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Scrabble Is Boring Anyway

    by saltwaterflower

      Summary

      Swimming leads to kissing, kissing leads to everything else.



      Notes

        This was an idea I lightly joked about with my friend about doing last week. She didn't think I could get this to work, and well...

Nothing more to say for myself. I just really, really needed this.
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Scrabble Is Boring Anyway

    
      The air is heavy and sweet with pine and lake water. Citronella candles burn low on the dock. 
Ilya had a habit of collecting people—building a small, careful circle of humans who knew about them and didn't require the exhausting performance of straightness that the rest of their lives demanded. Scott and Kip were the safest version of that. An openly gay couple who understood what discretion meant, who had never once made Shane feel like a coward for not being where they were.
“Okay, but the real question,” Kip is saying, gesturing with his wine glass in a way that suggests he’s had precisely enough to get philosophical, “is whether you two would’ve ever actually talked to each other if you hadn’t been fucking.”
Shane chokes on his beer.
Ilya, utterly unbothered, stretches his legs out on the dock and pretends to think about it. “No,” he says. “Shane is very boring at press conferences. I would have ignored him forever.”
“I am professional at press conferences.”
“Yes. Boring.”
Scott laughs that rare, real laugh that Shane has only heard a handful of times. It changes his whole face. Makes him look younger. Less like the Captain of the New York Admirals and more like a guy who’s had three beers and is sitting on a dock in his bare feet.
“He’s got a point,” Scott says. “I’ve seen your pressers, Hollander. Very safe. Very Canadian.”
“I’m not taking chirps from a man who once described a playoff win as ‘a good team effort.’”
“It was a good team effort.”
“You had a hat trick,” Kip says, patting Scott’s knee.
The conversation drifts. More drinks. The kind of easy, rambling talk that only happens when you’re somewhere private with people who already know all your secrets. Shane leans back on his hands and watches Ilya talk, watches the way the candlelight catches the angles of his face, the lazy sprawl of his body.
Twelve years. Twelve years of knowing that Ilya Rozanov is his, and of the world not knowing. Twelve years of hotel rooms with the deadbolt thrown and on the ice where they stood exactly the right distance apart. After all that time, the smallest things still hit Shane. 
Like Ilya pulling his shirt off in front of people who know.
“We should swim,” Ilya announces.
“It’s dark,” Shane says.
“I have excellent night vision.”
“You absolutely do not.”
Shane knows this battle is lost. Ilya stands, stretches, and looks down at Scott and Kip with a grin.
“You are coming, yes?”
Kip glances at Scott. Scott raises an eyebrow.
“We didn’t bring suits,” Kip says.
“Neither did we,” Ilya says. And drops his shorts.
Shane sighs. “He does this.”
But Scott is unbothered and smiling. After a moment, he rises too.
Shane has seen Scott shirtless before. Locker rooms, charity events, the cover of ESPN that one time. But this is different. This is slow and relaxed. Scott pulls his t-shirt off in one easy motion while Kip watches with open appreciation. Then Kip is undressing too, laughter all mellow and sweet in a way that reminds Shane of maple syrup pooling on a warm plate.
“Shane,” Ilya calls from the water. “Stop staring and get in.”
“I’m not staring.”
“You are.”
He is. 
Shane looks away, fumbles with his own clothes, and slips into the lake before he can think too hard about any of it.
The water is cool and dark and perfect. Shane surfaces, pushing wet hair off his forehead, and finds Ilya already beside him, close enough that their legs brush underwater.
Scott and Kip wade in more slowly. Kip swears softly at the temperature. Scott is stoic as ever until the water hits his chest and he lets out a sharp breath.
“Cold.”
“Baby,” Ilya says.
“Says the guy from Moscow.”
“I am built for cold.”
“You steal all my blankets,” Shane says flatly.
“You run hot.” Ilya’s mouth curves, and he throws Shane a look that has no business being deployed in front of company.
They float. Talk. Let the silence stretch when it wants to. At some point, Kip drifts closer to Ilya, asking him something about the camp, about the kids, and Shane finds himself treading water next to Scott.
“Thanks for having us up,” Scott says quietly.
“Thanks for coming. Ilya likes having people around. And you guys are...” Shane searches for the word. “Easy.”
Scott huffs a laugh. “Don’t let Kip hear you say that. He’ll make a joke.”
They watch their partners talk, heads bent together, Kip’s laugh carrying bright across the water. Ilya says something that makes Kip shove him, and Ilya retaliates by dunking him.
“They’re like children,” Shane says.
“Yeah.”
But Scott is smiling again. Soft, unguarded. And Shane understands why Kip looks at this man the way he does.
They swim until the chill sets in, then climb back onto the dock, grabbing towels from the wooden chest by the Adirondack chairs. Shane’s towels are thick Egyptian cotton, the color of oatmeal and soft like the inside of fresh brioche. But there are only three, and four of them, so the math doesn’t work. Kip wraps one around his waist, low on his hips, and presses shivering into Scott’s side. Scott drapes another around both their shoulders, which leaves his chest bare. Water trails down the grooves of his stomach. Shane takes the third and doesn’t know what to do with it. Ilya, the freak, seems unbothered, sitting on the edge of the dock with his legs dangling in the water, naked and unselfconscious, candlelight licking gold across his skin like it was made for him.
Shane wraps the towel around his own waist and sits down next to Ilya, close enough that their shoulders touch. The night air is warm but his skin is still pebbled from the lake, and Ilya is warm against him.
Across from them, Kip is wrapped in Scott’s arms, a towel draped around both of them. He’s saying something low into Scott’s ear, and Scott’s expression flickers (Loss of composure? Amusement?) before settling back into a careful neutral. Kip’s face is flushed. Happy. When he catches Shane looking, he smiles, warm and open and a little drunk.
“You’re staring again,” Ilya murmurs, not looking at Shane.
“At you.”
“Mm. Also at Scott.”
Shane’s stomach does something complicated. He doesn’t deny it.
“He’s beautiful,” Ilya says, quiet enough that only Shane can hear. “They both are.”
“Ilya.”
“I am only saying what you are thinking.” Ilya’s hand finds Shane’s thigh and squeezes gently. “We are all friends here, yes? We are all safe.”
The strange thing is, Shane believes him. Not the way he believes it when Ilya says it in their apartment with the blinds drawn. He believes it the way you believe the ground under your feet.
The weight of Ilya’s hand on his thigh feels suddenly very deliberate.
Shane should say something. Redirect. Make a joke about how Ilya’s had too much wine, or how the lake water must have gone to his head. That’s what the careful, responsible part of him wants to do.
“This is nice,” Kip says, almost to himself. He’s looking up at the stars, head tipped back against Scott’s shoulder.
“It is,” Ilya agrees.
The silence settles. Comfortable. Warm.
“You know what would be nicer?” Kip says. Then seems to hear himself, and laughs softly. “Never mind.”
“No, say it,” Ilya says.
Kip glances at Scott. Scott’s face is unreadable, or would be, to anyone who isn’t looking closely. But Shane is looking. And he sees the way Scott’s jaw tightens. The way his hand, resting on Kip’s hip, presses slightly firmer.
“I’m just saying,” Kip says, quieter now. “We’re all here. And we all—” He gestures vaguely. “I don’t know. There’s a vibe.”
“There is?” Shane repeats.
“You know what I mean.”
The thing is Shane does know. Has felt it all night, maybe. Has been ignoring it the way he’s been trained to ignore things.
He looks at Ilya.
Ilya looks back. One eyebrow slightly raised in that way that means your call, Hollander.
Shane looks at Scott.
Scott’s chest rises and falls. Steady. His eyes move from Shane to Ilya to Kip. Then back to Shane.
No one laughs.
No one says just kidding.
The lake laps gently against the dock.
“So,” Ilya says. “What are we doing?”
Shane’s heart is pounding so hard he’s sure everyone can hear it. He should say something—should be the reasonable one, the one who pumps the brakes—but his mouth has gone dry and Ilya’s hand is warm against his thigh and Scott is looking at him with an expression Shane has never seen before. It’s raw and curious and carefully controlled.
“I—” Shane starts, then stops, because what is he supposed to say? Yes, I’ve thought about it feels too honest. No, we shouldn’t feels like a lie. “This is… we should probably talk about this when we’re sober.”
“I’m not drunk,” Scott says, and it’s true. Shane has been watching him all night and Scott stopped at three beers two hours ago.
“Neither am I,” Ilya says, which is also true, the bastard, because Ilya has the tolerance of a small horse.
Kip shifts in Scott’s arms, and Shane watches Scott’s hand flex against his hip. “We don’t have to,” Kip says, but his voice has gone lower, softer. “I shouldn’t have said anything, sorry, I—”
“Don’t apologize,” Shane hears himself say, and God, where did that come from?
“Okay, fine. I’m not sorry,” Kip says, correcting himself. “I just didn’t want to make it weird if you guys weren’t—”
He trails off, and Shane realizes Kip is looking at him. Shane’s skin prickles under the attention, suddenly aware of how he must appear right now all wet-haired, flushed, staring back with an expression on his face that must appear like he’s trying to solve a very complicated math problem.
And Ilya. Ilya is just sitting there beside him, naked and unbothered, like he suggests this kind of thing every weekend.
“If we weren’t what?” Ilya prompts. There’s a teasing note in his voice, but his eyes are serious.
Shane watches Kip lick his lips. Scott’s arm tightens around him encouragingly.
“If you weren’t interested,” Kip finishes. “But I think maybe you are. And I know we are. So.”
A beat.
“So,” Kip repeats. “That’s what I’m saying. If you want. No pressure. We can also just go inside and play Scrabble or whatever. Pretend I didn’t say anything.”
Ilya barks out a laugh. “Fuck off! Scrabble?!”
“I’m very good at Scrabble,” Kip says, mock-offended. “I have a whole strategy.”
“His strategy is making up words and hoping no one challenges him,” Scott says.
“It works sixty percent of the time.”
“That is terrible percentage,” Ilya says.
Shane listens to them bicker, his pulse still thudding in his ears. This is surreal. They’re sitting here, half-naked on a dock, casually debating board games while the unspoken thing hangs heavy and electric in the air between them.
He looks at Ilya again. Ilya meets his gaze, and there’s a question there, patient and open. What do you want?
Shane thinks about the last twelve years. About how careful he’s had to be, how small he’s had to make himself, how many rooms he’s walked into already armored against the possibility of being seen. He thinks about the weight of all that caution, and how exhausting it’s been, and how Ilya has spent the last decade slowly, gently prying his fingers off the edges of his own life.
He thinks about Scott and Kip. About the trust it took to build this friendship. About how rare it is to find people who know and don’t require explanations or performance or apology.
He thinks about how good it felt to swim in the dark with all of them.
“I don’t want to play Scrabble,” Shane says quietly.
Ilya’s mouth curves. “No?”
“No.”
Across the dock, Kip has gone still. Scott’s eyes are fixed on Shane, heavy with intent.
“Good,” Ilya says. He lets his thumb trace a slow circle on Shane’s thigh, pressing down on the muscle that twitches under his touch. “Scrabble is boring anyway.”
“So how do we—” Shane’s voice catches. He tries again. “Do we talk about it first? Like civilized people?”
“I think we’ve been talking,” Kip says. His voice has gone a little rough. 
“Mm.” Ilya hums in agreement.
Scott hasn’t said much. He’s watching Shane with that intense focus he usually reserves for the ice. It’s the look of a man who wants something and is trying to figure out if it’s safe to take it.
“Hunter,” Ilya says. “You are very quiet.”
Scott’s jaw works. His eyes flick to Shane, then back to Ilya.
“Just making sure everyone’s on the same page,” Scott says carefully.
“How fucking responsible.” Ilya tilts his head, water still dripping from the ends of his hair, and there’s something almost fond in his voice. “Is nice. But we are all adults here, yes? We all know what we are doing.”
Ilya doesn’t move from Shane’s side, but his attention has shifted fully to Scott now, and Shane can feel the change in the way Ilya’s energy sharpens when he’s interested in something. Someone.
“I think,” Ilya continues, slowly, “you are worried about Shane. About if he really wants this or if he is just going along because I want it.” He pauses. “This is correct?”
Scott’s silence is answer enough.
“Is fair question. Shane is very agreeable sometimes. He thinks he has to make everyone happy.” Ilya’s hand is still on Shane’s thigh, grounding. “But I know him. Twelve years, I know him. And I am telling you—” He glances at Shane, just for a moment, checking in. “—he would not be sitting here if he did not want to be. He would have made excuse already. Gone inside to clean something.”
“I don’t!” Shane starts.
“You deep-cleaned oven last Tuesday because you had a bad practice,” Ilya says. “At two in the morning.”
Kip snorts.
“The point,” Ilya says, turning back to Scott, “is that Shane is here. I am here. You are here.” His voice drops into something lower, and Shane feels it in his spine. “So. Are we doing this, or are we going to keep talking about Scrabble?”
No one breathes. Or maybe Shane just can’t hear anything over the blood in his ears. Water laps against the dock. The citronella candles sputter and tick.
Then Scott moves.
He untangles himself from Kip and shifts forward, crossing the dock in two steps and kneeling in front of Shane. Shane has to tilt his head back to look up at him. Water still clings to Scott’s shoulders. His expression is intent, searching.
“Shane,” Scott says. A question and a request all at once.
Shane’s mouth is dry. “Yeah?”
“Tell me to stop and I’ll stop.”
“I know.”
Scott’s hand comes up, gently, and cups the side of Shane’s face. His palm is warm and calloused and Shane leans into it before he can think better of it.
Behind him, Ilya makes a low, pleased sound.
“Oh,” Kip breathes from somewhere past Shane. “Okay. Yeah. That’s—yeah…”
Scott’s thumb traces Shane’s cheekbone. “Okay?”
Shane nods. His voice comes out rougher than he intends. “Okay.”
Scott kisses him.
It’s different from kissing Ilya. Ilya kisses like he’s improvising, always pushing, always seeing what he can get away with, always one step ahead of where Shane expects him to be. Scott kisses like he’s been thinking about how he wants to do it. Firm. Controlled. Thorough.
Shane makes a sound he’ll be embarrassed about later.
When Scott pulls back, Shane is breathing hard. Scott’s eyes are unguarded, his careful composure finally cracked.
“Fuck,” Kip says, voice strangled. “That was—can I—”
Ilya laughs, warm and delighted. “Greedy. I like it.” He looks past Shane and Scott to Kip and pats the dock beside him. Kip comes willingly, and the moment he’s close enough, Ilya hooks a finger in the edge of his towel and pulls him the rest of the way. “Come here, kotyonok.”
Shane watches Ilya pull Kip closer, watches Kip go down, loose-limbed and eager. Ilya’s hand slides up to cup the back of Kip’s neck, and then they’re kissing, and Shane’s brain short-circuits a little because that’s his boyfriend kissing someone else and it should feel wrong but instead it feels like—
Like watching Ilya do something he’s good at. Like watching him score a goal or charm a room.
Ilya kisses Kip the way he does everything: with full attention, with delight, like there’s nowhere else he’d rather be.
Kip makes a soft, desperate sound against Ilya’s mouth.
“Jesus,” Scott mutters, still kneeling in front of Shane, still close enough that Shane can feel the heat radiating off his skin.
Shane tears his eyes away from Ilya and Kip to look at Scott. Scott is watching them too, his expression somewhere between wrecked and reverent.
“They’re—” Shane starts, and doesn’t know how to finish.
“Yeah,” Scott agrees.
Shane’s hand finds Scott’s shoulder. The sheer density of muscles packed tight from years of checking bodies into boards. That broad muscle doesn’t yield and it’s still cool and damp from the lake. His palm slides against wet skin, the prickle of goosebumps rising under his touch.
Scott’s attention snaps back to him. The muscle tenses under Shane’s hand—a reflex—and the intensity of that focus makes Shane’s stomach flip. He’s suddenly, viscerally aware that his hand is still there, still pressing into all that solid, living weight, and that Scott is letting him.
“We should,” Shane says, and then stops, because what was he going to say? They should what? Go inside? Slow down? Keep going?
“We should go somewhere more comfortable,” Scott finishes for him. His voice is rough.
Shane nods, not trusting his voice. His hand is still on Scott’s shoulder, and he can feel the steady thrum of Scott’s pulse under his palm.
“Ilya,” Shane manages. “Inside.”
Ilya pulls back from Kip slowly, almost reluctantly. Kip chases his mouth for a second before catching himself, cheeks flushed, lips red and wet. Ilya looks thoroughly pleased with himself.
“Mm,” Ilya agrees. His voice has gone lower, that particular register that usually means Shane is about to have a very good night. “Yes. Good idea. Bed is bigger than dock.”
They gather themselves. Shane’s legs feel unsteady as he stands, and Ilya is there immediately, a warm hand at the small of his back, wrapping a towel—Kip’s towel—around his shoulders to keep him warm on the walk from the lake to the cottage.
“Okay?” Ilya murmurs against his ear, lips brushing his temple.
Shane leans into him, grounding himself. Then he straightens. “Yeah.”
Inside, the cottage is warm. The whole place smells of cedar and woodsmoke. Copper pots hang above the stove in the kitchen to their right. The living room is all wool blankets and cracked leather and walls of smooth stone. Upstairs, the bedroom tucked under the eaves with sloped ceiling and whitewashed beams. 
A navy comforter sprawls across it like deep water, thick and soft, the kind of weight that feels like being held down. 
Kip spills himself across it, naked and golden in the low light that catches the dip of Kip’s waist, the cut of his obliques, the trail of fine hair below his navel. The navy fabric pools around him, makes his skin look warmer.
“God, this bed,” Kip says. “This bed is obscene. Scott, feel this.”
Scott sits on the edge, one hand pressing into the mattress. His expression flickers with something like amusement.
Kip rolls onto his side, propping his head on his hand. “Shane, where did you get this bed?”
"Ilya picked it," Shane says, and feels heat creep up his neck at the memory of why. That one night two summers ago, Ilya had been particularly insatiable and they'd somehow broken the frame and ruined the mattress beyond saving. Shane had wanted to die of embarrassment when he'd had to arrange delivery of a new one. Ilya had been insufferably smug for weeks.
He's hovering near the doorway, suddenly unsure where to put himself. The walk up the stairs had given him too much time to think, and now his brain is catching up to what his body already agreed to.
Ilya moves past him, easy and unhurried. He crosses to the bed and sits beside Kip, one hand landing casually on Kip’s bare hip. “I have good taste.”
“You do,” Kip agrees.
Shane watches Ilya’s thumb trace a slow circle against Kip’s hipbone. Watches Kip’s stomach muscles twitch in response. 
Scott is watching too. His jaw is tight, his hands resting on his thighs, and Shane recognizes the way Scott looks when he’s holding himself back.
“Come here,” Ilya says to Shane.
Shane moves. The floorboards creak under his bare feet. He stops at the foot of the bed, letting his eyes adjust and looks down at the three of them—Ilya sprawled like he owns the place, Kip spread out beside him, Scott coiled and careful on the edge.
Ilya reaches up and tugs at the towel still wrapped around Shane’s waist. It falls.
“There,” Ilya says, satisfied. “Now we are all the same.”
Shane’s skin prickles under the attention. Three sets of eyes on him. He’s been naked in locker rooms his whole adult life, but this is different. This is being looked at.
“Shane,” Kip says, and his voice has gone rough and sweet, syrup-slow. “You should come here.”
Shane kneels on the bed. The mattress dips under his weight. Kip reaches for him, fingers curling around his wrist, and pulls him down.
They end up tangled. Shane is half on top of Kip, Kip’s thigh sliding between his, Ilya’s hand warm on Shane’s back. Kip is grinning up at him and Shane realizes he’s going to kiss him.
So he does.
Kip tastes like wine and lake water. He kisses messier than Scott, more eager, making these little sounds in the back of his throat that go straight to Shane’s hindbrain. His hands are everywhere. Over Shane’s shoulders, his ribs, the dip of his spine.
Someone else’s hand joins them. Larger. Scott’s.
Shane feels it slide up his side, palm flat against his ribs, and he shivers. Kip pulls back just enough to breathe, his lips brushing Shane’s when he whispers, “He’s been wanting to touch you all night.”
Shane turns his head. Scott is right there, closer than Shane realized, his expression open in a way Shane has never seen. 
“Yeah?” Shane manages.
Scott doesn’t answer with words. He leans in and kisses the corner of Shane’s mouth, then his jaw, then the spot just below his ear that makes Shane’s breath catch embarrassingly loud.
Ilya makes a pleased sound from somewhere behind them. His hand slides up Shane’s spine. “He likes that,” he tells Scott, voice low. “Behind his ear. Makes him fall apart.”
Shane shivers under the attention, caught between Kip beneath him and Scott’s mouth on his neck and Ilya’s knowing hand on his back, and for a moment he feels like he might actually fly apart, like there’s too much sensation coming from too many directions to hold himself together.
Kip slides his fingers into Shane’s hair, grips and pulls, tipping his head back until his throat is bared to Scott.
Scott takes the invitation, his mouth hot and tender as it traces down Shane’s neck, teeth grazing his pulse point, and Shane hears himself make a sound he’s never made before—desperate and undone—while Ilya laughs softly behind him, sounding pleased and possessive all at once.
Ilya shifts closer, his chest warm against Shane’s back, and murmurs against Shane’s shoulder, “Hunter, let me see you with him. I want to watch you take him apart.”
Scott pulls back enough that Shane catches his gaze shifting to Ilya over Shane’s shoulder. Something unspoken passes between them. Then Scott’s hand is sliding down his stomach, and Shane’s breath catches, his whole body going taut before Scott even touches him. 
Fingers close around him.
Shane’s hips jerk forward into Scott’s grip, a broken sound escaping his throat. Behind him, Ilya presses closer, chin hooked over Shane’s shoulder to watch, his breath warm against Shane’s ear while Kip tightens his grip in Shane’s hair, holding him exactly where he wants him as he whispers, “There you go, that’s it, let him have you.”
Shane buries his face against Kip’s neck as Scott strokes him while Ilya’s teeth scrape his shoulder.
Scott’s grip is firm, thumb sweeping through the slick wetness already gathering at the tip and spreading it down the length of him until every stroke is smooth and obscene, and Shane whimpers into the salt-warm hollow of Kip’s throat, his hips stuttering helplessly between the tight heat of Scott’s fist and the solid press of Ilya behind him.
Caught between the three of them, Shane can feel himself unraveling, and when Ilya whispers, “good, so good for us” against his ear, Shane shudders and reaches back to grip Ilya’s thigh, needing something to anchor him.
Ilya catches Shane’s hand against his thigh and holds it there, lacing their fingers together as he presses his mouth to Shane’s temple, murmuring soft, filthy things in Russian Shane can’t follow but beneath him, Kip goes still, head tilting, listening like he somehow understands.
Scott’s hand twists on the upstroke and Kip’s mouth finds his jaw, and Shane thinks distantly that he should be doing something, touching someone…
But then Ilya shifts, muttering something to Scott, and Shane feels himself being rearranged.
Shane lets them move him, pliant and dizzy, until he’s on his back looking up at the whitewashed beams. Kip stretches out beside him with fingers still tangled in his hair while Scott settles between his thighs and Ilya watches from above, knuckles tracing lazily along Shane’s jaw.
From this angle, Ilya is all broad shoulders and sharp cheekbones, looking down at Shane like he already knows exactly how this is going to go. He leans in and kisses him—slow, thorough, annoyingly perfect—then pulls back with that faint curve of his mouth that means he’s enjoying himself. His eyes flick to Scott, and he gives a small nod like a king granting permission.
Scott’s hands slide up Shane’s thighs, spreading them wider, and Shane’s breath catches as Scott lowers his head, pressing a kiss to the inside of Shane’s knee, then higher, then higher still, his stubble rasping against sensitive skin while Kip whispers “oh, fuck” beside him like he’s the one being taken apart.
Scott’s mouth is devastating. No other word for it. He takes Shane in slowly, lips stretched wide, eyes heavy-lidded, cheeks hollowing as he sinks down. When Shane’s hips jerk, Scott pins them to the mattress without breaking rhythm, holding him there with the same quiet authority he carries on the ice. Shane can see the muscles in Scott’s shoulders flex, the gold spill of his hair against Shane’s thigh, the way his throat works. He pulls off enough to breathe, mouth slick and swollen, then takes him deeper.
Shane’s hands fist in the navy comforter, knuckles going white, and he hears himself gasping out broken syllables while Ilya strokes his hair and murmurs “yes, like that, let him” and Kip presses his mouth to Shane’s shoulder, one hand pressed flat to Shane’s chest, right over his heart. Shane knows he must feel it—the wild, rabbit-fast hammering—because Kip makes a soft sound against his shoulder like that alone is doing something to him.
Ilya reaches for the bottle on the nightstand, and Shane watches hazily as he drizzles slick over Kip’s other hand, all over those waiting fingers. Kip traces them down past Shane’s hip, past where Scott’s mouth is still working him over, until they find the tight heat of him and press inside, one finger first, then two, crooking and searching until Shane’s spine arches off the bed and he cries out.
His whole body goes taut, suspended between Scott’s mouth and Kip’s fingers, and he reaches up blindly until Ilya catches his hand and brings it to his lips, pressing a kiss to Shane’s palm as Kip adds a third finger and Scott swallows him down to the root.
Shane sobs, actually sobs, the sound wrenched out of him raw and helpless, and Ilya murmurs “I know, I know” against his palm while Kip’s fingers twist and Scott hums around him, the vibration shivering through his whole body until Shane gasps out “I can’t, I’m going to—”
Ilya tightens his grip on Shane’s hand and leans down, his mouth brushing Shane’s ear as he whispers, “Then let go, moya lyubov, we have you.”
Shane breaks, spilling over the edge with Ilya’s name and Scott’s name and Kip’s name all tangled together on his tongue, his whole body shaking through it while the three of them hold him steady, Scott swallowing around him and Kip’s fingers gentling inside him and Ilya pressing kisses to his temple, his cheek, the corner of his mouth, murmuring praise against him.
He’s still trembling through the aftershocks when Ilya moves. One second Kip is beside Shane, stroking his chest. The next he's yelping, half-laughing, as Ilya hauls him down the bed and presses him flat into the mattress, wrists caught above his head. "There you go, kotyonok," Ilya murmurs, smug and pleased.
Shane blinks at the empty space where Kip used to be. Scott wipes his mouth, eyes dark and hungry, watching like he’s already planning what comes next.
Ilya looks over his shoulder at Scott, one eyebrow arched, his hands keeping Kip’s wrists pinned above his head. “You just going to sit there and watch, Hunter?” he asks, voice low and teasing, and then he rolls his hips down against Kip’s, making Kip gasp. “Or you want to come help me with your boy?”
Scott moves, crawling up the bed until he’s pressed along Kip’s side, one hand sliding into Kip’s hair while the other traces down his chest, and Kip whimpers between them, arching up into Ilya’s weight while turning his head to chase Scott’s mouth.
Shane rolls onto his side, still trembling with aftershocks, and props himself up on one elbow to watch—Ilya’s broad back flexing as he grinds down, Kip’s flushed face already wrecked, mouth open and eyes half-wild, Scott’s hand trailing lower and lower while his mouth claims Kip’s—and Shane reaches out, tracing his fingers lazily down Ilya’s spine.
Ilya arches into Shane’s touch like a cat, his rhythm faltering for a moment before he recovers, grinding down harder against Kip while shooting Shane a look over his shoulder that’s equal parts fond and filthy. “You want to help too, moya lyubov?” he asks, breathless.
Shane sits up, the trembling in his limbs steadying as he leans in to press his mouth against the knob of Ilya’s spine, then lower, teeth grazing the small of his back as his fingers slides around Ilya’s hips, spreading him open with both hands, and Ilya swears, his hips stuttering as Shane’s tongue plunges into him, licking slow and deep while Ilya tries to keep his rhythm against Kip and fails, dropping his forehead to Kip’s shoulder with a groan.
Kip whines beneath them both, trapped, his hips rolling up against Ilya’s weight. And then Shane sees Scott’s hand has slid between Ilya’s and Kip’s bodies, fingers wrapping around both of them at once, stroking slow and tight. Oh. Ilya clenches around Shane’s tongue, a broken stream of Russian spilling out of him as he rocks back against Shane’s mouth and forward into Scott’s fist, grinding against Kip in helpless, stuttering thrusts.
Kip arches off the bed, overwhelmed from every direction. Ilya’s weight pins him down, Scott’s hand works them both with maddening precision. And the obscene sounds of Shane taking Ilya apart builds until Kip is gasping out, “Fuck, please, I need—”
Scott leans down and kisses him, swallowing his desperation, murmuring “I’ve got you” against his mouth as his hand twists on the upstroke. Kip breaks first, crying out as he spills over Scott’s fingers and Ilya follows him, Shane’s name torn out of him as he clenches around Shane’s tongue and comes hot against Kip’s stomach and over Scott’s fist.
Ilya shifts off him, and before Kip can catch his breath he’s being turned over, guided onto hands and knees.
He’s still shaking, oversensitive and whimpering at every brush of skin against skin. Scott kneels behind him, hands steadying his hips. Ilya circles to the head of the bed, settles against the headboard, and cards his fingers through Kip’s hair then draws Kip down into his lap, letting him rest his cheek against his bare thigh, and Kip makes a small, grateful sound. He blinks at Ilya’s softened cock bobbing inches from his face, too wrung out to do anything but nuzzle closer into the warmth of his thigh.
“You okay?” Scott asks, his hand stroking down Kip’s spine, checking in even now, and Kip nods. Scott peppers kisses between the wings of his shoulders, soft and unhurried, while Ilya’s thumb traces slow circles against Kip’s temple.
Ilya reaches toward the nightstand, and a moment later a foil packet and the bottle land softly against Shane’s thigh. Shane picks them up, pulse quickening, and meets Ilya’s gaze. Ilya glances at Scott, golden and patient behind Kip, then back at Shane, the corner of his mouth curving. Shane swallows hard and shifts closer.
Shane catches the foil packet against his chest, the bottle a second later, and looks up to find Ilya’s gaze flicking meaningfully toward Scott. His stomach swoops. He shifts closer, then hesitates, fingers fumbling with the wrapper.
“Scott,” Shane says, and his voice comes out rougher than he means it to. “Is this—can I—”
Scott turns to look at him, and his expression softens into something fond and a little amused. He nods.
Kip snorts against Ilya’s thigh, breath warm on his hardening cock. “God, you’re sweet,” he mumbles, and Ilya tugs his hair in warning, though his lips are twitching.
Shane rolls the condom down over himself with shaking hands, then slicks his fingers while he looks.
Scott’s back is a study in athletic perfection, all broad shoulders tapering to a narrow waist, the kind of build that belongs on recruiting posters. Shane has seen Scott shirtless countless times and never let himself look and now he can’t stop. Distantly, he thinks that he’s the luckiest person in this room, which is saying something given what’s about to happen in Ilya’s lap.
Shane presses one slick finger into Scott and feels the sharp intake of breath shudder through Scott’s whole body, watches the muscles in his back tense and then relax as Scott drops his head between Kip’s shoulders.
Ilya cups the back of Kip’s head, tilting his face up, and murmurs “open for me” in a voice like velvet over gravel, and Kip’s lips part, eyes fluttering closed as Ilya guides himself past them, slow and careful, his breath catching when Kip’s mouth stretches around him.
Shane works a second finger in alongside the first, scissoring gently, and reaches around with his free hand to press the bottle into Scott’s palm. “For Kip,” he says, voice low, and then looks up at Ilya. “Condom?”
Ilya’s head is tipped back against the headboard, one hand cradling Kip’s jaw as Kip works him over with soft, wet sounds, but he cracks an eye open at Shane’s voice and fumbles blindly toward the nightstand, tossing a foil packet in Scott’s direction without breaking the slow rhythm of his hips.
Kip pulls off Ilya with a slick, obscene sound, his lips swollen and shining, and twists to look back at Scott over his shoulder. “Not with you,” he tells him, voice wrecked and certain. “I don’t want anything between us."
Scott goes still, his hand frozen on the foil packet, and something raw and tender passes across his face. Kip just nods, pressing his cheek back against Ilya’s thigh as Scott sets the condom aside and slicks himself with quivering fingers instead.
Shane adds a third finger and crooks them, searching, and when Scott shudders and makes a broken sound against Kip’s back, Shane knows he’s found it. He presses there again and watches Scott’s composure crack open like ice in spring.
Scott’s hands are trembling so badly he can barely line himself up, his usual steadiness completely undone by Shane’s fingers still working inside him and the sight of Kip spread out beneath him, waiting. Scott hastily slicks himself up, pressing forward, fumbling, slipping against slick skin, and Kip laughs breathlessly into Ilya’s thigh and reaches back to help guide him home. When Scott finally sinks into Kip with one long, slow thrust that punches a muffled moan out of him around Ilya’s cock, the sound Scott makes is almost wounded.
Shane watches Scott bottom out inside Kip and then pushes into Scott in one slow, steady slide, and for a moment all four of them freeze, connected, breathing together.
Nobody moves. Nobody breathes.
Shane can feel the fine tremors running through all of them. Kip’s back is sheened with sweat, his shoulders shaking, his mouth gone slack around Ilya as he adjusts to the overwhelming fullness.
Ilya lets out a shaky breath and strokes his thumb along Kip’s cheekbone. “Good,” he murmurs, his voice thick and unsteady, before his hips buck up hard, fucking into Kip’s gagging throat.
Shane’s rhythm falters when he sees tears streaming down Kip’s cheeks, Ilya’s grip in his hair unrelenting. Panic flickers through him—
But Kip’s hand comes up to grip Ilya’s thigh, not pushing away but pulling closer, and the sound he makes is unmistakably hungry. Huh. Kip’s freakier than he looks. Shane adjusts his assumptions and fucks Scott harder.
Shane drives into Scott with a snap of his hips that pushes Scott deeper into Kip. They find a rhythm that rolls through all four of them like a wave, Shane setting the pace that ripples forward through Scott and into Kip and crashes against Ilya, who rocks back into it with a groan.
The rhythm builds, relentless and devastating. Shane grips Scott’s hips hard as he watches the chain reaction of every thrust—Scott’s shoulders bunching, Kip’s spine arching, Ilya’s head falling back against the headboard with a thud.
Scott is trying to say something, keeps starting words that dissolve into groans, his composure stripped away layer by layer until there’s nothing left but raw need.
“Harder,” Scott finally manages, the word cracking in the middle, and Shane obliges, driving into him with enough force that the bed frame creaks against the wall.
Kip chokes around Ilya, tears and spit making a mess of his face, and Ilya gentles for a moment, pulling back enough to let him breathe, thumb swiping at the wetness on his cheek. “So pretty like this,” Ilya murmurs, and Kip whimpers and chases his cock once more with his mouth.
Shane feels the pressure building at the base of his spine, hot and urgent. He leans forward, draping himself over Scott’s back, and presses his mouth to Scott’s ear. “You feel incredible,” he breathes, and Scott shudders beneath him, clenching tight.
Ilya catches Shane’s eye over the tangle of bodies between them. His face is flushed, his lips parted, and he looks at Shane with such open hunger that Shane’s hips stutter.
Shane nods, understanding, and reaches around Scott’s hip to find where he and Kip are joined, his fingers brushing against the place where Scott disappears into Kip’s body. Kip keens around Ilya’s cock, his whole body going rigid.
“Close,” Scott gasps. “I’m—fuck, I’m close—”
Shane angles his hips, finds that spot inside Scott again, and presses. Scott comes with a sound like something breaking, spilling into Kip in hot pulses, his whole body seizing up around Shane.
The clench drags Shane over the edge with him. He buries himself deep and shakes apart, Ilya’s name and Scott’s name tangled on his tongue.
Kip follows a heartbeat later, untouched, sobbing around Ilya as his release creams the navy comforter beneath him. And Ilya just watches all three of them fall apart, his hand tight in Kip’s hair, before his own control finally snaps. He holds Kip’s head still and fucks up into his mouth once, twice, and comes.
The room goes quiet except for ragged breathing.
Shane collapses against Scott’s back, pressing his forehead between his shoulder blades. Scott is shaking, still spilling into Kip in slow pulses, who is making these soft, punched-out sounds with every exhale. Kip has gone boneless against Ilya’s thigh, cheek pressed to warm skin, eyes closed, looking thoroughly destroyed in the best possible way.
Ilya’s hand gentles in Kip’s hair, stroking now instead of gripping, and he murmurs something soft in Russian that Shane doesn’t catch. His other hand reaches out, fingers finding Shane’s where they rest against Scott’s ribs, and he squeezes.
Shane pulls out slowly, carefully, and Scott makes a quiet sound at the loss. Shane strips off the condom, ties it, tosses it vaguely toward the wastebasket, and then doesn’t know what to do with himself. His legs feel like they belong to someone else.
Scott eases out of Kip with the same gentleness, then immediately turns and gathers Kip against his chest, pressing kisses to his temple, his tear-streaked cheek, the corner of his mouth. “Hey,” he murmurs. “You with me?”
Kip makes a sound that might be a laugh. “That was,” he starts, and then just shakes his head, burrowing closer.
Ilya shifts down the bed until he can pull Shane against him, arranging them both on their sides facing Scott and Kip. The four of them end up in a loose tangle, legs overlapping, hands finding skin wherever they can reach.
“Everyone okay?” Shane asks, because someone should, and his voice comes out hoarse and strange.
Scott huffs a breath against Kip’s hair. “More than.”
“Mm,” Kip agrees, eloquent as ever.
Ilya presses his lips to Shane’s shoulder and doesn’t say anything, but his hand finds Shane’s hip and stays there, thumb tracing slow circles against the bone.
Shane stares at the whitewashed beams above them, still catching his breath, and says, “So... same time next year?”
The silence stretches for exactly two seconds before Kip snorts into Scott’s chest and Ilya’s shoulders start shaking with quiet laughter against Shane’s back.
“Sweetheart,” Ilya murmurs against his shoulder, voice warm with amusement. “We are still inside the moment.”
“Shut up,” Shane mumbles, but there’s no heat in it. He’s too wrung out, too warm, too held.
The laughter fades into something quieter. Kip shifts, reaching across Scott’s chest until his fingers find Shane’s arm, and he squeezes. A silent thank you or that was incredible or maybe just I’m glad you’re here. Shane squeezes back.
Scott’s breathing has gone slow and even, his face slack with something that looks like peace. Shane realizes he’s never seen Scott Hunter fully relaxed before. It changes his whole face. Makes him look younger, softer.
They lie there in the tangle of limbs and damp skin and navy sheets, the cedar-smoke smell of the cottage mixing with sweat and sex and something sweeter underneath. Outside, a “stupid Canadian wolf bird” calls somewhere in the pines.
Shane chuckles at that as he feels Ilya’s heartbeat against his back, steady and slowing until they’re beating as one. He feels Kip’s fingers still loosely wrapped around his forearm. Feels Scott’s ankle hooked over his calf, and his brain is cotton and his bones are liquid. Trust and love continue to press in all around them.
“We should do this more often,” he mumbles into the pillow. “The swimming, I mean.”
Kip snorts. Ilya bites his shoulder and hums in agreement, lips brushing the nape of his neck.
Scott answers with a soft snore.
“Charming,” Ilya murmurs.
Kip yawns, jaw cracking, and burrows deeper into Scott’s side. “Next time,” he mumbles, already half-gone, “I want to watch you two.”
Shane’s stomach flips pleasantly at next time. He files that away for later, when his brain is working again.
The loon calls once more across the water. Someone’s foot twitches against his calf. Scott’s, probably, chasing dreams. Ilya’s breath evens out against the back of his neck, slow and deep.
Shane closes his eyes and lets the weight of the bed hold him down.
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          End Notes

          This was self-beta’d, so if you notice anything that feels off, I’d love to hear it! Constructive criticism is always welcome. Love of any kind is also very much enjoyed!


        


    


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








