their hopes for a cup run dashed.
Ilya celebrates with his team, but in the back of his mind he's thinking about Shane.
He knows this feeling. He knows how it feels to believe you're going to win and then have to figure out how to make peace with the final score showing you something different.
He reminds himself that Shane has other people in his corner than just Ilya, and right now Ilya wants to enjoy this.
Fans bang on the glass with rainbow signs and Ilya lets a smile bloom on his face. He makes his way to a swarm of them, finds a sharpie, and signs whatever he can. He takes photos with as many of them as possible before rink security shuts it down.
As he turns to head down the tunnel, he catches movement by the Montreal bench and sees Shane, out of his gear and fully dressed, just watching him with a fond smile.
Ilya skates over and rink security rolls their eyes, but know better than to say no to anything these two want to do right now.
Shane's eyes are a little red and Ilya knows he must've been crying. "Good game."
Ilya shrugs, leaning forward over the boards, leaning into Shane. "It was a scrappy game. I don't know. Game four was better."
Shane shakes his head, disbelievingly. "You fucking won."
Ilya smiles mischievously. "Yes, but it could've been prettier."
"You're such an asshole," but Shane can't get rid of the smile on his face.
Ilya's eyes flick down to it. "You want to be mad but can't. Because of the signs."
Shane nods and just says. "I'm really proud of you."
Ilya feels his own eyes start to water. Those words have always held a complicated place in Ilya's heart. Because he really hasn't heard them often. But hearing them now, from someone that he knows truly loves him… it feels different than it ever has before. "I want to kiss you."
Shane laughs, looking over Ilya's shoulder at the lingering players and fans. A couple of them snap photos. It must look strange and suspicious, the way they're leaning into each other. Talking so casually after such an important game in plain view of the fans who haven't left the arena yet. But Shane really and truly doesn't care anymore. "Later."
Ilya finally asks the question that he's been wondering since playoffs started about but couldn't ask until now. "Will you come to round three?"
Shane's lips press together. "I don't know. I'll think about it."
The balm offered by queer fans showing Ilya their support starts to fade and Ilya can see the disappointment in Shane's eyes. He has to decide if he's going to round three or not. Because he's not the one playing. This is too much for him. To have lost and have to see the joy of winning shinning out of Ilya.
Ilya pushes away from the boards and does Shane the favor of walking away first. "Later."
Shane nods absently and turns, walking out of the rink for the last time this season.

★ ★ ★







      

  












      Chapter 136: Proof of Life
  



    Chapter Notes

      i have been peer pressured (politely responded to) to post this chapter now (if i want to) instead of being SOOOO patient and not distracting people from the interactive social media game on last chapter. but feel free to keep doing that! i know some folks are going back to respond to each other (fake twitter fights are encouraged). so perhaps we can continue to play in the comments on 135 while progressing through the rest of the night and then break for the socmed compilation!







   ★ ★ ★ 

Shane lets his parents drive him home from the rink after losing game five and the car is filled with somber silence.
Yuna is wearing Shane's Metros jersey, but David is wearing an Irina Foundation jersey with Hollander and #24 on the back. Before the game, Yuna had called him a traitor and David had been baffled about it since they were both wearing Shane's jerseys. They also both had Irina Foundation pride pins clipped to their shirts. Shane had been nervous about it, but wore one clipped to his game day suit when he walked into the arena earlier. Press jumped on him about it, but he just gave them what he hoped they would think are boring publicity lines about supporting Scott and Ilya and watched them lose interest in questioning him about it.
As they drive, Shane can't think of what to say, but he's been through hard losses with his parents before and the silence is its own comfort.
His phone buzzes and he has no idea what to expect when he checks it.
[Texts: Hayden, JJ, & Shane]
Hayden: Shane, please tell me you're on your way to have sex with your boyfriend to curse him in the conference finals.
Shane: What the fuck, Hayds.
JJ: yeah hayden what the fuck
JJ: but since he said it already, are you 👀
Shane: I'm not going to curse him!
Hayden: Ughhhhh, can't we be a LITTLE mad at him right now
Shane: I've been mad at him for three weeks. It's over now. How could I not be proud of him with everything he's been doing?
Shane's eyes tear up while he types it, but it's true. Ilya has spent every chance he could during Boston's playoff run saying yes to media spots and press requests and answering every invasive question about his sexuality and dating life – always being coy about whether he's single or not. He made it look so easy. Shane doesn't know where he gets the confidence or even the energy to do all of this during a cup run. He told Shane before their playoff-talk ban started that it was really just one day of media spots filmed in bulk that are airing throughout the playoffs, but still.
Shane knows that there had been some unsavory comments made by Detroit players and he'd asked Cliff to text him if he heard anything from any of the Montreal guys. So far it was just Comeau and Shane can't say that really surprises him.
JJ: im mad at him but hes very cool
Hayden: And I usually don't need to know the details of your sex life, but I just think it would make you both very happy to have sex tonight!
Shane: 🙄

 ★ ★ ★ 

Ilya's had multiple bottles of water sprayed over him after the win, everyone too superstitious for it to be either gatorade or champagne. That's being saved for the cup.
The guys insist on finding a conference room and playing Mario Kart again to celebrate since it "worked last time" and Ilya's charmed by it and asks staff if they can help set it up with food and drinks.
He's on the bus staring at his phone, not sure why he expects a text from Shane.
There's a sea of complicated emotions between them right now and Ilya wants nothing more than for things to go back to normal now that one of them is out of the running for the cup, but he knows it's not actually that simple.
 
[Texts: Shane & Ilya]
Ilya: what are you doing tonight
Shane: I don't know if I can talk to you about it right now
Ilya: mm okay
Shane: I'm sorry
Ilya: it's okay, shane. i get it
 
[Texts: Sveta & Ilya]
Ilya: will you fuck him for me
Sveta: oh my god, ilya. i don't think he wants that right now
Ilya: no i think he does. just not from me
Sveta: im not fucking him for the first time as a replacement cock since he cant have yours
Ilya: i dont mean you should peg him! i mean unless he wants. but just… touch him. i dont know.
Sveta: the two of you are getting really sloppy about texting instead of messaging on the app where messages delete
Ilya: it feels more real
Sveta: just be careful, ilya
 
[App: Shane & Sveta]
Sveta: hes convinced you and i need to have sex tonight
Shane: Shouldn't he be focused on celebrating
Sveta: its so weird, its like hes in love with you or something
Shane: I know. Sorry. I don't mean to… I know I'm being moody or whatever. It's just complicated. I don't know. I'm happy for him. I just really thought we were going to win and I didn't expect… I didn't expect to be done already. I thought I had more time. I thought we had a real chance for the cup this season.
Sveta: do you want me to come over?
Shane: My parents are here ordering food.
Sveta: okay. your parents know me. i can come over.
Shane: Please come over
Sveta: okay 💕 i'll be there in 15. i love you and he does too
Shane: I love you too and I know

 ★ ★ ★ 

Svetlana knocks on the door and feels a certain amount of relief when the door opens and Shane's there. "Hey."
Shane's chest is rising and falling a little too quickly, like he hasn't figured out how to breathe normally after the loss yet.
He reaches for her and she steps into his arms, holding him tight.
He mumbles into her neck. "It's stupid that I care this much."
"No, it's not." Svetlana assures him.
Shane presses his lips into her neck hard before releasing her so they can close the door. He leans back against it, not ready to walk back into the kitchen where his parents are waiting. "I was sort of practicing in my head, how to deal with it when we won and what I would say to Ilya when… I never thought about it this way. I never expected…"
Svetlana nods, standing close to him, pressing their bodies together. "I know, baby. I don't think you did anything wrong. I think it makes sense for you to assume you were going to win. I wouldn't want you to play any other way. This is maybe an especially hard circumstance, but… you did the right thing."
Shane still feels guilt like a rock in his stomach. "It feels wrong. I want to be happy for him and I can't do it."
Svetlana considers that. "What if we hate him for round two and we can be happy for him in round three?"
Shane's lips quirk up. "So you were rooting for me?"
Svetlana rolls her eyes. "I wasn't rooting for either of you!" She gestures at her Irina Foundation jersey with her own name and number (53) on the back. "I was rooting for you to not get divorced."
Shane groans, rolling his eyes. "What is this fucking Boston inside joke?"
Svetlana giggles, "I'll let Ilya tell you when you're feeling better about talking things out with him."
Shane nods, eyes closing and just breathing.
Svetlana wonders if Ilya had a point… "Can I kiss you?"
Shane nods again, eyes blinking open.
So Svetlana kisses him.
It only takes a second for Shane's body to come back online after weeks of abstinence, but he grabs Svetlana by the hips and pins her against the door, kissing her hard.
Svetlana pushes him back, giggling, "Aren't your parents in the kitchen?"
"Yeah." Shane says like it's painful, forehead resting on her shoulder.
Svetlana kisses his cheek. "Okay, you need to eat something. Let's go chat."
Shane nods standing up straight and taking a steadying breath. Centering himself before they move into the next room.
When they turn the corner, David and Yuna are rearranging plates on the kitchen counter with too bright smiles.
"Svetlana!" David exclaims, "So good to have you here."
Shane shoots her a look. "They heard us."
Svetlana nods, holding back a laugh. "Yup."
Yuna shares a knowing glance with Svetlana, but asks, "Have you eaten?"
"No," Svetlana sits at the counter and surveys the take out containers. "I was too worried about a certain someone to stop for food."
Yuna laughs and wryly asks, "And how is Ilya doing?"
Shane glares at her. "Mom."
David puts a stop to that. "She's just joking, kiddo."
Yuna laughs guiltily as she fills her plate. "I'm allowed to be curious what he's up to."
Svetlana checks her phone. "I think they're probably playing Mario Kart again. Which is hilarious because Ilya sucks at Mario Kart."
Shane blinks at her. "What?"
Svetlana shoots him a withering glare. "Talk to your boyfriend, Shane."
David raises an eyebrow at him. "Were you two really not talking? I thought you were exaggerating."
Svetlana interrupts. "I feel like a camp counselor. They've been exhausting."
David and Yuna look at each other, laughing.
David shrugs. "Yeah, I guess that makes sense."
Svetlana talks with her mouth full, "So what's the plan to get Comeau off the team to make room for Ilya?"
Shane's eyes snap to hers. "Who told you about Comeau?"
"Cliff." Svetlana raises her eyebrows at him. "What, you thought you were the only one asking around?"
Shane wants to mope. He wants to be grouchy and mad and frustrated and just generally feel sorry for himself.
But Svetlana is wearing an Irina jersey and talking (with her mouth full) casually with his parents and strategizing about hockey politics and just generally doing everything that tugs at Shane's heart strings.
Svetlana continues talking after his silence. "Figured it'd be easier for you to talk about next season than the end of this one, right?"
"Right." Shane agrees, allowing Svetlana to guide him away from his disappointment for a bit. He'll have to process it later, but for now he can be with them and actually have a conversation. "I mean, I think Theriault already knows Comeau isn't a good culture fit. He may not know about the homophobia, but I think JJ and Hayden have already reported him for a few incidents in the locker room. I would be surprised if we keep him much longer."
They catch David and Yuna up with what Hayden and JJ have been doing to make Montreal a more inclusive team and Shane happily shares that it's been working. He almost never hears slurs in the locker room anymore and when he does, it's followed by someone stammering out an apology or adjusting what they've said.
Svetlana snaps a picture of Shane right as he's taking a bite of food and he catches her, scowling.
 
[gay group chat for private reasons]
Sveta: proof of life [photo attached]
Rose: oh my god! and he's eating! youre a miracle worker
Sveta: it was mostly yuna and david
Shane: It was mostly Sveta. I wasn't hungry before she got here
Rose: do we get an ilya proof of life too
Sveta: probably not right now
 
[Texts: Rose & Ilya]
Ilya: i am trying to get last place in mario kart and its actually harder than expected [photo attached]
Rose: sorry i thought you played for the MLH, didnt realize you were on a timbits team
Ilya: send me a selfie
Rose: um no, youre drunk in a room full of drunk hockey players playing mario kart
Ilya: pleaaaase, proof of life. remember that voice note i sent you, you owe me
Rose: youre going to wake up tomorrow, reread this, and realize how stupid it was
Ilya: uGH EVERYONE IS BEING SO MEAN TO ME. i won the game, dont i get rewards
Rose: when you send me proof that you are alone in your hotel room, we can talk about it
Ilya: FINE
 
[App: Rose & Sveta]
Rose: ilya is drunkenly trying to get me to sext him, does that count as playoff sex
Sveta: i think the only thing ilya counts as playoff sex for the superstition is penetrative so youre good
Rose: spoken from experience?
Sveta: he used to always say giving doesnt count so who am i to complain
Rose: lmaoooo should i ask shane about it
Sveta: i'll talk to him when his parents leave
Rose: okay, i'll assume no unless i hear otherwise but he makes a good point. ilya DID win and i do think he deserves a reward even if shane isnt ready to be the one to give it to him!
Sveta: you are as bad as each other, thank god youre part of this. hes an adult he doesnt need a sex reward for winning a fucking hockey game
Rose: but hes sooooo hot
Sveta: and soooooo drunk
Rose: hes sober enough to know he should avoid the group chat right now!
Sveta: that is such a low bar
Rose: ughhhhhhh yeah youre right
Sveta: i know

 ★ ★ ★ 







      

  












      Chapter 137: I Wanted to Be Happy
  



    Chapter Notes

      ...ive been posting links to new chapters for discord but i'll let you all find this one in your inbox ahahaha







   ★ ★ ★ 

Yuna and David wish them a good night, Shane and Svetlana both cringing horribly at the suggestive looks they get from Shane's parents. But Svetlana can't be too bothered about it because she also gets big hugs and that's not something she's used to, so she can accept some awkward teasing as a trade off.
The house goes silent as they close the door and look at each other.
Shane stares at her.
Svetlana can't quite read the look in his eyes. It's something between affectionate, guilty, and horny.
Shane asks, "Would you be mad at me if I said I want to drag you to bed right now?"
Svetlana nearly falls over she laughs so hard.
Shane sighs. "Okay, not the reaction I was expecting."
Svetlana collects her self, "Shane, baby, why would I ever be mad about that?"
Shane gestures in reference to this entire night. "It's fucked, isn't it? I mean, Ilya and I have been avoiding each other and obviously I want it to be him so isn't it terrible to ask you? I don't want to think of you as my second choice, but–"
Svetlana holds his face in her hands. "You are on a stream of consciousness I think you're gonna regret. And we both know exactly why you would prefer Ilya to me when it comes to sex, Shane. That isn't news or anything for you to feel guilty about. If you actually feel that asking me to go to bed with you would be treating me as your second choice, then it's probably not a good idea for us to do that right now. And maybe we just cuddle instead until you can get your emotions about all of this back in order."
Shane's eyes close, but he looks frustrated. "I'm sorry. I'm being such a bra– not that kind of brat, like… I don't know. I'm really bad at losing, Sveta. I feel like it turns me into the worst version of myself and I kind of didn't want you around while… but it helped to have you here. I don't know." He pulls her hands off of his face and steps away, dropping onto the couch.
He pinches the bridge of his nose. "This entire cup run has been such a disaster for us. Ilya and I were both being fucking children about it and, I mean, you said you felt like a camp counselor!" He looks up at her, frustration at himself vibrating out of him. "I swore to you I would stop making you feel like that and we're back here again!"
Svetlana sits on the couch next to him, hand on his arm. "This is a very special circumstance."
Shane rolls his eyes. "I've lost playoff runs before. I shouldn't be so–"
"It's different because it was against Ilya." Svetlana says it and lets that hang in the air for a moment. "Shane, it's okay to take this one harder than usual. Your life is very different this year than it was last year. And last year you lost because you had a concussion and a broken collarbone."
"It was a fracture," Shane corrects automatically.
Svetlana glares at him.
Shane nods, grabbing her hand to hold it in his. "You're right. I know you're right. It's just hard to not feel sorry for myself right now. And I want to be happy for Ilya. Especially because…"
And this has been the elephant in the room that Ilya and Shane really need to talk about.
Ilya's entire playoff run has happened within the context that he came out as queer while actively playing in a season. MLH game coverage has been eating up every opportunity to talk about it and analyze every part of Ilya's public image through this new lens.
Which very quickly pointed to Shane.
Their saving grace had been that while reporters were digging around for comments, a player who chose to remain anonymous had said that he heard Shane was dating Sergei Vetrov's daughter. There was only one gossip site that ran that quote with Svetlana's father's name and dug into her connection to Ilya, but most of the major news channels used the quote to make the decision not to speculate about Ilya and Shane.
That hadn't stopped Twitter and Tumblr, especially after Ilya's short-sighted "50%" comment.
The press has been asking Shane about Ilya but he was prepared for that and kept repeating his prepared responses about how Scott and Ilya were trailblazers.
The league's legal team had been quick to make sure that everyone with the press knew it was illegal to ask about players' identities, so that was shut down before it could become a problem.
For the first time in weeks, Shane doesn't have to shove everything down to focus on playoffs and he lets it all finally hit him.
He wants to cry about it. He thinks it would probably help if he could let himself cry about it, but now that he's ready for it, the tears don't come. "I'm scared." It's all he can manage to say, but he knows he doesn't have to say more.
Svetlana switches to Russian, "I know, golden one. You've been so brave."
Shane rejects that, unfazed by the second language and responding in his first, "I didn't do anything! Ilya's the one who… I did the same thing I always do. Canned publicity lines, lying, and hiding."
Svetlana realizes that she had been so focused on Ilya's mental state, and the relief that he had actually started therapy on his own, that it hadn't even occurred to her to suggest Shane do the same. But she knows right now, mid-meltdown, would likely be the worst possible time to suggest to someone that they seek professional help.
She tries to reassure him, "It's okay if you're not ready to–"
"And what if I am!" Shane nearly shouts, and now the tears well in his eyes. "Fuck." He shoves the palms of his hands into his eyes, wiping at them roughly.
Svetlana's too caught off guard to think of what to say.
Shane continues. "What if I'm tired of lying? What if I finally get it, why it's worth it to come out? What if seeing Ilya hold himself back every time someone asks if he's seeing someone is killing me inside because part of me wants him to say my name? Maybe I was never ready to come out for myself, but now Ilya is out and… now I can come out as his and that's all I ever…" The sobs cut off any further words he could try to say.
Svetlana holds him through it, trying to process the weeks of emotions Shane is finally letting himself feel.
Shane clings to her, choking back the sobs, "But I'm so terrified that it'll make them assume I'm not yours anymore and it feels so fucking greedy to want both. And I don't know if I'm allowed to have that."
And Svetlana thinks that maybe she should reach out to her therapist who she hasn't seen in a year too.
Shane keeps talking, desperate to get it all out. "The press found out about you and I didn't get to feel excited about it. We have all these fucking secrets and people know that I'm with you and I had to feel relieved that it meant people didn't know I was with Ilya and it made me so sick. I fucking hated myself for feeling relieved because I wanted to be happy. I just want to be happy for both of you and I can't."
Svetlana holds him against her, fingers petting through his hair. "I'm sorry." She's crying too. "I didn't realize… I didn't realize what all of this was going to do to you. We were all trying so hard to make Ilya happy and…"
"No, it was the right thing. Letting Ilya come out. That's the only part of this I don't regret." Shane says, eyes shining. "He's so fucking happy. You can tell too, can't you? Even on video, he looks so…" He can't find the words. "Happy."
Svetlana sighs. "He wouldn't be happy if he knew how much you were hurting."
Shane swallows. "I know, but I don't want to ruin this for him. He's still got a good chance for a cup run and then… then he's uprooting his whole life for me."
Svetlana grits her teeth. "You have to talk to him."
"I know," Shane admits. "After the cup run."
"Shane–"
"Look, I know, okay! I know it's insane to prioritize hockey to our relationship but… I'll talk to him after the Eastern conference final. There's a bit of a break before the cup finals." He doesn't even realize he's applying his assumptions about winning to Ilya, but Svetlana notices with a small smile. Shane's already expecting Ilya to win. "He did that one interview about New York and Boston both having queer captains. Just let him enjoy this a little longer, okay?"
The things Svetlana wants to say to him could fill a book, but it's nothing they haven't already said to each other a thousand times. So instead she asks, "Are you gonna travel to watch the games?"
Shane hesitates. "I want to. I don't know if it's a good idea." He pulls away to finally look at her face again. "He asked me to. After the game earlier."
Svetlana shoots him a look. "The photos of you two talking after the game are all over Twitter."
Shane smirks. "So are the ones of us hugging after game four."
Svetlana blinks at him. "Have you been checking?"
Shane waves his hand back and forth. "I knew it would be a shitty idea to start to actually scroll during playoffs so I begged Rose to send me highlights."
Svetlana says the thing they're both thinking. "If you go to every single game of the Eastern conference finals after losing your cup run, it's going to be harder to deny any more rumors that pop up."
Shane nods. "I know."
Svetlana has to shift the tone. She raises an eyebrow. "Would you wear Boston colors?"
"Absolutely not," Shane spits back immediately. "I could be coerced into wearing an Irina jersey with his name on it."
"Coerced," Svetlana asks with a sly grin.
Shane smirks. "Probably not to a game, but maybe after at the hotel or at his place if it's a home game."
Svetlana raises an eyebrow at him. "He'll fuck you if you do that, you know."
Shane sighs. "You're probably right."
They look at each other and finally have found their way to laughter.
Like a dam breaking, they kiss.
It's a soft, gentle thing. Just to find a way back to each other after a tough conversation.
Now that it's all out there, Shane backtracks and says, "Rose said people are dying over that penalty box video."
"Which one."
"The coming out one."
Svetlana cackles evilly. "I knew that one would take off. I've been thinking about it for months."
Shane kisses her again, holding her face in his hand. "I'm sorry I'm such a disaster right now."
Svetlana kisses him back. "It's okay. Once we get through these playoff runs, I'm going to realize how long it's been since I've seen Rose in person and then you have to hold me on the couch while I crash out about if I'm allowed to miss her as much as I do if she's aromantic."
Shane blinks at her.
Svetlana lets out a sigh, wincing at accidentally being too honest. She can't help it, Shane brings this out of her. But she really, really doesn't want to get into it right now. "Okay, that came out heavier than I meant it to. Please just say something cute and we can talk about it later."
With a pained laugh, Shane says, "I'll add it to my calendar."
Svetlana kisses his cheek, relieved, "So… speaking of Rose…"
Shane narrows his eyes. "Why do I feel like this is bad news?"
Svetlana grimaces. "It's not bad just… complicated."
Shane gestures at her. "Just say it. We're past the point of either of us having enough energy to keep being sad or mad right now."
Svetlana snorts. "True. Um, apparently Ilya drunk texted her something about sexting later tonight?"
For a moment, Shane doesn't react at all. And then laughter bursts from him as if he wasn't expecting it either. He mumbles into his hands. "Jesus Christ, Ilya."
Svetlana is quick to explain. "Rose said she wouldn't do it unless she got very explicit permission from you about it. But Ilya's being an idiot about deserving a reward after winning and he knows you're not up for it tonight."
Shane keeps his face buried in his hands, but Svetlana is mystified by the smirk she can see peeking out. "This is going to sound insane," he starts, lifting his head, "but that's kind of perfect?"
Svetlana blinks at him, searching his face for any doubt or deception. "Are you serious?"
Shane gestures between them. "I needed you tonight. Why is it surprising if he needs her?"
Svetlana has a thousand answers for that. "Because they barely talk?"
Shane makes a face. "But when they do talk, it goes really well. They had one fucking phone call and both of them still talk about it months later. And I don't know about you, but I have some very vivid memories of how much fun they had in bed together. If Ilya wants someone to play with tonight, it's kind of perfect if Rose is up for it. Unless he's truly black out drunk…" He squints.
Svetlana shrugs. "Rose made the point that he seems sober enough to know not to text the group chat."
"True," Shane laughs, shaking his head. "I think I'm okay with it if Rose is." Then he looks closer at Svetlana. "Uh, and if you are?"
Svetlana's still staring at Shane. "Are you actually okay with it?" But she can see on his face that he is.
"Honestly, Sveta, it's kind of a relief. I feel like shit knowing he's here in Montreal and I'm not with him. I want… God, I want him to fuck me." He zones out a little.
Svetlana snaps to keep Shane's attention.
"Fuck," he blushes. "Sorry."
Svetlana laughs. "You two were not built for abstinence." A plan starts to crystallize in her mind. "Okay, I have an idea. But you are allowed to veto if you don't like it."
"What's the plan?"
Svetlana stands up, offering her hand to help him up even though he doesn't need it. "Well even if you don't want to do it, I think we should start with getting you out of that fucking game day suit."
Shane had forgotten he was still wearing it.
He'd gotten dressed in a daze and by the time he was in the car on the way home, his mind was focused on other things. "Yeah, let's start there."

 ★ ★ ★ 
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[gay friend group for private reasons]
Sveta: please make smart choices if youre too drunk, ilyushka, but if you two feel okay, green light from shane and i
 
[Texts: Ilya & Sveta]
Ilya: is it okay for me to post in there now. is he okay
Sveta: hes getting there. but yes i think in this instance it would be a great idea for you to say something
 
[gay friend group for private reasons]
Ilya: i have a very high tolerance and love to act more drunk than i am
Rose: sveta, whats your judgement on that
Shane: If he says he feels okay, he's okay. He's good about holding himself back when he needs to
Ilya: you are okay with it?
Shane: I'm glad someone else can help you even if I can't
Shane: And I heard you suck at Mario Kart and are trying to pretend like you're losing on purpose
Ilya: THATS A FUCKING LIE WHO THE FUCK TOLD YOU THAT
Ilya: was it fucking marlow. fucking traitor.
Ilya: i know mackay thinks hes like buddy buddy with us now that he knows
Ilya: he WOULD fucking sell me out to get an in with you
Shane: Yeah, actually an impressive lack of typos in his second language. He's sober, probably just tipsy
Rose: holy shit shane
 
Shane puts his phone on the night stand and rolls to look at Svetlana lying beside him.
She laughs and does the same. "I think they're probably good."
"Yeah," Shane says, reaching out to brush his thumb over her cheek. "How do I feel okay right now? I felt so fucking bad earlier."
Svetlana shrugs. "I think you probably love me a lot or something."
"Or something," Shane says wryly and throws his leg over her, straddling her as he kisses her.
The kiss is pretty heated until Svetlana starts giggling too much to maintain it.
Shane pulls back, panting. "What?"
Svetlana shakes her head. "I'm wondering if you're bi, and just conditioned to only having sex with Ilya and a period of abstinence reset your sexuality."
Shane lets out a sigh. "I don't wanna think about it tonight. I just wanna touch you."
Svetlana nods, teasing, "Spoken like a repressed bisexual."
They joke together, but Svetlana can tell in the way he's touching her that while he is feeling pretty horny, he's still seeking the intimacy of skin to skin contact with her. It's not the same type of out of control, sexual magnetism he has with Ilya.
Shane's smile is sharp as he kisses down her neck. "What was your idea?"
Svetlana hums as Shane mouths at her neck. "Remember when we talked about how you liked the fantasy of me using you? Do you wanna try that for real?"
Shane's administrations slow and he sits up looking down at her, brow furrowed. "You mean…" The bisexual joke fizzles out immediately.
"You can say no," Svetlana repeats firmly. "It's just an idea. I just thought… with the way you're feeling tonight, I don't know. I kind of wondered if it would do something for you to feel…used. And I know you're used to the sex with Ilya after games being insanely intense and I don't have the same equipment to do that for you."
Shane shoots her a look. "I heard you have almost too much equipment." Rose had filled him in on everything over the phone a couple weeks ago.
Svetlana rolls her eyes. "I'm not getting out the peg for the first time while you're feeling weird about what you want from me. If we're doing this, we're doing it in a way that has built in boundaries to remind you who you're actually with."
Shane nods, but sighs guiltily. "Okay. That's fair."
Svetlana continues. "But I can also just… I don't know. We can do oral if it's too much, or–"
"No, let's try it." There's something ironic about him saying it while being the one straddling her lap.
Svetlana's hands grip his thighs, looking up at him with a skeptical eyebrow raised. "You sure?"
Shane gets off her lap, sitting beside her. "I get what you mean about… how I'm feeling and why that might…" He knows couples who practice BDSM usually talk through stuff like this, the emotions they plan to evoke or work through in a scene. Their polycule has typically focused on physical boundaries or boundaries specifically around who they're doing things with.
It's making this click even more for him and Svetlana to approach sex on their own like this, through a well planned scene.
Shane collects himself and tries to speak plainly. "I know we're both thinking it so I'll just say it. I feel like shit after being knocked out of playoffs and I'm feeling a lot of complicated things about not being with Ilya tonight. And I'm feeling more complicated things about being here with you and… not being what you need. Or you not being what I need. And I think… yeah, there's tons of ways this could go wrong. But we've called safe words and stopped before and I know we can do that again. I think… if the idea is for you to ride me, to use me…" He spaces out for a second, picturing it.
His fear is that he won't be able to stay hard. The last time he tried this was when he was dating Rose.
Svetlana speaks softly. "It's okay if we try and it doesn't work. We can stop."
Shane's eyes close, nodding in a self soothing way. "Yeah, no. I know that." He tries again. "I think exaggerating these feelings in a physical way… letting you use me while I feel unsure of how to do this with you… it's messy but I think it's… I think it's good. I think it could work."
Svetlana inches closer to him, hand on his chest. "You haven't slipped for just me before. It's always been both of us."
Shane chews on his lip. "You think I would? Slip?"
Svetlana deadpans. "Shane… think about everything you're saying. We're essentially deciding to do a scene where we explore a kind of degradation and I think a lot of shame is gonna come up for you. I would be very surprised if you don't slip."
Shane tries to picture it, lying on his back while…
Svetlana can see a question forming in his eyes. "What?"
Shane winces. "You're going to think I'm crazy."
"Mmm," Svetlana kisses him. "I already think that."
Shane laughs. "Um, I just think… if it starts to… not work. It might start to work again if you… restrain my arms?"
Svetlana stares at him.
Shane stares back.
Svetlana lets out a long sigh and over-dramatically shoves her face into his, "You're fucking crazy."
Shane barks out a laugh, "I know, I know. I just think–"
"I understand why you think that might work." Svetlana says, rolling her eyes before saying, "Maybe. Maybe. And only because I know you've been looking into it. But I get to make that call. If you start begging for it, don't think you'll automatically get it just because you're cute."
Shane puts on his best look of innocence. "I hear I'm very cute when I slip."
"Yeah, well Ilya is a biased observer." Svetlana says flatly. She shakes her head. "Get on your back and take off your shirt."
Shane tests it out, "Yes, ma'am."
Svetlana looks at him as he does what she says. "And how did that feel to say?"
"Weird," Shane says honestly.
Svetlana nods, "Yeah, I've never really been into the ma'am thing."
Shane reaches for her thigh, just for a point of contact while he lies on his back shirtless. "I could try sir."
Svetlana raises an eyebrow at him. "Oh really? And you would gain nothing from that gender fuckery?"
Shane shoots back. "I think you'd be into it. I think you like being masc when you can."
Svetlana freezes for a second. "What did I do that– When did you learn about gender roles?"
Shane shrugs. "It's kind of all part of the split attraction model and polyamory research. It's all connected."
Svetlana leans down, pressing her lips over his heart. "It's really convenient for you if I like being masc, huh?"
There's mischief in Shane's eyes as he says, "Yes, sir."
Svetlana thrills to hear it. "Oh, fuck you."
Shane nods. "Yeah, kinda hoping you will."
They're both laughing as she leans in to kiss him.
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Rose: are you STILL playing mario kart
Ilya: no i am teaching the raiders how to lose to me at cards
Rose: which game
Ilya: it is a game i made up where you learn the rules as you go and the goal is to lose and help me win, but you dont know thats the rule until you win
Rose: so how do you win?
Ilya: by losing
Rose: well yeah but… you know what, never mind. i thought we were sexting
Ilya: impatient?
Rose: a little, yeah
Ilya: mm okay, i will tell the boys a beautiful superstar actress is begging me to go to bed with her
Rose: you could say im an actor to imply youre hooking up with a man now that they all know
Ilya: that is such a good point but do not worry rose landry, i have been thirsting over equal amount of men and women in front of them at any given chance
Rose: are you sure youre not drunk
Ilya: i think most of my friends would say "unfortunately he is just like this"
Rose: fair
Ilya: okay i am in hotel room [Photo attached: Selfie of Ilya, shirtless, sitting on his hotel bed. He's making a kissy face at the camera.]
Rose: i dont buy it. you seem like the kind of guy who would have thirst traps saved to send and i know youre in hotels a lot
[Incoming video call: Ilya]
Rose answers with a smirk, "I should've seen that coming."
"Hello, Rose. Take off your shirt." Ilya flops back onto the bed.
Rose giggles. "I was going to be so nice to you but you're making me not want to."
Ilya frowns. "What do you mean?"
Rose pretends to think really hard, speaking a little cutesy. "Well, I did think it was really impressive that you beat my ex-boyfriend to continue your cup run. So I thought you'd be a little nicer to me to make sure you get a reward."
Ilya blinks at her. "Is this a test?"
Rose cocks her head to the side. "No."
Confused doesn't even begin to explain the thoughts in Ilya's mind. "You are acting like… I don't know if it's the right word. Bimbo?"
Rose gasps dramatically. "Me?! Hm, I guess I thought a big, strong man like you would have fun with that kind of thing."
Ilya starts connecting the dots. "Not a test. A game?"
Rose tilts the camera down and gives Ilya a view of the lingerie peeking out of her shirt. "Do you wanna play with me, Mr. Rozanov?"
Ilya barks a laugh. "Okay, I understand. If you want to do Marilyn Monroe, that's very hot. But don't do the, uh, like a little girl."
Rose lights up, voice going back to normal. "Oh, I can do Marilyn. I was born to play Marilyn."
Ilya's charmed by how quickly Rose drops the character. "Hi, Rose."
Rose purses her lips at him. "That's Marilyn Mon-Rose, to you." Her voice takes on a breathy quality.
Ilya laughs again. "It's very good."
Rose drops out of it again. "Are you just gonna keep laughing 'cause it's not gonna be very hot if you treat this like a comedy show."
Ilya takes the question seriously. "It's a fun idea," he says, pondering. "But when I asked, it's because I was hoping to have you."
It's extremely disarming and Rose doesn't know quite how to react to that at first. "You know, most guys go crazy when I toss the idea of roleplay out there like this."
"Mm," Ilya considers that. "Yes, I agree, it's very hot. But you are already a treat. You don't need to be someone else for me."
Rose parses that for a second and then laughs. "She's going to be irritated I said this, but you and Sveta have got to stop reading from the same playbook."
Ilya's brow furrows. "What playbook?"
Rose gestures vaguely. "She's also very sweet like this in bed but pretends to be a sex demon. I mean, I do think your libido is way higher than hers from what we've talked about so far, but you're not the casual hook up guy you pretend to be. You like when it's real."
Ilya feels twitchy at being so accurately read. "I am very spoiled. I've had real for a year."
Rose raises an eyebrow at him. "It was real for longer than a year."
She's the first one to call them out on that. He and Shane both have been in the habit of talking about their relationship as when they started to make it official, whether that's at the cottage over the Summer or at the All-Star game last year. But Rose is right. It's been real for them for much, much longer.
Ilya wonders how Shane is doing. How he's coping with the loss. If he's letting Svetlana touch him or not.
He shakes it off. "Take off your shirt."
Rose rolls her eyes. "Can I still play a little? I was kinda excited about it. I thought you'd go for it."
Ilya nods, "A little."
Rose shivers excitedly. "Fun, okay. Let's go."
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Svetlana straddles Shane's lap, pleased and surprised to find that he's hard already or at least getting there.
She places her hands on his chest and spends some time just mapping out his torso, his arms. Relishing in the feeling of him, the warmth of him, under her palms. His eyes flutter shut and she watches with rapt attention the way his brows draw together, the small sounds that escape his throat as he enjoys her hands on him.
Nothing about it is inherently sexual aside from the fact that Shane hasn't had sex in three weeks and she can tell how badly he wants to be touched.
She takes a moment to slide her hands up his arms to grip his wrists and Shane moans. Noted. She starts to play her part, voice dropping into a harsh whisper, "You think you deserve this?"
Shane's surprised by the question and doesn't answer immediately.
Svetlana asks another one, "You think you deserve me?" Something about the question snags in her mind. Or maybe it knocks something loose. She ignores it for now.
"No." Their conversation preceding this is what helps Shane understand how to answer.
"Mmm," Svetlana agrees, leaning in to nip at his bottom lip. He tries to chase her lips for a real kiss but she denies him, sitting up. "No, I don't think so either."
This is darker than other scenes they've done, and she's trusting Shane to pull the plug if it gets to be too much. So she keeps going, letting them try this.
"So desperate for someone else and you couldn't even win for me?"
She feels the sharp intake of breath beneath her.
But Shane doesn't ask to stop.
Playing this part, exaggerating this role as someone that Shane should be expected to worship, it makes her realize that… she's not sure if she's ever truly let him take care of her. The scene starts to get its hooks in her as deeply as it has to Shane.
"No," Svetlana continues, "I don't think you should get to have me the way you want me. I think I should get to have you the way I want you."
And that pulls a moan from Shane's lips and Svetlana relaxes, addicted to the unabashed want radiating from him.
"Yes, sir. However you want me." Shane pants and he's slipping already, as she expected.
It's almost funny how quickly he submits to her, into the scene, especially considering he didn't think he would.
She bites at his collar lightly, before whispering, "I want this," and sliding her hand down to grip his dick in her hand over his sweats.
Shane's hips stutter up into her touch. "You can have it."
If Ilya were here, she would play more. But this is all a big question mark and she has no idea if there's a clock ticking down on how long this will work for Shane or not, so she doesn't hesitate.
She moves off of him for a moment. "Take off your pants." While he does that, she gets a condom out of the nightstand and kind of can't believe she's about to use it on Shane this time.
She unwraps it but hands it to him. "Put this on."
It's another dig at the shame he wanted to explore because she knows he doesn't do this often, not for himself.
She watches silently, undressing herself, as he fumbles with the condom. He drops it at first but tries again and gets it on.
"You can earn it," Svetlana whispers, kissing up his chest to his jaw. "Let me use you tonight and maybe we try it your way tomorrow."
Shane's whole body shivers. "Holy fuck, Sveta."
Svetlana hums as she straddles him. "That's not what you were calling me tonight."
"Sorry, sir."
For a second, Svetlana is back in the cottage while they were still getting to know each other, still figuring out the complicated ways they felt about each other and about Ilya. Back when she was trying to convince herself that Shane was just incredibly hot and she definitely wasn't starting to have feelings for him.
Really, at no point in the last few months did she ever think they'd actually be trying this.
She reaches down and strokes him. "You gonna be good for me?"
His hands are fisted in the sheets, half nervous and half excited. "So good."
Svetlana looks him in the eye.
He's looking at her with a mix of awe and desire.
God, she really didn't think she could have this affect on him. It's a strange thought to have but she realizes he's good at this. At kink. Something about all of this comes so naturally to him. Or maybe it's because he approached it so clinically at first, always going so slow and trying to understand before he tried it. Always making sure they all felt safe with each other.
It makes a sort of sense. He's one of the top players in the world in his sport. A game with tons of rules and strategy. Of course he would resonate with adding rules and strategy to sex and then relaxing into it and relying on muscle memory and instinct.
He's developed such a clear understanding of the difference between attraction and libido and he's comfortable with exploring the ways in which those overlap and the ways that they don't.
Svetlana thinks a part of him must know his attraction and libido aren't overlapped right now, but as he submits further into the scene, into her, she wonders if he may have found a small sliver of overlap to exist within.
She licks her lips, savoring this moment with him and says, "Don't move."
Shane swallows. "Yes, sir."
And Svetlana guides him into her.
She loses it for a second as she settles over him, feeling him inside her.
Despite the complications with attraction, it's still an incredibly intimate act and she loves him so much. She never thought she would feel this with him. She knows they would've found a way to achieve this feeling one way or another, she just expected it was going to be with the peg. She didn't expect to try it this way first or even at all. To connect with him like this, to feel part of him like this, the sensation of it feels even stronger because it's not muddled with the haze of attraction. Every single second of this is an intentional choice to be physically vulnerable with each other.
It's difficult for her to assign words to the feeling, but she knows it's more important than staying perfectly in the scene. She breaks and leans down to kiss him hard.
He's right there with her, but can only stand it for so long. Whining, he begs, "Move, Sveta, please."
She doesn't punish him for using her name, just gets back on track.
This is the part where she gets to switch gears.
"Fuck, Shane, you feel so good. So good for me."
His hands slide onto her thighs as she rides him.
"You're always so fucking good for me," she pants.
Shane stares up at her, eyes wide and jaw a little slack at the praise after the shame.
"So kind, and adoring, and dedicated to everything you do, to everyone you love." Svetlana can't help letting the words pour from her. She thought about this scene and how it would help Shane, but she hasn't really let herself think about how it would help her.
Shane's right. She's spent the last three weeks in a really complicated headspace trying to be the mediator for Shane and Ilya as they navigated playoffs and coming out. Hell, she had to figure out how to be the one professionally covering her best friend's very public coming out campaign on social media while also supporting him personally while also supporting their shared boyfriend.
They keep ending up back here and Shane keeps blaming himself but he can't seem to see the way Svetlana is the one inviting it upon herself. Ilya practically begged her to ask him for support more often, asked her what she needed from him. It's so easy to move mountains for them, and feels wholly impossible to do even one tiny thing for herself. There is a wall within her that she is still trapped within.
And Shane is always the one who finds the cracks.
"Sveta…" Shane whines, hips twitching.
Svetlana tsks, "I told you not to move, treasure." It's a trick she usually uses on Ilya, switching to Russian. But it seems to have the same effect on Shane. Shane who fell for her despite already being in love with someone else. Shane who can listen quietly and then cut straight to the core of her with one sentence.
Shane's teeth grind together from the effort it takes him to try to stay still, whole body tense.
Svetlana continues, "You always think you're not enough. It's not new, treasure. It's not just today. It's all the time, isn't it? You have to be perfect but according to who? I think you're perfect already. Who are you trying to prove yourself to?"
"Me," Shane chokes out, hands gripping her thighs. "I know it's just me but I can't… it's not… I'm not enough."
Svetlana surges down to kiss him, speaking against his lips. "Yes, you are, love." She sits back up. "Now come for me and prove it." She picks up the pace. Her own eyes well up a bit because she had gotten so comfortable in the role of expert here. She felt so responsible for being the one to guide Shane where he needs to go, come up with ideas, protect him.
But that changed a long time ago, didn't it? Shane's been the one coming up with scenes, protecting them from themselves. He's on even ground with her now, maybe even surpassed her, and she realizes that she's not practicing what she preaches. They've talked about the way subs and doms both have control in scenes. They've talked about doms and aftercare. Yet Svetlana has rarely paid herself any attention. She remembers all the times Ilya and Shane tried to check on her and she pushed them away.
So it's here, caught in this moment of incredible vulnerability and intimacy with Shane, that it finally hits her how much he's been trying to support her in return. And the more she denied it, the more he started to believe he wasn't enough for her.
Shane's lost in it all, but she knows he's close. And god she wants to do this for him, for them. She wants him to see, to feel how much he does for her.
She slides off of him and replaces the friction with her hand as quick as she can.
"Fuck, Sveta…"
And it works.
Shane seems just as surprised as she is as he breathes heavily, coming down from his orgasm. He fidgets uncomfortably, pulling off the condom and tying it before discarding it in the trash can next to the bed. He takes about ten seconds to process before frowning and blinking his eyes open at Svetlana. "Wait, did you…?"
Svetlana only has time to shake her head in one direction before Shane is pushing her onto her back, kissing down her stomach until he can get her mouth on her.
Svetlana laughs wildly as she gasps. "No hesitation there, huh? You know how good you are for me." And she lets herself enjoy it.
All the things she's been saying to Rose float through her mind. All the encouragements about boundaries and trusting that they want her. Trusting that this is real. She realizes she's been scared to really let herself trust in this intimacy with Shane, always hiding behind his intimacy with Ilya so she never had to figure out if it was real or not.
He moans between her legs, happily doing what he can to pleasure her.
It's real.
A tear falls from the corner of her eye onto the pillow. "You're a menace," she pants out, voice a little rough with emotion.
Shane turns his head and nips at the inside of her thigh playfully before getting back to work.
Svetlana cackles. "Brat." And she can see the smirk on his lips.
"Fuck…" her thighs clench around him as she cums.
And Shane sighs happily and kisses his way back up her body before nuzzling his face into her neck and dropping his weight on her.
Svetlana wants to stay here forever. "Do you need to shower–"
"Give us a second," Shane says, holding them in place there.
She kicks herself. Even after all of these revelations, she's still falling back into the habit of trying to prioritize Shane's needs to her own.
But those two things aren't mutually exclusive anymore.
He knows she likes this, feeling his weight over her. In the past, she would assume this was just for him but it's not and it never was.
This has always been for both of them. He's always been trying to take care of her as much as she takes care of him.
She runs her hands over his back while they lie together, processing. She lets her eyes close and breathes in this moment with him. But she has to ask, "It was good?"
Shane hums. "It was really good."
"It wasn't too much?"
Shane kisses her jaw. "You're never too much."
Svetlana laughs, heart cracking at the blatant affection in his voice. "Seriously, Shane. It was a lot, I just want to make sure…"
"It was good, Sveta. I promise. It feels… I feel good. Was it good for you?"
How did she ever convince herself he didn't want her as much as she wants him?
"It was really good for me, Shane," She cards her fingers through his hair and kisses his cheek.
They sit in the silence for a moment before Shane manages to say, "It helped."
Svetlana squeezes her arms around him. "That's all I wanted."
Shane hums thoughtfully. "That's all? I thought you wanted my dick."
Svetlana snorts, letting him be the one to guide them out of this. "Well, I got that."
Shane kisses her, smiling down at her softly. "You're unbelievable."
He's radiant above her and she can't stop thinking about how wholly, and deeply she has fallen in love with him. "I could say the same thing about you."
Shane kisses her again, holding their faces together for a moment before saying, "Okay… shower."
Svetlana pushes him off of her, completely reenergized by the love in his eyes. "I got you some officially licenced Boston Raiders bed sheets that we can–"
"No, you didn't, you fucking liar." They walk into the bathroom and Shane turns on the shower.
"But what if I did?"
"They only make them for kids twin mattresses."
"How do you know that?"
"All the teams have the same merch options."
"What and you have them all memorized?"
"They make us model most of them. It's hard to miss."
"Oh my god, forgot I was talking to a world famous model."
"Shut up."
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"I keep thinking about how good your hands felt on me," Rose's voice is a little breathy, not quite all the way to her Marilyn impression, but enough that Ilya knows she's putting it on.
Shane thinks about it too, Ilya doesn't say.
Fuck, it's absolutely unreal.
Rose is objectively one of the hottest women in the world and he can't stop thinking about Shane. Though he would argue Shane is also objectively one of the hottest men in the world. God forbid he enjoy being bisexual.
"Are you touching yourself?" She asks.
"Yes," and it's true, he is. But it's not really…
Rose softens, reading something in his expression. "You can't stop thinking about him."
Ilya groans, frustrated. "It's not fair. You're so hot."
Rose licks her lips. "Um, before we…before we unpack that… is it super fucked up if I ask to see you even if you're not gonna…"
Ilya smirks, "I think maybe I am the Marilyn Monroe here actually." He pulls the camera back and lets Rose ogle him.
Rose touches herself, eyes hungrily taking him in. "Shane is a very lucky guy."
Ilya hums, "Maybe not today."
Rose laughs shakily, biting her lip.
Ilya watches her face. "You know, many people look very silly when they come. You really make it look like a movie."
Rose tries to laugh, but her brows furrow as pleasure crests through her. Her eyes close as she takes some heavy breaths.
Ilya feels guilty. "I'm sorry I could not do more for you. You wanted to play."
"This is plenty, Ilya. You're very fun but also just nice to look at too." Her eyes blink open. "Are you okay? Can I help or…"
Ilya hesitates. "Is it okay to talk?"
Rose shrugs, acting extra casual while getting off the bed to clean up. "I got what I needed. We can chat now."
Ilya smirks at her. "You are also a fuck boy, but you accuse Sveta of this."
Rose's jaw drops. "Excuse you. I am a fuck woman." She scrunches her nose. "Okay, no. That didn't work the way I thought it would."
Ilya chuckles. "Is it okay to talk about Shane? I know usually he is the one who goes to you and I go to Sveta. I think we are a little mixed up tonight."
Rose props the phone up in the bathroom and washes her hands. "We can talk about Shane. I think… or, I guess I can imagine, if the four of us are… whatever this is, I think we probably will end up talking to each other about each other a lot, right?"
Ilya nods. There's something about the way Rose speaks with an utter disregard for grammar that brings him a lot of peace. It was a little confusing at first, but he's grown fond of it. He too could not care less about speaking English correctly as long as people understand what he's saying. "This is the longest we haven't spoken to each other since he was dating you."
Rose winces. "Oh. So maybe not my best idea to virtually hook up with you tonight."
Ilya waves that off. "No, it's okay. Shane was being silly in the group chat. He would not do that if he was not okay with it."
Rose snorts. "So is it tradition for you to stop talking to each other and then fail to hook up with me?"
Ilya's jaw actually drops. "That is so fucked up, Rose Landry."
Rose shrugs. "You supposedly love my tits sooo much and yet can't get hard."
Ilya whines in a way he would deny later. "Because I miss my fucking boyfriend and I know he is very sad about losing!"
Rose nods. "Yeah, he's a sore loser."
Ilya sputters a laugh. "How do you know this?"
Rose raises an eyebrow at him. "Montreal lost to Ottawa while we were dating."
Ilya had forgotten about that. He was busy having a streak of bad games too, though. "Mm, Shane always assumes it is impossible for him to lose. So it is very bad for him when he does, but it also means that he always sees a way to win. It's not something I want him to change. I like the way he… it's very… what's the word. When you can only assume good things?"
"Optimistic?" Rose guesses.
"Mmm," Ilya hums enthusiastically. "Optimistic yes. He has a hard time being optimistic about things in life other than hockey. Well… I think he is trying very hard to be optimistic about all of us. He thinks there must be a way to win, you know. It's hard for him to see the ways that… there is a way for us to win, to be happy together and stop hiding. But there is a lot we probably will have to lose to get there."
Rose lets out a breath. "That's a very sweet way of looking at it. I mean, I think you're right, but spoken like a man in love, you know."
Ilya smirks, eyes going soft. "Yes, well, I cannot help that."
"And you really haven't talked?" Rose still can't quite believe it. "Like at all? Since playoffs started? About coming out?"
Ilya shrugs. "We talked about it when I posted. Before the first playoff weekend. And then Sveta disabled the chat and we agreed not to talk about playoffs and it just became… all we were doing was playoffs. What else could we talk about? And all the coverage about me was about playoffs so… I don't know. We probably could've done it better."
Rose just says it. "More people are connecting the dots between you two. The hug after game four really fed the flames. Your fingers were threaded through his hair, Ilya."
Ilya groans, "Can you blame me?! Did you see the way he played! 105 minutes, Rose. What, I was supposed to just walk away from him?"
"I mean, yeah?" Rose plops back onto her bed.
Ilya tsks, "No, I could not. And he couldn't either."
"Yeah," Rose agrees. "I noticed that too. Which is why you need to help him get over this loss and talk about how you want to handle this. Because I know how hard you've been working to come out on your own terms, but that window is shrinking quickly."
Ilya makes a face. "What window?"
Rose rephrases it. "People are figuring you and him out. If you want to be the ones to decide to announce that you're together, you don't have a lot of time to do it."
Part of Ilya has known that for a long time. He knew that coming out as bi would make the rest of it complicated. He just didn't think…
He and Shane have never met each other in the playoffs before.
They didn't realize how intense it was going to be. To know they were experiencing this for the first and last time. While the entire world knew that Ilya was bi. It was just bad luck.
Or maybe good luck.
Maybe it always needed to happen this way. They're both used to pulling off miracles while a clock ticks down.
Ilya sighs and switches apps on his phone.
"Why did your… Ilya, what are you doing?"
 
[gay friend group for private reasons]
Ilya: rose and i didnt hook up. i missed my boyfriend too much to go through with it. well she got off, very happy for her. i know you are not ready tonight, but now that round two is over i just need you to know that i am ready to talk again. i dont want to wait for later or. i mean, i will wait for when you are ready but i need you to know i am ready. i love you.
Shane: I love you too. I don't know that you'll believe me but Sveta and I fucked.
 
Ilya almost forgot about the video call until Rose's screech nearly shatters his ear drums. "Holy shit."
 
Sveta: to be fair it was very kink forward but yes. tho i mean idk maybe shane needs to come out as bi too
Shane: She's joking
Sveta: i dont know if asf;asldkfasdjfsdf;lkjas380a[af
 
Ilya stares at the texts for a second and then switches back to the video call. "Fuck."
Rose laughs. "Yeah, that was…unexpected."
Ilya's trying to imagine it. "You think he actually fucked her or…"
"No way," Rose shakes her head. "If anything, she rode him. That was always what got us closest when…" She winces. "Is that TMI?"
Ilya wheezes. "Nothing is TMI anymore, Rose." Then he lets out a long breath, eyes going unfocused as he thinks about what Shane said.
Rose raises an eyebrow knowingly. "Hearing about them turned you on."
Ilya drops his head back against the pillow. "I think I am going to hang up and jerk off thinking about them, yes."
Rose cackles. "You are a lovesick fool."
"I know," Ilya says softly. "We should call again when I'm not drunk."
Rose is immediately offended. "You said you weren't!"
Ilya scrunches his nose. "I am not too drunk for sex. Or… maybe I am…" He ponders if that had anything to do with not being able to go through with this.
"Good night, Ilya. Congrats on the win. I'm rooting for you to beat New York."
Ilya snaps out of it for a moment. "Yes, easy. Scott Hunter will not–"
"Sveta keeps talking about that rookie. Leo something."
"Liam Chen."
"Yeah, him. She thinks you underestimate him. Because he's so cute and adoptable."
It's a fair point. Ilya does have a soft spot for the kid after All-Stars. "Thank you for unsolicited advice. I do not need it. We will win. Good night, Rose."
She blows him a kiss and hangs up.
Ilya plugs his phone in and star fishes on the hotel bed.
He stares at the ceiling for about 15 seconds and then reaches into his sweats and thinks about Svetlana riding Shane.
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Svetlana wakes up at 3am and immediately knows she has no chance of falling back asleep.
She can't hold onto the threads of whatever her dream was about, but she can feel in her body the way her conversations with Shane last night must've been part of it.
So the moment she wakes up, she already feels like she's mid-thought about it.
The dream starts coming back to her and she realizes it had been some completely inaccurate version of what it would look like for the four of them to come out as a polycule.
And the dream had had the feeling of a nightmare.
She tries to pull the details out of her subconscious but they're already fading.
What had she been so scared of?
She knows, to an extent, what the backlash would look like if they actually did that. They'd be labeled as sex obsessed perverts. Shane's squeaky clean image would be permanently destroyed and there would be no dramatic, enemies-to-lovers story to redeem him. No one would ever fully believe Ilya was really queer if he's in a polycule with two women and he'd never get to be public with his boyfriend the way he's been so excited to have one day. Rose would be labeled a slut and knowing Hollywood, would struggle to land the serious roles she's been working towards. She'd be permanently stuck taking roles as Bond girls, or roles that require partial nudity for no reason other than the director is a pig.
And Svetlana…
She's the one who would be violently dragged into the spotlight instead of already being there.
Sure, she's always kind of skirted around the edges of being recognizable as the daughter of a former player, but she's still mostly anonymous in the MLH world and very much so anonymous outside of it.
It had never been a goal of hers to be famous and the nightmare provided her with the literal wake up call she needed to understand what all of this would mean for her.
It is so addictive to be loved by Shane and she wants him to be able to brag about her, to hold his hand in public. She wants to be his the way he's dreaming about, but for the brief moment that the press had gotten a hold of her name a couple weeks ago, she had begun to reassess the stakes.
"You're awake," Shane's voice is muffled and rough with sleep.
Svetlana can't help laughing to herself as she rolls over in his arms onto her back so she can see his face.
The more she moves, the more he tries to bury his face in her to keep any and all light out of his eyes.
She giggles at his antics and presses into him. "I think I had a bad dream," she admits.
"Mm," Shane tries to blink his eyes open but only half succeeds. "Y'wanna talk about it?"
Svetlana presses her lips together, holding back a laugh. He's just… so cute. "Go back to sleep, Shane. We'll talk in the morning."
That seems to wake him up. He sighs, opening his eyes with more success. "Not like I have any games that I need sleep for."
Svetlana sighs, "You're such a drama queen."
"Mmm," Shane agrees, kissing her shoulder. He rolls his neck and sits up a little. "Okay, tell me."
Fear grips her like ice crackling around her heart.
She doesn't like worrying him, doesn't like presenting her own problems to him.
But she has to hold onto all the emotions she unlocked with him last night. She has to let him take care of her. He wants to and she can tell that it would actually, truly be a good thing for him to feel that she trusts him with this.
It's just so hard to crush the habit.
There are so many reasons to not say anything. It's 3 a.m. He should go back to sleep. There are bigger things going on. They've already had so many big conversations.
Yet she knows if the tables were turned, she would be insisting he open up to her. It would make her crazy to not know what was in his head.
Is that what she's been doing to him?
She takes a breath and just says, "I don't want to be famous."
Shane, to be fair, is still mostly asleep. "Okay." He squints at her. "You had a nightmare about being famous? For… social media stuff?"
"No, about being famous for being your girlfriend."
Suddenly Shane is wide awake. "Oh."
Svetlana puts her hand on his face. "I know that's a big bomb to drop at 3 a.m.. We can talk about it in the morning. We don't have to–"
"No, Sveta…" He grabs her hand and turns his head, kissing her palm. "If you think I can go back to sleep knowing that you had a nightmare that scared you enough to wake you up, you're crazy." He looks at her, a soft smile on his face. "And we established yesterday that I'm crazy and you're in love with me, so I think you might be crazy too."
Svetlana lets him baby her, curling into him. "Yeah, I probably am…"
Shane holds her against him. "Okay. So talk. We have all our best ideas in the middle of the night, right?" He smirks, thinking about when she knocked on the door at the cottage with her bonnet on to tell him about her friend group idea. He thinks about waking up the next day and telling her he's in love with her.
Svetlana's eyes well up and suddenly she's crying.
"Woah," Shane holds her tighter. "Hey, you're okay."
Svetlana speaks through shaky sobs. "I'm so bad at telling you things and you're so good…" She can't get the words out. There's a complicated mix of regret and grief filling her veins as she sees how easily and how happily Shane prepares to listen to her open up. They could've been doing this for months and she's been shoving everything down, trying to keep herself from burdening him.
"Take your time, Svetusha. I'm here."
Her sobs renew at the new diminutive Shane seems to have looked up and had prepared for her.
When the fuck did he do that? He's been in playoffs and he should've been focused on…
But it's Shane. Of course he made time for her, even if she wasn't ready to open up yet.
She can't get her words in order so for now she just says, "My treasure."
And Shane responds, "My light."
Svetlana thuds her fist against his chest on the wrong side of too hard.
Shane huffs, "Ow."
"Fuck you. You practiced that."
He kisses her temple. "What else could my nickname for you be? My sunlight in the morning. My lighthouse when I'm lost."
She bites his shirt.
Shane snorts. "I'm being cheesy again."
Svetlana takes a deep breath. "It's too much. I'm freaking out. I mean, I'm not… I'm okay. It's just. There's too much in– I'm feeling–"
Shane translates the broken sentences and frantic energy for her. "You need to stim." Then he suggests. "You might start to understand why I like kissing so mu–"
And Svetlana takes that as instruction, pressing her mouth to his.
Shane matches her pace while he pushes her back against the mattress more firmly and then straddles her, putting his weight on her the way that he knows usually helps him.
He feels her nails digging into his back and tries not to think about how much he likes that.
Eventually the pace slows until it's just their foreheads pressed together.
Wordlessly, he presses his thumb against her lips.
She doesn't understand at first and then he pushes his finger between her lips.
She hesitates but can see the encouragement in his eyes.
Her cheeks tint a little red, embarrassed at the idea of it but Shane is nothing but warm acceptance.
"It helps," he says softly. "For me, at least. To have something in my mouth. Ilya, um," he hesitates, getting a little shy. "I don't think he always understands why but…" He trails off thinking about tense moments that they really don't have the language to put into words, Ilya's fingers pressing into his mouth. The way it relaxes him and the fact that Ilya knows that it does.
Reluctantly, Svetlana opens her mouth and allows his thumb to push in further. After a moment she adjusts to it, sucking lightly, almost more of a kiss at times. She bites gently, just holding him in place. Then lets go, the sensation too new to try for too long.
Shane kisses her, just a peck to her lips. "Better?"
Svetlana nods, letting her eyes close.
She tugs at him, wordlessly asking him to lie beside her and get off her lap.
She curls into him and lets him hold her.
He asks gently, "Do you wanna talk more or try to sleep?"
Svetlana's not sure she could speak in full sentences right now. "Sleep."
Shane smiles. "Yeah, I get that. Okay, come here." He cuddles her into his chest, letting her feel his chest as he takes deep breaths.
Slowly, she falls back asleep.

 ★ ★ ★ 

When Svetlana wakes up again, it's to Shane's face partially illuminated by his phone screen, stubbornly pressed to her side.
She smiles softly and kisses his shoulder. "Morning, beautiful."
Shane locks his phone and drops it beside him. "Hey." He has an overwhelmingly affectionate smile on his face as he leans in to cup her jaw in his hand, kissing her like she's something precious.
Svetlana puts her whole soul into the gentle kiss in a way she previously would've thought was only possible through a heated make-out session. They pull apart and she whispers, "Coffee and then finish talking?"
Shane nods sweetly. "I can make coffee."
"I can also make my own coffee, you know." Svetlana teases as they get out of bed.
Shane shoots her a look. "In my house? Not allowed."
She giggles, can't help it.
Shane's eyes sparkle in reaction to it, so excited to see his effect on her.
He moves to the coffee machine and she presses herself against his back.
Shane talks while he works,"Ilya's not a big giggler. He used to always try to hide when he liked something I did, hide it behind a chirp or something. I guess that was something I liked while dating Rose. She always let me know when something made her happy. You've started doing it more though and so has Ilya."
Svetlana's laugh is a half aborted sigh. "How long have you been awake and overthinking things?"
Shane sputters a laugh. "About an hour."
"Yeah, I had a feeling." She kisses his shoulder and moves away to see which of their leftovers could make a decent breakfast.
Once they settle with a coffee for Svetlana, a tea for Shane, and leftovers heated up to pick from on the counter, Shane clears his throat.
Svetlana chokes on a bite of food as she laughs. "Wow, really? Clearing your throat to start a hard conversation?"
Shane rolls his eyes. "It's early, I wasn't trying to–" He softens at her laughter. "You're so annoying."
"Mm," Svetlana agrees, kicking his foot.
He looks at her, eyes narrowed with concern. "So you think this is going to be a hard conversation?"
Svetlana looks down at her plate. "It might be. I'm not sure."
Shane nods thoughtfully and gestures at her. "Okay, well. You tell me what you're thinking. I'm not really sure what you meant and we were both half asleep."
Svetlana puts her fork down and picks up her coffee, taking a sip and finding comfort in the warmth before she starts. "I don't really know how to start, so I might jump around a lot. Let me know if it gets confusing." She waits for Shane to nod, then continues. "I've spent so much time with Ilya, I guess I thought I understood how this worked, being seen around with a top of their league MLH player. But Ilya… it wasn't news for Ilya to be spotted with a woman on his arm. The press didn't care. And it's felt the same with you at first, but that's probably because we were quick to hide behind the foundation connection.
"Meanwhile, you and Rose were, like, national news. Clips of you two were everywhere. I do think that's part of how I started to suspect Ilya of… I didn't really know what it was, but I knew something was going on. Honestly, it was hard to believe he kept something like that from me for so long so I don't think I could believe it was anything more than maybe you hooked up once or twice. But I understand now why he was playing his cards so close to his chest to protect you."
She pauses, expecting Shane to have questions or comments, but he just holds his own mug in two hands, foot on her stool, waiting for her to continue. He can tell she hasn't said the part she needs to say.
She licks her lips and forges her way forward. "I'm not… famous. I'm not totally, like, a civilian or whatever. I've been papped with Ilya, even a couple times with my dad when I was younger. And I know I've been caught with you a couple times but they've always just listed me as a foundation employee."
"Until that anonymous comment," Shane says, brow furrowed.
"Right." Svetlana agrees tensely. "I've… seen a couple clips of people either wondering if it's ethical to date an employee at your foundation and other people thinking it's hilarious that of course Shane Hollander would date someone as tangled into the hockey world as possible."
Shane snorts lightly, still worried about the first part of that admission.
"If they only knew about Ilya," Svetlana says, trying to keep the mood up.
"They're always going to assume the worst about you," Shane says with a scowl. "It's not like I'm your manager. If anything, you're my manager."
"Yeah, well. Like you said, they're always going to assume the worst. I might be light-skinned, but I'm still a Black woman."
Shane's teeth grind together.
"Exciting benefit to all of this though," Svetlana says, sipping her coffee, "People seem to finally realize you're Asian now that they know you're dating a Black girl."
Shane processes that for a moment and then nearly combusts with disbelieving laughter. "Exciting benefit?" He asks, looking at her with fond amusement.
Svetlana shrugs. "I've always thought it was exhausting how hard everyone in the hockey world works to pretend you're white."
Shane lets that wash over him for a moment, thinking about all the small and big moments throughout his career that his race has impacted his place in this league. There were plenty of times it was impossible to ignore. Montreal was so excited to have an Asian-Canadian player and check their little diversity boxes. But she's right that as his career went on and he solidified himself as a core pillar of this league, people really did stop mentioning it as much. If he was going to be essential to this league, it became inconvenient to them to acknowledge that he didn't fit into their cookie cutters.
And all of that is going to become even more impossible to ignore when they find out he's gay.
Svetlana puts her hand over his. "Sorry, didn't mean to give you a crisis about that over coffee."
Shane snaps out of it. "No crisis. Just… it is what it is."
Svetlana narrows her eyes at that reaction.
Before she can ask about it, Shane waves it off. "I promise you can interrogate me about it later, but we're talking about you right now. Don't think you can distract me with my own problems again."
Svetlana's jaw actually drops.
Shane sips his tea, eyebrows raised in a challenge.
Svetlana scoffs. "Damn, Shane."
"That's what I spent that hour overthinking this morning," he says seriously. "All the times you've guided me away from realizing something was wrong. We're not doing that again. You were talking about public reception to that anonymous quote about us dating."
"Right." Svetlana lets out a long breath and feels about half a million ideas float through her mind for how to keep this conversation focused on Shane. With his encouragement, she fights through them and finds herself again. "I guess I got a taste of it, what it would really be like to publicly – like to the general public – be your girlfriend. And it… scared me. I want to be with you, I want people to know I'm with you, I want to hold your hand and kiss you and… I just don't want to be photographed doing it. Our friends and our, well, your family knows. That's what I want. I want the people important to us to know about us, but we've been trying to figure out how to be public and… I think we were being too all or nothing about it.
"We've been talking about what it means to come out and… do you remember back at the cottage when I said that I'm pansexual but really just call myself queer? Did we ever actually talk about not owing people your privacy?"
Shane's eyes narrow. "What do you mean?"
Svetlana nods. She had a feeling this was a blind-spot for him. She just says it as blandly as possible. "You don't owe disclosure of your identity to anyone just because you're gay."
Shane doesn't follow. "But that's…how it works?" It turns into a question as he says it.
Svetlana lets out a breath. "No, baby, it doesn't have to." She scoots her stool a little closer to him. "If you never wanted to come out, you don't have to. It isn't some rite of passage you have to do to be a real gay boy. If you wanted to love us in private, that would be enough."
Shane shoots back, "Not for Ilya."
Svetlana waits it out until he admits it.
"…and not for me."
Svetlana nods. "Yeah, I know. I thought at first you didn't want it… but lately… You do want to be out to the world. You want people to know about you and Ilya. You need it."
Shane connects the dots she's laying out for him. "You don't."
Svetlana slowly shakes her head. "No. I thought I did, but… I don't think I do. I want everyone around us to know. I want to invite friends over and sit in your lap. But I don't want to be on the cover of People magazine with an article analyzing everything I'm wearing and how expensive it is and if you bought it for me or got it from a sponsorship."
Shane blinks. "That's… specific."
Svetlana rolls her eyes. "Knowing you, you probably remember when Ilya was spotted with Rebecca a couple of times." Shane's eyes tell her he has no idea what she's talking about. She elaborates. "That blonde woman that no one recognized but he'd been seen with on multiple occasions so people thought they were dating or possibly engaged."
Shane's eyes sharpen with recognition. "Oh, that sounds familiar."
Svetlana deadpans.
Shane concedes. "Yeah, I remember."
Svetlana shrugs. "She was advising him while he worked on his citizenship, and she knew about all these Russian spots around the city that he got overexcited about so they would meet there instead of being discreet and everyone assumed they were dating. Including her, for the record."
Shane sputters a laugh at the exhaustion in Svetlana's eyes. "Life with Ilya is never boring."
Svetlana snorts. "Anyway, the press tore her apart. I don't want… I don't want that. I know that even being friends with you, Ilya, and Rose, that's always a risk. I'm not naive about that."
Shane stops her. "No, I get it." The idea starts to settle within him. "You don't owe anyone disclosure about your identity…" He repeats it, mumbling as he nods. "Yeah, the press and the internet don't need to know anything we don't want to tell them."
Svetlana can see the way that thought unlocks something for him.
Shane continues, frustrated. "This is, like, media training 101. I've known this all my life. I just… I don't know. I thought being gay was an exception somehow. Most of my private life is kept from the press. My mom helped me set up that tour of the cottage as a very specific and curated look at my life outside of hockey to appease fans in a way that didn't feel too intrusive. What you're describing is the same exact thing. We don't owe total honesty to the fans or to the public. We can choose what we want to share."
Svetlana feels all the tension seep out of her. She stands and moves closer to Shane, pressing against him. "To answer your earlier question, turns out this was a very easy conversation actually." She kisses him.
Shane puts his mug down and spreads his legs, pulling her closer to him as he opens his mouth to deepen the kiss.
They pull apart, foreheads pressed together.
They breathe together in comfortable silence.
Then Shane says, "Would it be a bad idea to ask Ilya to come over?"
Svetlana sputters a laugh. "Ask him how much he cares about playoff sex superstitions."
Shane sighs. "Yeah. I guess…" He can't even make himself suggest that it would be possible for them to be in the same room without fucking.
Svetlana laughs. "We can go out."
Shane blinks at her but realizes she's right.
He playfully squeezes his thighs around her hips, holding her in place while he grabs his phone.
 
[gay friend group for private reasons]
Shane: What if we meet up for coffee so we can talk without having sex?
Ilya: good morning shane
Ilya: problem with this plan, i need to kiss you
Shane: If you kiss me, you'll fuck me
Ilya: you think i am so weak that i cannot resist for the sake of the cup
Shane: Yes
 
Svetlana untangles herself from Shane and sits back on the stool, pulling out her phone to read along.
 
Ilya: you know i had sex during the playoff run when i won the cup
Shane: What??? In 2014??
Ilya: yes
Svetlana: i see where this is going
Shane: So it could be good luck for you. And if we're gonna be teammates next year… we should probably test if your good luck is stronger than my bad luck.
Svetlana: and there it is
Ilya: you would risk my cup run this year for our cup run next year??
Shane: I mean yeah, easily
Ilya: so what happens if we have sex this year and i lose
Shane: Then playoffs next year are going to be really tough for us
Ilya: perfect, then i just wont lose
Svetlana: 🙄
Svetlana: and you two got fucking mad at me for talking about playoff sex
Rose: but ilya is just like this
Ilya: rose understands me
Rose: 😘
Rose: also i have been scrolling through reactions to yesterday all morning and have much to report if anyone is ready for a debrief
Svetlana: i say this as shane's and the irina foundation's social media manager, holy fuck i love you
 
Shane's eyes flick to Svetlana as they sit side by side on their phones at the counter.
Svetlana doesn't even look up. "Shut up."
"I seem to remember having a conversation about not distracting from talking about your issues when they–"
Svetlana swats at him playfully. "This is different. Let me figure out stuff with Rose on my own. I'll let you know if I need polycule support or friend advice."
Shane holds out his pinky. "Promise you'll try really hard to notice the difference between wanting to figure this out with her and holding things back from me."
Svetlana puts her phone down and looks into Shane's eyes.
He's looking at her with endless patience and love.
She takes a moment to really feel the words he's said to her and then reaches out and twines their pinkies together. "I promise."
Shane nods. "Okay." He frowns down at his phone. "I don't know if I'm ready for this."
Svetlana snorts. "I seem to remember having a conversation," she does a voice, mimicking him. He glares at her but she continues, "about how desperately you want people to know about you and Ilya. And you two made many choices the last few weeks to be seen crossing some lines on the fucking ice so unfortunately you have to deal with the consequences of your actions."
Shane lets out a long sigh. "Yeah. You're right."
And they both look at their phones while Rose starts sending links and screenshots.

 ★ ★ ★ 






  
    Chapter End Notes

    unfortunately shane and sveta's first few texts to each other aged extermely poorly

Jane: Hey! This is… I guess it’s okay for you to save me as Shane.

Svetlana: it’s funnier to have you as Jane though

Jane: Fair enough. Do I save you as Lily’s BFF then?

Svetlana: no, you save me as Svetlana. if people see let them think you’re fucking ilya rozanov’s girl. i would LOVE to be in the tabloids for that


  


      

  












      Chapter 143: GIVE PHILLIPS A FUCKING GUN
  



    Chapter Notes

      this was SO fun. thanks to everyone who contributed. i only had to add like 4 of my own to make sure there was enough context to read in an order haha
if anyone is late, these are all from the comments on chapter 135! so we all wrote this one together <3







  ★ ★ ★

@leafyboyo: call me crazy, call me delusional… but I swear to GOD it felt like there was some kind of insane tension between Rozanov and Hollander in game 4… please tell me I’m not the only one who sees this. I swear that something’s going on, but I can’t say anything without sounding ABSOLUTELY insane 😭😭 (I promise that this has nothing to do with how roz recently came out as bi… I’ve noticed that there’s something different about how the two of them interact, as well as their relationship, ever since they started round 2 of playoffs… so maybe I really am crazy 💀)

→ @The CatMotif: Seeing some of the other posts from tonight, you are not alone in this. Today I learned what "Hollanov" is

     → @deluluRPFer: GIIIIIIRRRRRLLLLL/MAAAAAAAAAANNNNNN welcome to the dark side!!! We have meetings and discord groups, and a delightful amount of smutty fanfiction!
 
@uhauling-debnotdebbie: Maybe I watch too many PWHL games, and that league is gay AF…. But the Boston v. Montreal rivalry is throwing off some reeeeeal potent vibes. Like I’d like to tear your sweater off you with my teeth kinda vibes. Like you could cut the sexual tension between Rozanov and Hollander with a knife. All series. Thru the TV.
→ @hokeygrrrl: OMG I was at game 4 and I had to stay forever because my best friend was trying to get one of the Bosten players to pull, and I watched Hollander and Razonov when they were hugging and I swear Hollander said he was "going to pound him". (I read lips really well.) I guess the rumors of friendship are false??!?!?

     → @MichaelMakesAnExit: 'Pound him', huh? 👀👀 #hollanovisreal
 
@TiredPhilosopher: Thought Montreal was the most bisexual coty in the world, guess it’s Boston now 🩷💜💙
@disatrousbisexual105: Have I ever been to a hockey 🏒 game? No. Did I know who Ilya Rozanov 🤔 was a month ago? No. Am I still here at the game in all my Pride gear and offering free ✨ glitter ✨ and 🌈 face paint 🌈 to support this fellow Bi Icon? YES ABSOLUTELY ✊#bisexualpride #bisexualsolidarity #biicon
@whispylala: love my city going all out to support queer folk, even if it’s for the enemy 🩷💜💙
@disatrousbisexual105: @ everyone who's asking 🙋❓who I'm rooting for: Both Ilya Rozanov and Shane Hollander are hot 🥵 and ✨ iconic ✨, you asking me to choose is CLASSIC biphobia 🤬#theycanbothscoreonme #iftheywant #iykyk
@Hollendarling: my sweet darling boy wearing the irina foundation pride pin for his walk in oh my god i love a vocal ally. you ever stan someone and then realize you were more right than you ever could've hoped to be. hollander stans keep WINNING
@Lucyhollander: I wonder if and when Roz came out to Hollander. They’ve apparently been friends for a while. I mean Shane keeps fairly quiet about his opinions but he’s always seemed like a real nice guy and now he’s befriended not only his rival but an openly bi dude as well makes it look like he’s pretty accepting which is cool.

→ @montyhockeyjockey: If you believe some parts of the internet they’re dating.

     → @HollanovForever: at this point its MOST parts of the internet. ilya's fingers were tangled in shane's HAIR like,,, whats the heterosexual explanation for that
@koalaperson25: Seeing all the people showing up for Roz is fucking sick
@poly-for-all: We STAN a Bi-King in our house, so of course me and the fam-damnily were all cheering for Captain Rozanov, even the new BF. He said he will suspend his oilers pride to cheer for Boston this one time !!! I knew there was a reason we brought him home.
@TheCatMotif: I don't watch hockey but my friend has been losing her mind about this series so I'm DD for the sports bar. Is every gay person in Montreal at the game or
 
@whispylala: i think singing o canada every day at school brainwashed me cause why am i holding back tears rn 🍁
 
@TheCatMotif: Okay did anyone else see that sign with Montreal's captain kneeling at Roz's feet
 
@disatrousbisexual105: WAIT WHY ARE THEY PUNCHING EACH OTHER?????
@@disatrousbisexual105: Why are both the guys who punched 🤜💢🤛 each other sitting apart in those little boxes??? 📦 Hockey is so weird... #hockeyisweird #kindabiiconictho #havingfunagainstmywill
 
@TheCatMotif: My friend has asked me how I "don't know Hollander's name" idk man can he twizzle? Not my winter sport

→ @disatrousbisexual105: YO 🤯 Until today, I thought Shane Hollander was a supermodel 📸 who also had a weird hockey 🏒 contract and didn't realize he actually played??? Was anyone going to tell me my number one 💕 celebrity crush 💕 is actually a player and not just any player, but apparently a championship winning 🏆captain (whatever that means)??? #shanehottlander #thismanhauntsmydreams #healsohauntsrinksapparntly
 
@koalaperson25: God their dynamic is genuinely so compelling watching back interviews where they talk about each other and like they never even really hated each other we just projected that on there huh. I’m glad we got the full story though I respect both of them so much more now
 
@disatrousbisexual105: YALL 😖 I overheard this guy behind me talking about how stressful this period is. Thought he was a fellow 🏳️‍⚧️ trans guy 🏳️‍⚧️ and tried to make conversation. Turns out, hockey is divided into three sections of play called a "period" 🦶👄 and now me and Cisgender Sports Dude are both confused and embarrassed 😳 #savemefrommyself #hekindacutetho
@disatrousbisexual105: Update: Cisgender Sports Dude is named "Brandon" and he apparently works in the hockey 🏒 world? He didn't say anything more specific 🤔 BUT now he's explaining hockey fights 🥊 and penalties 📦 to me, he's actually so nice!!! #isthisacrush #irepeat #savemefrommyself
 
@whispylala: MTL UP 2-0 RISE UP
@disatrousbisexual105: Ok, does nobody in hockey 🏒 know how to score 🥅 points or is it always slow 🐌 like this?? Shane Hollander' blue guys have 2 already, why doesn't Ilya Rozanov have any?? #istilldontunderstandhockey #butimhavingfun
@TheCatMotif: C'mon Boston let the power of gay spite compel you. Do not leave that arena with a goose egg
 
@disatrousbisexual105: Why am I kinda into hockey 🏒 now??? #ishockeyhot #haveibeenmissingout
@whispylala: uh oh #mymetros
@rosesforrozzy: THATS MY FUCKING MAN. TWO BACK TO BACK GOALS IN THE SECOND PERIOD. YEAH THERE'S SOMETHING BISEXUAL ABOUT THIS.
@Hollendarling: listen i dont love that boston caught up but what if they tie again. what if we get extra hockey again. (please not three whole extra periods though i can only survive that once a year)
@disatrousbisexual105: I'm no longer under the delusion that hockey 🏒 is hot 🔥 the jumbotron 📺 showed a close up of this blue 🔵 guy "Comeu" and umm... #imtryingtobepolite #butdamn #thatmanuglyaf
@rosesforrozzy: CONNIE BABY SLAPSHOT GO AHEAD GOAL! I LOVE BEING A RAIDERS FAN! THIS IS OUR YEAR!
@Hollendarling: FUCK
 
@disatrousbisexual105: UPDATE: I asked Cisgender Hockey 🏒 Brandon while we wait for the next period if he wanted some 🪄🌟 glitter or face paint and he asked for bi glitter on his cheeks!?!?!? And ‼️ when I said something lame 🍅 about being an ally ✊ he shrugged and said he's actually bi too?!?!?!?!?!?!??? AM I FALLING IN LOVE??????? #unexpectedhockeyromance #findingloveinsports #savemefrommyself
 
@koalaperson25: THATS MY GOALIE ISTG IF WE DONT WIN AT THIS POINT
 
@disatrousbisexual: Update: Cisgender Brandon asked to take a selfie after I applied his glitter and he asked if I minded if he sent it to his wife... #unexpectedhockeyheartbreak #heartbreakinsports #savemefrommyself
 
@Tired_Philosopher: As a bisexual living in Montreal this playoff series has me torn!! Either Ilya (Bi-con) Rozanov wins or my hometown wins😭😭😭
 
@disatrousbisexual105: Why has that blue 🔵 guy "Pike" fallen over like 8 times 🤕??? Like, girl 🙄 stand up already #doallhockeyplayersfall #hockeytrip
 
@whispylala: not to be a traitor but there’s something poetic about rozanov coming out and then playing some of the best hockey of his life
 
@disatrousbisexual105: I wonder how much 💸💰🤑 money the people with the little shovels 🪏 and rolling carts make to skate ⛸️ out and clean up ice shavings 🧊 #hockeyisweird #havingfunagainstmywill
 
@koalaperson25: Phillips doing god’s work we’d be dead without him 🙏
@whispylala: what a block!!!! if phillips doesn’t get the vezina ill personally go up to crowell and cry
 
@disatrousbisexual105: One of Ilya Rozanov's minions 🟡 just skated ⛸️ into a wall 🧱 how did this "Connor" guy get this job 😂 #hockeyplayersarefunny

→ @rosesforrozzy: my beautiful boy connie scored what might be the game winning goal, put some respect on his name
 
@whispylala: MY BOY HOLLANDER COMIN IN CLUTCH
@rosesforrozzy: NO PLS DONT MAKE THEM TIE AND PLAY MORE HOCKEY. MY BOYS NEED TO REST BEFORE ROUND 3
@TheCatMotif: I think that third goal for montreal made the crowd in here rupture my eardrums
@disatrousbisexual105: Why is that foghorn 🔊💥 so loud??? This is a sporting event, not a cliff with a lighthouse 💡??? I mean, go team, but DAMN #hockeyisloud #myearshurt
@winniethepou: and if you men's hockey fans even DARE to call hollander captain clutch i will report you. there is ONE captain clutch and her name is marie philip poulin
@whispylala: oh wait hang on what
@TheCatMotif: Getting futbol offsides flashbaOH LORD HOLLANDER IS PISSED
@whispylala: are the refs just doing their job? yes

was hollander offside (whatever that means)? prob

am i still salty as hell rn and yelling rigged? also yes
@dunnowhatshername: I think this is the closest I've seen Hollander get to murder a ref

Then Pike next to him looks so frustrated he's gonna cry 😭

I don't think it could be clearer than this that Shane's the top and Hayden the bottom, why do people think otherwise??

→ @TheCatMotif: Has anyone considered Hollander for Superman? I think he's got the laser eyes down already

     → @rozander_truther: Y’all shayden shippers are cray! Wife Guy™️ is his whole shtick. The man is Married™️ with a whole ass gaggle of children’s. He cannot seem to get off her!! Not that Bi men can’t exist or anything, but like look at queen Jacki Pike, and tell me that she allows that. If ANYONE is topping Hayden Pike, it is Jacki. And I bet she straps him good tonight…. Cuz you are right about the bottom eyes 👀
@i_find_myself_confused: Geez, you never see Hollander that mad. I wouldn’t want to be the person he takes that out on.

→ @creativecyr: Speak for yourself! He can take it out on me ANY night.
@Boston_Raiderz_Rockz: Bad call this - bad call that. It was fucking OFFSIDES. Get over yourselves 😤

→ @koalaperson25: I mean I’m not a mtl fan but I would be fuming even if I knew it was offside. What a devastating call. Glad we got the angry Hollander face though 😂

     → @ValorieS23: 😾😾😾
@creativecyr: call hollander "mr. polite canadian boy" again i fuckin dare ya - did you see his face in the last few minutes??? that's the fucking HOCKEY TERMINATOR out there on the ice man!!! absolute legend
 
@disatrousbisexual105: YES I STOPPED 🛑 LIVE COMMENTING, IT TOOK ME ALMOST 30 MINUTES WAITING IN LINES ⌛FOR A BATHROOM 🚻 AND A SNACK 🥨 #whyarenaslikedis #ialmostcried
@disatrousbisexual105: I MISSED SO MUCH HOCKEY 🏒 FUCK #whyamisoinvested #nolongerfun #seriousbusiness
 
@koalaperson25: GIVE PHILLIPS A FUCKING GUN
 
@whispylala: what a game :,) even tho MTL got knocked out this was still amazing to see
@azuliara: god what a good day to be a queer hockey fan I'm winning no matter WHAT
@pant-yraiders: You mean to tell me, I am watching pride history in the making… we are gonna have two out queer titans in the eastern conference finals! And they look like that?!?! 👀
 
@twirly-girlie: Okay so I’ve recently been starting women’s hockey because a friend showed me and also Gay. But… You’re telling me that the only two guys out in hockey right now are the captains of the teams in the finals and they’ve both won the cup before. That’s actually really cool. Can anyone give me some background?
→ @vivametro: Hey looong time hockey fan here so I’m gonna rant. So the captain of the Admirals Scott Hunter is a pretty good guy. He’s been known to be fairly friendly but intensely private (guess we know why now). He came out after winning the cup last year by inviting his partner on ice with the other families. Apparently the two have known each other some years and are pretty cute together. Besides this he’s also known for donating to some causes like youth sports.
Ilya Rozanov (Boston’s captain) was a Massive surprise tho. He’s one of the biggest chirpers in the league but he’s crazy talented and managed to pull Boston back to a cup pretty quickly after becoming Captain.
The reason Roz is such a surprise is because everyone thought he was aggressively straight. He’s Russian and super cocky and used to be constantly spotted clubbing with supermodels. He’d do mid and post game interviews shirtless and wink at the female reporters while bragging. He’s the guy that the straight white guys who call themselves alpha bros hype up constantly.
The game he just won was against the metros (my team). Their captain is Shane Hollander who many consider the best in the league. He’s also the only Asian captain. Roz and Hollander were number 1 and 2 draft pick and are constantly competing for titles. Despite this the men have actually managed to become good friends and recently announced that they’re starting a foundation around mental health named after Rozanov’s mother who sadly died of suicide. The internet is going crazy over them.
Roz has a lot less spotless of a record then Hunter and a lot of people claim that he’s Bad Rep but he’s associating right now with some of the nicest cleanest guys in the league and there’s never been any allegations against him. (That is not true of everyone in men’s hockey)
I know other Metro fans are gonna tear me to shreds but if Hollander can be friends with this guy there’s got to be something there right?
Anyway either guy winning will be pretty good for the reputation of queer players in hockey and based on what we’ve seen lately it’ll be a pretty good series.
 
@TheCatMotif: Thank you Phillips for locking in tonight. Thanks to you my friend is only smashed instead of pissdrunk. Still glad she's off tomorrow
@azuliara: everyone (men) take notes competition does Not mean losing human decency - look how fucking sweet they are after stressing me out so bad. what the hell is your excuse brad
@koalaperson25: Actually kind of awesome to see them next to each other even after playing a hell of a series. Like the respect between them is real. Can’t imagine growing up next to another person in that way but being perceived as enemies the whole time. Have to wonder how that conversation went though lmao

→ @azuliara: !!!! time for me to have the most delightful parasocial relationship w these two friends or whatever 🫢
@hollanov_truther: Shane can't even be mad at his hot talented boyfriend 🥹 love is real
@koalaperson25: Can’t believe we got two gay nhl captains in the eastern conference finals before GTA 6. Can’t believe one of them is Ilya Rozanov literally never would have guessed
@koalaperson25: Lmao why do they look like they’re boutta kiss it’s ok Shane we know you’re an ally you don’t have to prove it 😂 Actually speaking of which Shane probably knew about this huh. No way Ilya told him about his mom dying and didn’t mention that he was gay. Idt this means anything I just never considered it
 
@lezbhonest: Seeing all the support in the Montreal stands for Rozanov was honestly awe-inspiring. You don’t even see this many rainbows during the pride games. Bi flags just everywhere. There was so much love in the stands tonight. It was amazing and I am so glad I could get tickets.
 
@koalaperson25: Watching old interviews and Roz is kind of gay as fuck in some of them how tf did this slide under my radar. Maybe the shippers were on to something
 
@deluluRPFer: Y’all saw that pic from after game 5 right?!? I STG those 2 looked like they were gonna kiss about it. Shane and Ilya both looking all exhausted and soft. Yum yum. Gotta go fanfic about it. 

★ ★ ★







      

  












      Chapter 144: You Fucked My Boyfriend
  








   ★ ★ ★ 

It takes every ounce of self control in his body for Ilya not to run out of the rideshare to Shane's door, calmly collecting his duffle bag and watching as the driver pulls away and turns the corner, before he jogs to the door.
Shane opens it before he can even knock.
There's a fraction of a second where they both stare at each other, gauging if the other would rather talk first.
Then the door is slammed shut and Shane is pushing Ilya against it, tongue practically down his throat as Shane claws at Ilya's shirt.
Ilya laughs wildly. "It will not come off while your mouth is, mm, on me."
"Fuck, Ilya." Shane's hands are all over him. "Fuck, I missed you."
"Do not–" Ilya's interrupted with a kiss again. "Do not act like…" He's trying to say Don't act like you didn't get fucked last night but he forgets what he was saying mid sentence. "Mm, Shane…"
Both their shirts are off as they stumble into the living room.
Svetlana is perched on the back of the couch drinking a second cup of coffee, watching as if she's tuned in to her favorite reality show. "Hi, Ilyusha."
Ilya pushes Shane's face into his neck, eyes drifting to Svetlana. "You fucked my boyfriend."
Svetlana raises her eyebrows. "You literally told me to."
Shane makes a noise that probably is some kind of question, but he's far too lost in the desperation coursing through him to ask it. It's like he's trying to figure out if it's possible for his body to exist in the same exact space as Ilya's.
He starts kissing down Ilya's body and drops to his knees.
Ilya moans as Shane starts unbuttoning his pants, face rubbing at his crotch. "No, sweetheart. I won't last. Come on, let me fuck you." He glances at Svetlana. "Did he–"
Svetlana presses her lips together. "Clean and freshly showered for you."
Ilya puts his fingers under Shane's chin and guides him up until he stands. "Thank fuck." He kisses him.
Svetlana waves at them as they disappear into the bedroom.

 ★ ★ ★ 

It's the first time Shane's really slipped for Ilya like this and he's trying to hold onto something to stay afloat, to say anything helpful about the rift that's existed between them the last few weeks.
But maybe they can just have sex first.
Ilya's voice is his north star, cutting through everything else and guiding him home. "Shane, my love, are you feeling alright?"
Irritation flashes within him. "Fuck me."
"Yes, I'm working on it. Very difficult if you won't stop wrapping your legs around me long enough to get your pants off."
Shane realizes that's such a good point and relaxes, letting Ilya undress him.
The feeling reverberating in Shane's chest is relief.
Every point of contact his body has with Ilya's feels like puzzle pieces connecting. And it's early enough in the morning that the sun is shining through the window making Ilya's hair glow like a halo.
"You're so beautiful."
Ilya smiles down at him. "That's my line, beautiful." He translates it back at him.
Shane pulls Ilya in for a kiss. Their bodies press flush, both finally nude despite Shane thinking he was accomplishing that quickly and instead actively preventing it.
Ilya mumbles into his skin, "It is very unfortunate that you are so beautiful when you're angry."
Shane hums as Ilya licks and bites at his neck, sucking a hickey onto him because he knows Shane can't have booked any shoots when he expected to still be in the playoffs.
Shane realizes the same thing at the same time. "Mark me…"
Ilya's eyes rake over Shane's body spread beneath him.
He loves this time of year. Shane's torso is covered in bruises and discoloration as they're all fading and healing at different rates. He loves trying to remember which ones he caused.
Before Ilya can even think about reaching for the night stand, Shane says, "Wanna feel you. Please."
Ilya nods, he wants it that way too. "Hard and fast, darling. Yes?"
Shane nods, head thunking back against the pillow while Ilya does still get up to get the lube.
Shane's wholly malleable while Ilya arranges him, propping up his hips with a pillow before settling in to work him open, unsurprised to see that Shane tried to make himself as ready as possible in advance.
"Please, Ilya." Shane begs.
Ilya sucks his teeth. "It's a good try to switch to Russian, but I will not rush taking care of you." It really almost got him. He almost gave up right there and pushed in.
He drinks in the view of Shane writhing underneath him, clenching around his fingers. "Fuck, I missed you."
Shane hisses, "Fucking fuck me."
Ilya huffs a laugh, kissing his knee, "Whatever you say, love," and pushes in.
They both fall victim to the feeling of it.
This is the language they invented together amidst a decade of stolen time.
These are the moments where Shane believes they truly figured out telepathy, because he can understand everything Ilya is thinking.
Sharp thrusts, all the right types of pain, stretching just a little too far. And wave after wave of pleasure.
Ilya pushes his fingers into Shane's mouth, I'm here, I'll take care of you, tell me what you need.
And Shane sucks them in desperately, I'm yours, You're so good to me, I need you.
The rest of it is just apologies coated in unbridled desire, forgiveness in every moan.
And devotion in every breath.
It's a wonder they were ever able to convince themselves this wasn't real, because the devotion has shown up physically for them for years.
Shane knows that look in Ilya's eyes, the one that always made him sure there would be a next time. The look that told him that no matter what they might say to each other, they both knew there was something here neither of them was willing to let go of.
Now he knows that look means forever.
And Shane gives himself over to it, mind, body, and soul.
He hears Ilya struggle to choose a language, cursing in both English and Russian as his thrusts lose their rhythm.
They pant in the aftermath, Shane's thighs pinning Ilya in place and demanding he not pull out yet.
Ilya whines about it. Shane's fairly flexible but not enough for Ilya to drop his weight on him from this angle.
So despite protest, Ilya pulls out and collapses onto Shane, burying his face in Shane's neck.
Shane clings to him, one hand on the back of his neck and the other splayed across his back.
And they breathe.

 ★ ★ ★ 
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  ★ ★ ★

This is Ilya's favorite place to be.
The world shrinks down to two bodies. The only sound their breaths and their hearts.
He stops having to think about how to be a person, how to survive.
And he gets to just… be.
His eyes are closed and the feeling of his fingers running through Shane's hair is somehow loud in the best way possible.
Shane mumbles, voice vibrating in his chest, "We could just never talk about it."
Ilya laughs softly. "Mm, we could."
Shane sighs, but doesn't say anything.
They keep waiting for the other to talk, but neither of them have it in them yet.
Shane just tucks his face more into Ilya's neck.
There's an understanding to it all that they don't need to have put into words to have reached.
Despite how in their heads they got about the last few weeks, neither of them is mad about it or was at any point mad about it. They just had to be their own person for a little while, they had to be on opposite sides of the ice and compete without bias. It was too hard to be the players they wanted to be against each other and also be on their own team outside of it.
They both get too consumed by the game to have figured out how to balance it. Before they traded I love yous it was easier. It was still a rivalry, still a bit of a show, a tease.
It's not the same anymore.
"Every time you scored," Shane finally says, "I wanted to be your assist."
Ilya lets out a breath.
It's a relief to hear Shane skip to that part of this conversation. He's not sure what he could've said to explain the rest of it, but this is the core of the issue anyway. Ilya rearranges them so they're curled side by side, kissing Shane's temple. "I wanted to do it with you. I wanted to win for you, not against you."
"Yeah," Shane's brow furrows, lips pressed to Ilya's collarbone. "Fuck."
"Needed it to not be you, really. To play like normal."
Shane's nodding. "Yeah, like I know you, how you play. I had to remember it's you to know what to expect, but it was like… I had to think of it as… you before this. You had to just be Rozanov. I couldn't let you be Ilya."
"Mmm, exactly, sweetheart." Ilya scratches at the base of Shane's skull. "You had to be Hollander."
It goes quiet between them again as they run through their memories of the last five games with the understanding that they had both taken a similar approach to it.
Ilya says, "Until game 4."
Shane lets out a laugh that sounds closer to a sigh. "The second overtime…" He doesn't have to expand.
"Mmm," Ilya agrees. "Too fucking tired. It was… really good hockey. And I wanted to talk to you about it."
"There was a tweet," Shane says, still in a bit of a daze, "that the game was 105 minutes and that's our jersey numbers."
"What's our jersey numbers?"
"105. It's 81 and 24. It adds to 105."
Ilya's heart skips a beat. "We are soulmates."
Shane snorts a laugh. "Yeah, maybe."
They fall into silence again, but this time it's because Ilya can tell there are thoughts churning in Shane's brain and he doesn't want to miss the opportunity to give him time to sort them out and share them. So he waits.
Eventually Shane says, "Ilya…"
"Yes, my love?"
"Do you…" Shane's breath does that thing where it goes a little shallow, worrying over whatever he's about to say. "You, um, you want to get married, right?"
Ilya feels like a bell that's been struck. "You are proposing?"
"No!" Shane rushes to say. "I mean, I don't… I'm just asking. We should talk about it, right?" He hesitates. "I want to check with Sveta. I know she said… but when it's come up before, uh, I don't know. A lot has changed. I just want to make sure… I think she's okay with it but I want to be sure and I realized I wasn't sure if you were sure."
"I'm sure," Ilya says easily, kissing Shane softly.
Shane's breathing slows back down as they kiss. It's a gentle thing. Just lips and no tongue.
"I want…" Shane tries again, getting his thoughts in order. "I want to spend my life with you. However I can. And I know marriage… it doesn't really fit with what we're doing, with how we feel about the people around us."
Ilya's eyes are glittering as he looks into Shane's. "Sveta hates marriage."
"I wouldn't say–"
"She used to find gossip magazines with celebrity weddings and light them on fire."
Shane rolls his eyes. "Okay, when you were teens doesn't count."
"I just mean," Ilya sobers, "even dating, it was never something she um…" He doesn't know the word for what he's trying to say. "She built her life as her life. Not as a life and then a partner, or a life and then a wedding."
Shane understands what he means. "It wasn't something she thought was inevitable or necessary." He frowns. "I feel like I did the same thing though and I still want–" He realizes he hasn't actually said it yet. "I want it too, obviously. I should've said that when you did."
Ilya's so in love. "Yes, I know, baby. It's good to hear though."
Shane smirks, kissing him. "I guess my point is that… it means something different now, right? If I love both of you. If I loved one person, a marriage is a legal representation of that commitment to one person. But I can't marry both of you, and it sort of makes me realize that it's really just a legal document, you know? It's not… why do I need a government's permission to be committed to someone? We can just have a wedding, however we want to do it, with all of us. Without the paperwork. So I guess my question was really, um, do you want the paperwork?"
Ilya blinks, realizing what Shane's getting at. "Oh. You thought about this a lot."
"Yeah, sor–"
"No sorry, Shane. I'm thinking." He kisses Shane's nose.
Shane scrunches his nose but gives Ilya a moment to parse the question Shane has laid out for him. "It's interesting to think of it like that. Paperwork." He winces. "Is it very old fashioned if I do still want the paperwork?"
Shane laughs softly. "I kinda want the paperwork too."
Ilya tests it out, "Ilya Hollander."
"What, you wouldn't hyphenate?"
"Ilya Rozanov-Hollander." Ilya makes a face. "Ilya Hollander-Rozanov." He shrugs. "Maybe. I don't know."
"But I was thinking, um, like maybe we're on the certificate but then Sveta and Rose are our witnesses and, like, best, um, women. And then we're all on the certificate, in a way. I think that's the closest we can get. I just…" He'd explained the conversation he had with Svetlana and Rose to Ilya a couple months back. "You know how I feel about the hierarchy thing and it freaks me out to throw a married couple in the middle of all of this."
Ilya insists, "Sveta does not want–"
Shane rolls his eyes. "I want to ask her what she wants. I just needed to check what you wanted first. If you didn't want it, then it wouldn't matter. And we could just do a reception. A party with no certificate."
Ilya can't help just staring at Shane, thrilled that he can. Thrilled that they're tangled in bed after such a long break. "She is going to be really irritated that we are talking about the future and not the past."
Shane groans and lets Ilya guide them back to the conversation they were supposed to be having. "The playoffs were weird. But it was kind of fun, right?"
"Weird and fun," Ilya agrees, smirking. "Yes. Complicated but, um, when something is old and familiar."
"Nostalgic."
"Yes. Nostalgic." Even a year ago, Ilya wouldn't have thought himself capable of this but now he looks into Shane's eyes and can read him like a book. Suddenly this tangent about marriage is making a lot more sense to him. "You want to come out."
Shane lets out a long, slow breath. "I think so. I just don't know… when or how."
Ilya connects the dots. "You want to come out as my fiance."
Shane's face turns red. "It would be so stupid to propose during playoffs."
Ilya bursts out laughing. "Ah, I see. You've given me the whole picture now. You want to come out as fiances during playoffs. What, you want to come onto the ice and kiss me when I win the cup?"
Shane nearly growls. "I'm not doing that. I know we like to joke about kissing on the ice, but just for the record, I actually never want to turn us into a spectacle like that, like Scott and Kip were. Even if we win the cup together one day, I want it to be us as athletes who won it together."
Ilya moans, straddling Shane again. "You think so far ahead. It's so hot." He kisses down Shane's neck.
Shane laughs, almost a giggle. "It's not that far. Maybe that's only one year ahead."
Ilya's grin is shark-like. "I love you."
"I love you too."
They kiss, slowly again. But this time with tongue.
"So," Ilya asks, voice a whisper, "when are you planning to propose to me?"
Shane thunks his head back, looking up at him with fond irritation. "We have to talk to Sveta and Rose first. And I told you, not during playoffs."
Ilya shrugs. "You could. If you wanted. Maybe I will. We can race."
Shane's eye twitches.
Ilya's not sure exactly how to interpret that. "What, you don't like that it's a race or you don't want me to do it?"
Shane's lip pouts out a little. "I wanna do it." Then he snaps out of it. "I mean, unless you… could we both…" He zones out for a second. "It doesn't matter, we have to talk to Sveta first."
Ilya laughs softly, kissing all over Shane's face. "Yes, we will ask your girlfriend which of us should propose."
And with that, Shane pushes Ilya off of him roughly and heads for the shower.
Ilya giggling as he chases him into the bathroom.

★ ★ ★
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   ★ ★ ★ 

Shane has a drawer open, a shirt shoved at Ilya's chest, and Ilya is whining like his life depends on it. He's refusing to take the shirt even as Shane chases him around, pinning it to him.
He finally relents and tugs it on.
So Svetlana can't say she's totally surprised when they both walk back out into the living room wearing Metros t-shirts.
Gone is subby-Ilya who begged for them to swap jerseys. Now this is playoff-Ilya who is moving as if the shirt is coated in holy water and he's a demon.
Shane looks beyond smug. He raises his eyebrows at Svetlana. "I told him he has to wear it so I can stand to look at him."
Ilya whines like a balloon losing air. "Has to be bad luck somehow. It feels…"
Shane shoots him a look. "Oh, does it actually feel…"
They stare at each other, unspoken hockey superstitions that they both logically know are stupid but that they also can't ignore the feeling provided by believing in them just a little.
Shane gives in. "Fine, take it off."
Ilya rips the shirt off his head and chucks it across the room, happily shirtless.
Shane rolls his eyes. "That's gonna be your shirt next year."
"Fine, next year. I have a cup to win for Boston still."
Svetlana watches all of this, happily silent as their standard bickering fills the air.
When they finally come up for air and look to her for comment, she just smirks and says, "Back to normal then?"
Shane shrugs. "I think it's just…" He looks at Ilya.
Their whole conversation about playoffs was with half sentences and feelings.
Neither of them has any idea how to paraphrase it for Svetlana.
Ilya says, "The future is more important."
And Shane turns bright red.
Svetlana raises an eyebrow.
Shane sputters as he rushes to change the topic. "We're good. We're on the same page about it."
Svetlana nods, eyeing Shane suspiciously. "And did you talk about round 3?"
Ilya and Shane once again stare at each other.
Svetlana groans and gets up from the stool in the kitchen to sink onto the couch. "Tell me when you're done with the post-sex telepathy bullshit and are ready to actually talk."
Shane's eyes drift to the kitchen and he's suddenly conscious of the time on the microwave. "Wait, when's your flight?"
Ilya snorts, "Um, probably thirty minutes ago."
Shane nearly has a heart attack. "What?! Ilya, you can't…"
"I can," Ilya steps closer, kisses his cheek. "I'll pay a fine to fuck my boyfriend. We needed this. I don't care."
Shane groans. "Your team's gonna kill you." His life flashes before his eyes. "Oh my god, and they know it's me." A strange mix of terror, embarrassment, and possessiveness floods Shane's chest.
"Mm, yes," Ilya sucks at the corner of Shane's jaw. "Sorry, Raiders. Had to pit stop to fuck Shane Hollander so he will stop crying about losing."
Shane glares at him, shoving him away. "Don't be an asshole about it."
Ilya groans, "You know I'm joking, Shane."
"Still." Shane protests by dropping next to Svetlana on the couch, putting his arm around her and kissing her cheek.
Ilya stares at them, folding his arms across his chest. "Oh, so when you are mad at one of us, you will just trade?"
Shane lets out a breath, closing his eyes.
Svetlana shoots a look at Ilya. "Take a breath, think about what you're saying, and tell me if you think maybe you're going a little too hard right now."
Ilya sucks his teeth, eyes flicking out the window. He holds tight to the conversation he and Shane just had, but knows that Shane needs to be the one to broach that topic with Svetlana. He does take a deep breath but pretends it was his idea. "I'm a little jealous about last night."
Shane blinks at him. "What?"
Ilya walks around the couches, and drops onto the empty one, staring at the two of them curled together. "Tell me about it."
It's a blink and you miss it kind of reaction, but Ilya can see Shane curl into himself just a little.
Shane squeezes Svetlana's shoulder. "Um, can… can you…" He hesitates and then lets himself cave to the feeling and buries his face in her neck, embarrassed.
Svetlana laughs softly, kissing the top of his head, eyes on Ilya.
There's a new dynamic here that Ilya hasn't witnessed yet. He studies them, fascinated.
Svetlana speaks to Shane first, "I'm going to tell him in Russian. You might understand but there's a lot of vocab I think you'll miss if that's okay."
Shane hums softly in approval.
So Svetlana launches into a recounting of the previous night in rapid-fire Russian. "You know him, you know he needed it rough. I can't do that physically. He's too big. So I had to do it emotionally. We talked about degradation."
Ilya's eyebrows nearly raise all the way to his hairline. "With Shane? You did… with Shane?"
Svetlana chokes out a laugh. "I know, Ilyusha. But it worked. He was…" She pets a hand down the side of his neck. "He was in a bad place. About losing. About what he wanted. Because he wanted you but… it hurt him to want you so soon after losing."
Ilya breathes that in. It's hard to imagine.
He has his own complicated feelings about winning over Shane and he really doesn't know how it would feel to be the one who lost right now.
It's like a knife to the gut to hear that Shane wanted him last night and he wasn't here. But Shane was the one who didn't want him here and as confusing as it is, Ilya understands.
He's not sure he could've been here even if Shane did want him here. To know what he took from Shane and try to act like it was fine.
They both needed to sleep on it.
Svetlana explains the rest of the night in as vivid detail as possible and Ilya can tell that Shane is struggling to follow, but it seems like he catches a lot of it. So there's an undercurrent of pride throughout the whole process as Ilya watches his boyfriend listen to and understand Russian. Ilya wonders for a moment if there's anything he can learn for Shane, something that will allow Shane to feel how he feels right now. He'll have to ask when things are calmer.
Ilya processes the recounting and switches to English, voice thick with sarcasm, "So you are bisexual now?"
Shane sighs harshly, glaring Ilya but with just enough of a hint of a smile that Ilya knows Shane understands he's joking. "It wasn't like that."
Ilya smirks, pleased to have provoked Shane in the right way to give him his words back. He could tell Shane was struggling with that before Svetlana started.
"What was it like?" Ilya asks gently.
"I don't know," Shane admits, turning the feeling from last night over in his mind. "It was like…" His gaze slips to Svetlana, looking into her eyes. "I know what you can do to me. I know how you feel about me. And I'm attracted to that. I'm attracted to you and how you present yourself. I know you tossed out the word demisexual awhile ago and I guess it's similar to that or maybe a version of it, I don't know. It's not that I've developed a physical attraction to you after falling in love with you. The physical attraction still isn't… I mean, it's there, but it's…"
So much research, so much vocabulary, and still Shane can't find the words for it.
Shane's eyes flick to Ilya. "I don't think she mentioned the sir thing."
It's Svetlana's turn to blush as Ilya asks eagerly, "What sir thing?"
Svetlana pouts.
Shane smiles sheepishly. "Sorry, did you not…"
Svetlana rolls her eyes. "It's fine. It's just… he'll tease me."
"He'll tease you anyway," Shane replies wryly.
Tentatively, Svetlana looks to Ilya and says. "Shane maybe noticed that I like to be… you know, masculine."
Ilya waves his hand. "Rose calls you a fuck boy, yes. I know this."
"Well, maybe it's a little more than that. I don't know." Svetlana averts her gaze.
Ilya smiles with too much teeth. "Oh. You act a little bit boy and your gay boyfriend thinks you're hot?"
Shane huffs a sigh. "That's a really crude way of putting it…but maybe. Yeah."
"It's not an act," Svetlana wants to clarify. "It's… it's a feeling. Sometimes. Maybe. I don't know."
Something about how she says it clues Ilya in to what she needs for this. "Tell me later."
Svetlana nods pensively.
"Besides," Ilya looks to Shane, doing Svetlana the favor of changing the subject while throwing Shane under the bus. "He wanted to ask you about something important."
Shane deadpans at Ilya. "You have no tact, you know."
Ilya shrugs. "Don't need it." Shane has pointed this out to him enough times that he does know the word tact by now.
As graceless as Ilya's segue was, Shane's grateful for it because he's right. They need to talk about this sooner rather than later and part of the conversation needs to be about if they'll see each other in person over the next few weeks or not.
Of course, they could travel with Ilya and not go to the games but…
Yeah, they need to talk about it.
Shane tries to figure out how to begin to ask all his questions. "You said you don't want to be famous." He glances at Ilya, filling him in about that too.
Svetlana sighs and nods, explaining the dream and how her moment in the press made her feel. The conclusions she reached.
Ilya narrows his eyes at Shane as she explains, wondering why Shane felt so strongly about checking in with her about marriage if this is what they talked about literally this morning. But he trusts him so he follows his lead as they take baby steps through this conversation.
As she reaches the end of her explanation, Shane gets more fidgety and starts playing with her fingers.
Svetlana notices, glancing at their hands and then at Shane's face, trying to read him. "What?" She checks Ilya's expression. "What were you two talking about?"
Shane takes a breath and tells her what he told Ilya about marriage and paperwork. He only gets so far as mentioning that Rose and Svetlana can sign the certificate as witnesses before Svetlana's mouth is on his.
He laughs into the kiss, hands going to her hips as she straddles him.
Svetlana's eyes are watering. "I love you so much."
Shane's eyes flick to Ilya's, a little uncertain what Svetlana thinks about the details of what he's said, but replies, "I love you too."
Svetlana nods. "You really took that all or nothing convo and ran with it, huh?"
Shane laughs softly. "I've been thinking about the certificate thing for a while. I don't know. I kept…" He averts his gaze, knowing that Ilya is staring at him with interest. "Whenever I wanted to be talking to Ilya I just ended up researching stuff on my phone. And I was wondering what getting married actually means when it comes to citizenship and finances. Then I saw a picture of a certificate with the witness spots and it just… it clicked. I don't know. A way for all our names to be there together."
He looks into Svetlana's eyes, brows furrowed in concern. "Is that enough for you? I know it's…" He sighs harshly. "You know how I feel about the hierarchal shit."
Svetlana snorts, pressing her forehead to his. "Have I mentioned I kind of hate the concept of marriage?"
Ilya gestures dramatically. "What did I fucking say?"
Shane glares at him. "I wanted to fucking ask, Ilya."
Svetlana slides off of Shane's lap to sit beside him again so she can look back at Ilya. "It's fair to check in. It could've changed since I used to burn those fucking magazines as a teen."
Ilya gestures again.
Shane just glares back.
Svetlana puts her hand on Shane's cheek, pulling his eyes to her. "I love you. I'm in love with you."
Shane wants to say it back but can tell she's not done.
Svetlana continues. "I don't want to marry you. I want… what you were saying about a celebration with our families and friends. We can have a celebration of our relationship and it doesn't need to involve government documents…" She nods, eyes watering again. "That's exactly… that's exactly what I want with you, Shane. I want everyone we care about to know. I don't need to file my taxes with you."
Shane laughs, pressing their cheeks together. "Taxes can be romantic."
Ilya scoffs in disgust. "Only you would think so." He continues to derail the moment. "I told Shane you should decide which of us gets to propose."
Shane's jaw tenses. "Not what we decided on."
"You could both do it," Svetlana says, eyes alight with mischief. "It would just be a matter of who gets a plan together first. But it would be my genuine honor and delight to secretly plan both of these with you and watch the chaos unfold."
"No hockey stuff," Shane says immediately, eyes on Ilya. "I'm fucking serious, Ilya. Stuff like this, it's for us. Not for them."
Ilya nods. "I understand."
Shane nods. He knows Ilya knows that, he just has to say it out loud to make sure.
Ilya redirects, looking at Svetlana. "Would you ever give Rose citizenship?"
Svetlana shoots a lethal glare at him. "We're both American."
Ilya shrugs. "You have a work visa for Canada. You could become a citizen."
Svetlana sighs.
Shane can't help laughing. "Ilya, there's no way Rose wants that."
Ilya nearly has a meltdown. "Oh, so you are allowed to know what Rose wants but I'm not allowed to know what Sveta wants?"
Shane wheezes. "Okay, you're right. I'm a hypocrite. But I'm right about Rose."
"I was right about Sveta!"
They reach a lull in the conversation, each of their thoughts spiraling out in a thousand directions.
Shane feels electricity buzzing through his veins. "So…we're getting married."
Ilya shuts that down. "Eh, no. There is no proposal yet."
Shane shoots back, thoughts still bouncing around like a pinball machine. "When do we have to disclose it to the Metros staff? I want the trade to be impartial but is it better to tell them before the trade?"
Ilya can recognize that Shane is needling him on purpose, but can't resist. "We are not engaged yet, Shane."
Shane continues, "Do you think they'll invent special rules for us? There've never been engaged players in the MLH bef–"
Ilya launches himself at them, practically belly flopping, still shirtless, onto two of his favorite people, covering them in sloppy kisses.
Svetlana is screaming, smile taking up her whole face.
They are barely balanced on the couch, just a heap of limbs, tangled together.
When the laughter dies down, Ilya asks, "Awards in Vegas doesn't count as hockey stuff, right?"
Shane pinches Ilya's side. "You're not proposing to me on stage in Vegas."
Ilya faux whines, "Oh, come on! We recreate the terrible script from 2014 and then I drop to one knee."
"No hockey stuff," Shane says in a silly voice into Ilya's ear as he sucks at the lobe.
Svetlana pretends to retch. "Don't fuck on top of me."
Ilya blows a raspberry into the side of her neck. "Oh no, poor Sveta. Two hot men being sexy on top of her. It's torture for her."
She cackles and they look at each other, then lean in for a casual kiss.
It's unlike them to kiss unprompted like that. But if any moment called for it, it would be this one.
Shane watches, eyes soft and fond as his entire nervous system gets over run with compersion.
"Next year you might live here," Shane mumbles it.
They all take a moment to process that.
They'd been working off the assumption that people wouldn't know Ilya and Shane were together, that Ilya would need his own place at least just for show for their teammates.
But today's conversation changed all of that.
They might…live here.
Shane wonders out loud, "There's potential to expand the first floor on the Eastern edge. When I talked with the contractor–"
Ilya and Svetlana both rush to cover Shane's mouth before he can get too in the weeds with architectural plans.
There are still so many details to figure out, but so many of the obstacles are off the board now.
Ilya stares at Shane and thinks about his conversation with Rose.
He thinks about how Shane always sees the path to the win and wonders how in the world he pulled this one off, because Ilya was expecting losses along the way.
Yet Shane fucking Hollander has once again carved them a path to victory.

 ★ ★ ★ 







      

  












      Chapter 147: RECAP Chapters 129-146
  








  Recap 1-15
Recap 16-25
Recap 25-55
Recap 55-76
Recap 77-84
Recap 85-96
Recap 97-107
Recap 108-128
Recap 129-146
Ilya comes out as bi but that's not important because Svetlana makes a hilarious edit of him coming out of the penalty box and then my girl, MPP, aka Captain Clutch, completely overshadows him.
The son of the Metros owner thirst tweets about Ilya and Ilya must be restrained from flirting back for the sake of his career. But that doesn't stop him from posting old Twitter drafts.
Shane and Ilya go radio silent in the group chat during playoff prep and when Svetlana points this out, it turns out they are entirely incapable of talking to each other normally without peacock-ing so Svetlana disables the chat.
Shane and Ilya agree not to talk about playoffs until one of them is eliminated.
Their teammates don't get the memo and keep asking how they feel about meeting each other in the playoffs. Shane shuts it down but Ilya declares war. The Raiders worry about the foundation and if the founders will get a divorce. What about the children????
They both win in round one and will play each other in round two. The mental games start as soon as the puck drops. Montreal wins game one.
Svetlana is NOT rooting for either of them. She would simply like everyone to survive this.
The Raiders win game two in a short overtime.
The entire hockey world is riveted by this round two series, lamenting how boring the rest of the playoffs will be in comparison.
The Raiders take over a conference room in their hotel in Montreal to play Mario Kart and they ask Ilya about Hollander and playoff sex. Ilya deftly avoids the question.
Montreal wins game three.
Game four goes into triple over time. Shane and Ilya start to lose their composure. At the end of the game they skate over to each other and hug.
They start texting again.
Game five is scrappy but the arena is packed with people who showed up to support Ilya coming out as bi.
Boston leads 3-2 and as the clock ticks down, Montreal is hoping to tie it up and force an overtime. Shane scores, but gets called offsides and the goal is revoked. Shane tries again but the Boston goalie makes an incredible save and Boston wins game five. GIVE PHILLIPS A GUN!
While celebrating winning the series, Ilya stays out in the arena to sign posters and take photos with fans. He's out there so long, Shane has showered and impulsively made his way back to the Montreal bench, watching him. They chat a bit, in full view of fans, but Ilya can tell Shane is hurting and walks away.
Shane spirals. His parents drive him home and order him food and he finally relents and tells Svetlana she can come over as well.
Hayden and JJ encourage Shane to have playoff sex with his boyfriend.
The Raiders play Mario Kart again because it worked last time.
Ilya texts Shane to ask how he's doing and Shane says he can't talk to him right now.
Ilya tells Svetlana to fuck Shane for him.
Shane and Svetlana talk by the door and get eavesdropped on by Shane's parents.
Svetlana sends a proof of life photo to the group chat of Shane eating.
Ilya is (allegedly) drunk and asks Rose to sext him.
Rose checks with Svetlana to see if that's a good idea and Sveta says she'll check with Shane.
Shane's parents leave and he's immediately horny and confused, alone with Svetlana. They talk through it and eventually end up crafting an idea for a scene together after parsing weeks of Shane's repressed emotions about the playoffs and Ilya coming out.
Svetlana hints at having some of her own emotions about the whole thing but tries to wave it off.
The four of them text in the group chat just long enough to make sure they're all on the same page with pursuing intimacy with each other in these unusual duos.
Rose tries to roleplay as a bimbo or Marilyn Monroe over a video call with Ilya and he's simply too down bad and domestic to go for it. Rose gets off, but Ilya gives up, pouting about his boyfriend.
Svetlana and Shane slip into one of the more complicated scenes they've tried and successfully have heterosexual presenting sex with the help of weeks of abstinence, kink, and delusional levels of devotion.
Svetlana had set up the scene to help Shane process, but the entire thing kind of backfires on her and she ends up working through months if not years of avoidant habits.
Most annoyingly, Shane calls her sir and she has to add gender exploration to her to-do list.
Rose and Ilya talk about how optimistic Shane is and how bad he is at losing.
Ilya tells the chat he didn't go through with sexting Rose. Shane tells the chat he fucked his girlfriend.
Svetlana has a nightmare about being thrown into the spotlight for being Shane's girlfriend and finally takes some time to process what she wants this to look like despite what Shane and Ilya want. She has a bit of a meltdown and Shane helps comfort her through it until they can fall back asleep.
Shane calls her my light and Svetlana punches him in the face. Okay fine, her fist thumped against his chest.
They talk through it in depth in the morning, Shane understanding the boundary Svetlana sets as she points out to him that coming out isn't mandatory. It helps him to reframe his entire perspective on hiding their relationship and what they all actually need.
Shane and Ilya text about the fact that Ilya had sex during playoffs the year he won the cup and that's really all it takes for them to cave and for Shane to invite him over.
SOCMED CHAPTER - I'm still so obsessed with this and how much fun everyone had :( Special shout out to everyone's favorite character, Cisgender Brandon Wiebe.
Ilya and Shane essentially sprint into a bedroom, Shane halfway to subspace before they even close the door as Ilya walked in. They don't really talk with words, but they've never needed to.
When they are ready to talk, they agree it was hard to not be playing with each other. Shane skips about 15 steps in the conversation and essentially proposes marriage. They really talk through it for the first time, about what they do or don't want from it. Shane mentions what he's figured out for how to involve Svetlana and Rose as witnesses. Ilya insists Svetlana hates marriage.
They talk to Sveta about it and she says she hates marriage.
They all realize they've spent months trying to a solve a problem that didn't exist because they never actually talked through what they each really wanted from this.
The puzzle starts to come together…






      

  












      Chapter 148: Let the Kid Get Some Rest
  








   ★ ★ ★ 

[gay friend group for private reasons]
Rose: i have a pitch
 
Ilya looks down at his phone, smiling as he sits at the gate waiting for his flight. A couple people had recognized him, especially with the TVs all over the airport doing nonstop coverage of the playoffs. So he's been met with videos of himself at nearly every turn. He couldn't stop himself from chatting and taking some photos. He never realized… he doesn't know how he could've ever known without coming out how many queer MLH fans there are. When he'd made the decision to come out, it was in spite of the backlash. He had no idea there was so much support on the other side of this as well. He'd eventually ducked into a lounge for a bit to get away from the crowd but his flight is about to board now.
They caught Rose up on the marriage certificate and witnesses idea and she had sent a voice note that Ilya foolishly hit play on without headphones, immediately getting sharp looks as his phone volume was up too loud and Rose's screech jump-scared everyone within a 1 mile radius.
 
Rose: stop me if it's not romantic enough but what if instead of sveta helping both of you with proposals, i consult with ilya as a shane expert and sveta consults with shane as an ilya expert?
Shane: How is that not romantic? That's really sweet
Rose: oh i guess i was imagining it as two teams and its a competition but maybe we skip that part
Shane: I think I've gotten my fill of making our relationship a competition these last few weeks
Ilya: but your eyes are pretty when you cry
Shane: Ilya.
Ilya: i like this idea. splitting into teams, NOT for a competition but just to surprise each other. any rules we all need to know? like any giant objections to being proposed to in boston or something
Shane: This might sound weird but I think I really want you to try to surprise me. Like we've been talking about it so much so I know that we both want this and that we're both going to say yes, I hope lol. So I think I want you to surprise me.
Rose: i have a million ideas. private or public
Shane: Depends what you mean by public
Rose: like do you want it to be just you two and me hiding in a bush with a camera or something, or is it okay for people who know already to be there
Shane: Oh, for me, I think either way. It might be… it might actually be kind of nice for other people to be there.
 
[App: Sveta & Shane]
Sveta: i have my own pitch
Shane: Lol I had a feeling. What are you thinking?
Sveta: ilya and rose clearly are getting excited about doing something big or special. i think you should wait, let them go first. and then you can do something small and intimate. maybe at the cottage. i think he'd like that.
Shane: I really like that idea… so we can have both. We see what Ilya decides and then I can do something different. Maybe this double proposal thing is the best idea ever and everyone should do it this way lol
Sveta: 💕 alright, then i'm gonna hold onto the idea of setting up something small after playoffs. but we'll wait and see what he decides
Shane: What if he's saying all this to mislead me and he's also planning something at the cottage?
Sveta: then we have two proposals at the cottage lol but you said you wanted to be surprised so i think they're both gonna be too intrigued by that to wait til we're at the cottage
 
[gay friend group for private reasons]
Ilya: i have many ideas but im getting on the plane now. ill see you soon?
Shane: No matter what, I'm coming to at least one game. I'm just… still thinking about… everything else.
Ilya: whatever you want, shenya
Shane: I love you so much
Ilya: prove it. propose better than me
Shane: We said it's NOT a competition
Ilya: it's a little bit of a competition
Shane: 🙄

 ★ ★ ★ 

As soon as Ilya is back at his house in Boston, he drops his bags inside the door and beelines to the entry table.
He opens the drawer and reaches into the back, pulling out a little box.
He flips open the lid and stares at the ring.
His mind empties and without consciously deciding to it, he finds himself calling Yuna.
"Ilya? Everything okay?"
Ilya laughs softly, eyes on the ring as he takes it into the living room and puts it on the coffee table, sitting on the couch and staring at it. "Yes, I'm okay. Did not mean to worry you."
Yuna makes a sound of relief. "That's okay. Tension's been high lately, I was worried… but you're back in Boston now, right?"
"Yes," Ilya says, clearing his throat. "I am… I am looking at the ring you sent me."
"Oh." Yuna's voice turns into a whisper. "Are you...planning to use it?"
"Yes," Ilya says with all the conviction in the world. "I wanted you and David to know. I don't know how or when yet, but… yes, soon. I think maybe, if possible, maybe you should be there."
Ilya could tell that the moment he said David's name, she had rushed over to him and put the phone on speaker.
David responds, "Should we expect to travel somewhere specific?"
Ilya's heart is nearly vibrating with joy. "I think so. He said he wants to be surprised."
On the other side of the line, Yuna and David look at each other, eyebrows raised. Yuna asks, "You talked about it already?"
Ilya laughs. "Eh, yes. We weren't sure who would… so we decided we would both propose. And there's… maybe you ask Shane about it, but he had a whole idea with Sveta and the… I think he would like to tell you."
Something clicks for Yuna. "You're planning to do it during playoffs." There's a distinct sound of disapproval in her tone.
Ilya can't help but to bark out a laugh. "Yes, I know. It's very stupid and distracting. But I think it's more distracting not to do it. And I think he wants… With everything that's happened, I think he wants to be ready, maybe. If anything, em, I think if we have to tell people about us in a more public way, he would like to be able to say fiance."
There's a somberness to the silence over the phone.
David is the one to push through it. "If that's what you all talked about and agreed on, I think that makes a lot of sense. As long as you're doing what you want, still. Don't let the pressure force you to do anything you're not ready for."
And that concern, Ilya can easily assuage. "Oh, I've been ready for months. I think Shane could not have done it during the season, during playoffs, but I am different."
Yuna lets out a tense sigh. "It was already going to be hard to root for Boston, Ilya. You're really trying to make this as stressful as possible for me, aren't you?"
Ilya recognizes the teasing in her tone and perks up like a dog who has spotted a treat. "My whole career at Boston has been to be stressful to you. Have to finish with a big, grand finale, yes?"
Yuna laughs, leaning her forehead against David's shoulder. "I guess that's true. Grand finale it is. Any ideas yet for where you want this to happen yet?"
Ilya chews on his lip and thinks about all the people who know about them, all the people who have offered them support and affection. "I think maybe New York. Rose is helping me plan."
"Of course she is," David says fondly. "The four of you have all gotten close lately, huh?"
Ilya feels a smile tug at his lips. "So Yuna is a witch for hockey and David is a witch for people?"
Yuna makes an affronted noise. "What? What do you mean? What's been going on with Rose?"
"Nothing," Ilya says too quickly. "I mean… um. I shouldn't have said, maybe."
David's laughing too hard. "We'll talk to Shane, kid. Don't worry about it. We won't tell him you said anything."
Kid. Ilya could melt through the floor.
He's never talked to them on his own like this, not for a real conversation. He's called to chat through logistics with posts or plans with Yuna every so often but when it came to conversation, he's used to having Shane at his side.
It's nice to realize he really hadn't had to think about how to talk to them on his own anymore. He just… can. He knows them. He loves them. He's going to marry their son.
Ilya spits out, "I'm going to lie down."
Yuna switches into hockey mode. "Make sure you're drinking enough water. And I think you should avoid being the one to match up with Chen at the face off dot. I saw an interview that he said he's been studying you."
Ilya absorbs the advice. "He is just a rookie, Yuna. I can handle him."
"You were just a rookie once, Ilya." Yuna insists.
Ilya sighs. "Everyone is so worried about Chen."
"You should be too!" Yuna's exasperated. "Now that he has more league experience, he's set to catch up to you and Shane–"
"Yuna, let the kid get some rest." David interrupts.
Yuna huffs. "Fine. But don't go easy on him, Ilya."
"I won't. Thank you, um…" Ilya feels he should say something but he's never said it before.
David rips off the bandaid. "We love you, kid. And we're proud to welcome you to the family officially soon."
Tears rip from Ilya's eyes. "Yes, I'm… I also, um… Thank you." He ends the call, hyperventilating a little.
He hopes that he didn't offend them, but despite feeling the same way, he couldn't bring himself to say it.
That's something he's going to need Shane or Svetlana or both of them by his side to be able to try.
He hasn't told a parent he loves them since he was 14.
His phone buzzes.
Yuna: You never have to say it, Ilya.
And with that, Ilya closes the ring box and takes it with him into the bedroom, positions it on his nightstand, then promptly falls onto his bed and crashes.

 ★ ★ ★ 







      

  












      Chapter 149: Left Him a Gift
  








   ★ ★ ★ 

Svetlana and Shane fall back into their comfortable silence together at Shane's house. Shane does some errands, orders new light bulbs that need to be replaced, and Svetlana catches up on work, prepping some more social posts for the next round of playoffs.
Her flight back to Boston is tomorrow and Shane feels a little itchy in advance of being here alone.
Now that he and Ilya had some time to reconnect and sort things out, he feels much more capable of processing his own emotions, though the weight of the loss is still hanging heavy on him.
Svetlana makes a pleased sound as she sits with her laptop that Shane has come to recognize means that she's finished something, so he takes the opportunity to ask, "Sveta?"
"Yeah, baby?" Svetlana closes her laptop.
Shane's eyes are on the TV. It's off, but if things were different they'd be watching game coverage right now.
"Before you say anything, I know. But… will you review round two with me?"
Svetlana narrows her eyes at him. "You're ready for that?"
Shane shrugs. "I reviewed each game before the next one with the team, but… I want to go through it again. With you." He sits on the couch next to her, and puts his hand on her thigh. "I don't think I've told you but ever since…" He rethinks what he was about to say and laughs. "Fuck, ever since I met you and we started talking about hockey, I started to hear your voice in my head when I'm making plays. Or when I'm on the bench and watching plays develop." He hesitates, glancing at her reaction.
Svetlana looks charmed and endlessly fond. "You trust me that much?"
Shane shoots her a look. "Of course I do. But it's also… I don't know. I'm used to having you on the ice with me in that way. And I feel really messed up thinking about round two right now and I want… I want your voice in my ear about it. Even if it's bad. Especially if it's bad. I'd rather think about it with your voice than with mine right now."
Svetlana puts her hand on his face gently, aching for him as he struggles with this. She does him the favor of not commenting on that part of it right now. "You really think about me when you're on the ice?"
"I'm always thinking about you," Shane says like it's obvious. Like it's an objective fact.
Svetlana lets out a breath and kisses him on the forehead. "You are a danger to yourself and others."
Shane smirks.
Svetlana gestures at the TV. "Fine, put on game one but I'm holding the remote."
Shane complies happily, tucking her against his side as she starts her commentary.

 ★ ★ ★ 

The next day, Ilya picks up Svetlana from the airport with a large black coffee she asked for despite it being 4pm. "What, you stayed up all night fucking him with your strap?"
Svetlana wheezes with laughter in the passenger seat. She's semi delirious. "Oh I fucked him, alright. Just not physically." She thinks about all the little tiffs they got into over plays she disagreed with.
Ilya shoots her a look. "What do you mean?"
"We stayed up all night reviewing round two."
Ilya curses. "You're both so fucking stupid. Why the hell would you–"
"That's what he needed." She says simply. "Don't worry, I left him a gift."

 ★ ★ ★ 

Back in Montreal, Shane realizes his nightstand isn't closed all the way and goes to shut it but instead finds a bag and a note.
The note reads, "Get comfortable with this. XO, Sveta."
Now, Shane knows what's in the bag before he opens it but still feels a thrill as he does.
He pulls out a dildo made to slip into a strap.
And he has some ideas.

 ★ ★ ★ 

Ilya and Svetlana are on the couch, reviewing New York games from round two but instead of last night with Shane being a collaborative effort, Ilya is doing everything in his power to convince her to stop.
Well, he's pretending to at least.
In truth, it's really helpful and Svetlana's perspective has sometimes been the difference between a win or a loss for him so he's listening, he just feels no need to behave as he does.
It's really cute when she gets like this but he'll never admit that to her. She cares about him winning almost as much as he does and it's one of the reasons he can feel as close to her as he can. As much as he thinks of himself as someone who has a life outside of hockey, it's really not that true. It might be more true for him than it is for Shane, but that's an extremely low bar.
If she didn't care about hockey so much, there would be so much of his life that he couldn't share with her. But it's the same with her as it is with Shane. They understand this part of each other.
So of course it's right when Svetlana finally burns through the last of his resistances and he falls quiet, listening to her thoughts, that they're interrupted by a notification from the group chat.
 
[gay friend group for private reasons]
Shane: Thanks for the gift, Sveta. Got something for you in return. [Video attached - Media will delete after watching.]
 
Ilya snatches the remote out of Svetlana's hand. "Turn that fucking off." He's hyperventilating. "Okay, we are so lucky. We can watch twice. Once on your phone, once on mine."
Svetlana's cackling but biting her lip. "Fuck. You think he really… already?!"
Ilya side-eyes her. "It's Shane, Sveta."
They huddle together and hit play on Svetlana's phone.
The video itself was a surprise, not something Shane usually likes risking.
But Ilya nearly passes out because Shane's wearing a mask.
He immediately knows Shane did it for safety reasons but he also knows that Shane knows it would remind them of porn stars who do the same thing.
The video is over far too quickly and Ilya nearly combusts.
 
Ilya: please tell me you saved to locked folder
Shane: It's saved
 
Ilya composes himself and scrolls back up on his phone.
He looks at Svetlana who's pupils are blown like a cat's. He laughs softly. "Again, yes?"
Svetlana just nods.
Ilya hits play.
Shane's on his back, pushing the dildo into himself like it's second nature. He's moaning Svetlana's name.
And then it cuts.
 
Ilya: it's not long enough
Shane: The video or the dildo
Ilya: you think you are so fucking cute
Rose: wait what. what's the video of?
Sveta: NSFW, ROSE. DO NOT CLICK ON SET
Rose: n o t e d
 
Ilya and Svetlana climb into bed before video calling Shane who answers still nude and wearing the mask. "You like it?" Shane answers in Russian.
Ilya has to count to five to control his emotions. "You want to do this all in Russian?"
"I want to try." Shane says softly.
Svetlana cuts in. "I'm just watching. I'm here and I want to see, but that's it."
Ilya checks with Shane, "You understood?"
Shane nods.
His phone is still on the tripod and it's abundantly clear he's barely moved from that spot since he sent the clip, other than to send the clip and answer the phone.
"You were going slow, waiting for us?"
The tenses jumble in Shane's brain, but he can figure out the context clues. "I went slow. Waited."
Ilya nudges Svetlana, "What do you think of the mask, Sveta?"
"Hot." Svetlana says succinctly.
Despite the performance Shane was trying to put on, he sputters a laugh. "Yeah?"
Svetlana can see the restraint in his movement. "You don't have to hold back anymore, treasure. Let yourself feel good."
Shane will analyze later why he's so quick to understand bedroom talk in Russian even if he's still struggling to be conversational in other contexts.
Sometimes he doesn't know what the words means, but he understands the instructions given to him.
He does as he's told, upping his pace. He tries to keep his reactions in Russian as much as he can. "Miss you. Fuck. Already. Miss you already."
Ilya's hand has slipped into his sweats and Svetlana takes the phone from him, holding it for them and she curls against Ilya's side. "Does it feel good, love? You're getting ready for me?"
"Feels good," Shane agrees but didn't understand the second part.
Svetlana notices and translates, "You're getting ready for me?"
Shane nods instantly. "Yes. Ready," he repeats the new vocab word back to her because he's a good boy.
Ilya has to agree, "It's not like he needs to practice, Sveta. He's a pro. Takes it so well."
Svetlana hums. "He likes to practice. He likes to get better."
"Fuck," Shane loses the Russian completely, too close. "Yeah, I do like to… to practice… fuck."
He comes and Ilya devours the visual, memorizing it. The dildo, the mask, the marks he left on Shane a few nights ago. He needs a couple more seconds, but Shane wantonly lets himself be looked at.
Shane tugs off the mask and looks into the camera, "Come, Ilya. Come for me."
"Fuck you, you're so fucking sexy. Fucking hell, Shane."
Shane's looking at Svetlana as he takes the phone out of the tripod and holds it. "You're okay? Do you need anything?"
Svetlana shakes her head. "Might think about this later, but I'm past my limit for group sex for now."
Shane laughs softly. "But if Rose was here–"
"Good night, Shane." Svetlana interrupts with a sly smile.
Shane's eyes glitter with mischief. "Thank you for the gift, Sveta."
Svetlana shakes her head. "Get some rest, golden one. You've been up over 24 hours."
"I could've napped since you left."
"You didn't," Svetlana shoots back.
Ilya wraps his arms around Svetlana and squeezes her, cuteness aggression overwhelming him. "You are both so fucking cute together."
Svetlana repeats herself, making it more of a command, "Good night, Shane."
Shane nods, relenting. "Good night, Sveta. Good night, Ilya."
Ilya makes a kissy face at the camera, "Good night, Shenya."
The call ends and Svetlana pushes Ilya off of her. She kisses his shoulder. "I'm going to the other room."
"Mm," Ilya's eyes blink closed.
Svetlana smiles down at him as she turns the lights off for him and heads to bed.

 ★ ★ ★ 







      

  












      Chapter 150: This is Not Mind Games, This is Love
  








   ★ ★ ★ 

Games one and two of round three will be played in New York which works great for Ilya and his plan.
[New group chat]
Ilya Rozanov added Kip Grady to the group chat.
Ilya Rozanov added Scott Hunter to the group chat.
Ilya Rozanov added Rose Landry to the group chat.
Kip: sorry??????
Rose: hi!!! it's so great to meet you! sorry we couldn't meet in person first! ilya and i have a plan!
Scott Hunter has left the group chat.
Ilya: wait, rose dont add him back.
Rose: why not!!!
Kip: playoffs
Rose: oh. okay fair
Kip: i'll fill him in on whatever this is if i have to but he's rightfully nervous about any mind games you try, ilya
Ilya: ugH. this is not mind games, this is love!
Kip: again, sorry????
Rose: okay so 1 ilya and i want to throw shane a surprise birthday party at the kingfisher
Kip: holy shit. wait thats so cute. his birthday is while youre in new york for round 3?
Ilya: yes but rose is not saying the important part. 2 is that i plan to propose to him at this party
Kip: oh my GOD
Kip: OH MY GOD
Kip: im starting by saying i know you two arent publicly out as together yet so i know this cannot happen yet but WHEN WE CAN POST THESE PHOTOS THEYRE GOING TO GO SO FUCKING VIRAL.
Kip: what have i done to deserve the gift of this free publicity for the kingfisher
Ilya: um well youre gay and you kept our secret and you have a gay bar in new york that youre going to let us reserve for a private event on shanes birthday
Kip: YUP. done. what day. i mean i guess i can just google it. its shane fucking hollander
Ilya: may 10th
Rose: may 10th!
Kip: i get it youre both obsessed with him
Kip: wow youre so lucky. literally right between game one and game two
Ilya: hunter vaughan and chen are allowed to come if they want but i understand playoffs are tense
Kip: honestly i think it depends how game one goes. if they lose he probably wont go but if they win he might. hard to say.
Ilya: but think of the publicity if we are all in photos together later
Kip: you dont have to tell ME. i'll talk to him about it but i still think its gonna depend on how he feels day of
Rose: okay venue SECURED. we're going to fly shanes parents in as a surprise, so they won't be at game one and the plan right now is for them to hide in the back until right before ilya proposes. like you said, its right between game one and game two so im thinking brunch vibes, maybe a 2pm situation. everyone can celebrate for a bit but still get back to bed at a reasonable time without breaking curfew
Kip: im already obsessed with you and keep forgetting youre literally rose landry
Rose: currently playing the role of shane's best friend! but im a big fan of your work too (being the first fiance of hockey on tumblr blogs everywhere)
Kip: oh my god you look at those?
Ilya: obsessively. i think its a problem for her. need to delete twitter from her phone and delete all the drafts
Rose: youre never gonna let that go are you
Ilya: there was gold in my twitter drafts and now theyre gone
Kip: ugh losing twitter drafts sucks
llya: i did not lose them they were TAKEN FROM ME
Rose: so anyway, bar food or catering? anyone you usually work with that you'd recommend?

 ★ ★ ★ 

[App: Sveta & Shane]
Shane: They're being too quiet
Sveta: absolutely guarantee they're planning something for new york
Shane: Ugh, I shouldn't speculate. I told him I wanted to be surprised
Sveta: just make sure you dress extra cute every day in new york
Shane: What do you mean
Sveta: the photos shane
Shane: What photos?
Sveta: ??? engagement photos?????? people will be taking pictures? pictures that will probably one day be shared to the press as evidence of your decade long romance??
Shane: Oh. Fuck. What the fuck do I wear?
Sveta: i'm texting your stylist, dont worry about it.
Shane: You're a literal angel
Sveta: angels don't do bsdm
Shane: Lol

 ★ ★ ★ 







      

  












      Chapter 151: Shepherd Your Story
  








   ★ ★ ★ 

Despite how much they've talked this over, Shane still panics his entire way through his flight to New York. He's wearing both a hat and a dust mask as if that isn't more suspicious but it seems to do the trick and no one bothers him.
He and Ilya spent the last few days checking in with Yuna and Svetlana to prep emergency statements about their relationship if they need them.
Shane is really, really hoping it won't come to that but it does bring him a lot of peace to have a safety net in case they need it.
There are multiple social media posts drafted: one for Ilya, one for Shane, and one for the Irina Foundation. There are also short and long versions of a press release that can be sent at a moment's notice. Those have also been tweaked and converted into email drafts to send to Boston's staff and to Montreal's staff.
The email to the Montreal staff is what had been the final straw for Shane's nervous system.
He can't stop thinking about how people will react to them as a couple and if it will affect Ilya's chances at being drafted to Montreal. He's made peace with everything else, but that's the part of this that's been keeping him up at night.
Coincidentally, while they were doing this prep Yuna got a request for someone hoping to contact Shane directly and she almost deleted it upon receiving it until she realized who it was from.
Isaac Yu from TIME had been keeping up with Shane and Ilya's playoff runs and wanted to send a personal note to Shane, if he was open to it.
Yuna checked with Shane and he agreed so Isaac emailed him directly.
 
Hi Shane,
I was rooting for you this year as I do every year, but for journalistic integrity, that's off the record. I was honored to be the one to interview you and Ilya and bring that story carefully to the public and help you adjust your narrative. Seeing you two together that day, before the cameras turned on, told me more than you maybe meant to but I think I knew what to look for since I'm hiding the same thing.
I hope my silence on the matter is enough proof of my intention to keep it that way unless you're looking for help adjusting that narrative again.
I am unreasonably proud to know Ilya as little as I do and have been thrilled by everything him coming out meant to closeted men everywhere. 
I have a website separate from my work with TIME that I think would be a better fit for any potential articles of this nature. If there's anything I can do to continue to help shepherd your story, please don't hesitate to reach out.
Thank you for everything,
Isaac
P.S. You should always say off the record before sharing information. That was just a little journalism joke for you. 
 
Shane read the email about fourteen times.
There had been a tiny, instinctive flare up of fear when he first realized what Isaac had noticed about them. But that fear had been immediately mollified by Isaac sharing the same secret.
Shane experiences the same feeling Ilya had felt in the airport: there is so much more community to be found by coming out that is just not possible to even know exists while you're hiding.
Without checking with anyone first, Shane responds.
 
Hi Isaac,
This means the world to me. I do expect the narrative to change again, and I think you probably understand more than most how fragile our secret is right now.
I don't want this story to break in the press in the same way we broke the Irina Foundation, but I do think it might be nice to talk with you one on one and see how you can help me learn to speak up for myself. We would need final approval, of course, and I would ask that you hold the interview until you hear from us.
I really appreciate you reaching out and look forward to working with you again. 
Thank you, 
Shane
P.S. Off the record, do you have any interest in nonprofit work? As soon as my mom hears about this she'll probably try to recruit you…
 
So it's with an interview date on his calendar and as many of his nerves quieted as humanly possible, that Shane checks into a hotel in New York and prays that no one has recognized him. Yuna had helped him find a place that was more discrete with a doorman so that helps him feel more relaxed about the whole process.
It's frustrating to not be staying in the same hotel as Ilya but that was never going to be an option.
He unpacks his suitcase methodically, lining up all his outfits by day and ironing anything that got too wrinkled during travel.
He stares at the outfit he's going to wear to game one. It's an Irina jersey with his own name and number on it, but it makes something warm curl in his gut to know that Ilya has a matching jersey with his own name on it.
He wants, more than anything he's ever wanted for his career before, to be on the same team as Ilya.
His plan for now is go to to games one and two in New York. If people don't react too weirdly to it, maybe he'll go to games three and four in Boston. He's definitely going to Boston regardless. But it'll also depend on how the series goes and if there even is a game four to go to. Boston could sweep.
He checks his watch. Svetlana traveled with Ilya and the Raiders. They planned to use it as an experiment to see how people reacted to seeing the two of them together now that Ilya's out.
Rose has been busy on set, but somehow manages to send updates of public reactions on socials. No one seems to agree about what it means to see Svetlana with the Raiders. Some people know Svetlana works for the Irina Foundation and think she's just there as his publicist, some people know they have history and think they're dating or fucking, and some people know she's allegedly dating Shane Hollander and are wondering what it means for Shane's girlfriend to be with Ilya Rozanov.
It's all a bit of a clusterfuck and Shane doesn't know how to feel about any of it.
 
[Texts: Rose & Shane]
Rose: pls send me pics of the gay hockey meet up
Shane: You know game one hasn't even happened yet. We're not sure if Scott will even want to meet with us after.
Rose: i wanna see all the gay mlh players in one room :(
Shane: You'll see it at game one
Rose: that's too big of a room!!!
Shane: How are you on your phone so much during this shoot
Rose: i told you, im the comedic relief gay best friend. i have like 6 lines
Shane: You know I'm not going to take pictures. Ask Sveta.
Rose: sveta said shes goign to try and talk you into filming reels during the game
Shane: Again in English?
Rose: she wants videos of you watching the game in person and doing commentary for socials
Shane: Like color commentary?
Rose: idk what the significance is so maybe? i think she mostly wants to catch you cursing at ilya
Shane: Ugh, I hate turning it into content
Rose: shane pls it would be so cute it would kill me. dont do it for them do it for ME
Shane: Why is it so interesting to you? Why do people care?
Rose: because you are so cute and funny on your own and it gets like 2093824029384 cuter and funnier when youre together or talking about each other. youre as much of a celebrity personality as i am now, shane. stop being so good at hockey if you dont want people to care about what you think!
Shane: Yeah, that's not an option lol Fine. I'll try. I don't think I'm very good at it.
Rose: you dont have to be anything but yourself. youre great at it, trust me. stop secretly being the funniest person i know and like idk come out of the box
Shane: Ha ha
Rose: sveta will delete anything that needs to be deleted. youre lucky its her doing it and not someone who doesnt know you or about ilya, you know. this would all be so much harder if you had to make sure the person taking videos of you for socials didnt capture anything they werent supposed to. this way if sveta catches it, she knows to delete it
Shane: Fuck, that's true. Okay! I get it. I should be grateful about how much harder this would otherwise be and it's good for the foundation for there to be fun videos of us.
Rose: have fun with it <3 and send me pictures!
Shane: I'm not gonna take pictures!

 ★ ★ ★ 
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   ★ ★ ★ 

Svetlana swipes herself into the hotel room she's sharing with Shane and isn't remotely surprised to find him watching pre-game coverage with his arms crossed on the couch, all his clothes hung up in the closet.
He springs up from the couch when she walks in. "Hey."
"Hi, Shane." They cross the room to each other and hug tightly.
Shane presses his lips to the corner of her jaw. "How is he?"
Svetlana ponders that for a moment. "Focused. I think he took my advice too seriously. He was watching tape of Liam Chen the entire bus ride."
"Good," Shane says, brows furrowed. "Did anyone give you a hard time about traveling with the team?"
Svetlana shrugs. "Not really. Turns out coming out as bi freaks people out because they have no idea what to do about something that's never happened before. So everyone just nervously said yes to anything we asked for for him. And having an emotional support publicist on the team bus got a yes."
Shane snorts. "Did you film stuff on the bus?"
Svetlana nods. "I had to review everything with their marketing team but they seemed grateful for the opportunity to show an ounce of acceptance towards Ilya during the media shitstorm that's been digging up old posts and tweets from players saying homophobic shit that no one cared to call out until now."
Shane lets out a breath and sits back on the couch. "What the fuck are we doing?" His tone is a complicated mix of emotions, but generally it sounds like awe.
Svetlana sits with him, curling against him and holding his arm to her chest. "Making history?"
Shane looks at the TV, unfocused. "Yeah. I guess so."
Svetlana shakes his arm, smile on her face and eyes full of energy.
Shane looks at her, lips curling up fondly. "What?"
"I said we're making history." She wriggles excitedly again.
Shane laughs and drops his head back against the couch, smiling more widely. "We're making history."
Svetlana kisses his cheek. "Rose told me she told you about my idea for taking videos of you during the game."
Shane sighs, but turns the volume up a little on the TV. "It should be fine. I don't really know what you want me to say."
"The same kind of stuff you say when we review games together just without the proprietary information about team strategies."
Shane nods, chewing on the inside of his cheek. "Okay. I mean, I still don't really know… but you'll help me." He glances at her.
"I'll help you." She takes a second to explain. "I thought if we were doing like a dedicated series for the foundation socials about you being at the games, it would help to explain why you were there."
Shane relaxes. "Oh, yeah. That's a great idea." He cups her face in his hand. "Fuck, you're so smart and good at your job."
Svetlana smiles into the kiss. She checks her phone. "Three hours 'til puck drop."
Shane chews on his lip a little more, eyes laser focused on the clips of Ilya on the TV. "Fuck, I want him to win."
Svetlana nods and orders them delivery since there's no way either of them will have time or brain space to remember to eat during the game.
"Why does every round feel like the finals this year?" Shane mumbles.
Svetlana laughs, "It does. I don't know. Because you and Ilya are rooting for each other in weird ways so instead of caring about one team winning, you both have been thinking about two. And it's Ilya's last year playing with the team that drafted him. Stakes are high."
"And he might propose to me at any fucking second," Shane adds dryly.
Svetlana wheezes. "And that." She reaches out and massages the furrow in his brow with her thumb. "You gotta take deeper breaths, Shane."
He closes his eyes and does as she says. "Sorry. I'm stressed for him. It feels like a game day for me but it's… yeah, I don't know. I haven't gone to a playoff game I wasn't playing in since I was a kid."
Svetlana blinks. She knew that, theoretically, but hadn't thought of it in those exact terms. "Really?"
Shane nods, "Not since I was drafted, yeah. And it's not like the playoffs happened in Ottawa very often before that. We had to travel for them if we wanted to go. I've gone to some the CWHL playoff games when Montreal made it through."
Svetlana mutes the TV and gets his attention, showing him her phone as she hits record on a voice memo. "When's the last time you went to an MLH playoff game?"
Shane looks at her curiously but understands and lets her interview him for a bit about his life as an MLH fan before he was an MLH player, how weird it is to be attending a playoff game after so much time in the league. Shane admits that as a kid he always pictured himself on the Ottawa team and how he would figure out how to lead them to a cup win, which somehow segues to them talking about the Prospect Cup. After a moment's hesitation, Shane starts telling the story about the Russian kid everyone kept saying might be the only one who could keep up with him. He talks about studying any videos he could find of the guy, admittedly impressed and in retrospect maybe seeing a a bit of himself in Ilya.
He talks about being an awkward kid, wandering around the arena trying to figure out where the Russian players might be hanging out and finally catching a guy in a toque pushing open a door into the parking lot, following him out, and telling him about the no smoking signs.
If Svetlana uses this audio for a socials video, it'll be the first time people will realize just how long Shane and Ilya have been in each other's orbit in a way the public wasn't privy to. That their friendship had been building for so much longer than anyone had known.
Svetlana ends the recording, looking into Shane's eyes. "Anything I shouldn't use?"
Shane shakes his head, looking much more calm after talking about hockey and Ilya for a while. "Whatever you think, Sveta."
So she puts in her headphones and starts editing right away.
Shane answers the door when their food gets delivered and spreads it out for them. When Svetlana gets too focused, he pushes some food into her mouth and snaps her out of it, laughing at him as she closes her lips over his fingers.
She saves her progress. "This is good."
Shane still can't totally wrap his head around why people would care about it, about him, but it helped to talk about what it was like to look up to players when he was a kid. He tries to think of what it would've been like if social media existed in the same way, if he was watching interviews like this of them. He starts to wrap his head around it. Especially when he remembers how he's spent the last few years obsessively watching anything and everything Ilya posted.
Svetlana shoves some food in her mouth, "I've been dying to use the U18 footage of you and Ilya somehow."
Shane laughs as he gets up to start getting dressed. "How close to done with it are you?"
Svetlana thinks through her edit. "If I wanted to obsess about it and make it perfect, three weeks. But I have it laid out as just the story at the end after a little intro about other players you liked watching. It's the perfect tie in for you to be at the game watching Ilya again. And I already had some clips in mind that I just dropped in so. I think I can get it done by puck drop."
Shane understands most of that but he's never had to edit his own videos. Someone always did it for him.
He undresses in front of her casually and Svetlana falls a little bit deeper in love.
They haven't gotten to have a lot of these kinds of domestic moments yet, too busy traveling to and from each other's homes.
So she takes a break from editing and watches him change.
He catches her watching and winks. "If you keep looking, you're not gonna get that done by puck drop."
"Oh, fuck off. All this talk about how humble you are but this is the real you, an arrogant little shit."
Shane tugs on a hoodie and then the jersey over it. "You can't prove that. It's not on the record."
She gets up to kiss him gently, taking off her own shirt and pulling Shane's hand onto her bare skin for a moment. Her lips hover close to his and she whispers, breath hitting his lips. "I'm wearing my Boston jersey."
Shane lets out a weary sigh. "Takes one to know one, huh?"
Svetlana cackles as she gets dressed and then settles back in to finish the edit before they head to the rink.

 ★ ★ ★ 
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  ★ ★ ★

Svetlana had expected this so it comes as no surprise when the puck drops and all of Shane's anxiety melts away as he focuses on the game.
There had been about 2 minutes of tension when they walked into the VIP box and the jumbotron immediately zoomed in on Shane's face.
He waved as casually as he could as thousands of fans in the rink spun to catch a glimpse of him, twitter immediately going crazy and all of it leading people to find Svetlana's new video on the foundation's socials.
She's glad she didn't show Shane the final before she posted it because she keeps hearing the background music start up in the seats around them as people find and watch it in the stands.
[Texts: Yuna & Svetlana]
Yuna: You're a genius. How on earth did you get him to talk about Ilya like that while being recorded??
Svetlana: We were just talking and I showed him I was hitting record and we kept going.
Yuna: I know I've said this before, but you have a masterful understanding not only of hockey but of hockey fans. And, of course, of Shane. 😉
Svetlana: I'm just glad I can help make this all even a little bit easier for them.
Yuna: You absolutely do. Enjoy the game.
Svetlana: Are you wearing the Boston gear Ilya sent you?
Yuna: David is
Svetlana: Lol! Send Shane a picture please!
 
Shane does not check his phone, eyes on the puck.
Svetlana has to restrain herself from putting a hand on his thigh. "Okay to take videos of you?"
"Hm?" Shane asks, snapping out of it. "Oh, videos? Yeah. Feels boring though. I'm just…" He gestures toward the ice.
Svetlana laughs softly. "Yeah, it's perfect."
She loses him again as he locks back in, but eventually the ref makes a call he disagrees with and he goes from silent to, "Oh, come on! That's not tripping! He's just holding his fucking stick and Hunter skated into it!" He sits back in his chair and notices the camera, blushing.
Svetlana nods to herself, patting Shane's shoulder as platonically as she can. "Yeah, this is gonna work for me."
Shane sighs and just tries not to think about the camera as he continues muttering about the game all night.
It's 1-0 in favor of Boston by the second period. Svetlana watches with him for a bit, no phone in hand. "He's playing well."
Shane makes a noise of dissent. "He won't think so later. But I agree he is."
Svetlana raises an eyebrow at him. "What do you mean?"
Shane's eyes stay on the game while he talks. "He's really conscious of his breakaways lately. He keeps missing his shots."
Svetlana shrugs. "But breakaways are good for disrupting momentum even if they don't end up as a goal."
Shane spares a second to shoot her a nasty look. "Even if that's true, it sucks to miss."
"No one has a 100% success rate with breakaways or penalty shots."
"I mean, my stats are better than his. And he's had two breakaways tonight already and missed both. He's gonna be upset, even if they win."
"I didn't think he cared about stuff like that."
Shane snorts, but doesn't say anything else about it.
Svetlana's still curious, but knows it's a lost cause to try to keep Shane's attention mid hockey game so she lets him watch.
New York scores twice in the third period, one assist and one goal for Liam Chen.
The buzzer ends the game and Svetlana takes a quick video of Shane finally relaxing back in his seat, disappointment clear in his eyes.
She pockets her phone as Shane says, "Don't say it."
Svetlana shrugs. "I didn't say anything."
But they're both thinking it: Liam Chen outplayed Ilya tonight.
And Shane worries that the same might've been true of him if it was the Metros in the conference finals against New York tonight.
Svetlana finally says, "At least you'll be able to take him 2 on 1 next season."
Shane looks utterly exasperated by that thought but has to laugh softly. "Let's go find him."

★ ★ ★

Svetlana and Shane are ushered through extremely confusing halls at Madison Square Garden.
Shane's never really been on this side of things like this. Any time he's been injured, it was too bad to attend games. He'd only gone to that one Ottawa game recently and that was a lot more lax than the Eastern Conference finals at MSG.
So he's not quite sure what to do or how to stand while waiting for Ilya to walk out of the locker room, not sure who is going to walk by and wonder what the fuck he's doing here.
There are a couple other friends and family here that keep staring at him and are doing a bad job of pretending not to be.
Some of the other guys walk out first and spot him, double taking. "Hollander."
Shane smiles tensely. "Hey, guys. Good, um… good game."
"Sure," they rolls their eyes and walk away.
Shane lets out a breath.
Svetlana's lips are pressed together.
Shane glances at her. "What."
Svetlana shakes her head. "I forget how bad you are at talking to people."
Shane turns around and drops his forehead against the wall. "Just tell me when it's him."
Svetlana snorts. "You know your name is on your back, right?"
Shane sighs loudly, just on the right side of playful.
The door opens again and Svetlana whispers, "It's Cliff and Connors."
Shane spins, a little hopeful. "Hey, good game."
Cliff and Connors pause, surprised to see him here, lined up with other family members. "Hollander." Cliff shakes his hand, followed by Connors.
Shane offers some praise about some of the plays and they accept it gratefully after a tough game one loss.
Cliff nods to the door. "Your boy's gonna be the last one out." Then he realizes what he said, but hopes it was general enough to not imply anything.
Shane nods. "Yeah, I, uh. I figured."
Svetlana smiles tightly. "Thank you for that, Cliff."
He smiles sheepishly and makes himself scarce.
Shane goes through this torment nexus designed specifically for him as all the Raiders file out of the locker room until finally the door opens and it's Ilya.
The positive of all of this is that everyone else is gone and the hallway is mostly clear aside from some staff and security.
So Shane has no ability to hold himself back when he sees Ilya and just throws his arms around him. "You played great."
"Hm," Ilya mumbles, holding Shane in his arms for a moment too long before making himself pull back. "I should've had three."
Shane shoots a sharp look at Svetlana.
Svetlana truly has no idea what is wrong with both of them, but at least they have each other.

★ ★ ★

Ilya had to go with the team back to the hotel so Shane's obsessively texting him in the taxi back to their hotel.
Svetlana glances at the screen but even to her, the texts are barely decipherable comments about the game and how to adjust for game two.
It's not that the hockey talk is beyond her, it's the way they're not saying half of what they're talking about because they know the other person knows what they mean already.
"It's weird," Shane finally comes up for air, mumbling. "I usually can't… I mean, last year we kind of… but," he glances up at the taxi driver and tries to say some of it in Russian, "He will go from Boston this year, I can be more honest with him about some of this stuff."
Svetlana has to ask. "Do you think about coaching? After everything."
Shane hesitates. "Not for the MLH, I think."
That's an interesting specification. "What you mean? Why not, they'd be lucky to have you."
Shane nods, fidgeting with his phone waiting for Ilya's response but he must be distracted by something with the team. "Maybe if things were different, if I'm single. I can't imagine retiring and still having to travel and be away from, from you and Ilya, to coach."
Svetlana kisses his cheek. "You're entirely too sweet."
"It's selfish really," Shane mumbles, distracted by a text notification but not from Ilya.
 
[Texts: Shane & Scott]
Scott: Hey. We're on for tomorrow. I'll be there.
Shane: Cool. I'll do my best to make sure Ilya isn't as much of as asshole to you as he could be after tonight.
Scott: He's really pissed about those breakaways, huh
Shane: Please don't bring that up tomorrow
Scott: Lol, sure thing
Shane: I'm looking forward to catching up with you and Kip! We really don't have to do this if it's too weird mid playoffs.
Scott: No, it's good. I need distractions on the off days. And I need food. So late lunch is great.
Shane: Svetlana's going to come too, if that's okay.
Scott: Totally fine. You haven't been to the Kingfisher yet, right? We did a little bit of rebranding since I bought it. It's kind of a gay hockey bar now.
Shane: Sounds cool. Sounds like you're proud of it.
Scott: Deeply. Looking forward to sharing it with you tomorrow. See you then.
Shane: See you

★ ★ ★

Kip reads all of this over Scott's shoulder on the couch, both of them freaking out when Shane mentioned they could cancel.
"Oh my god, don't provoke him about Ilya being upset about the game. We need him to want to come tomorrow. You're gonna ruin everything."
Scott scoffs. "I'm just talking! I didn't– It's fine, he's coming."
Kip shakes his head. "I'll update Rose. Reminder that I'm letting her in to decorate at 8am tomorrow."
Scott nods, "Yeah, Kip. We've gone over the plans for you to throw an engagement party for my literal rival captain a thousand times."
Kip rolls his eyes, holding Scott's face in his hands. "Gay hockey royalty getting engaged in our gay hockey bar. This transcends one Eastern Conference final."
"To you, maybe." Scott laughs, pulling Kip more firmly onto his lap. "Can we focus on how sexy my goal was tonight?"
Kip nods, licking his lips. "My alarm is set for 7. I can focus on you being sexy for a few hours at least."
Scott kisses him.

★ ★ ★







      

  












      Chapter 154: I Can't Find It
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   ★ ★ ★ 

Rose is wearing an Irina Foundation baseball hat and her rattiest t-shirt as she knocks on the door to the bar.
Kip, Elena, and Kyle's jaws all simultaneously drop at the silhouette of her in front of the door.
"Holy shit, it's really her." Kyle says.
"Oh my god, open it." Elena shoves Kip forward.
Rose steps in with a cardboard box. "Morning! Thank you again for letting us do this." She spots the other people here to help. "Hi, I'm Rose."
"Landry," Elena says, eyes flicking over her. "Yeah, I know. I'm Elena." She shakes her hand.
Rose looks at Kyle, holding her hand out to him.
"Um, Kyle." He says nervously, shaking her hand.
Rose smiles brightly. "Alright, A-Team. Shane thinks this is just going to be an awkward lunch with you and Scott," she looks at Kip, "but we surprise him with a birthday party, which honestly I do think he suspects, but then double surprise proposal." She thinks for a second. "I really can't tell if he suspects the proposal or not. He might be too nervous about meeting with Kip and Scott to be thinking clearly about it. I think Svetlana's figured it out, but she's not telling him which I appreciate."
The three of them are all still staring at her, a little star struck.
Elena recovers first. "We usually call them Skip."
Kip shoots Elena an irritated scowl.
Rose looks at her mischievously. "Oh, I'm familiar with Skip."
And that's all it takes for the dam to break as they interrogate Rose Landry about her Twitter activity and she spills everything she knows from stan Twitter about Scott and Kip, leaving Kip permanently red for the entire time it takes them to set up some party decor and birthday banners.
 
They finish faster than they budgeted for and Elena takes it upon Kyle to make them all mimosas and sit in a booth talking about the most recent episodes of Queer Eye.
"Can I ask," Elena says carefully. "You're gay, right?"
Rose sputters a laugh. "Um, pinky promise not to say until I say something?" She holds out her pinky and the three of them put their pinkies in like they're the Three Musketeers or something. "Yeah, kinda. I mean. Yes. It's complicated but yes."
"Mood," Kyle says softly, sipping his drink.
And Rose knows that Elena's been flirting with her. "You all are too?"
Kip raises a judgemental eyebrow at her.
Rose snorts. "Okay, I know about you."
Kip laughs and elbows Elena.
Elena shrugs. "I guess I'm also complicated, but yeah. And Kyle's super gay."
"Hey," Kyle frowns at her.
Kip offers him a pat on the shoulder. "She's right."
Kyle sighs.
Rose's eyes wander, taking in the space now that they've done what they could to convince Shane it was a surprise birthday party.
Rose was of the opinion that the decorations should be half-assed so he didn't immediately assume it would be the proposal. She'd been so focused on what she brought that she hadn't really taken in the space itself yet.
One of Scott's old jerseys is signed and framed on the wall and she spots an empty frame next to it. Curious, she asks, "Is that for Scott's jersey from this year when the season ends?"
Kip looks over his shoulder at what she's pointing at. "Oh." He looks back at her. "I actually, um, I was kind of hoping we could get Ilya to sign a jersey to put up."
Rose's eyes well with tears almost immediately. "Oh." She breathes out. "Fuck, you're gonna make him cry."
Kip smiles at her softly. "Looks like you're the one crying."
Rose blinks back the tears before they can spill over. "I'm not kidding. I think he really will cry when you ask him. That's… He might give you his actual jersey. What better way can he commemorate coming out this season than having it on display in the world's first and only gay hockey bar?"
Elena shakes Kip's arm. "People would gay pilgrimage to that jersey if…but we shouldn't assume he'll actually donate it to the bar."
Rose stares at the empty frame pensively. "I think he will."
"You know them pretty well," Kip comments. "Both Shane and Ilya."
Rose nods. "Yeah, I think so. More Shane but… Ilya is such a sweetheart and I'm glad more people are starting to see that." She glances at the time. "Okay, I should go change and get Shane's parents and hide in the back. And you–" she points at Kip, "–will have a normal, birthday lunch with Shane and Ilya."
"Normal," Kip's eyes widen as he speaks dryly. "Right. Because we do this all the time."
"I've been told that no one should mention breakaways to Ilya today, whatever that means." Rose relays from a cryptic text from Svetlana that is one of the main reasons she's sure Svetlana's figured this out.
Svetlana will tell her later that she helps to manage Yuna's calendar and it was hard not to be suspicious when three days suddenly got blocked out around Shane's birthday.
They all stand up. Kip nods. "Okay, caterers will set up in the kitchen at 1:30. I'll go back and grab food for the four of us at 2. Then we bring everyone out for a birthday surprise moment, let Ilya work his magic to turn it into a proposal, then serve the rest of the food."
Rose smiles brightly. "What could possibly go wrong?"

 ★ ★ ★ 

Ilya can't find the ring.
He has been absolutely insane about keeping the box in the hotel safe and checking it every five seconds.
Cliff has been giving him an extremely hard time about it.
And yet, Ilya opened the safe and it's not there.
Ilya, like an idiot, calls Svetlana. "I can't find it."
Svetlana glances at Shane putting on the outfit she picked for him, her suspicions officially confirmed about today's lunch when she hears the panic in Ilya's voice. "Can't find what?" But she has a bad feeling she knows what he means.
Shane glances at her when she switches to Russian. "Is that Ilya?"
Svetlana nods. "He lost his hotel card. I'm gonna step out on the balcony." She steps out onto the balcony and faces away from the door as she drops her voice, "The fuck do you mean you can't find it?"
"It was in the safe. Where else would it be?" Ilya doesn't panic often, but he's panicking now.
Svetlana does her best to stay calm for the both of them. She tries to think of Ilya and his habits and the circumstances of a hotel room. "You had it in the safe, right?"
"Of course I– I didn't say what it was."
"I'm not a fucking idiot, Ilyusha. How many times have you opened the safe to check on it?"
Ilya goes quiet for a second. "A couple times."
Svetlana lets out a breath and relaxes. "Okay. So. You opened it already."
"Yes," Ilya agrees, "Of course I opened it."
"No,"  Svetlana clarifies. "You're overthinking it. You took it out to bring to the bar already and you forgot you did it because you've opened the safe a thousand times. Did you check the nightstand?"
Ilya scoffs. "I didn't take it out. I just opened it now to take it out. Why would it be in the–"
He stops talking abruptly.
Svetlana rolls her eyes. "Got it?"
Ilya holds the box in his hand and opens it to see Shane's grandfather's ring. "How the fuck did you know that?"
"I know you, Ilyushka. It's gonna be okay. You know he's going to say yes."
Ilya clutches the ring box to his chest. "When did you figure it out?"
Svetlana shrugs. "I assumed you were going to do something in New York and it's literally his birthday. How could you resist? He said he wanted a surprise so you're going to pretend it's a birthday party, right?"
Ilya sighs. "Okay, fuck off. I'll see you at the bar."
"Love you."
"I love you too."
Svetlana takes a couple deep breaths and walks back into the room.
Shane shoots her a weird look. "His hotel card?"
Svetlana raises an eyebrow at him. "Do I need to explain to you that he gets weird during playoffs?"
Shane laughs it off.
Svetlana steps close to him. "My pretty birthday boy."
Shane blushes. "It's a nice shirt. You picked it?"
"Mmm," Svetlana says. "I got a couple different colors 'cause I thought you'd like the fabric."
Shane kisses her cheek. "I do." He holds her gently. "So what do you think, is he gonna do it tonight after lunch? Or after game two when he can focus?"
Svetlana has to laugh. He's so close and yet. "Honestly, I'm doing my best to try and not figure it out."
"Fair." He kisses her again and stands up straight. "Okay, let's go."

 ★ ★ ★ 






  
    Chapter End Notes

    you should know i wrote the next chapter with pas de deux on loop so i cant be held responsible for it being a little too cheesy okay


  


      

  












      Chapter 155: POP!
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   ★ ★ ★ 

Ilya's already at the bar when Shane walks in with Svetlana. Any thoughts he had in his mind as he walks through the door vanish as his eyes find Ilya.
He looks… his curls are styled carefully and he's wearing the slacks Shane's said he loves him in. His shirt is open just one button too far and most importantly, he's wearing the most lovesick smile Shane's ever seen.
Oh.
Shane looks at Svetlana.
She winks at him and moves farther in to greet Scott and Kip. "Good to see you again, Scott. It's nice to meet you, Kip."
Shane and Ilya are still just staring at each other.
Ilya mumbles, "Can you at least act surprised?"
Shane snorts and finally walks farther into the bar. "I think it still counts. I feel surprised."
"Mmm," Ilya says kissing him softly. "Happy birthday, my love."
Shane slowly starts to reboot. "It was the pants."
Ilya wheezes. "Kip, this is my Shane."
Kip watches all of this like it's a TV show and finally snaps out of it, to shake Shane's hand. "It's nice to formally meet you outside of a video call."
Shane gestures around at the decorations. "Did you help with all of this?"
Kip nods. "Yeah, it was an honor and a pleasure."
Shane shakes Scott's hand, respect embedded in the action. "Congrats on game one."
Ilya makes a wounded noise.
Shane glares at him. "It's called sportsmanship, Ilya."
Scott chuckles, "Alright, don't get into a fight on my behalf."
"We have already," Ilya and Shane say it at the same time, glancing at each other and laughing.
Ilya starts to explain, "He thinks that the call in–"
"Don't," Shane stops him, closing his eyes as tension rises in him unbidden.
Ilya smiles wildly, patting Shane's thigh with both hands as they sit beside each other.
Shane shakes it off.
They keep staring at each other, both soaking in the joy at being together in front of people and the fact that they both know what is about to happen.
Svetlana groans, "Okay, just do it so we can have conversations without you too eye-fucking each other."
Shane shoots her a look, but she's smiling like a fool too, despite her words.
Ilya hums, taking Shane's hand in his and bringing it to his lips. "I do have a couple things that will still surprise you, I think."
Shane's head tilts. "What do you mean?"
Ilya looks at Kip.
Kip stands up and shouts, "1, 2, 3!"
Yuna, David, Rose, Cliff, Hayden, and JJ all pop up behind the bar and shout, "SURPRISE!"
Shane actually jumps but then realizes what's happening and his eyes tear up as he scans all the people who have showed up for them, for this. There's a swell of emotion in his chest before his eyes land on Rose. "You fucking liar."
Rose bursts out laughing.
Shane realizes he's cursing at his friend in front of almost everyone he knows and blushes.
"To be fair!" Rose says, as everyone comes out from behind the bar. "I told you I was performing as a gay best friend and that was true."
Shane sighs wearily as she hugs him.
Cliff sidles up next to Ilya with Svetlana and they talk in hushed voices. "You ready for this, brother?"
Ilya swallows. "Not really. I mean, I know he will say yes but… it's still scary somehow."
"It's a big thing," Svetlana says gently.
Ilya nods.
Shane hugs his parents as they wish him happy birthday, both stealing glances at Ilya excitedly.
Hayden and JJ both get a handshake-half-hug from Shane as he sheepishly tells them they shouldn't have come all the way out here for this and they insist they wouldn't dream of missing it.
Kip takes a moment to introduce Elena and Kyle so Shane's not worried about new faces in the room as Elena gets herself in position to take photos and Kyle stealthily prepares a champagne bottle behind the bar. Even if the jig is up, they're still gonna do this right.
Once everyone has gotten their birthday wishes in with Shane and have all failed at being any amount of subtle, Shane turns back to Ilya and sees him standing between Svetlana and Rose.
Shane feels like he's died for a second. He doesn't know what else this feeling could be.
It feels too… everything.
Ilya walks forward and the room falls quiet.
Shane meets him in the middle of the clearing, everyone standing around them.
"Shane…" Ilya's voice is a little shaky.
Shane laughs, a tear already falling from his eye before he even realizes his eyes have teared up. He dabs at it. "Ilya."
Ilya forgets his plan. He had prepared something to say, he knows he did.
He reaches for his necklace and takes the pendant out from behind his shirt, letting it rest visibly over his heart.
Shane's lip wobbles at the emotions that brings up for them.
Ilya says it again, in Russian this time, "She would have loved you."
Shane nods, but knows if he starts speaking now he'll lose it.
Ilya traces Shane's freckles with his eyes and thinks about a parking lot. "I think maybe you know me too well for me to surprise you anymore." He remembers what he wanted to say, taking a deep breath. "I thought, maybe, it would still be a surprise for everyone to be here."
Shane nods, dabbing at the corner of his eyes.
Ilya laughs, grabbing a napkin off the table to help him. "You want to look pretty for the pictures, don't you?"
Shane nods, laughing shyly.
There's some affectionate mumbling around the room as Ilya dabs at Shane's eyes, then cues him to take a deep breath with him.
Shane gets his tears under control and gestures for Ilya to continue.
Ilya feels the weight of everyone's gaze on him and he wants this. He wants to say how he feels about Shane for all of these people to hear. He knows they can do this again at a wedding, but it feels somehow more important to say now, for people to know how real it is and always has been. So when they do finally get to the wedding there's not a single piece of doubt in anyone's mind. "I do not know who I would be without you. We have been skating around each other for 10 years."
Shane laughs and whispers it back like a prayer, "10 years."
Ilya surges forward with his speech. "I spent a lot of time being an asshole so it will not hurt when people don't like me."
Shane mumbles, "But I like when you're an asshole," small smile on his face. There are some chuckles around the room and Shane blushes, unsure how to feel about people hearing this, seeing them.
"Mmm," Ilya agrees. "I know this. You have always… even day one in that parking lot, you never let me push you away. I still remember chirping at you and the way you smiled before chirping back." He reaches into his pocket. "I don't know…" He looks for words, but is overwhelmed, mind going blank as his English swims away from him for a moment. He glances at Svetlana for help. She steps closer, nodding. So Ilya continues in Russian, "I never even knew I could dream of finding something like this, someone like you." 
Svetlana translates for the room, but Shane already understood every word so when he glances at Svetlana, it feels like she's echoing him but speaking for herself to him.
"Sometimes I still wake up and think it will have all been a dream. It's not possible that you," he glances at Svetlana and Rose, "that we found each other. Rose told me not to say this, but I think it's funny so I'll say it. Promise you'll laugh with me and not at me."
Shane shakes his head. "No chance."
Ilya sighs, frowning. "I thought so."
Svetlana clears her throat.
Ilya holds up his hands guiltily and waits for her to finish translating before he continues.
Ilya's laughing a little as he says, "You are my miracle on ice."
And Shane does burst out laughing as does the entire room.
Ilya looks at Rose. "I told you, it's funny. But this time, Russia wins because I scored you. It's a hockey joke–"
Shane puts his hand on the back of Ilya's neck, pulling their faces close. "Ask, Ilya."
Ilya takes the ring box out of his pocket.
Shane stares at the box as Ilya opens it.
Ilya nervously starts to kneel but Shane catches his elbow, shakes his head. "Don't kneel. I want… I want to be…" Equals. Close to you. Looking into your eyes. He doesn't know exactly what he's trying to say but Ilya understands.
Ilya nods, straightening back up.
Shane clutches at Ilya's biceps.
"Shane."
They look at each other, brown eyes into blue.
Ilya takes the ring out of the box. "Will you marry me?"
Shane nods half way through the question. "Yes. Yeah, of course, Ilya. I love you. I love you so much."
Champagne pops and people cheer as the music gets turned up but Shane can only feel the ring slipping onto his finger as if it's in slow motion, and then his mouth is on Ilya's and they're pressed as closely as they can manage. They stop kissing just so they can press closer, faces tucked into each other's necks.
"I love you," Ilya says, voice half a sob, the words vibrating between their chests.
Shane and Ilya both enter a kind of fugue state for a few minutes as champagne flutes get passed around and people pat them on the back and hug them, congratulating them.
Shane feels like he just won the cup. With Ilya this time.
Ilya hasn't left his side for a second, arm around Shane's waist.
Shane makes meaningful contact with Svetlana and she walks over.
Shane whispers to both of them. "Can we tell them?"
Svetlana smiles, brow wrinkled. "Shane, they know. Ilya just–"
"About you," Shane clarifies, "about us."
They look around the room.
Most of these people know already, about the three of them. Maybe not all four of them.
Svetlana nods, dazed. "If you… if you want, it's okay with me."
Shane gestures for Rose to join them once he catches her eye across the room.
"Hey, what's the secret meeting for?" Rose asks, laughing.
Shane swallows. "I want to tell everyone. About all of us."
Rose blinks, frowning a little. "Oh. I'm not really… what are you going to even call me?" She laughs, trying to play it off.
Shane cups her jaw in his hand, "Do you trust me?"
Rose stares into his eyes and nods sharply. "Yes."
Shane lets out a breath and kisses her forehead. "I won't if you–"
Rose shakes her head, surrendering to Shane's affection. "No, say it. This is a good crowd. We're–" She looks at the four of them huddled together, smiling. "We're safe here."
They all nod.
"Okay," Shane grips his champagne glass and steps out from their huddle and holds his glass up. "Can I…"
Svetlana taps a spoon against her glass and the room quiets. Kyle rushes to turn the music down again.
Shane looks at his three people, standing together as he addresses the room. "Um, first of all, this is crazy. Thank you all for being here. I knew Ilya was going to… but I had no idea you would all travel to New York to support Scott's new day job since hockey hasn't been working out for him."
"Fuck you!" Scott calls out. "You're made for each other."
Shane snickers, glancing at Ilya for a second to share a mischievous glance before turning back to the room. "I know you're all here to celebrate me and Ilya and, well, there's more I want to celebrate."
He looks around. Yuna and David know. Cliff, Hayden, and JJ know some of it. It's really just Scott and Kip who don't know. But Shane still wants to say it out loud. "Ilya and I are never satisfied with one win and that's been true for our hearts too." Ilya snorts, but Shane presses on. "We decided we wanted to formally get married, but our relationship includes Svetlana and Rose too." Shane holds his hand out to Svetlana. "Um, I don't have a script or any idea how to explain this to a crowd, most of you know anyway, but I just… I can't celebrate this fully without everyone knowing that they're part of this too."
He slides his arm around Svetlana's waist. "Svetlana slipped into my heart before I could even think the word polyamory. My heart just made that decision for me, and Ilya was…" Shane hesitates before saying, "Supportive."
While Svetlana says, "Horny."
Shane sighs as the room giggles.
Ilya shrugs. "Both."
Shane waves that off. "That's not what it was," he glares at Ilya. "I asked Ilya once, I think it was right when we woke up so maybe not the best time, um, but I asked if he thought it was possible for anyone to love him fully without also loving Svetlana." He cups Svetlana's jaw in his hand. "I still think that's true, and vice versa. They're a package deal and I don't know how I got lucky enough that they feel the same about me."
Svetlana's cheeks are red. "I didn't know we were doing speeches."
"Me neither," Shane says softly, but he looks so relieved to be saying all of this out loud. "Can I–"
Svetlana kisses him.
Kyle pops another champagne bottle and everyone gets a laugh out of that as they cheer again.
Shane presses his forehead to Svetlana's.
Without really meaning to, everyone in the room seems to subconsciously check on Ilya but all they find is him watching them kiss like happiest man in the world.
Svetlana kisses his nose as she pulls back. "You doing that one more time?" She reaches over and shoves Rose at him.
Shane laughs, holding Rose's hand in his.
Rose gestures at Kyle as she steps close to Shane. "I know you only have two bottles back there."
Everyone chuckles.
Shane stares at his hand in Rose's and then looks up at her. "I think maybe Rose and I are a package deal the same way Ilya and Svetlana are."
Rose sobers, letting that wash over her.
Shane nods. "I know everyone here knows we were together at one point and that was a real… it almost worked. It should've worked. But it didn't. But this, with Ilya and Svetlana, this works." He stares into Rose's eyes. "I don't know how else to say it."
Rose nods and takes a stab at it herself. "Um, you're the platonic love of my life and no one makes me laugh harder than you and I cannot picture my life without being able to call and bitch at you on the phone for hours on end because you're my best friend."
Shane nods, smiling like a fool. "Yeah, that."
Rose hugs him.
Kyle yells, "POP!" And people laugh like they're at a comedy show.
Ilya steps forward. "What Shane means is don't be surprised if we all kiss each other. Now turn the music back on and let me dance with my fiance before Boston destroys the Admirals tomorrow."
Scott sighs wearily as Kyle turns the music back up.
Ilya, Svetlana, and Rose all look at Shane while Shane looks around the room, nervously checking on everyone's reactions.
Svetlana asks, "And how did that feel?"
"Fake, like a dream I'm about to wake up from" Shane says, then tears his eyes away from everyone else and looks at Svetlana directly. "Good?"
Rose snorts. "You're insane. Why did you turn this into wedding vows?"
Shane turns red. "It felt important to… I don't know." He looks to Ilya. "Sorry, this was your propos–"
"Shh," Ilya tugs Shane by the hips towards him. "It felt important to me too. I'm glad you did it."
"Me too," Svetlana says, molding herself to Shane's back and kissing his neck.
Shane lets out a panicked laugh and wriggles away from both of them. "Okay, my parents are here."
As if on cue, David's hand falls onto Ilya's shoulder. "Too soon to call you son?"
Ilya's eyes tear up at record speed.
Yuna slaps David's arm.
David panics. "Sorry, is that too much–"
Ilya pulls David into a hug. "A little too soon."
David laughs and pats him on the back, sheepishly. His eyes turn to Svetlana and Rose. "What about you two?"
Svetlana looks to Shane for help. "What about us?"
Yuna interjects, "What David means is that it seems like you all are choosing to be each other's family, so we want you to know you are welcome to be part of ours."
David gestures at her. "And that's why she writes the press releases."
Svetlana looks like a deer in the headlights. She was ready for this day to be about Shane and Ilya, but she should know Shane better by now. She should've known he would find a way to include her and Rose. She just had no way to expect something like this. "That… sounds nice?" It turns into a question at the end.
Shane laughs softly. "Might need to have another pasta and puzzle night this Summer," he says to his dad.
David nods resolutely. "Just tell me when, kid." He looks behind them. "Looks like you've got a line."
Shane blinks and realizes it's true. God, this really did turn into a wedding reception.
David and Yuna move out of the way for Hayden and JJ.
JJ puts a hand on Shane's shoulder and gestures at Rose. "You are the greediest person I know."
Shane barks a laugh. "I know, I suck."
Hayden holds out his hand to Ilya. "I really hate to say it, but you've grown on me."
Ilya shakes Hayden's hand. "I cannot say the same."
"Ilya," Shane snaps at him.
Ilya snickers. "Sorry, old habits." He sobers. "You, um, what you and JJ have been doing for him, for us. With your room. That is not a small thing." He swallows. "Thank you."
Hayden narrows his eyes. "What do you mean 'for us'?"
Shane and Ilya look at each other.
Ilya makes a panicked sound, "Bad luck, Shane. Do not say a fucking word."
Shane presses his lips together and holds up his hands. So Shane just says, "I'll tell you in a couple weeks."
They make way for Cliff who looks at Rose apologetically, "I feel like an idiot for making eyes at you and you were taken this whole time, huh?" He looks at Ilya. "Kinda surprised you didn't get on me about it."
Ilya blinks.
Rose laughs awkwardly. "You weren't pushy about it."
Ilya looks between them. "The fuck are you talking about, Marly?"
Svetlana snorts. "I think Ilya was too busy staring at Shane to realize it was happening."
"What was happening?" Ilya demands. "Did you know?" He asks Shane.
Shane holds up a hand. "No idea what's happening."
Cliff owns up. "I never made a move, but I did what I could to let Rose know that she could make one if she wanted. And she didn't and I respect that but fuck, I had no idea she's with you all."
Rose looks at the three of them, but decides this isn't the time to ask.
Svetlana knows what she's getting at without saying it. "I don't need you to be exclusive as long as you're being safe and testing regularly."
Shane chokes on his champagne.
Ilya puts both his hands on Cliff's shoulder. "Marly, thank you for being here. You are my best friend." Svetlana makes an offended sound. "Please fuck off and we'll talk about this any other day but today."
Cliff cracks up. "You got it, man." He shakes Shane's hand. "Congratulations and happy birthday too."
"Thanks, Cliff." Shane's laughing from pure shock and the weird burst of jealousy from Ilya.
Rose raises an eyebrow at Ilya. "You feeling possessive, Rozanov?"
"No," Ilya's cheeks are red.
They all look at him with expectant silence.
Ilya relents and gestures vaguely. "Marlow?"
Svetlana snorts. "Is that the problem? Because he's your friend."
"Yes!" Ilya sighs.
Rose's lips are quirked up at the corner, amused by the jealousy and studying Ilya's reaction to it all. "I wasn't planning to do anything about it. If that helps."
Ilya can't process how to respond to that quickly enough as Scott and Kip walk up.
Scott has a glass of water in his hand while Kip sips a third glass of champagne.
Scott's eyes track Cliff as he walks away. "Do I wanna know what that was about?"
"No," they all say at the same time.
Shane shakes Scott's hand again. "Thank you." He doesn't know how else to say it, but he has a feeling Scott will know the layers of what he's saying with it.
"Of course," Scott squeezes his hand and lets go, glancing at Svetlana and Rose. "So… not gay?"
Shane sputters a laugh. "Um, no, still gay."
Kip elbows Scott. "Love and sex are different things, babe."
Ilya gestures at Kip.
Scott holds up his hands. "Guess I've got some books to read. It makes sense, though." He looks at Svetlana. "I've never seen Shane comfortable with anyone the way he was with you at All-Stars."
Shane pinches his nose. "Does everyone know already? Are we just really bad at secrets?"
Scott shrugs. "I didn't know what it was. I can't say my first thought was polyamory."
Rose stage whispers, "Shane has a reading list he can share with you."
Shane turns red.
Scott laughs and looks at Ilya, "I'm gonna be civil with you a couple more minutes and then I'm heading out to prep for tomorrow."
Ilya nods, gesturing for him to continue because if he opens his mouth he'll start chirping with no ability to stop.
Scott points across the bar to the empty jersey frame on the wall. "If you're open to it, I'd love to hang your jersey here."
Ilya stares at the frame absolutely dumbfounded.
Scott keeps explaining. "It's nice to have my jersey up but I didn't really expect anyone else to come out so soon and… well, I want to keep adding to the wall as people–"
"Yes." Ilya's blinking too fast. "For your gay hockey bar…" He swallows back the emotion. "Maybe, if you want, after the season you can have my real jersey, the one I wore during… everything."
Rose looks at Kip, raising her glass to him.
Kip raises his glass back to her quietly.
Scott nods seriously. "That means a lot, man." He looks around the group awkwardly. "Alright, I'm heading out." He looks at Ilya's champagne flute. "Don't drink too much. Or do."
Ilya snorts. "It's sprite."
Shane's eyes shoot to Ilya.
Rose holds out her fist and Ilya bumps his fist against hers. "We put it in a flute for the pictures."
Shane nearly dies laughing. It's the most Ilya Rozanov thing he's ever heard in his life.
Ilya's resolve slips away as his gaze softens, catching Shane's waist and pulling him close again. "Dance with me, fiance."
"Fiance," Shane whispers back as he lets Ilya tug him to the middle of the room and they dance, surrounded by people they love.

 ★ ★ ★ 











  










Afterword


    
        
          End Notes

          if you're on tumblr, you can find me at ilya-and-pasta.tumblr.com! + i made a side blog so i could have a place to drop all my thoughts about my fics between updates: ilya-ao3-pasta.tumblr.com

ps - new NEW N E W NEW N E W nEWEST fic just dropped
🔮Altars & Outcasts 1.9k (WIP) ilya's a magical prodigy who just escaped from russia to move to boston intending to lay low when he meets a pretty witch with freckles who might just be as powerful and isolated as he is


        


    


  Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work!








img1.jpg
&

THE CHARITY
BECAME MOR
IMPORTANT

THAN THE RIVALRY
ILYA ROZANOV AND

SHANE HOLLANDER

LAUNCH A MENTAL

HEALTH CHARITY

BYISAAC YU






