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Sweet Child Of Mine

    by Duochanfan

      Summary

      Shane returns home from Canada's loss to Russia in Saskatchewan at the International Prospect Cup. He finds out his soon-to-be ex-girlfriend is pregnant, and the baby is his. But he has no memory of ever being intimate with her. It doesn’t help that before he even left, he had caught her cheating on him with his best friend. Shane decides that if the child is his, he will step up and be a dad, but he wants nothing to do with his ex-girlfriend after what she did to him.
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        Soo. I found myself in a new fandom, and I have fifteen ideas for it already. This is just one of them.
I've got three chapters written, and three more plotted out at the moment.
I do hope you enjoy.
Trigger warnings for the first chapter, talk of Date Rape Drug use, Off Screen Rape/Non-Con, Cheating.
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  Chapter One
Shane Hollander was seventeen, and he'd just gotten back from Saskatchewan, where his team had lost against Russia in the International Prospect Cup. He hated to lose against Ilya Rosanov, but even he had to admit that the other teenager could play, and play well. Shane had made a promise that it would be the other way around next time they met on the ice. Shane had played a great game; he knew that. Even if at the time it hadn't felt like it. Now he was almost six months away from the draft, and his future was being laid out before him.
At the moment, Shane was standing across from his current girlfriend. The only one he had dated, and he was there to break up with her. Mostly because he was coming to dislike her, he had become distant from Jessica over the last few months. And also, he had caught her cheating on him a month ago. He's gone to meet with her before heading to Saskatchewan, wanting to see her, and instead found her half-clothed and with his best friend. He didn't know if he was heartbroken over it, but he was hurt by what they had done.
Jessica was in front of him, talking, and his mind just didn't want to comprehend what she was saying. The lights from a nearby store were shining brightly, and the sound of music coming from the mall where she had wanted to meet him was tinny and echoing around them. He found it hard to hear her; it was as if he were trying to listen through molasses. It was just blocking everything, leaving him adrift and almost numb as he tried to make sense of what she was repeating to him.
"Shane, are you even listening to me!" Jessica snapped at him, "Fucking hell, you never listen to me when I'm talking to you. You always do this. Well, listen up because this is fucking important," she hissed at him. "I'm pregnant, it's yours since you're my damn boyfriend. You need to step up."
"Pre... pregnant," Shane finally bit out, frowning, twitching slightly as she got loud again. He hated it when she yelled. She was doing it more and more over the last few weeks, since the middle of November. Demanding more of his time, trying to get him to take her to places that were out of the strict budget he had set for himself. She hadn't liked it at all and had shown it when she yelled at him.
"Yes, pregnant," she rolled her eyes, "as I said, you never fucking listen."
Shane looked at her, "Is it mine?" he asked.
"How fucking dare you!" she said as she raised a hand and slapped him hard across the face.
Shane frowned as the hit connected; he'd had worse during a hockey game. "I ask again, are you sure it's mine? I know you cheated on me with Michael," he added as he looked back at her.
"I did-" she began to protest, her eyes going wide.
"You did, I came to your house a month ago, to see you and take you out. Instead, I find you half-naked riding his fucking cock in your living room. You were too busy fucking him to even notice that I was in the same fucking room as you," he said, taking a step back when she tried to hit him a second time.
"You're going to marry me, I'm going to have this fucking kid, and you better be prepared to pay for it," she sneered, "Or I'm going to tell everyone."
"Do it, and I'll make sure everyone knows that you've been cheating and that I'm demanding a DNA test before I go anywhere near your child," he said, feeling a cold shiver down his spine. He didn't know if the kid would be his or not. He had no idea how long she had been cheating on him, or even how far along she was.
"Fucking asshole," she hissed at him.
Shane stared at her, "Don't like the truth?" he asked her, "Then maybe you should have thought about it before cheating on me," he shrugged slightly.
"I-"
"As for the baby, DNA test, I'm not going to have anything to do with you. I won't be with a cheater. Not the image I would need should I get drafted to an NHL team," he stated.
Jessica glared at him, "I'm calling your mother and making sure that you do what's right by me," she said as she turned and walked away.
"By the way, Jessica!" Shane called out after her, "We're over. We're through. I don't want to date someone who likes to ride their boyfriend's best friend's dick!"
With that, he walked away as she screamed after him. He knew she would call his mother. He was seventeen for another five months. From what Jessica had said, he would be eighteen by the time the baby was born. If it was his. He wasn't going to enjoy the conversation with his parents tonight, but he wanted to try to tell them before Jessica called them.
XxXxX
Shane arrived home and walked into the house. His mother was standing there, not looking happy. "Mom," he began.
"Shane," she said, her voice stern, but also worried.
"Let me guess, Jessica called you?" he asked, sounding unsure.
Yuna nodded her head, "She did, and I don't know what to say, you're going to be a dad, she's not..." she trailed off.
"She's expecting me to fund her lifestyle; she's been hinting at it more and more the longer we were together. I wanted to meet her, not because she wanted to tell me she was pregnant, but more because I caught her cheating on me. We're over, mom," he said, shaking his head and looking away, "she cheated on me."
Yuna made a noise as she went forward and hugged her son. She felt him stiffen a little before relaxing into her arms. "Well, that isn't going to happen," she said firmly, as she rubbed Shane's back.
Shane nodded against her shoulder. "Mom, she cheated, how would I even know if the kid is mine?" he questioned, "I don't... I don't want her in my life, she's..." he paused, trying to think of the words that could explain why he really didn't want Jessica near him anymore.
"Take a breath, Shane, and take a moment," Yuna instructed as she let her son go.
Shane closed his eyes, taking the calming breath that he needed, and then said. "She's loud, always shouting at me. She knows I don't like it, but she still does it. Now this. She's horrible, and she's been demanding that I spend money on her all the time. If I don't get the hint and get her something, she starts... insulting me and things. I don't want it."
"Then you won't. We'll figure this out, and I will be demanding a DNA test for the baby to make sure that they are yours. I will also not let Jessica steamroll you, or her parents, into doing something that you don't want," Yuna reassured her son, pulling him into her arms once more as the weight of what was going on finally settled on his shoulders.
Shane held his mother tightly. Glad that she had listened to him and was helping him sort this out.
XxXxX
Shane looked at Jessica and her parents. They had come by the house not a day after Jessica had told him about the baby. Yuna sat down as David handed out drinks to everyone.
"Shane needs to marry our daughter," Jessica's dad demanded, as he stared at Shane.
"No," Shane said, shaking his head, "I won't marry a cheater," he said, his words blunt.
"My daughter isn't a cheater,” he defended her, frowning at Shane.
"I caught her fucking Michael, a few days before I left for the Cup. I went over, entered the house, and she was in the damn living room fucking him right there. I know you have CCTV that you have saved to your laptop, that only you have, Mr Pine, considering you told me all about it the first time I was there to warn me that you would be watching my every move with your daughter," Shane said, feeling brave with his parents on either side of him. He had told them everything he could about his relationship with Jessica before the Pines had shown up. "I won't be marrying her, ever," he said, not looking at Jessica at all.
"Daddy," Jessica said, in a whiny tone, one that she knew would usually get her what she wanted. "I haven't cheated at all," she said, looking like she was going to cry as her mother wrapped a comforting arm around her daughter.
"Check Mr Pine," Shane said as he looked at the man, "Check and you'll see," he added, giving the date and time that he had gone to their home.
"Daddy," Jessica said, trying to get him not do it when they got home.
"Jessica," Arnold Pine said as he looked at his only daughter. "I will be checking, Shane."
"Arnold," Yuna said as she looked at the man, "Your daughter claims the baby is Shane's. There is a chance, but there is also a chance it could be Michael's. No matter what the DNA test says in the end, Shane will not be marrying Jessica. He will be willing to help co-parent and pay child support for the child. With custody to be held jointly between the two. I will not be making my son marry a woman who would cheat on them."
"He has to," Jessica demanded, "He has to, or I'll"
"You'll what?" Yuna asked her, "Tell everyone?"
"You do that, and I'll make sure everyone in school knows that you cheated on me," Shane said. "They're already asking questions as to why I'm avoiding you. Michael is also making himself scarce, so no doubt you told him I caught you both," he finished. He hated that his best friend had done that, had hurt him as he had. They had been friends since they were four years old.
"I-" she began, only to stop as she looked at her dad. "Dad," she began.
"Jessica," Arnold began quietly, "Did you cheat?" he asked her.
"No, daddy," she said, looking as wide-eyed innocent as she could.
"You're lying," he sighed, running a hand over his face, "We'll have a DNA test done before the baby is born. So we can agree on a few things."
"No, if he's not going to marry me, I don't want the damn kid," Jessica stated, "I'm not... I don't-"
"You tried to baby-trap him?" David said, finally saying something as he looked at Jessica. "You want him to marry you because he has a chance of being well-known. Rich and famous."
"Jessica, sweetheart," Melissa said as she looked at her daughter, still having an arm around her, "Is that true? Did you do this on purpose?" she questioned.
"Mom," Jessica began.
"Tell me the truth," she demanded of her daughter.
"I had to find a way; he was pulling away from me. So I got him to drink some of the bourbon in the house. He didn’t know it was alcohol that I gave him, and I spiked his drink, and then..." she said, hanging her head.
"You... you raped him?" Melissa yelled at her daughter, "How... how could you do something like that!"
Shane shuddered. It was the main reason why he was sure that the baby couldn't be his. He only said there was a possibility because he had a few gaps in his memory when meeting with her. Now he knew why. He felt his mom take his hand and squeeze it.
David leaned forward as he looked directly at Jessica, "You know that you can be prosecuted for what you've done?" he asked her. He was calm on the outside, but inside, he was shaking with rage. Not knowing what he should do when he was faced with the fact that his son was his pride and joy. The miracle that he and Yuna never thought they would have, had been raped by his own girlfriend, to get pregnant, to trap him in a relationship.
"He-"
"Do not blame my son for your actions," David snapped at her slightly, as he reached out for Shane's hand, needing to let his son know he was there for him, that he was his dad and his protector, like he always was when things got too much.
"I'm really sorry," Melissia said, "I... I don't," she started to cry, "Where the hell did we go wrong with you?"
"Mom?!" Jessica looked at her, "I was just trying to..." she trailed off as both her parents were looking at her in not only disappointment but anger and some disgust.
"You are grounded, nothing from now on. I will be taking you to and from school. No hanging out with friends, no having anyone over. If you think that is bad, one complaint and I will support the Hollanders in charging you for what you've done," Arnold told her, though Yuna and David could see it hurt him to punish his daughter, to know what she had done to someone. "Yuna, David, I'm going to go through all the videos for the last several months. See when this happened. I will be giving you a copy to you should I find anything," he promised, "This... this is to make sure that if the baby is Shane's, that he won't have to constantly fight. There is no statute of limitations on rape here, if at any time... you want to have her charged, then you can," he added, looking at his daughter, "I'm a fucking cop," he told her, "And you did that in my home," he shook his head, "I should be handcuffing you and taking you in for this, Jessica. I have never been so fucking disappointed in you as I am today."
"Dad," she began again, starting to really cry as she was told off, and what could be hanging over her head.
Shane looked between his parents and said slowly, as he squeezed their hands. "The baby, if... if the baby is mine, I will take them," he said, not sure if he was doing the right thing. He didn't want his child anywhere near Jessica. Arnold and Melissa, he could, maybe, let them be around. But he never wanted to see their daughter again.
Arnold looked at him, a frown on his face, "Shane," he began, "This... get some therapy before you say something like that. What you-"
"I... I know," Shane said, "But I can't..." he looked like he was curling up on himself as he spoke, "I won't abandon them, it's not fair to them. They... they didn't do anything. If... if it's mine, I will, but I can't have her around. I can't do that, be... be reminded of her all the time."
"That's... fair," Arnold said as he put an arm around his crying wife. "We... understand about not wanting us in your life."
"Just her," Shane said, finally looking up at him again, twitching a little as he saw the surprise on their faces.
"Shane, are you sure about this?" Yuna asked him, getting her son to look at her.
Shane looked at his mom for a few seconds before nodding. "I am, Mom," he told her, already starting to make lists of what would be needed, what he would have to do to be a dad for a kid. He knew he had some months until the baby would be born, but they might come early.
"Alright," she nodded, "We'll put things in place for it."
Arnold nodded, "Okay, we'll... get the DNA test done. There's a way to do it before the baby is born. I've seen it used before in some cases, so I'll look into that and get it done as soon as."
"Dad!" Jessica called out, "You can't... just decide for me."
"Why not? You decided for Shane? You decided to take something from him, you had no right to do that, none what so fucking ever, Jessica," he told her, shaking his head.
"Daddy, I want..." she trailed off, not looking happy.
"It doesn't matter what you want. You've already said that you no longer want the baby because you're not getting your way. I really don't understand you at all, I don't. I thought I was raising a good and honest young woman; instead, I was hiding a damn criminal under my own roof. The only reason why I haven't taken you to the station right now is that it's up to Shane what he wants done. I'm not going to take another choice away from him," he told her, his voice hard and almost cold.
"I don't... I don't," Shane said, shaking his head, "I don't want that attention," he finally got out as he wanted to curl back, let his parents protect him for a bit longer.
"We'll get things sorted, and some things for you all to sign," Yuna said, "Since he's looking toward the NHL, I want to make sure that this doesn't get out about him, at the moment. Being a teen parent is nothing to be ashamed of, but some people could use that against him at the moment."
"That's fine, Shane's a good lad," Arnold nodded. "I know... he'll do his best, and with you two supporting him, yeah," he sighed. "I'm sorry for all of this. I wish," he trailed off, "No use making wishes, we'll deal with this."
"Yes, we will," Yuna said as they got up and she escorted the Pine family out of her home. She returned to find Shane wrapped in his dad's arms. "Shane," she said softly as she went over, joining them on the couch.
"Mom," Shane said, his voice shaking and cracking now that they were alone.
"We're right here, buddy," David said, holding him as Yuna wrapped her own arms around the two. They shared a look over their son's head. They had a lot to do, and they wanted to make sure that Shane was going to be ready for everything that was coming his way. From hockey to being a dad, if the baby were his.
"You're not going to be alone in this," Yuna added, as the two comforted their son.
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  Chapter Two
It took three weeks to have everything in place. For Yuna to be satisfied that the Pine family couldn't say anything without consequences. Yuna and David had video evidence now of what Jessica had done. Shane was seeing a therapist over what had happened; his parents wanted to make sure he had all the help and support he would need as he carried on with hockey and prepared for the draft, and just where he would be heading.
Shane looked up as his mom walked into his bedroom after knocking on the open door. "Mom," he said, as he looked at her, "Do you... Do you think I should carry on with hockey? I don't know if I'm going to be able to be a dad and be a hockey player as well."
Yuna smiled a little, "Oh, sweetie," she murmured, "you will. We'll be able to do this. I'm taking a bit of time off when you find out where you're going and when you leave for it, so I can help with the baby while you work. While doing that, I plan to look into people who can take care of my grandchild. When you're doing the roadies, I was thinking, since I work from home and can work from anywhere, I'll fly out to wherever you are, and look after them until you get back. I have more plans, just in case, but those are what I have so far."
Shane nodded, "Mom," he said as she stood there, "Thanks for being understanding about all this."
"Shane, you've done nothing wrong. You've been dealt a bad hand," she began, pausing for a few moments, "But you've stepped up in a way I don't know if I could have," she finished softly, as she walked over to where he was sitting at his desk in his room and hugged him.
Shane buried his head in his mother's stomach, closing his eyes and just letting her comfort him. His slight tremors eased, and he took the moment to breathe and let his mind reset.
"It's going to be okay, Shane," she promised, hoping that it would be true. That everything would be fine in the end.
XxXxX
Shane walked through the bursting hallways of his high school to the outdoor seating area. Michael and Jessica had been avoiding him. But so had some of their joint friends as well. Shane sighed as he settled at a table, one that was empty and to the side of the area. He bought out the lunch he had packed for himself and began to eat. Glad that he’d be heading to the rink after school for practice. He set his Kindle, which he'd received for Christmas from his parents. Something that Shane could take with him, and was lightweight. So he didn't have to take a slew of books with him. Though he still preferred a good book to e-books.
"Shane," a voice said as someone walked over.
Shane looked up and inwardly grimaced. Outwardly, he showed nothing. "Michael," he greeted, "Leave me alone."
"No, I can't, I-" he began, cutting himself off as he sat down, "Fucking hell, Shane."
"You slept with her, behind my back," Shane stated, no emotion in his voice. He couldn't; he hadn't wanted to talk to either Michael or Jessica. He knew that they were both in the school, but Jessica had been shifted to another schedule, at her father's insistence.
"I... I'm sorry," Michael began, "I just... I liked her, Shane, I liked her a lot. And now that she's pregnant with my kid."
"It's my child," Shane said quietly.
"But you've never slept with her," he said, sitting up and frowning at him.
Shane looked down. "She... drugged me." He spoke the words quietly, still afraid to say them aloud.
Michael looked confused, "What... do you mean drugged you? Made it so you couldn't say no?"
Shane nodded, keeping his head down. He hated to admit but even the betrayal he felt when it came to Michael didn't stop him from being honest with him. They had been friends for so long that it was hard to just switch that off.
"Fuck, fuck, she... she really did that?" he gasped out, keeping his voice low.
Shane nodded once, "You... believe me?" he asked.
"Shane, I'm a fucking bastard for what I did, and we only slept together once. I made one of the biggest mistakes of my fucking life. You're my best friend. I've not talked to her or gone near her since she told me that she's pregnant and it's mine. I believe you, you've never lied to me, never, not once, not even if you should have," he snorted, shaking his head as Shane finally looked up at him. "I'm sorry, and yeah, I do like her... or did. I don't..." he shook his head again and leaned forward, banging his head on the table. "Ugh, fuck this is all fucked up."
"Mom and Dad and her parents got a DNA test done while the baby is still inside. It's mine. She... drugged me, took what she wanted, and she got pregnant. She's telling you that it's yours?" he asked, his voice going quieter.
"Yeah, she's been saying it for the last couple of days," he frowned, glancing up at Shane, "What..."
"She's lying, she knows the baby is mine. She was... she got pregnant because she wanted to force me to marry her or some such. I... kind of shut down when she said it," he admitted, looking down again.
"Fuck," Michael cursed, running a hand over his face as he sat up. "This is all so fucking fucked up. Damn... I know you wouldn't... you're not that type of person, Shane. I know that. So how? How can it be yours?" he asked, keeping his voice soft so no one would be able to hear them.
Shane paused, wondering if he should tell him the truth. He nodded to himself before saying, "She drugged me in October, she said."
Michael nodded, "Fuck, you... You called me in October, about a week before Halloween. You didn't sound right, you... fuck you sounded half dead. I was so scared. Jessica was there, trying to get you to stay. You looked off."
"I... don't remember," Shane said quietly, "I don't remember it, anything of it. I'm missing the entire day."
"She really fucking did it, I... fuck. She started trying to get with me after that," he said, "I guess that's why, I was back up. I refused over and over again until... until that day in December. I thought... she wasn't that far along. That she was only a month along when she said something," he added.
"She's three months, due late July," he stated, looking at the food he no longer wanted to eat, but knew he needed to since he had practice after school.
"Damn," he closed his eyes, leaning on his arms again, "fuck, fuck," he muttered.
"Michael," Shane said, "It... hurt a bit when I found out."
"Yeah, I'm, fuck, I still so fucking sorry," he apologised again. "Shane, you're like my best friend, have been for fucking years. I broke that, and I will do what the fuck I can to fix it. I'll help where I can with things as well. No doubt your parents will be there too. I noticed that she's been sent to a different schedule, which is good."
Shane looked at his friend; he knew he was being sincere. They'd known each other long enough to read the lies they told others. "I... know," he said finally after a long stretch of silence between them.
"Keep me u-" he began, only to stop when someone started to approach from behind Shane. "Jessica is here with her two friends," he whispered, warning Shane before they got too close.
Shane shuddered a little, not wanting to see her. He hadn't had to since the day she had tried to force him to take responsibility. He'd been able to avoid her at school, taking to lunching outside instead of the cafeteria, even in the bitter cold. "I-" he started to say as he went to pack up the remains of his lunch.
"Shane," Michael spoke softly, "Don't... don't let her chase you off, you are on the high ground here. Don't let her win and take things from you," he said, wanting to reach out, but he could see that Shane was starting to be overwhelmed by their talk, and with Jessica and her friends heading over, it was going to get worse. He had Yuna on speed dial, even if the last message he got from her was her chewing him out for what he'd done. He didn't blame her either. He'd fucked over his best friend for someone who really didn't deserve either of them.
"Mike," Jessica said as she smiled sweetly at him, "I thought I told you that we're having lunch instead."
"Like you been telling me for the last month since we got back to school, I'm going to answer that with a fuck off," he said, rolling his eyes, "I fucked up in fucking you," he told her, "I really did. I hurt my best friend for some easy pussy," he added, being derogatory toward her. He knew if his mother heard his words, he would be in a world of pain, but Jessica didn't deserve the courtesy he would give others.
"Come on, you know what's between us."
"It was one fucking shag," he said, his words even blunter than before, "One time, that was it, and it was the worst fucking mistake in my damn life. Worse thing ever," he told her, "Now leave. Leave Shane and me alone."
"Shane," she said, eyes going wide as her voice shook. She finally noticed the other teenager sitting at the table. "I-"
"Leave," Shane added, "Just, go away."
"I don't know why you're so mad," Jessica's friend, Analise, said, rolling her eyes, "You dated-"
"I dated a cheater," Shane interrupted her. Another word wanted to come out, but he didn’t want what had happened to him all over the school by the time the final bell rang. "I dated someone who started trying to seduce my best friend. Who trampled over my boundaries constantly. You know what you did," he said, not even looking at her.
"I-" she began, looking between them.
"You told me the baby was mine," Michael said, staring at her, waiting for her to lie.
"It... erm..." Jessica began.
"Of course, the baby is yours," Diana said, "Like she wouldn't fuck Shane, she said he was too much of a prude," she giggled.
"But it isn't, is it, Jessica?" Michael said, pushing her a little. "It's not mine because you're too far along for it to be mine," he added, "You're what, three months?" he asked, "Four now, I think."
Analise frowned, "But you and Michael got together in December?"
"Yeah, but she got pregnant in October," he said. "How many times did you hurt him?" he asked her, not saying what she had done, since he could tell that Shane didn't want everyone knowing.
"I did what I had to," Jessica snapped at him, "it doesn't matter."
"Yeah, it does," Shane said, "I have three blank spaces in my memory," he admitted, "three," he said as he glanced up before looking away. "Each time, I was supposed to be meeting you at your home. If I give the dates to your dad, what will he find?"
Jessica took a step back, "You... you can't!" she yelled out, "I'm already in so much fucking trouble because of you."
"Don't fucking turn this on him; this is on you," Michael said, defending his friend. "What you did, what you've done, makes me fucking sick. I can't stand the sight of you. Fucking hell," he said as he looked at Shane, seeing that he was now done with everything.
"What is going on?" Diana asked, looking from her friend to the two boys at the table. "Fucking tell me what you mean by all that?!" she demanded to know.
Shane gave a tiny nod, letting Michael know he gave permission to say something.
"You can't... You can't say anything!" Jessica pleaded.
"Why can't he?" Michael asked, "Why can't he defend himself against baseless accusations and bitches like you three trying to play the mean girls?"
"I-" Jessica said as she began to tear up, "It will ruin me."
"Like you're trying to ruin Shane?" he asked her, "Because that's what you're doing. If I was you, and did what you did, I would find a damn hole and never move from it. Because you're fucking sick if you think what you did was fine, fuck you," he snapped, "I... just fucking leave."
"No, no, we're sorting this out now," Jessica demanded, "We need to."
"No, you need to fuck off and leave us alone. Don't come near us, and nothing gets said-"
"Fucking tell me what's going on!" Diana demanded, "What did Shane mean that he has blank spaces in his memory?"
"Date rape drugs," Michael answered, "And you can ask the head bitch what she did after that. Fuck, three times," he rubbed his face, "Shane," he called out, his voice now softer as he looked at the other teen, who was now just staring blankly at the table. "Get out of here, all of you, you can fucking quiz her elsewhere," he said, getting up and blocking them from even looking at Shane. He slumped when they finally got the hint and left.
Shane had shut down; his mind just wasn't on his surroundings. He knew that Jessica and her friends had left, he knew that Michael was still there, but he didn't feel part of the world around him in that moment.
"Shane," Michael said, his voice changing, softening, "I'm going to pack your things away, and I'm going to take you home. I'll get your parents to call the school, okay," he added as he slowly began to do what he said, keeping up a one-sided conversation. Telling Shane exactly what he was doing. "Okay," he said, when everything was packed up, "I'm going to touch you, alright, please, Shane, just give me a nod if that's okay?" he asked as he moved closer, about to reach out, but not touching.
Shane blinked a few times, nodding slightly as he felt Michael get him to stand, guiding him out of the courtyard and toward the parking lot. Shane barely registered that he was in Michael's car and heading home. Michael worried as he used the hands-free and called Shane's dad.
"Mr Hollander, it's Michael. Shane's had a shutdown at school. I'm bringing him home to you now. I don't think he should be at school the rest of the week. Jessica tried to talk to him and basically tried to blame him. Mr Hollander, he said, that he has three blank spots in his memory."
"Alright, Michael, bring him home, and I'll be with him. Yuna's out at the moment," David answered. "Thank you."
"I know I messed up Mr Hollander, I know I did, but..." he glanced at Shane as they pulled up to a red light, "There's something I need to talk to you about when I get there. I don't know if I should say it again around Shane. I don't want him slipping further into himself."
"Alright, tell me when you arrive," David told him, "Now drive safely."
"I will, Mr Hollander," he said as he ended the call. 
The car was silent as Michael continued to drive, giving quick, worried glances at his friend. He sighed in relief when he arrived at the Hollander home, seeing David already waiting outside. He parked up, got out as David walked over.
"I'll help Shane," he said as he looked at Michael, "I'll get him settled, and then you can talk to me," he added.
Michael nodded as he watched David help his son into the house. Michael grabbed Shane's bag and followed them, taking his shoes off in the hall before entering the home fully in the slippers that he had there. It took a little while for David to get Shane settled into the living room, and lying comfortably on the couch with a throw covering him. David gestured for him to follow him into the garden, where they could keep an eye on Shane, but talk privately without him overhearing.
"Okay," David said, "I know some of the details going on between you and Jessica. What else have you got to tell me?"
Michael took a breath and began to tell him about Jessica's constant campaign from mid-November to get him to sleep with her. He'd refused over and over. That he finally did, he had been drinking a little, he knew, he was underage at the time. They slept together only once. He then began to tell him what she had said, that the baby had been Michael's. As though it had been a backup plan if Shane didn't do what she wanted.
"Thanks for telling me," David said, "You and Shane have been friends a long time. I couldn't understand why you would do that to him."
"I know, worst fucking mistake of my life," he muttered, looking down for a second before glancing into the house. Seeing Shane on the couch, just staring into space. "He's going to be okay?" he asked.
"He will, he's in therapy for what happened," David answered him, "He's got his mother and me."
"And me, I'll make it up to him, I'll be around if he needs help or anything. I know the baby is his now. But fuck, I can't imagine having to be around her to co-parent."
"He's gaining full custody, that's what he wants. Jessica isn't allowed to be around the child. She's giving up custody. Shane is thinking that the Pines might want to be around a little, but he's only comfortable with his mother dealing with that," David said, watching his son.
"Right, I'm sorry this happened, Mr Hollander, but Shane... he's a great guy," he said, "I messed up," he repeated, as he had done several times since he had slept with Jessica.
"Nothing more you can do to change the past," David told him, "only go forward and do what you can to rebuild the trust between you both."
Michael nodded as he then left, saying bye to Shane as he passed through.
David went over to his son and sat down on the couch. It didn't take long for Shane to shuffle closer until he was secure in his dad's arms, eyes closed tight against the world as he began to come back to himself.
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  Chapter Three
Shane looked around the room. His parents were talking with the GM of the Montreal Voyageurs. He was there, listening to their bullshit about being forward and having representation. He just wanted to hide away somewhere else. He glanced around, spotting Ilya Rozanov to one side, on the balcony above. No doubt having to listen to the same type of welcoming bullshit he was from the Boston Bears GM. Rozanov. They caught each other's eyes, recalling talking with him during the International Prospect Cup several months ago, when Russia beat Canada. It was a sore point for Shane, and he knew that was one of the reasons he had been second pick and not first.
"Shane, aren't we?" Yuna smiled at the GM and then looked at Shane.
"Yeah, yeah, I'm looking forward to playing with Montreal," he nodded, vaguely aware of the question that had been asked.
Shane could see the reprimand from his mother in her eyes at his not paying full attention. He gave her a weak smile and then tried his best to. He was pulled here and there by his parents. His dad was at his back, slowly guiding his mother away from making connections. She was his manager, but sometimes it felt like she was more his manager than his mother. And while she was good at being a manager, he was starting to feel like he couldn't tell her anything without her thinking more about his career in Hockey than his health, mental, and physical. Shane knew he could tell his dad, but he wouldn't want to have his dad keep something from her.
Shane shook his head as he finally retired to his room. He showered and changed. Sorted the bed out and got it. He turned the light off and just lay there, his mind still buzzing. His usual routine had been thrown out the window over the last few days as they drew closer to the draft. He was annoyed he wasn't first pick, but at least as second, he was staying close to his parents. Close enough that, should something happen, they would be able to get to him, to the baby.
Shane flicked the light on, threw the covers off, and got up. His mind just wouldn't shut off. It was going over all the things he needed to do. Jessica was due in the next few days, and he wasn't ready. He would be heading to Montreal soon, finding a place to live there, a place where he would be able to continue working toward theInternational Prospects Cup in December, his last one. He wanted to win this time. He wondered if he was going to go up against the Russian again, as he had done last year in 2008. He still was going to be playing in the Juniors for another year before he would be moved up to the NHL. A way to get him to keep learning before joining the big boys, as the GM had said.
Shane headed down to the hotel gym. Sighing in relief, as there was no one there. He got on a bike and put his headphones in, letting the calming music he liked to play when he was on an exercise bike drown out the world. He began to pedal, leaning downa nd closing his eyes. Not noticing that five minutes later, someone else had entered the small gym.
Opening his eyes, Shane frowned slightly when he noticed Rozanov pedaling beside him. Their eyes met, and that little gleam of competitiveness rose between them. They started pedaling faster and faster, breathing hard as they raced. When they slowed and stopped, they shared a laugh as they breathed hard. There was no winner at all, but it had been fun, and helped to clear Shane's head, just that little bit.
They got off the bikes, their legs aching as they settled on the floor. Rozanov drank from his water bottle, and Shane cursed his mind when he realized he hadn't brought his down with him. Rozanov gave a small frown, offering his water bottle, "Here, take, drink."
"No, it's fine," Shane said, shaking his head.
"Drink, I can see you need," he insisted, as he held it out for him.
Shane hesitated and reached forward, their hands brushing, sending a jolt between the two of them as their eyes met again. Shane held his gaze as he drank, before handing it back and looking Rozanov over. The eighteen-year-old was tall, long-legged, and a strong build. He was taller than Shane; he knew that at least.
"Are you happy with the pick?" Rozanov asked him, looking curious.
"Yeah, yeah, I am," he nodded.
"Not company line," Rozanov grinned at him.
"I am happy. It's close to my parents still. They live in Ottawa, so only about two hours from Montreal, and it'll be handy with..." he trailed off, looking away, not believing what he was about to say. He'd wanted nothing down that he was going to be a dad. Not to Montreal or anyone.
"Handy for what? Hollander?" he asked, a little frown on his face.
"I don't... want to say," he murmured.
"Do not have, will not speak of it, if you don't want," Rozanov promised, giving him a firm nod.
Shane frowned, "I... I'm going to be a dad, but she... she drugged me to get pregnant. She wanted the WAG life, her words. She then tried to blame the pregnancy on my best friend. She cheated on me with him. He's... still a friend, even after all that. But it's taken work. She's going to have the baby really soon. I'll be taking full custody, she... she's not going to be in my son's life," he stated, "I don't want her near him, she... drugged me, three times, to make sure she got pregnant," he added quietly.
"Fuck," Rozanov cursed, "I would not wish to. It's bad, yes?" he asked.
"Very, she could be charged with... rape," he said hesitantly.
"Da, yes," he nodded, "Should not get away with things like that. Bad, very bad," he stated.
Shane couldn't help the trembling smile and nod, "Yeah, it really is. We have proof of what she's done, I just... didn't want to drag it out into the open, it could have hurt my prospects, and I didn't want that... she took enough away from me," he said quietly.
Rozanov nodded, "I see, da, could have hurt, but should not force self to sacrifice your heart."
Shane looked up and nodded, giving him a little smile. "Yeah," he agreed, "But I want privacy, I don't want everyone knowing my business. And I don't ever want my son to be in the spotlight."
"Good father," he nodded, "Very good."
"I want to be," Shane admitted, "Fuck, can't believe I told you all that," he snorted at himself.
"Rival," Rozanov said, "Better than stranger," he added, drinking more of his water before holding it out again for Shane.
Shane reached over, "Thank you," he said, taking it and drinking a little more. Watching Rozanov and taking him in. There was something about the other teenager that pulled at him. He was attractive, Shane had to give him that. The curly hair, the bright eyes that seemed to constantly bore into your very soul. He then noticed that Rozanov was checking him out just as much as he was checking Rozanov out. A blush appeared on his face.
Rozanov smirked a little and winked at him, about to say something.
Shane's phone started buzzing and ringing. He glanced at it, frowning when he saw it was his mother. "It's my mom," he said, "Sorry."
"It's okay," Rozanov nodded, "Answer mother."
Shane smiled and answered, "Mom, is everything okay?" he asked. "Oh," he said after a momentary pause, "No i'm in the gym, I'll go up and shower, then we can go. Yeah, thanks for telling me. See you soon mom," he said, ending the call.
"Everything okay?" he asked him.
"Looks like my kid will be born today, or tomorrow," he said as he glanced at the time, which was just before midnight.
"Congratulations," Rozanov said, nodding, "Will see you in December, you can show pictures," he added with a little grin.
"If we get a chance," Shane nodded, and he got up, "See you," he said, as Rozanov got up off the floor as well.
"I will," he nodded, grabbing a hand and pulling Shane close, kissing him on the cheek, "Okay? Da?" he asked.
Shane twitched but then nodded, "Yeah, that was okay."
Rozanov let him go with a firm nod. "See you soon," he promised, smiling at him.
Shane smiled back and headed to his room. He needed to shower and pack before he could head back home to Ottawa.
XxXxX
Shane looked down at the tiny bundle in his arms. Two days after his son was born, he was still mesmerised by the tiny form that now relied on him. Michael had quickly visited before he'd been off to look at places ready for college.
"You're going to hold him all the time?" David asked his son as he leaned against the door frame of his son's room.
Shane looked up, "I... can't help it, Dad. Is this how... how you and mom felt when I was born?" he asked, tilting his head slightly as he waited for an answer.
"You were our miracle," David said softly, as he walked over and sat on the bed beside him, looking down at the sleeping face of his grandson. "We were told not long after we married that the chances of us being able to convince were low, almost zero. Everything was against us, but we still tried and hoped. Then Yuna got pregnant with you about six years after we married," he smiled, touching the tiny hand that was out of the blanket. "We were so careful not to tell anyone until about three months before you were born. We isolated ourselves so much because of fear. The fear that you might be taken from us. But you were born absolutely perfect. We loved you so much we thought we would burst with it. I think I held you nearly every night until you were about two months old. Yuna didn't ever want to put you down. She got these wraps and would wrap you up and carry you, so you could always be with her," he smiled, "So yeah, it was intense, and a miracle to hold you. Just like how you're feeling with this little one," he finished as his grandson wraped an hand around his finger, the size difference still boggling Shane's mind.
"Theodore Blake Hollander," Shane said as he looked at his son, "Little Ted," he grinned slightly.
David smiled and laughed, "A good, strong name, for a beautiful little boy."
"Yeah," he nodded as he got up, "I should... let him sleep in his bassinet, I want to get the online college applications going through. I've finally figured out that accounting would be a good starting point. I need to make sure to balance my books, make sure that I'm set up for the future as well," he said as he looked down at his son, putting him in the bassinet near the desk. He'd moved it there when he had started to go through with his application. He'd already sent one in, but since he was now heading to Montreal, he needed to submit the update about his address and the city he would be in.
"I'll leave you to it, your mother is making dinner, not the usual stuff either," he said, smiling, "Finally getting her to relax a little on that so-called diet she said you should be on. You're teenager, Shane, you don't need that type of pressure," he added, getting up, and ruffling his son's hair a little, smiling at the irritated little growl he got before leaving his room.
Shane turned and watched him leave. He straightened his hair out and sighed. He hated the diet that his mother had suggested. It was all food he didn't really like. But he had kept to it, not deviating from it for almost a full year and a half. He missed all the things he once had, but he promised his mom that he would stick to the diet she had laid out, and he had. His dad had made it known to both of them that he didn't approve of it at all.
Shane turned his attention to his laptop and began to update his information. He listened out for Ted, but the baby was happily sleeping between feeds and diaper changes.
XxXxX
Shane jolted awake when Ted started to cry. It was a soft mewling cry, one that told everyone that it was a newborn baby needing attention. He got up, yawning as he saw the time; it was almost four in the morning, so it would be both a feed and a diaper change. He grabbed the bottle he had prepared in the small mini fridge and shook it before putting it in the bottle warmer. He picked up his son, holding him and feeling the full diaper. He was quick to change it, being careful with the umbilical cord that was dying and would soon fall off. They said it could take five to fifteen days, and his son was only four days old now.
"I love you," he said softly as he went to the rocking chair in his room. His dad had added it the day he had come home with Ted. Bottle in hand and ready for his son to drink. "Here we go, Teddy," he murmured as he put the bottle to Ted's lips. It took less than a second for him to latch. He watched his son drink, smiling and keeping the bottle almost horizontal, so Ted didn't drink too fast.
"I wonder what Rozanov would say about you," he murmured, remembering the Russian. He wanted to see pictures when they met up at the International Prospect Cup in December.
Ted just drank his milk, becoming happy and full, not paying any attention to his dad's voice, except for the fact that he knew he was safe and loved. He grizzled a little when Shane burped him after his feeding. A little burp, but no spat-up milk, which Shane was thankful for.
Ted lay in his arms, eyes darting around as they tried to focus on Shane.
Shane smiled down at him, rocking the chair gently as he began to sing, "nen nen cororiyo, ocororiyo (go to sleep, go to sleep)," he began the old Japanese lullaby that he could remember his mother singing to him when he was little. The Japanese words flowed easily off his tongue, even though he didn't speak it as much as he did a few years ago.
Ted's eyes slowly drifted shut, listening to the soothing voice of his dad, the soft swipe of his dad's finger between his brow and down the bridge of his tiny nose. The call of sleep became heavy for the newborn. Soon, he was sleeping peacefully.
Shane finished the lullaby and stood up, careful not to wake Ted as he placed him down in the bassinet again. "Night, Teddy," he murmured. He tucked him in, making sure that he wouldn't get too hot or cold during the night.
He went to his bed and lay down; instead of lying on his back, he twisted to his side so he could see Ted. His eyes drifted shut, and within moments, he was asleep again.
XxXxX
By the time Ted was a month old, Shane was living in Montreal, a small apartment building that he'd taken a liking to. Normally, he would have joined one of the older players at their place for the first year or two of playing for them. But with Ted, he didn't want to risk it. He was still playing in the Juniors, and he still wanted to win the International Prospect Cup before he started his Rookie season. Shane trained hard, with a new trainer at a new rink.
Yuna had stayed with him for a couple of weeks as they found someone who could look after Ted while Shane was working. And a daycare for when he gets a little older. Yuna would be taking him overnight, should he end up on the road at all. Everything was in place, and being close to Ottawa meant that he could rely on his parents should he need any help.
December hit hard a couple of months later. Ted was a bouncy six months old when Shane faced Rozanov on the ice again. He smirked as he went to face off against him. "Hey, Rozanov."
"Baby?" he asked.
"Healthy and happy at six months," he answered as the puck dropped and they were off. Shane and Rozanov moved around the ice, crashing into each other, and smirking as they fought for control of the puck. Shane scored first for Team Canada. But Rozanov was hot on his tail and scored a minute later in the first period.
When the final bell rang. Canada had won. 4-2. Shane scored two and assisted with one. Rozanov had scored both of Russia's. Shane and his team celebrated. Rozanov huffed as he watched them, shaking his head and leaning over to just breathe and let his body feel the aches of the checks that had been made against him. 
At the line-up, he shook the Russian team's hands, and when he got to Rozanov, "Good game, really good," he grinned, still elated that he'd been able to win against him this time.
Rozanov snorted, keeping a stoic face that had a hint of a smile as he said, "Congratulations on both." he winked and then carried on shaking the rest of the Canadian teams' hands.
Shane shook his head as he carried on. Team obligations ran away with him, and he didn't get a chance to meet with Rozanov before he was on a flight back to Russia. Soon enough, Rozanov would be heading to Boston. Shane just hoped he would have a chance to face him on the ice and talk with him.
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  Chapter Four
Shane looked around, spotting Rozanov to one side. He grinned a little and waved. After not being able to talk to the other man in December, he thought he wouldn't see him until Montreal versus Boston at some point during their rookie season, which would be starting up them both soo soon. Now it was June, and he was training hard. He'd been surprised when his mom called to say he had a commercial to shoot and that it would be with Rozanov.
Rozanov skated over; they were going to be on ice. So far, they had just been able to warm up and skate around. "Hollander," he stated.
"Shane," he said, "Please, call me Shane," he smiled, "And it's good to see you again, Ro-"
"Ilya," he told him, "If you are Shane, then I'm Ilya." he nodded a few times, "Da?"
"Yes," he smiled, "Ilya," he said, laughing lightly. "I didn't think I'd get to see you until the season starts and our teams faced each other."
"They asked about another player who could do the commercial with me, and I suggested you. They reached out to your manager to set it up a few days ago. I hope that was okay," he frowned.
"Yeah, means I can see you," he smiled slightly. Not the plastic media smile that Ilya remembered from the draft, but a true smile and smirk that he had seen in the gym that night.
"And child? Son?" he asked, "He okay? A year now?"
"Yeah, yeah, he's... he's actually here at the moment. He's with my mom; she's my manager. She's going to have him for a bit tonight," he added quietly, "He's a year, I can't believe how fast it went."
"Show pictures, but would love to meet him too," Ilya told him, with a soft smile. "You love him a lot," he nodded a few times.
Shane nodded, "I really do, I didn't think I could love anyone like that. But when I held him that first time, I never... I didn't want to put him down; I just wanted to keep him with me all the time. It's hard with training, having to trust someone else with him, to look after him, and that. I don't have my phone on me, but when I do, I'll show you pictures of his first year. And I'd... like you to meet him."
"I have a gift for him, didn't know if you bring son, what is son's name?" Ilya asked him, curious about the type of name Shane had used.
"Theodore, but I call him Teddy half the time, and Ted other times," Shane answered, "And you really didn't have to."
"It was fun, shopping for a child. A year old. Got toys, was fun," he grinned down at him, "Bring them to your room in hotel?"
"Yeah, of course, erm. I'm in room 1410," he said softly. "Come up when you can," he added, "just don't let my mom see, she doesn't like you that much because of the way that the NHL is framing us up as rivals. I like you just fine, I know that they're trying to push that, which is why I have a feeling that's how this shoot is going to go."
"I have heard what they want, and yes, play it up?" he frowned, wondering if that was the correct saying.
"Yeah, play it up for the camera," Shane smiled at him.
"We should go and see what they want," he said as the two of them were called over. The shoot started, with them skating on the ice toward each other in a mock face-off. Soon enough, they were breaking down into laughter as they came together on the ice.
"Okay, okay, guys," the director said, "We've got enough, go on and get ready for the solo skates. We'll get some shots of you both," he added.
"Thanks," Shane said, as Ilya just raised a hand and nodded.
"Rozanov, you're up first," the director said as Ilya nodded.
"Be there in moment," he said as he looked at Shane, "Be back soon," he stated.
Shane nodded and then moved off the ice, putting on the skate guards and moving further away, as his mother walked over to him. In her arms was Ted.
"Dada," Ted grinned as he held out his arms for his dad to take him.
"I didn't think you were going to bring him to the rink," Shane frowned as he took his son.
"I made sure everyone signed NDAs about him, so they can't say anything, otherwise I wouldn't." She reassured him, "It's fine. The only one not signed one is Rozanov, and I'll get him soon enough."
"He... won't say anything," Shane said, knowing that was true, since Ilya hadn't said anything over the entire year that he had known Shane had a son.
"Hmm," Yuna pursed her lips as she glanced to where Ilya was skating around the ice, "I'm still going to get him to sign one," she said.
Shane sighed and nodded, "Fine, but I know he won't say anything," he said again.
Yuna gave her son a look, like she didn't believe him. Shane knew she didn't, she didn't like Ilya at all. He sighed and looked at the ice, looking up at his son for a second as Ted watched Ilya skate.
"Dada, kate," he grinned, waving a hand toward Ilya.
"Yeah, that Ilya Rozanov, he's a good skater, like daddy," he said softly.
"I'm going to get an NDA for him to sign," Yuna said, "before that, make sure he doesn't see Teddy," she added, kissing her grandson on the head and then doing the same with her son. "Oh, and don't forget next week we have the meeting with Reebok."
"I know, Mom, you sent me all the information," he stated, nodding a few times as Yuna left.
Ted clapped and laughed as he watched Ilya on the ice. Ilya finished before Yuna came back and skated over. "Hi, hi," Ted grinned at Ilya.
"Hello," Ilya smiled as Ted reached out a hand. He took it and shook it, "Nice to meet you."
"I Teddy," he added, pointing at his chest.
"I Ilya," Ilya replied, doing the same thing as he pointed at his own chest.
Ted giggled and reached out to him to be held. Ilya looked at Shane, before Shane nodded and handed his son over.
"Take him around the ice, just once, and come back. He adores it," he suggested.
"You sure?" he asked, "Join me on ice?" he asked, "Come," he said, gesturing to the door nearby.
Shane nodded, going over before taking off his skate guards and putting them on the rail before stepping out onto the ice.
"Dada!" Ted clapped, "Weeee!" he cheered as Ilya began to skate, keeping to a very calm and sedate pace compared to how he would usually skate. Shane kept pace with him, skating backwards and waving at Ted as the toddler giggled and laughed, cheering as they moved around the ice.
They headed back to where they had started, with Shane putting on his skate guards and taking his son back before Ilya headed off to grab his own guards from where he had left them.
Yuna walked over, a look of disapproval on her face, "I thought you didn't want anyone in the NHL knowing about Ted?" she asked.
"I trust him, Mom," Shane said, looking at her, "It'll be fine."
"You're on the ice now, so hand over my little grandson, and I'll get Rozanov to sign this," she said, gesturing to the papers she had in one hand.
"Here we go, Teddy, to obaasan," he said softly as he handed him over, "Mom, please, trust me about this."
Yuna gave a noncommittal nod. She had become extremely protective of Shane and now Ted since everything had come out about Jessica. It had been hard, but moving away had helped a little bit with that almost overbearing protectiveness. But it also meant that Yuna, when she was with her son and grandson, made sure everyone respected their privacy, and not a word would be said about them.
Shane sighed as he headed over to the director and went through his own solo skate routine that the man wanted to film.
XxXxX
Yuna dropped off Ted with Shane at his hotel room. He'd told Ilya which room he was in, and he panicked a little when he saw all the toys he'd gotten out for Ted to play. He rushed around, tidying up a little as he let Ted play in the play-pen he'd set up for him. He didn't feel the room was that safe for Ted to be running around. But he played with him on the floor for a bit when they had first arrived.
"Okay, Teddy, you're with me for a bit, since obaasan has to meet with a friend tonight," he said as he went over to his son and put some of the toys with him, and tapped his son's nose when he stood up.
"Dada, no," he squealed, wrinkling his nose as Shane laughed and tapped it a second time. "No, dada."
"Yes, Teddy," he murmured, smiling and laughing as he picked him up and tossed him in the air a little before catching him. The first time he had done that was a few weeks ago, almost causing his mother to have a heart attack. But Ted loved it.
"More, dada, more!" he laughed loudly as he Shane continued playing before flying him around the hotel room.
There is a loud knock on the door. Shane looked at Ted, "We've got a visitor," he said, kissing Ted's cheek before going to the door and looking through the peephole. It was Ilya. He smiled as he opened it, "Come on in," he said, stepping to one side.
"Thank you," Ilya smiled, wiggling his fingers at Ted and holding up a bag, "I have gifts for Teddy."
"You really didn't have to, but thank you," he said, closing the door behind him.
"Your mother is... strong-willed. Would not take no for answer. Would prefer lawyer to look over anything I sign," Ilya said quietly.
"I'm sorry, she gets anyone who ends up seeing Ted to sign one. I can explain it all in full, if you want, and I can void it if you want as well," Shane said, biting his lip as he gestured to the small seating area that he had in his room. It was needed with Ted around, giving him a bit more room to play on the floor, and for his playpen.
"It is fine, just tell me what I was signing fully, I understood something about not talking about Ted," he frowned slightly as he sat down on the small couch.
"It just says that you understand that you can not talk about Theodore Blake Hollander, or the fact that he is Shane Hollander's son. That there is to be no mention of him at all, in any way, and that you will be sued should you do so," Shane told him, "It's more a threat to make sure people keep quiet. We've never had to use it, but I know my mom, she will follow through on the threat. I know you won't say anything, you understand why I don't want people to know, and you've known since he was born."
Ilya nodded, "Yes," he said, "I do not mind to sign, just not explained fully. Very insistent, but protective. Understand that."
Shane snorted, "Yeah, after what happened, how he came to exist happened. Mom was... ever worse. I was a surprise and a miracle for them. They've been a bit protective since I was born. They couldn't protect me from some things. I stepped on the ice when I was really little, about three. Dad said I took to it like a duck to water," he said softly, "I started playing hockey at four. It was great. When I got older, it became an escape, something I got good at, and I love it. I love being on the ice, playing, and being part of a team. I got back from the cup, that first time we met. Jessica was the first girlfriend, and only girlfriend. Figured out that I'm... gay thanks to therapy. What she did... hurt me in many ways. I don't... like knowing I'm missing time, I'm missing in total around three days. Three days she took from me, and I still don't know everything that happened during those days."
"Are you well..." he frowned, "I can not think of word in English. Erm, in mind?"
"You mean am I doing well mentally?" he asked, looking at Ilya as he settled on a chair with Ted yawning and leaning back against his dad.
"Da!" Ilay smiled, "Yes, that. I know it can be bad, very bad, to hurt like that." The smile dropped from his face, and there was a haunted look on his face for a few seconds before he shook his head minutely and looked at Shane.
"Yeah, I'm doing well mentally. Had a few rough patches at times. I had to go to school with her. She tried to cause trouble a few times. But people started to find out what had happened. Which I really didn't like. I just about got through my last few months at school before the draft. I was so damn happy when I left. I actually cried," he snorted at himself as Ted started to whine.
"He is bored?" Ilya asked.
"Yeah, he's used to getting all the attention from people around him," he smiled, "Hey, Teddy," he murmured as he turned his son around, "Just adult talk, little buddy," he murmured.
"Let open present, we can talk while he does so," he suggested, going down to the floor, the small coffee table that had been between the chair and couch had been pushed to one side already, creating a nice open space.
Shane nodded and slid down to the floor. Placing Ted on the floor before him, "Okay," he said as Ilya brought over the bag and pulled out three presents. "Look what Ilya got you, buddy," he said, as Ilya passed the first one over and put it in front of Ted.
"Lily!" Ted clapped before reaching for the present and looked up at Ilya, "Elp?" he asked.
"Of course," Ilya smiled, laughing lightly at what Ted had called him.
"I Ly A," Shane tried for his son to say the name mostly correctly.
"It is fine," Ilya told him. "It was cute. Adorable," he said as he looked at Shane.
"You sure?" he asked.
"I am," he nodded, "I don't mind being Lily, for him," he said as he reached over and made a little tear in the wrapping paper.
Ted squealed and giggled as he began to tear into it. He pulled off the brightly colored wrapping paper until the light brown bear was in full view. It was wearing a Boston Bears jersey, with Rozanov on the back, and the number 81 on it.
"How the hell did you get this?" Shane asked, "I didn't think they would already have merch available for you yet, since we've not even started our rookie season.
"Not available to buy yet, but will be when I start. Thought he needed idea of better player," he smirked, almost laughing at the huffy look on Shane's face.
"A-H," Shane snorted, rolling his eyes. "I think if my Mom sees this, she might kill me," he laughed lightly.
"So hide it, too pretty to die," he told him.
Shane blushed, "I... yeah," he said, shaking his head, as Ted cuddled his new bear. "Say thank you, Ilya."
"Tank you, Lily," Ted grinned at him as he then began to bounce his bear in front of him.
"Welcome, but we have two more," Ilya said as he handed over another present. This one in the shape of a box. Once again, he helped by tearing a little hole that Ted used to rip off the paper. It was a toy car, made specially for toddlers. The last present was a dump truck. "I had one when little, I loved playing with it," he said as Ted put his bear into the dumper truck and began to push it around.
"He likes it, thank you," he said as Ted started to play by himself.
"How are you doing then?" Ilya asked him.
"Doing better than I was. I still have times when I don't feel right," he began, "But a lot better than when I was shutting down mentally all the time. Disassociating, they called it. I was shutting down in such a way that I barely remember what was going on around me. I think that was just as scary as when I was drugged."
"I see, it... hard, but doing better, that is good, da?" he asked. 
Shane nodded, "I am," he smiled at him.
Ilya smiled back as he changed the subject and began demanding pictures of Ted from when he was born. Shane was happy to comply. Two hours later, there was a knock at the door. Ted was resting sleepily against Ilya as Shane looked at him.
"That's my mom," he said, "I know that knock," he added, "She's having Ted overnight, wants to take him out early morning, while I work out."
"I shall... hide in the bathroom," he stated, grabbing the wrapping paper that Ted had ripped up even more while playing as Shane took his son.
Ilya was quick to gather things and hide in the bathroom with a little help from Shane. A little giggle left Ted as he was readied to go with his grandmother. Shane finally opened the door, seeing his mother standing there with a concerned frown on her face.
"Sorry, was falling asleep," he smiled as she walked into the room.
"New toys?" she asked.
"Yeah, a friend quickly came by to say hello."
"Lily!" Ted called out, clapping.
"Lily?" Yuna asked, a little frown appearing between her brows.
"Yeah, a friend," he said, about to correct Ted and call him Ilya, before stopping and thinking better of it. 
"Alright," she said, "come on teddy, let's go for a sleepover," she said as she took her grandson, "Make sure you have everything packed and ready, we leave around noon."
"I will," he said, nodding a few times as his mother gave him a few more instructions before she left with Ted.
Shane closed the door as he heard the bathroom door open slowly. "She's gone," he said, voice still quiet as he walked to the bathroom and smiled as Ilya walked out.
"Now," Ilya said, "I do not want to, err, predpolagat, presume," he nodded, "But I would like to kiss you again," he stated.
"I'd... like that a lot. I don't... know how much I'll be comfortable with, but maybe a little more," Shane's words were soft as Ilya moved closer, a hand reaching up to cup his face as he cornered him against the wall.
"Yes," he nodded, "But you say stop, we stop, you feel... uncomfortable, then you say so. We stop, we talk, we do what is needed."
"Okay, we can... try this," he murmured as Ilya leaned in closer and they began to kiss. An arm went around his waist and pulled him away from the wall and toward the bed. Shane felt safe, cared for as Ilya carried on taking him apart bit by bit. Until a few hours later, Shane had showered and was half asleep on Ilya's chest, arms around him, making him feel safe still.
"You okay?" Ilya asked," glancing down at him, pulling Shane's face up so he could see his eyes.
"Yeah, I'm good," he smiled, as Ilya moved closer and kissed him lightly on the lips.
"Good, I have set an alarm, will leave before then, okay," he murmured, yawning slightly. They hadn't gone all the way, but he had enjoyed the little noises that Shane had made.
"That's good, I didn't want you to leave just yet," Shane mumbled, eyes closing as he got comfortable again.
Ilya smiled as he closed his eyes and the two fell asleep.
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  Chapter Five
Shane woke before the alarm, looking at Ilya, he knew that they didn't have long before they would both have to pack. Ilya would be heading back to Russia for a few weeks before heading to Boston. Soon enough, they would be on the ice, facing each other within months, weeks, even.
"You are thinking too loud," Ilya complained. "I want to cuddle," he murmured, pulling Shane closer and burying his nose into the back of his neck.
"We should get up," Shane said softly, "We only have half an hour before the alarm will go off."
"Hmm," he hummed, "Wants cuddles first, for half hour."
Shane snorted as he rolled over to face him, kissing Ilya on the lips, "Fine, some cuddles," he gave in.
"Good," he smiled sleepily. "I..." he began, his words halting.
"What is it?" he asked, looking at eyes full of worry.
Ilya reached up a hand, "We have to be quiet about this. For now. It would be bad for me for this to get out," he said, "I like you, a lot, would like to... erm, date, da?" he said, giving him a trembling smile, all confidence that the man usually exuded was gone. Instead, the nineteen-year-old looked vulnerable.
"Quiet?" he asked, and nodded, "I can do that."
"Would be dangerous for me, I don't wish to, wish to shout from the rooftop, that I like you," he said, more and more of a smile coming through as he talked. "But Russia don't like people like me. Or those that even hint it. Dangerous, they would arrest me should I return home. I love my home, I do, but it hasn't been home for a while; it feels like prison. I can not be myself," he stated softly, "My father and brother both hate me. Have done for long time. Only good for money and fame."
"I understand, will remain between us, and Ted," he smiled, "But he... calls you Lily so my mom won't get it."
"I will be Lily, you be Jane?" he suggested, laughing lightly as Shane nodded.
"Yeah, okay," he smiled, leaning up for a kiss. "I can be Jane, protect each other. Protect from the idiots in the league as well. Not many are going to accept this, us."
"I'm sorry," Ilya said, his words soft, as he looked into Shane's eyes, "You should be free to be yourself."
"I am being myself, what I do in my private life is just that, private. No one knows about Ted, and no one will know about you," he said, running his fingers against Ilya's face.
"For now, when... when I am safe, then we can tell everyone. We could be free to be ourselves," he murmured, kissing Shane's head.
"I don't know if the NHL will be happy," Shane said. He knew how badly a lot of people could take it. It might be the 2000's, but not a lot of people were as accepting as they say they are.
"They do not live our lives," Ilya said softly, "But we will be careful, we will be first, or maybe we wait until we are happy to come out?"
"When we're happy to let the public know about us, then we can say something. We can tell people we can fully trust. I don't know if I want to tell my parents yet. I'm... they're still hung up on what she did to me. I think they would be... not against me being gay or anything like that, but thinking I shouldn't be in a relationship at the moment. They've said as much, or rather, my mom has. She's scared of something else happening to me."
"She is a good mother, loves you lots. Wants you safe," Ilya nodded.
"Yeah, she does," Shane smiled softly, "But I don't want to live my life wrapped in cotton wool and never able to be myself. She'd do that until she felt like the world was safe for me. She even lived with me in Montreal for a while, took dad and me, a week to talk her out of staying permanently," he snorted.
Ilya laughed lightly, "She is a force of nature."
"She really is, I love her a lot, and I don't think I could have got through everything as well as I did without her and dad. Mom dealt with everything, and dad, dad was my safe space. I knew I could just be with him. Mom often needs to make plans. To get things in order. So she always wanted me to work on plans with her, on what the next move should be. I... do the same a lot," he told him, shifting around a little and curling against Ilya even more.
Ilya tightened his hold a little, "I should start planning what I need to do," he said, "Alexei pushes for money, all the time. I need to stop giving so much to him. He squanders it, never uses it for intended purpose. Papa," he began, "I think something is wrong, there are times when he calls me, says something odd," he frowned, "I think is word, Odd, da?"
"Odd as in different from what he would normally say," Shane said, hoping to help.
"Yes, that, odd. He say odd things. Asking when I come home, I should go shopping for him. Things I can't do while over here," he murmured, "Both ignore my worry."
"You can't really do anything to get them to take it seriously, but just be ready for something," Shane said as he looked up at Ilya. "You love them; they are your family. Even while you dislike the way they are."
"Da," he nodded, "I do. And sometimes, I hate myself for it. Why should I care about them when they only care about what I can do for them. What money I send them."
Shane reached up, cupping Ilya's face and stroking a thumb along his cheek. "It's hard for you, I can see it. I don't... understand, but I can... empathize."
Ilya hummed, "It is something I think of. Why have not tried for US citizenship yet."
"We'll figure things out. I'll look into things as well. See what steps you need to take to get something in motion at least. It could take a few years, maybe a little longer. I think one or two people may need to be pulled in to make sure that we all stay safe, especially you. I don't want anyhting to happen to you," he added, wondering if he could talk to one of his dad's friends. He knew that one of them worked in immigration.
"Okay," he nodded, sighing deeply, "I would love to just lie like this for a while longer."
"Yeah," Shane admited quietly.
The two lay there until the alarm went off before showering and heading out, but not before kissing a few more times before they left Shane's room.
XxXxX
Shane was excited. It was the first Boston and Montreal game. He was a rookie, and enjoying the time he got to play on the ice on the second line. He and Ilya had been messaging and calling each other a lot since their night together. They planned to get together after the game. Shane had been talking to one of his dad's friends in immigration and had gotten an appointment for Ilya to go there. Ilya's manager had been brought into what he was planning, the Russian glad that he had gone with a Canadian manager in the end instead of keeping the one he had in Russia, or even the American one that had been suggested by his former manager. The man had helped two foreign players get citizenship in Canada over the years.
Shane and Ilya glanced at each other when they were on the bench. The third period would be coming to an end soon, and they had faced off twice so far. The crowd had roared when Shane had won the face-off. Booed when Ilya had, but they pushed each other, grinning and trading insults, even though there was no heat in them at all.
Shane moved across the ice with ease. He was in possession of the puck. He passed it to Pike, grinning at the man who was on the second line with him. He moved around Ilya, who had come to try to stop him from getting anywhere.
"Not a chance, Ilya," he muttered as he twisted past him.
"Brat," Ilya chirped back weakly.
Shane was grinning as Pike passed the puck back, and he hit it straight into the net. The light flashing and he grinned. Montreal was up by two, with eighteen seconds left. Shane skated past Ilya, winking at the man.
"Little bastard," he said, shaking his head minutely.
"Yep, yours, though," Shane laughed lightly, as he went to join the rest of his team on the bench as the third line went out.
When the game was over, Shane was quick to shower and change. He wanted to head home as soon as he could.
"Hey," Hayden Pike said, "Coming out to celebrate the win?" he asked him.
"No, I've got something going on," Shane said, "Meeting someone, a good friend," he added.
"Ah, alright, you could always bring them alone. Let them meet your team?" he suggested as he dressed.
"Nah, another maybe," Shane smiled at him, "Thanks for the offer, but they're only in town for a bit."
"Okay," he nodded, "Well, next time?"
"Maybe next time," he replied. "Right, see you at practice," he said, grabbing his backpack and slinging it over his shoulder before heading out.
Shane was smiling as he got in his jeep and headed home. He had already told Ilya where he lived and the code to be able to get through the gate. He'd saved hard to make sure he got a place that was a little further out, mostly so he could protect his privacy and give Ted a nice garden to play in. It was a good forty minutes from where they played, and thirty from their usual practice rink. He hummed along to the music he had on.
He used the clicker to get in, instead of his code, and drove up the driveway. The Nanny's car was parked in her usual spot, so he knew they were home. It was late, and Ted should have had dinner by now. He parked up, grabbed his gear, and entered his home. "Lea," he called out to the Nanny, "I'm back," he added as he saw her enter the hallway.
"Mr Hollander," she smiled. She was a woman in her mid-forties. Someone, his mother had vetted several times over the last year.
"Thanks for watching him," he told her, "And I've told you to call me Shane, Mr Hollander feels like my dad should be here."
"It is my job, Mr Hollander, and maybe one day, Mr Hollander" she told him, shaking her head. "Teddy has been bathed and is ready for bed. He wouldn't go down until you came home. Wants to hear all about your game."
Shane snorted, "Yeah, thank you, I'll do that and let you get home, thanks," he said, nodding at her as she gathered her things to leave. He took off his shoes and slipped into his slippers before heading into the house fully. He went to his son's bedroom and smiled as he saw Ted sitting on the bed, pouting. "I heard you wouldn't go to sleep," he said, walking over to the sixteen-month-old.
"Game, daddy," Ted said, reaching up for his dad for cuddles.
Shane picked him up, cuddling him tightly and kissing his cheek and head. "Okay, sleep time, and I'll tell you about the game against Ilya."
"Lily!" Ted smiled and clapped several times as he was tucked in. He loved to talk with Ilya over the phone.
"Yes, Ilya," he said, rolling his eyes as he began to tell the story of his game, but in a more kid-friendly way.
He watched as Ted's eyes began to close. He heard the door open. Knowing it was Ilya who had entered his home. He tucked Ted in fully as soon as he was breathing evenly. He turned on the nightlight and closed the door behind him as he left.
"He asleep?" Ilya asked, a little pout on his face at not being able to say goodnight to the toddler.
"Yeah, it's a little past his bedtime. He might be cranky tomorrow," Shane said, shaking his head. "But you can get him up in the morning," he said. "I think he'd really like that. Clearly, he has a favorite, and it isn't me," he snorted as Ilya wrapped his arms around him and let Shane lean against him. "It was a damn good game."
"My team lost, not good game," Ilya rebuked, pouting slightly.
"Sore loser," Shane teased him, laughing lightly as he felt Ilya nip at his neck in retaliation. "Come on, we should have something to eat before anything else."
"Yes, yes, good idea, need energy for tonight," he smirked as he kissed him slowly and moved his hands down Shane's back to squeeze his ass.
"Patience," Shane told him between kisses.
"Maybe," he murmured.
Shane pulled away, "Come on, food," he said, "We have an appointment tomorrow with immigration. They're going to tell us what we need to get sorted, the paperwork. Since this isn't a rush, at the moment, it's going to take a few years, maybe up to five years. Since you're not going to be in Canada as much as you need to be."
Ilya listened as Shane went over what he had been told so far. He moved beside him, and with a little direction on where things were, they cooked together for the first time.
XxXxX
Ilya looked at the packet of information that he had been given. Three hours he had spent talking and filling in forms. The process was started, he would still be using his American work visa for now, and a Russian passport, but in three to five years, that could all change. Shane had ended up talking him into using his home in Montreal as Ilya's main address. Since Ilya and Shane had already talked about him coming to Montreal as much as he could during their downtime. Ilya's manager had been there with him for the interview. Shane had been outside, also answering a few questions. That their relationship was secret, more because of NHL politics and the more homophobic view that many in the sport had.
"Okay, Ilya," Peter Dryskal said softly as he patted Ilya's shoulder, "This has been started. I'll help you keep everything up to date. Your travel will be monitored, and where you are will be as well. It's normal."
Ilya nodded, having heard most of this inside already. "Yes."
"Now, you'll be staying with Mr Hollander when you're in Canada, and hotels when not in Montreal," he said, "But that's all good. You should be able to hit the needed amount of time in Canada just before the fire year deadline. Right, I need to go, but you've got all the information you need, and yes, you can return to Russia at any time, it won't do anything, but I suggest not doing it, or doing short, one-week visits only."
Ilya listened as Peter told him a few more things that he should be aware of. "Thank you," he said when he had finished.
"Right, take care, Ilya, and we'll talk more soon," he said, giving the man a nod and leaving him alone.
Ilya looked at the paper as he went toward the waiting room that he had been told Shane had been asked to wait in. "Shane," he said as the man stood up, a slightly cranky Ted in his arms.
"Everything go okay?" Shane asked as he walked over.
"Yes, things have started. Shall learn what I need to, and more. Be good man, good partner to you too," he said, feeling like a weight was slowly being lifted from him.
Shane smiled softly, "Yeah, how about we go home, and have a bit of fun, play kickball with Ted? I think he's going to riot if he doesn't do something fun soon," he said, bouncing Ted as he whined and cried a little.
"Tired?" he asked.
Shane nodded, "I think so, he still naps during the day, but only for two hours. It's a little early. But we've not really been doing the usual with us being here."
"Then let's go back, let's play," Ilya smiled as he rubbed a hand down Ted's back.
"Lily," Ted whined as he reached out for him.
Shane smiled and handed him over as the two of them went to the back entrance and were able to get out without being spotted. An hour later, they were in the backyard, and Ilya was running around with Ted, kicking a ball back and forth.
Shane watched the two of them smiling as Ted ran over to him to take the ball, and Ilya dramatically fell to the floor.
"Foul! You mean!" Ilya called out, laughing as Ted turned and flopped on him.
"I win!" Ted laughed loudly as Ilya picked him up, letting him hover above him. "Higher!" he called out, as Ilya moved him around.
Shane shook his head, "Come on, lunch time!" he called out, bringing out the sandwiches and a side salad.
"Oh, food," Ilya said as he put Ted down. "Come on, Teddy, race you," he said as he got up. Ted was already running toward his dad. Ilya pretended to stumble, calling him a cheater as Ted giggled and looked back at him.
"Up, daddy, I win!" he cried out, laughing as Shane swung him up into his arms. "I win, Lily!" he called out to Ilya.
Ilya came over and began to tickle him, "You cheat, you make me fall, didn't you?" he pretended to pout.
Ted screamed and laughed as he denied it. "No, didn't, you silly," he squealed.
"Come on," Shaned laughed as he put Ted down as soon as Ilya stopped tickling him. "Let's eat," he said, pouring drinks and sitting down. Ilya smiled, kissing his cheek and causing Ted to cover his mouth, giggling at them.
"Yes, food, then more play before nap. I need a nap," Ilya nodded.
Ted pouted at the word nap, but began to eat the finger sandwiches that Shane had cut up for him. Ilya would have to leave after nap time, and Boston would be heading back out on the road soon for their next game against Toronto. 
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  Chapter Six
Ilya arrived at Shane's Montreal home a few hours after Shane had made it home. They'd gone separately to Montreal after the All-Star Games. He walked up the path to the house, seeing Shane already standing there with Ted in his arms. The eighteen-month-old squealed and wiggled to be let down as soon as he saw Ilya. Shane put him down, and Ted ran toward him.
"Lily! Lily!" he called out, running arms up as Ilya bent down and picked him up, swinging him around in a circle a couple of times before settling him on his hip. "Missed you," he murmured as he cuddled up to Ilya.
"I missed you too, moy malen'kiy medvezhonok, my little bear," Ilya said as he tapped Ted's nose before kissing a cheek and his head.
Shane smiled at the two of them, "Welcome home," he said as he walked over. It was such a domestic scene that he was shocked at how much he loved it.
Ilya smiled and kissed Shane, "Thank you," he told him, "It's good to be back."
"We've got two days, and I want to know about that new tattoo of yours. I never got around to asking while we were at the Games," he added, tapping his chest where the tattoo of a bear was sitting.
"I got it for this one, to remind me of him all the time. To remind me of moy malen'kiy medvezhonok, my little bear," he said softly as he pressed a kiss to Ted's head.
"Me bear," Ted smiled, "Grrr," he growled before giggling.
"Yes, my little bear," Ilya laughed lightly.
"That's so sweet," Shane said as they walked inside, "Come on, we're watching movies at the moment. We're about to watch Finding Nemo. Lea, Ted's nanny, has shown him the wonders of the little fish."
Ilya nodded, "Then we should have... snacks, yes?" he said.
"Already done," Shane said, "You can get changed into something comfortable, and then we can watch. No doubt someone will, zeezee before it finishes," he snorted a little. It was getting close to Ted's nap time.
"I will," he nodded, handing Ted back to his dad and taking off his shoes first.
"No, stay with Lily," he whined, reaching out to him again.
"He has to have a shower so we can watch Finding Nemo," Shane told him softly.
Ted whined and flopped against his dad as Ilya went to shower and change. Washing away the smell of the airport. Ilya stretched and yawned; it had been a good few days. Ilya and Shane had been able to sneak a few moments together, even with some of the other players making it a little difficult to do so. He walked into the living room, seeing the mattress on the floor in front of the couch, blankets and pillows piled high with a few bowls of snack foods to one side. Shane was already on the mattress with Ted on his lap, leaning against him.
"I'm back," he said as he joined the two. Ted crawled over to his lap and settled against Ilya as Shane moved closer. Ilya lifted an arm for Shane to curl up against him as they started the film.
XxXxX
"Idiot," Shane said as he tucked his phone away, "Come on, Teddy, let's go see Grandpa and Obaasan," he said, getting his son from the car seat in the back.
"Gampa, Obaaassssaan!" he laughed brightly as Shane carried him on his hip toward the small restaurant that his parents had selected.
"Yep," he laughed, smiling as he walked inside, seeing his parents there already. "Sorry, we're late," he said as he settled Ted into the highchair that had been added to the table by his parents.
"That's fine," Yuna smiled as she then frowned when seeing the teddy bear that was clutched in Ted's hands. "Why does he still have that?" she asked. 
"It's his favorite," Shane said, "I know it was a joke gift, but he loves it, and I'm not about to let my kid cry his eyes out because it was taken from him. So leave it, Mom," he warned her. She had already tried to take it several times. And after one epic meltdown, where Ted had refused to go to sleep and had cried his eyes out. It was his dad who had found out his mom had taken it when she had come in for a visit over the weekend.
"I'm sorry, but it doesn't look good if people find out that you have a son and he had a bear with Rozanov's number and name on it. It just doesn't," Yuna protested, "You re-"
"Mom, I'm not having this argument again," Shane sighed, "Now can we just have a nice lunch together?" he asked, "Spend a bit of time with your son and grandson?"
"Yuna," David said, being the voice of reason as he placed a hand on her arm, "Leave him alone, we've talked about this."
"It just doesn't look good, the optics are..." she trailed off, grimacing when both her husband and son shot her a look, "fine," she sighed, "I've already ordered, got you the brown rice and salmon," she smiled at him.
Shane sighed, "Thank you," he said, though he had been hoping for something a little different. It was always the same when they came to this restaurant; she would always order for him, and it was always the brown rice and salmon. Sometimes Shane would like a change and not be reminded that his mom had recommended a diet for him to follow, even though his own nutritionist, who worked with the team, had said he didn't need it.
Shane knew why his Mom was suggesting things, all in an effort to keep him healthy and in charge of his life. A structure, which he preferred. But having a kid threw that out the window. Drinks came, and food quickly followed as his mom talked about another brand deal that she had been looking into.
"Thanks mom, I'll look it all over when I get home," Shane promised her as she finished telling him all about it and that she had sent the information packet to his email.
"Good, and did you see the interview about Rozanov?" she asked, "I know he said forty goals in his last interview. And now, he went on and said fifty," she snorted, "He's so arrogant, and he's a bit of an A-H," she said, glancing at Ted.
"He can be," Shane admitted, because that was true, especially on the ice. But, Ilya was soft and loving when around Ted, but there was a more assholeness about him when Ted wasn't around. The insults, the almost pornographic teasing he would do occasionally toward Shane. And just the general teasing he did often drove Shane up the wall and down the other side. "But he's got a good start on reaching it," he added.
"I can't believe how he did it, and that tattoo," she shook her head, "Doing it all for the little bear, so stupid."
Shane fought the smile that wanted to break out. The little bear his mom was on about wasn't the damn tattoo, no, it was the little boy who was happily mashing his food into bits before eating it. "Yeah, yeah, it's," he shrugged.
Yuna began to eat as Ted finally let his Bear alone for a few moments. "Why don't we put that somewhere out of the way?" she said, beginning to reach for it.
"No, Lily bear, grrr," Ted said, grabbing it and hugging it tightly.
"Teddy, sweetheart," she said, her voice coaxing, "We don't want them getting dirty."
"No, my Lily bear," Ted huffed, moving so the bear was as far away from his grandmother as possible.
"Leave him be, I always wash it, it'll be fine," Shane said, wrinkling his nose. Washing it was a chore and a half at times. Ted took that thing everywhere, bed, playgroup, out and about, like now. Everywhere. The only time Shane was able to get it was when he was sleeping, and it had been a long sleep, because if he woke up and it wasn't there, it would be screams and tantrums until it was returned.
"I'm just-"
"Mom, leave it," he said a little more forcefully.
Yuna huffed quietly but nodded and dropped it. Shane knew she would try again the next time they were out in public.
Shane sighed and looked at her, "I'll look over the email later. I have a game tomorrow evening, Lea is watching Ted for me, though he's going to start getting ratty when he learns he's not always going to be allowed to the rink to watch when he gets older. I've made sure Lea doesn't let him watch any, for now. Just in case I get hurt, I don't want him seeing that."
"Good point," David agreed as he wiped up some peas that Ted had flung onto the table.
"Lily, Dad, see Lily," Ted begged as he hugged his Lily Bear tightly and looked pleadingly at his dad.
"When we get home, I'll call Lily for you," Shane told him, shaking his head a little and wincing internally at the thought of his mom figuring out that it was Ilya that Ted was talking about. The gay thing, he knew, they would be fine with. His hockey-obsessed mother, not so much.
"Now, Daddy," he pleaded as his lower lip began to tremble.
"Teddy," Shane said, a warning in his voice, "We can’t always call Lily when we want; we have to wait. They are busy too," he reminded him gently, not knowing if his son would understand. Ted carried on whining, wanting to talk with Lily, until Shane picked him up out of his chair and repeated what he had said. "Whining isn't going to get you to talk with Lily. Only if you behave will you be able to talk to them tonight," he warned, having a feeling that his son was starting to get tired, and that was why he wanted Ilya. He told him stories each time they were on the phone with one another. It was sweet watching him fall asleep to Ilya telling him something about his childhood.
"Who is Lily?" Yuna asked her son, frowning as Ted curled against his dad and huffed lightly, his whining slowly dying down as Shane rubbed his back, knowing it would help him drift to sleep. He'd finished most of his lunch, and it was almost time for his daily nap. 
"A friend," Shane answered, "One that I talk to a lot," he added.
"And she knows about Teddy?" she asked, frowning even more when Shane nodded. "You nee-"
"Mom," Shane stopped her, shaking his head, "I don't need to with them. I trust them, they've known about Teddy since before he was even born. I talked to them about him, about what happened to me, everything. They know everything," he said, voice going quiet. "They've never told a single person about anything. So don't."
Yuna sighed, "I'm just trying to make sure you keep safe. I know you don't want Teddy in the spotlight just yet. Not until he's a little older, and it's going to happen soon. You're almost at the end of your Rookie season, and you're going to be nominated for Rookie of the Year as well, we know that. You and Rozanov are both at the top for points for the season."
"I know, Mom," he nodded, "I've been keeping an eye on it."
"It's going to be you, you're at the top in points," she stated, smiling confidently at him.
Shane wanted to roll his eyes at her, but knew better. His mom always wanted to push him to do better, to be better. To come out on top. She was competitive, and he was just the same. He and Ilya had been talking about their points, and each of them was insulting the other and bragging when they had the top spot. "I know," he said, nodding a few times as Ted fell asleep in his arms and Shane had to eat the rest of his meal with one hand, something he had become good at doing.
XxXxX
"Moya lyubov," Ilya said, "I will see you soon. I have a game tomorrow and the next day. Then, three days before, I have to be in Toronto for the start of a roadie. Coach knows that I will be in Canada after the game tomorrow. The flight is booked," he said. "I'll send you the details," he added.
"Ted will be really happy to see you, he misses you when you're gone," Shane said, "So do I, and we play Boston in three weeks. I have two days after that game, so I can stay with you for a bit before heading back to Montreal, you're the last we have on a roadie," he smiled softly. "I can't wait to see you," he murmured.
"Same, moya lyubov," Ilya sighed, "I will be there soon."
Shane nodded, "You will, I'm going to make sure Ted is still sleeping and get some sleep myself. I'm tired; he's been in a mood all day because he wanted to talk to you. But he was getting a little... demanding with it."
"Hmm, that is not good," he frowned.
"Not really. I don't mind him asking, it's when he starts getting moody about it I mind. I don't want to give in to him being like that. I know he loves you and misses you, as I do," he began, "It's hard to explain, but he was whining about it, and then he was about to cry, a temper tantrum was coming on, I could tell. He does that sometimes when he doesn't get his way. I've been trying to head it off before it gets to the tantrum point."
"Da, good idea, I will help, just tell me how to help," he said.
"I will, I'll see you soon, Ilya," Shane said, his voice soft.
"I will see you soon, moya lyubov," he murmured back as they ended the call, almost two hours after it had started. He lay back on the bed, staring at the ceiling before sending Shane the details of his flight to Montreal in a couple of days.
Ilya opened his phone, unlocking the folder that was buried deep in it and looking through the many pictures he had taken over the last several months. Pictures of himself and Shane, and a lot with Ted. Even more with the toddler on his own, little snapshots of the life they were building in secret together. "He's growing so far," he muttered to himself as he noticed that in the first few pictures of Ted that he had, he could see the changes even more when he looked at the later ones.
The front door of his condo opened and closed. There were only two people who could enter his home without him opening the door. Shane and Svetlana. And she was supposed to be in Moscow for another week before returning to the US. Ilya got up, and began to make his way out of his bedroom.
"Ilyusha," came the joyful voice of his childhood friend.
"Sveta," Ilya said, "How are you back so soon?" he asked her, as she walked over and hugged him tightly.
"I miss home," she said, "Russia is not home anymore. Hasn't been since I was little and Papa came here to live for hockey," she told him, "it's why I became American," she added, "you do not look that happy?" she said as she looked him over.
"I am a little sad," he admitted quietly. "I miss seeing Shane," he told her. She was the only one who knew he and Shane were seeing each other. Svetlana was also slowly teaching Shane Russian.
"Ilyusha, it will be fine, one day you will be together fully, all the time, and you will crave some peace and quiet," she said softly, wrapping her arms around him again and holding him tightly.
"Maybe," he said, returning to English, "I miss them, Sveta," he told her, "I do. But it will be a while before I can go anywhere."
"I know, Ilyusha, I know, but one day, you'll be there," she repeated in English before switching back to Russian, "I want to know more about Shane Hollander, and that cute kid, I want pictures, you've not shown me yet."
Ilya smiled a little as he nodded, "Sure, pictures," he agreed as he led the way to the living room and sat down on the long couch. "Here," he said, opening up the folder he had been looking at and handing it over to him. "Dinner?" he asked.
"I ate before coming here, but a snack would be nice," she smiled up at him as she looked through the pictures. "You are in love, Ilyusha," she murmured as she came to one picture of Ilya and Shane, it wasn't very well taken, obviously a child had taken it, since there was a head that was blocking part of it. But the two men were looking at each other. Svetlana sighed, "I wish I could find someone who looks at me like that," she finished as she got up to follow her friend.
"Sveta?" he frowned as she walked over and wrapped her arms around him, "You okay?" he asked.
"Da," she nodded, "I'm okay, you're in love, after Russia, Moscow, and all the trouble you would get in, I never thought it would happen this soon. I'm happy for you."
"I am, I do, haven't said so yet. It's hard because of what is going on in Russia. I want to shout it from the rooftops and tell everyone that Shane Hollander and I are together, and that he has such a damn adorable son. But it's not safe for me. Or for him, he's just starting his career, and he's scared that being a dad already might harm that." There were a few reasons why Shane wanted to wait until Ted was older before the public knew about him. He wanted his career established first and to make sure that Ted's privacy was kept. They both knew it would come out in the end, but Shane wanted to control how that happened.
"Tell me everything, we put on a silly movie, snack, and you can tell me how you fell in love with Shane Hollander, and how he fell for you," she smiled at him as she let him go.
"Tell you all," Ilya agreed, a soft smile on his face as he had only told her that they were together, with Shane's permission. She was the only one outside of immigration, Ilya's manager, and Lea, Ted's Nanny, who knew of them. He finished making some snacks and joined her in the living room, an old movie on TV as Ilya told her of their first meeting in the parking lot in Saskatchewan.
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  Chapter Seven
Shane arrived at the hotel with the rest of the team. His Mom had flown in earlier that day, already checked into the same hotel a little way away from the team. But that was more because most of his team knew his mother on sight. He went straight to her room; he had his own room, which was the one his mom was staying in. But really, he was going to head to Ilya's place to stay there over the next two nights. He would be heading back to Montreal to play the last two games of the season on home ice after that. Neither Boston nor Montreal had made it to the playoffs this season, and Ilya and Shane were upset that their Rookie season had ended without that honor.
Shane stayed with the team until they were heading to their rooms. Shane went to the room his mom was in. He wouldn't be staying at the hotel but would head to Ilya's place during their time in Boston. When Ilya finished his own games, he would head to Russia to see his family for a week before going to Montreal to stay with Shane for the rest of the break. They would be training side by side for most of it. Though Shane had some training he planned to do with Hayden. Well, until it was award time.
"Hey, Mom," he greeted her with a hug after she opened the door for him. "Thanks for bringing Teddy down first," he said as he saw his son on the bed looking through one of his picture books that his mom had brought with her.
"It's fine, are you sure you're going to be okay with us both around?" she asked again, "I thought you didn't want anyone at the Voyageurs to know about him."
"I don't, and I'm not staying at the hotel with the rest of the team," Shane told her, wondering if he could have asked Lea to do this instead of his Mom. But again, his mom wanted to spend a little time with her grandson, even though she wouldn't be able to attend his game.
"Does your coach know?" she asked, knowing that a coach wouldn't want their team spread all over.
"No, Hayden does, as I usually room with him," he said as he went over to Ted, who was now attempting to stand on the bed and jump at him. "Got you," he sighed as Ted jumped into his arms.
"Missed you, daddy," Ted said as he hugged his dad tightly.
"Miss you too," Shane said, holding him just as tightly. He hated being away from his son, for any amount of time, it was even harder since no one knew about him. Hayden thought he had a hookup in the city where he was staying. Hayden didn't know about Ilya or Ted, but he was fine with him believing that, and Hayden knew how to get in contact with him easily.
"Well?" she asked, "Where are you going?"
"To meet with a friend and stay with them," Shane answered, giving no specifics.
"Who? Who are you meeting?" she continued to ask, giving her son a look.
"Lily!" Ted was the one who answered.
"Lily?" Yuna frowned, "Are-"
"Mom, I'm not having this discussion every time that Lily comes up. You don't have to like the fact that Lily is in my life, but you have to accept it. And yes, I'm keeping them from you for now, until you learn to trust me," he said, being a little blunt with his mom for the first time in a very long time.
Yuna frowned, staring at her son. Her eyes were full of hurt. "You don't... trust me?" she asked, her voice shaking.
"I trust you with a lot of things, Mom. I trust you with part of my heart, in Teddy," he sighed, shaking his head and sitting down on the bed, as he let Ted go back to his picture book.
"But not with all of it?" she asked him, sitting on the bed across from him.
Shane sighed heavily, "Not... fully. I've never been able to. I love you so much, Mom, but sometimes I need my mother and not my manager. And you blur the lines so much that I feel like I'm always talking to my manager these days. Talking about what I represent in being Japanese-Canadian, instead of just being Shane, who loves hockey. Lily does that for me. They don't see Shane Hollander, Hockey's newest rookie, or anything like that. Well, they do, but not in the way that you paint me. They see me as Shane, who's damn good at hockey, but still needs to improve," he snorted, thinking of what Ilya had said a few weeks ago after he had played a game that the other man had watched. Giving him pointers on what he had failed at while out on the ice. He had done the same for Ilya several times.
"I-"
"Mom, just let me have this, for me, I just... You-" he cut himself off, not wanting to upset his mom anymore than he already had. "I love you," he repeated, looking away, "I do, I just don't know if I can trust you with everything at the moment. I'm going to head out with Ted, spend sometime and get some shopping in. I know you said you wanted to do that while you were here. Have a bit of fun," he said, trying to change the subject.
"Shane," Yuna began, "You know I love you as well, I just-"
"You want me to have the world, I know, you want me to have a good life and be happy. I can't have all three; all I want, really, is a good life with someone who makes me happy. So far, you, dad and Ted do that. But then I met Lily, and I've become even happier. Let me have this for now, when the times right, for me, and for Lily, you'll know everything. Just know, they make me happy, and they adore and love Ted as if they were their own."
Yuna nodded, "Okay," she said, "Okay, get yourselves packed, and go and spend time with Lily," she said.
Shane smiled at her, even though he could hear the hesitation in her voice about letting him go. She was at least willing to try to let Shane do what he wanted to make himself happy. He packed up Ted's things and got him ready to head out. Ilya was going to pick him and Ted up in the parking garage of the hotel. A spot already scoped out by Ilya to make sure that they wouldn't be seen by anyone. 
"Mom," Shane said as he walked over to her, "I love you, and I'll see you about an hour before I need to head with the team for practice," he said, holding out his arms slightly for a hug.
Yuna smiled slightly and hugged him, "Alright, Shane, take care and be careful, please," she added.
"I will, promise," he told her, "Love you," he said again as he picked up Ted and the two headed out, suitcases, bags, and a backpack slung on broad shoulders.
Shane went to the space that Ilya had told him about and smiled. He was already there, waiting for him, "Hey," he said, as Ilya got out and took Ted.
"Hey," Ilya said as he leaned in for a kiss, "Missed you."
"Missed you too," Shane replied softly as he leaned up for another kiss.
"Me too!" Ted shouted out, "Me too!"
Ilya laughed, "Of course, I missed you as well," he said as he hugged Ted and peppered kisses all over his face.
The almost two-year-old laughed and giggled until he was put in his car seat in the back. "Lily, Lily," he chanted, as he smiled and grinned. "Home now?" he asked, as he looked at Ilay.
"Yes, to my home, moy malen'kiy medvezhonok," he said softly, tapping him on the nose before moving back and closing the door. "I've missed you, moya lyubov," he added, kissing Shane again, before helping him put everything into the boot.
"Let's go," Shane smiled as he got into the passenger side of the car. Ilya got in and slowly backed them out of the parking space and then headed home.
XxXxX
Ilya put Shane's suitcase into his room before looking into the living room, where Shane and Ted were staring out at the garden. He walked over, "Want to see Teddy's room?" he asked Shane.
Shane turned, "Yeah, please," he smiled, "Though really, you don't have to have a full room for him, he-"
"I made sure it was good for a child," he said, "I had fun putting it together. Svetlana helped," he added as Ted demanded Ilya pick him up.
"Lily, up please," he said, arms outstretched.
Ilya picked him up, settling him on his hip, "We have a new room for you to use when you are here, it's a room just for you," he told him as Shane followed him to the bedroom he had set aside for Ted. Walking in, Shane stopped at the door to take the room in. There was a large toy chest to one side. A toddler bed that looked like it could grow with Ted, a small bookcase with so many picture books, Shane didn't think that Ted would be able to get through them all. The blue and yellow of the room were soft, pastel almost, reminding him of the beach, the sandy shores, and the gentle lapping of waves. Ilya had taken Ted over to the bed, sitting on the edge of it as he told him about his new room.
Shane looked at the gate that would keep Ted contained in the room if he woke up before anyone else. He hadn't been able to climb over them yet. Both Shane and Ilya were waiting for the day that happened. "It's amazing," Shane said finally, "Thank you."
Ilya looked up from watching Ted as he darted over to the bookcase and grabbed one of the picture books he knew that Shane had at home for him to read. "He should have his own room, not a guest, family."
Shane smiled and walked over, leaned down and kissed him, "Thank you," he repeated, "For being family to us. I love you so damn much," he murmured against Ilya's lips as he went in for another kiss, only for the almost two-year-old to push him away.
"My time daddy, Lily, read please," Ted said as he climbed onto Ilya's lap and waited.
"Teddy," Shane said, "You need to be patient. Ilya and I were talking."
"You kissy kiss, daddy, that's boring," Ted huffed.
Shane had to contain a laugh at how like Ilya he just sounded. "Boring," he rolled his eyes.
"One day, you will see, kissing not boring. But that will take years," Ilya said, a laugh on his lips as he looked at Shane.
"Very not boring," Shane said, kissing him quickly before Ted could get even more huffy. "Show me around the rest of the house, and we can get a late lunch started," he added.
Ilya nodded and looked at Ted, "We have food first, before reading, then we read together," he said, as he gently took the book and put it on the bed, "Here, so we know which one you wish to read."
"But I wa-" Ted began, looking upset
"Teddy, I know you want to read now, and I love that, but we need to have lunch first. Then we can read, and play, and everything else. But for now, it's quiet playtime while we make lunch, okay," he said, kneeling and explaining why they couldn't read just yet.
"But daddy," he said, lip wobbling.
"Teddy," Ilya said, "We're all hungry, I am very hungry," he told him, "So we eat, then play, it will be more fun."
Ted huffed again but nodded, leaning against Ilya, "Okay."
Shane and Ilya smiled. "Good boy," Ilya said, as he got up, putting Ted on his feet and taking his hand. "Let's go to the kitchen and see what's for lunch."
Shane walked with them, smiling as Ted began to ask Ilya questions about his home, any parks nearby, and more. Shane smiled as he saw the chair that had a booster seat on it for Ted. Ilay talked constantly as he began to put together lunch for the three of them. Shane chimed in now and then.
XxXxX
Ilya and Shane had played their best, duking it out on the ice several times. Slamming each other into the boards and grinning when they got the puck. Thier game had ended with Shane's wining by only one. But their season was over. Ilya had gone to Russia for a week to see his father and brother. Coming back to Montreal with a worried look. His father was getting worse, remembering things wrong, and Ilya's brother just wasn't doing anything at all to help. Shane had tried his best to help, but there wasn't anything they could do unless Ilya's father and brother both admitted that there was a problem.
They were both in Las Vegas, time for the annual awards, and both of them were up for Rookie of the Year. Shane's parents had joined them, with Ted staying in Montreal with Lea. Ilya wasn't surprised when Shane won. Though he wished he could go and be with him, like David and Yuna were able to. To congratulate him properly. Ilya frowned when his phone began to vibrate in his pocket. He got up, slipping out of the room and heading to the rooftop. His brother was calling. No doubt it was for more money; it always was with his brother.
"Alexei," Ilya answered, looking over the Las Vegas skyline.
"Ilya," he replied, "You need to send more money."
"No," he answered him, shaking his head, "I'm not sending you more, you just waste it. You never use it like you should. Never. I know what you spend it on. You think I'm stupid just because I play hockey, always the same with you. money, money, money. Never to call to talk, just demands. Well, no more. You want, you earn it yourself. You work, you have a wife and a child, and yet you squander money like it's made on trees. I am not your ATM, or your money tree. I'm supposed to be your brother. But you've never liked me, I know this. I'm too much like our mother. Father is sick, and neither of you cares about it, so why should I care about anything?" he snapped at him, breathing hard as he leaned against the railing. Dark thoughts raced through his mind as he looked down at the street below. He shivered and took a step back, away from it, as though he could distance the voices in his head.
"You will send it if you know what is good for you, it only takes a word from me to make your life not worth living," he warned him.
"And I will make sure that the world knows that you snort coke in your spare time. That you are more corrupt than even our fucking father," he replied in kind. "You are not the only one with reach, Alexei. Just because I skate, does not mean I do not have ears or eyes, or proof."
"You little shit," Alexei cursed at him, "You would do that to your own brother."
"I could say the same thing to you, but we all know we might be blood related, but we've never been brothers. You are a shit brother, a shit son, a shit husband, and a shit father. Fucking wake up before you end up dead in a ditch and your wife leaves with your daughter. Because if I was her, I would have left the first time you snorted coke instead of getting formula," he told him, eyes blazing as anger rushed through him.
"You-"
"Enough, I'm not listening to this constant bullshit anymore. I'm not giving you any more money, Alexei, I'm not responsible for you snorting your way through your paycheck." With that, Ilya ended the call with his brother, ignoring the buzzing of his phone as Alexei tried to get him to answer again. Ilya slowly went back to the railing, leaning against it. He tried to keep his thoughts on Shane, on Ted, and the life they were building. He didn't know how long he was standing there, looking down at the street below him.
"Ilya," came the soft voice of Shane. It broke through the fog that had descended on Ilya. "Ilya, are you okay?" he asked, voice full of concern as Ilya felt a hand on his back. "You're trembling," he murmured, pulling Ilya around to look at him. Seeing the almost blank look on his boyfriend's face, he pulled him into a hug.
"Sh... Shane," Ilya murmured, practically collapsing into Shane's arms. Glad that the man was strong enough to hold him up while he let himself lean on someone. He quickly told of the call from his brother.
"I'm sorry, Ilya," he murmured, "I'm here for you, know that," he reminded him gently. "I'm right here," he carried on, holding him for a few more minutes, until they heard voices approaching. They moved apart, and Ilya ducked out, telling him he would be waiting in their hotel room.
"Hey, Rook," Scott Hunter greeted, "Was looking for you," he said, "Do you know where Rozanov is, was going to suggest a few shots with you both and the other nominee."
"He left a while ago. I think I might do the same, got a few things going on back home that I need to take care of in the off-seasons," he said, making a quick excuse. He was worried about Ilya and didn't want to leave him alone.
"You sure, Rook?" he asked again. "The night is really early still."
"I'm sure, let my parents enjoy it, but I'm beat," he smiled reassuringly, "Thank you, though, but maybe we can another time."
"Alright," he nodded, frowning as Shane hurried away.
Shane went to their room. It was Ilya's room; Shane's own was nearer to his parents. But Ilya had told him to stay with him while they were in Vegas. He opened the door with the second keycard and walked in. Ilya was lying on the bed, facing the window, still in his tux, his shoes off and haphazardly tossed to one side. Shane took a few things off before slipping onto the bed. He wrapped an arm around Ilya and pulled him against his chest.
Ilya gave a little sob. "I think... I might not see them again. I worry, I do. But I can't keep giving all myself away to them. All they ever want is money, never to talk, see how I am. Just greed."
"Oh, Ilya," he murmured, "I wish I could do something to help, I really do," he said, knowing that it just sounded like the general platitudes that people give when they have no idea what they should say. But he meant it, he really did wish there was something he could do to help Ilya with his family.
Ilya turned around in his arms, burying his head into Shane's neck and just remaining there. "I... feel sad, like my mother. Scared of the dark thoughts. Was... thinking bad things. So bad, like she did."
Shane's heart beat faster as he realized what Ilya was saying. "Then we get help. You're not alone anymore, Ilya, you're not. I might not be next to you like I wish I were, but I am always a call away. But... we find someone for you to talk to. Talk to your team's doctor; they might have someone that you can go to. See about finding one that knows Russian, which will make it easier for you to talk. I know English can be confusing at the best of times." He was already beginning to make a list of the things that he could do, or at least the information that Ilya might need to get the help he needed.
Ilya nodded and listened to Shane as he began to talk about all the things that they could do together. Ilya just wanted to go back to Montreal, to cuddle with Shane and Ted as they watched another children's movie. Less than twenty hours later, that was just what they did together.
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  Chapter Eight
The summer had brought Ilya to stay in Montreal, training alongside Shane for the most part. And occasionally by himself under his team coach's guidance. He'd finally talked to his team doctor and had started looking for a therapist to speak with. The dark thoughts were still there, but the more time he spent with Shane and Ted, the quieter they got. He knew it was temporary, that it wasn't a cure-all. That therapy would help him recover properly, fully. Let him be the man he wanted to be, the boyfriend to Shane, and a father figure to Ted.
Ted turned two with a party at Shane's parents'. Ilya didn't attend, instead the three of them went away for a few days to celebrate without anyone else around. Ilya's birthday had been quiet, a meal out in a place that Lea had vetted for them. A place that had a private room they could eat in. Lea took Ted to her own home for the night, to let them have a fully child-free night. Shane's own birthday had happened just before Las Vegas, which had also been helped by the fact that Yuna and David had taken Ted for a couple of days. Trying to get their son to go out and meet someone close by. Shane knew that it was more his mom who was insisting on that.
Returning to the ice, the family of three fell into a pattern. Staying at each other's homes when they played against each other. Any spare moment they had, they would fly out to visit. Ilya began therapy on a cold October afternoon, curled up on his bed, Shane and Ted in another room as the Russian therapist he had found listened to him and talked over a vid call.
It was just after American Thanksgiving that Shane talked with Ilya about maybe having Ted stay with Ilya while Shane went on a roadie. They were in Montreal, and Boston had played Ottawa the night before. Ilya had another day before they would be heading to New York to face the Admirals.
"Are you sure?" Ilya asked as they washed up. Lea was with them, keeping Ted occupied, and because she had been invited to remain for dinner with them.
"Yeah," Shane nodded, "Look, you've been in his life for a year, and he loves you so much."
"But what about," he said, gesturing to his head.
"Ilya, you're not in danger, we know that. You're dealing with a lot of things, things I will never be able to understand, but you are doing something about it, and I'm so fucking proud," Shane told him, wanting to reach out and take a hand.
"Fucking!" Ted repeated.
"Fuck," Shane hissed.
"Fuck!" Ted added, grinning widely at his dad.
Ilya looked between father and son and burst out laughing, "Teddy, is bad word only adults can use, okay?" he said, between his laughter.
"Not sending the right message," Shane said, but even he was laughing, "Just don't say it around Obaasan," he warned his son, "She will riot."
"What about Grampa?" he asked, tilting his head just like Shane did when he was trying to figure something out.
"Maybe when hockey is on, but only when hockey is on," Shane said, knowing his dad swore a little during some games he watched. His mother was worse.
"Okay, fuck for grampa and shit for obassan," Ted nodded as he went back to coloring.
Shane stopped laughing for all of a second before he snorted out a laugh. "Well, looks like I was late to the game on the swear words," he said, shaking his head as he went back to washing up. Ilya took the plate that he was handed and dried it before putting it away.
"Da," Ilya nodded, laughing quietly. "But are you sure about me taking him for those two weeks. I know that you are on Roadie and end it in Boston."
"Yes, I'm fine with it," Shane insisted.
"I'll have to fly out and come and get him, but that won't be too hard," Ilya said, "And I'll have to find someone to watch him during the games I have in that time."
"How about I fly out with him and stay with you, if you are comfortable with that, Ilya," Lea suggested from where she was sitting beside Ted. "I wouldn't mind doing so. It would be like here, and I could find a h-"
"You would not stay in a hotel, you would stay with me. I will sort room for you to stay in, and make sure car is available too," Ilya said, shaking his head, "If you come, you will be treated correctly and well. Like here."
"Alright," she nodded, "The contract should be amended, because I doubt this will be the only time I'll be working in the USA and at Ilya's home."
"Yes, we set up work visa and more," Ilya nodded.
Shane turned to face her, "I'll help get all the paperwork sorted for it, and I'll also have temp custody papers signed for both of you to use in case there is an emergency. I do that for my parents when they have him most of the time, when I'm on a roadie," he explained, when he got a confused look from Ilya. "Anything can happen, a fall, illness, a hospital visit. If you don't have guardianship, then it can cause problems in being with him and making decisions. I trust you, Ilya," he added, seeing the slightly panicked look in his eyes. "Lea will be there to help should it be needed."
Ilya nodded, "Okay, I will do it. If you are sure, and Lea, thank you for joining. We shall get the details hashed out later. I need to stay packing to go back to Boston soon."
"Yeah," Shane sighed, not looking forward to the tears that Ted was going to shed, and the ache he was going to go through knowing that Ilya was so far away from him.
Ilya finished drying, and the two went into the garden where Lea and Ted had relocated for Ted's last play time outside before it would be wind-down time. As predicted, tears were shed when Ilya had to leave, Lea being the one to take him to the airport.
XxXxX
Hayden looked at the house that Shane lived in. He would normally stay away, since Shane liked his privacy and didn't really let anyone know where he actually lived. But Hayden was starting to panic and second-guess himself. He was thinking about asking Jackie to marry him, and well, he needed the calming presence of his best friend to make sure he didn't go off the deep end and run away and become a hermit. He rang the bell, wondering if he should have messaged Shane first. He'd only seen the place in passing when he sometimes picked him up for practice during the summer.
Shane opened the door, eyes a little wide, "Erm, Hayden," he said, glancing back. "Erm... come in, shoes off at the door," he added, gesturing to the small cubby for shoes that was set to one side.
"Yeah, sure," he said as he followed Shane inside. Taking off his shoes and tucking them away, he followed Shane again into the house before his friend stopped and turned to face him. "You okay?" Hayden asked.
"Okay, you're... about to learn something about me that only a small handful of people know," he told him.
"It's nothing bad, is it?" he questioned.
"No, not bad. When I was seventeen, my girlfriend at the time drugged me to get pregnant. She did, the day of the draft, I got a call from her parents that she went into labour. She had signed away her rights already, or face prison. She's not allowed to come near me, my parents, or my son, Theodore, Teddy for short," he said, giving Hayden the truth and not blunting it.
"Fucking hell," Hayden said, eyes going wide, "She... did that and you have a kid? How... how old is he now?"
"He's almost two and a half," Shane smiled, "He's in the living room napping at the moment. He should wake up soon, but we can talk before then, like why are you here?"
"I... want to ask Jackie to marry me, but I'm thinking maybe it's too soon, we've only been dating ten months, and I-" he trailed off, closing his eyes, "Damn it," he winced, checking behind Shane as though he expected to see a toddler standing there aghast at his minor swearing word.
"It's fine, thanks to my mother he has shit down, and thanks to me, he has fuck," Shane snorted, "He got those down a few days ago," he added as he walked into the living room.
Hayden followed him and saw a toddler sleeping on the couch, a Voyaguers blanket covering him, but tight in his grasp was a Boston Bears bear with the name Rozanov and the number 81 on the jersey it was wearing. "Boston Bears?" he couldn’t help but ask, amusement in his tone.
"Yeah, a friend got him for Teddy, and Teddy's never let it go since the moment he got it. He was around one at the time," Shane shrugged, "My mom's forever trying to get it off him and get him to like the version that was made for me," he said as he gestured for Hayden to sit down, "Want something to drink?" he asked.
"Any full-fat sodas?" he asked, knowing that Shane didn't really enjoy them.
"I've got Coke," he replied, "I'll bring you one."
"Thanks," Hayden said as he watched the toddler sleeping.
Shane watched his friend for a second, an amused smile on his face as he went to grab a Coke for Hayden, a Ginger Ale for himself, and a juice box for when Ted woke up. "So, want to ask Jackie to marry you?"
"Yeah, yeah, I've got the ring," he said, setting aside his Coke and showing him the ring he had gotten for her.
"It's nice," he said, having no true idea of the ring.
"Yeah," he smiled softly as he looked at it, "I saw it, and all I could think about was Jackie. I was getting her a necklace and earrings set for her birthday when I saw it."
Shane smiled softly, "Then you already know it's right. If you saw it and knew whose finger it had to sit on," he pointed out.
Hayden laughed and nodded, "Yeah, I just-"
"Needed someone to pull you out of your head and kick you up the ass?" Shane finished for him.
He looked up and nodded, "Yeah, sorry for just stopping by like this," he said, a soft sigh falling from his lips before he went still and stared at the couch.
Ted was beginning to move around, a little whine left him as Shane went over and picked him up, sitting down and settling him in his lap, "Hey, Teddy," he murmured, rubbing his back before reaching over for the juice box.
Ted took it, mumbling as he sipped a few times before handing it back. He looked around, "Who's that daddy?" he asked, seeing Hayden.
"Remember, Hayden, that I talk about, who plays with me on the ice?" he asked his son.
"Yeah, best friend," Ted nodded firmly.
"That's the one," Shane said, "He came to see me and to meet you. Hayden meet Teddy, my little menace."
"Hi, Teddy, finally nice to meet you," Hayden said, smiling as the toddler lit up and began to crawl along the sectional couch toward him.
"Hi, you not kissy friend like Lily?" he asked as he stared at him.
"Kissy friend?" Hayden blinked as he looked from son to father.
"Lily is my partner, they're at home in Boston at the moment," Shane answered, not sure how to tell his friend that he was dating Ilya Rozanov.
"Oh, okay," Hayden said as he understood, somewhat, of what was going on. "No, I'm not a kissy friend of your dads, just a friend."
"Okay," Ted nodded, "Tell me about games?" he asked, "Daddy's good but boring."
Hayden looked at him, eyebrow raised, "Boring?" he asked.
"Yeah, Lily said dad is boring when he tells stories," Ted was the one to answer.
"Okay," Hayden smirked and nodded, "I'll tell it like it really is," he said, as he began to tell a story of one of their earlier games together. Shane huffed, but relaxed even more as Hayden and Ted took to each other well.
XxXxX
Just over a week later, Shane had dropped Lea and Ted at the airport. Shane would see them again in two weeks, when he was in Boston to play the Bears. Which would be just before Christmas. Shane and Ilya had no games after that one until the 27th. The plan was to remain in Boston for the holidays before flying back on the 26th. His mother hadn't been too happy to learn he was going to be staying in Boston for the holidays, as she wanted to spend Christmas with them.
Ilya was waiting for them at the airport. He hugged Ted tightly and smiled at Lea as he took them both to his home. He had decorated a room, with Svetlana's help, for Lea. Also, making sure that she would have a car available for her to drive, with a car seat for Ted in the back.
"I am happy you are both here," Ilya said calmly as he parked in his driveway. The other car was there for Lea, one that was almost the same as her own car back in Montreal.
"It should be different for me," Lea said as she got out and looked around, "We do the same as I do in Montreal. When you're home, you take care of him, and I may help out if I’m there. During practice and games, I'll look after him as normal. You're in for a crash course on single parenthood with a demanding job," she smiled, "But don't worry, I'm sure you'll do absolutely fine, and you have me around as well, and Shane is but a phone call away."
Ilya nodded as he began to get the luggage from the boot. Lea got Ted out of his seat and kept hold of his hand as she took hold of one backpack and slung it over her shoulder, and grabbed the handle of one of the suitcases. Ilya took the rest, looking almost weighted down with it all.
"Some of this is going to remain here," Lea said, so it won't be so bad when we do this again, and yes, Shane believes that we will be doing this again and again. He said that you're basically another parent to Teddy, and he wants you to be there just as much as he is. So, any time you don't have a roadie, and he does. I'll be flying out with Teddy to bring him to you and take care of him here."
Ilya nodded, having heard all this before he had left Montreal when the plan had been put in place. He showed Lea her room, dropping off Ted's things in his room, and letting the toddler stay there as he played with the toys he had.
"Thank you for the room, Ilya," she smiled, sitting on her bed, "It's gorgeous.”
"My friend, Svetlana, helped. She said you need a woman's touch," he smiled, "She plans to come by and meet you. She has met Teddy before, but it was a while ago, while Shane and Ted were in Boston."
"I look forward to meeting her. I've heard her voice when she talks with Shane occasionally. I know she's been teaching him some Russian," Lea said as she looked around the room again. "Thanks for bringing my things in," she added as she got up and went to her suitcase, "I'll unpack, and you should do the same for Teddy; he'll be needing his things soon enough."
Ilya nodded, "I will leave you to it, and welcome home."
Lea smiled, "I feel very welcomed," she told him.
Ilya smiled back and nodded as he left to help Ted unpack his things. Seeing that part of the bag that he had brought was already out all over the floor of his room.
Two hours later, Svetlana had arrived in time for dinner. When it was over, and they were gathered in the living room after dinner, Svetlana was enjoying talking with Lea. The two of them planned on going shopping together when they got the chance. When Ilya would have a day off, as Svetlana insisted that it was a full-day activity. Ilya had Ted curled against him as they watched a film before bedtime. 
"So, Shane considers you Teddy's Papa?" Svetlana asked.
"He does," Lea answered, seeing that Ilya was hesitant.
"Papa?" Teddy imitated the Russian word, repeating it a few times.
"Papa, like Daddy, but for Ilya," Lea told him, smiling at him as she was quick to get her phone out. She began recording, knowing that something good was about to happen and that she should record it to make sure Shane could see it later.
"Daddy and Papa, not Lily?" Teddy asked, looking at Svetlana and then at Ilya.
"Da," Svetlana nodded, seeing the little head tilt as Teddy took in what they were saying.
"Da," Teddy giggled, "Papa," he called out to Ilya, arms up, "Papa, hugs please."
"Da," Ilya nodded, going over and picking him up, "Moy syn," he murmured, kissing his head.
"Daddy and Papa," Teddy grinned as he curled against Ilya. He leaned up and then smacked a loud kiss on his Papa's cheek. Ilya couldn't help the beaming smile he gave at it.
Lea smiled as she stopped the recording and quickly sent it to Shane. The ringing of the phone, not five minutes later, to squeal with Ilya and Teddy over it made her and Svetlana laugh quietly and sit to one side as the little family talked until Teddy began to fall asleep in his Papa's arms.
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  Chapter Nine
Ilya lay on the floor, exhausted. He was with Teddy, and today seemed like a very high-energy day. Svetlana had finally decided to take Lea shopping for the day, and Ilya had been the one to hand over a card for them to use. He'd spent a week being called Papa, and it still filled his heart with a lot of warmth just hearing it. He had no practice until tomorrow morning, and then a game in the evening.
"You have killed me," Ilya said, finally understanding why Shane could outpace him on the ice and go on for longer. Teddy could easily outlast every hockey player Ilya knew.
"Not killed, Papa," Teddy said as he threw himself onto Ilya's stomach.
"Ugh," Ilya said as he jumped. "I'm going to be more bruised up after today than after a very violent game," he joked lightly as he began to get up, picking up Ted. "Oh," he murmured as he heard the bell at the gate sound in the room. "We have a visitor," he got up, checking the camera and seeing it was Cliff's car. He sent a message to Shane, telling him that Cliff had arrived at his home.




  






JANE


Today, 11:45 AM


	Lily

	Cliff is at my home. Will want to come in, but I have Teddy. Lea is out with Svetlana.




	It's fine to tell him about Ted, don't mention a last name, and call me the name you chose for me, Jane? That should be fine.




	Okay, I will tell him that Ted is the son of a girl in Montreal called Jane, that I am seeing, that we are together, and have been for a while. He has seen me text Jane a few times. Is that okay?




	That's fine. Maybe when it's safe, we can tell both Cliff and Hayden exactly who we are seeing.




	I look forward to that day.




	Same, love you, and kisses and cuddles Teddy for me.




	I will, love you too





Ilya put it away and let Cliff in. "Ready to meet Papa's best friend?" he asked Teddy.
"Best friend?" Teddy frowned, "Like, Daddy's Hayhay?" he said, meaning Hayden Pike.
"Yes," he nodded, wondering if he could explain the Daddy thing away. He shook his head and decided that would be a future problem.
"Okay," he nodded as Ilya settled him on his hip, and began to walk to the front door to let his friend inside.
Cliff stood at the door, "Hey man, want to-" he stopped as he saw the child on Ilya's hip. "Roz?" he blinked as he looked from the toddler to his friend.
"Come in, will explain," Ilya told him, a smile on his face, enjoying the confusion on that his friend was showing.
Cliff followed him inside and glanced around the living room as soon as they reached it. There were toys out, and a few other things that all showed a child lived there. "So... going to explain?" he asked, wondering what the man would say about having a kid.
"Teddy, you're going to have to play while I talk with Cliff, okay?" Ilya said as he looked at Ted.
"Boring," Teddy huffed, "Can I go to my room and play?" he asked.
"Alright," he nodded, "but I am using the gate," he added, causing Ted to pout at that. "I use it because you are sneaky," he said, tickling his tummy and making him laugh.
"Okay, Papa," he sighed as Ilya took him to his room and closed the gate behind him. This one was taller than the one he'd had before, to stop Ted from escaping.
"I'll be back soon, and then you can meet Cliff properly, okay?" he said. Ted just nodded and headed to his toys to play, "But boring adult talk first," he finished, shaking his head.
Ilya went back and sat down. "So, little story. Teddy is the son of someone I am seeing," he told him, being honest.
"Someone you're seeing, when? Who? How?"
"It happened around the time I was drafted. Meet Jane just before son was born. No partner, no nothing like that. To be a single parent," he snorted. "They are beautiful," he murmured, "inside and out. Wonderful parent, went through a lot, was not always good for them. But they got through it, came out strong. Love their son a lot, so much. Was happy to finally meet their son when he was one, just before my Rookie seasons began. We decided to try a relationship, but it long distant. They live in Montreal, me in Boston. But we make it work."
"Is that why whenever we have a day or two off, you fuck off? You're barely around sometimes."
Ilya nodded, "Yeah, I go to Montreal to be with Jane and Teddy. Spending time with them, they sometimes do the same with me when they have some days free and can come down. Jane is away for a while, will be coming to Boston the day we play Montreal," he said, "Will be staying for a bit before returning home."
"You're spending Christmas with her?" Cliff asked him, eyes going wide, "I know you don't really celebrate."
"I will for child, for Teddy, he calls me Papa now," he smiled widely, "It is special. He loves me, and so does Jane. Like I love them both. It feels like it was only yesterday, but it feels so much longer as well. But... yeah."
Cliff nodded, "Wow, wow, fucking hell," he winced, "Sorry," he said.
"Don't worry, Jane's father covered the word shit, and Jane covered fuck," he laughed.
"What about you?"
"I have taught nothing but good words," Ilya protested, "Honest, Cliff, no lie. Not taught bad words at all."
"So far," Cliff joked, "So, what's she like. Jane?" he asked, "You know about Marie," he added.
"Jane is... everything," he told him, "First time I saw Jane, I knew I wanted them, they introduced themselves to me, in the parking lot during the final match between Russia and Canada International Prospect Cup. Cute freckles, hesitant smile, but forward enough to say hello and tell me I shouldn't be smoking where I was," he snorted, shaking his head. "It was months later, during the draft, that I saw them again. Jane was there, and we kissed, had to leave, baby on the way, was born the next day."
"Wow, so she was due... right then?" Cliff blinked, "Why... would you go to them when they were pregnant?"
"Because Jane went through shit, bad shit, but alone, no partner, and good thing to, ever meet I shall make life hell. Seeing them again before my Rookie season, I knew they were who I wanted. Meeting their son was a bonus. He's wonderful, so energetic, could run circles around us on the rink, no doubt. Would like to see him on ice one day soon, but he is little. Now he calls me Papa, and I love it."
Cliff shook his head, "Damn, you're so far gone on this woman."
"More than you can imagine," he smiled, "You can't tell anyone, but I'm going for Canadian citizenship. Is hard, have to spend a lot of time in Canada, but it's working so far. Should be Canadian in three to four years. Plan life together. But hush, for now. Don't really want people to know, not yet."
"Alright, secret is safe with me," Cliff promised, "Now let's meet your kid, I wanna know what he's like, considering he said boring, a lot like you."
"Jane said the same thing when they called them boring," Ilya laughed as he got up, Cliff following.
"Yeah?"
"Da, said Jane tells boring stories about hockey." he grinned as he went to Ted's bedroom and opened the gate, "Teddy, come and meet Cliff."
"Okay!" Ted grinned as he jumped up and ran over, "Up, Papa," he said as Ilya was quick to pick him up. "Hi," he said as he looked at Cliff, "You really big!" he giggled.
"I am," Cliff grinned, "bigger than your parents, I bet."
"Yeah," Ted nodded several times, "You not kissy friend, are you?" he asked.
"Kissy friend?"
"He means romantic partner. He asked the same of Jane's best friend," Ilya smiled as they walked back into the living room.
"Wow, different way of asking, and no, I'm not a kissy friend," he snorted, as Ted was set down on the floor and he immediately grabbed Cliff's hand and pulled him to the few toys that were on the rug before the TV.
"Play with me, Papa, you too, please," he said as he looked to them both.
"What are we playing?" Ilya asked as he sat down on the rug. Cliff hesitated for a moment but joined them. 
"Space pirates, Papa read a story last night, it was good," he said, "Now we play," he said, handing over a figure of a pirate to Cliff and keeping one for himself. He gave another figure, but this one was a knight to his Papa, and they began to play. Cliff spent almost three hours with them before he had to head off to meet Marie.
XxXxX
The Montreal team arrived in the early hours of Thursday morning. The last stop on their Roadie. Shane was looking forward to sleeping next to Ilya and seeing Ted. The calls just weren't enough.
"You going to stay with Lily?" Hayden asked as soon as they got to their shared room.
"Yeah, they have Teddy at the moment, so staying with them."
"Nice of her to offer to take him while you're on the road. What did your parents think of that?" he then asked as he sat down on his bed.
Shane sighed, "Dad was fine, he's happy I'm seeing someone now, but Mom, she's still hesitant about it, and I think she will until she knows Lily. But I just... don't want Lily exposed to what my mom is going to be like. Hell, the first time she found out you knew about Teddy, what did she do?" he asked, giving him a look.
"Hunted me down to sign an NDA, I think, I was even followed at some point," Hayden snorted, "You put a stop to it as soon as you found out."
"I love my mom a lot, and she's doing a lot of it to protect Teddy. So I know she's coming from a place of love, but there's going to be a time when people are going to find out about Teddy. I still can't believe it's been two and a half years since he was born, and still only you, Lily, two of Lily's friends, and my parents really know he exists, apart from medical and officials," he said, shaking his head.
"I'm surprised too, but then you're not one to go out and drink and do what most of us do at this age," he pointed out, "I'm only a year older than you, and sometimes I feel a lot younger with how I go out to drink and go clubbing."
"I had to grow up a little faster, but then again, I'm not really one for all that. I don't really like the noise that well," he grimaced a little.
"I know," Hayden smiled at him, "and if I were you, get going, go see Lily and Teddy, and say hi to Teddy for me," he added, "Oh, and that reminds me, Jackie and I finally have a date set, the invites will be going out. It's a plus one, you're free to bring Teddy and Lily if you want, but I can understand if you can't," he added, "So, its there, but also. I want to ask you to be my best man," he rushed out, "I've been-" he was cut off as Shane hugged him tightly where he was sat on the bed.
"Really want me?" he asked him, looking a little shocked to be asked, "You know that-"
"Hey, I do. Look, you pushed me into asking her out, you calmed me down on that first date, and listened to me as I raved about her for weeks and months. You even kicked my ass when I hesitated over asking her, not once, not twice, but three times," he said, "Without you, I don't think I would be engaged, let alone in the middle of planning a wedding, which is in the summer, after the playoffs end," he smiled, and flopped back on the bed as Shane moved away again.
"I'll do what I can," he said, "I'm not the most social, so maybe we can rope some of the others in for your bachelors or something?" he suggested as he grabbed his things, getting ready to leave. Lea had promised she would be the one to pick him up at the hotel.
"Yeah, that's fine," Hayden nodded, "Now get going, we'll talk more about this another time, so you can list things down and plan," he smiled, knowing that Shane would be itching to do so.
"Alright," Shane grinned, "I'll see you at practice tomorrow morning, we have it at 11, so I'll get here around 8 so we can have breakfast together first."
"Sure, no doubt me and the others will be out tonight, take care, and keep me, and tell Teddy to feel better soon. I know you said he was feeling under the weather, and Lily panicked a little," he added, as Shane reached the door.
"Yeah, Lily is doing okay, and Teddy is being well taken care of," Shane said, "I'm not worried, I don't like that he isn't well, but he'll be okay. Just hope he doesn't give it to everyone else. Last time mom and dad became ill as well. I was fine," he nodded, "I'll see you later."
Hayden nodded, and Shane quietly slipped out of the room and headed down to the parking lot, where Lea was already waiting for him.
XxXxX
Shane entered the home as Lea pulled back out of the driveway. She had a few things she wanted to do, and she had made some friends with a few of the other nannies she'd met at the park while looking after Ted, so she was also meeting them for lunch.
"Hey," he smiled as he saw Ilya on the couch, Ted was curled up in his arms, sleeping. There was a slight flush on his cheeks.
Ilya smiled at Shane, "Welcome home," he told him, as Shane carried on walking over and they shared a kiss. "He's just gone to sleep. I didn't put him in bed because I didn't want to wake him."
"Want me to?" Shane asked as he looked down at his son. The two-and-a-half-year-old felt a little warm to the touch but not the kind of warmth that alarmed him.
Ilay hesitated, and he nodded, "Yes," he agreed quietly.
Shane was gentle and slow as he took Ted from Ilya and headed to their son's room. He easily tucked him in bed, pulling the curtains in the room to block out some of the sunlight that was shining inside. "There we go," he said, taking the strip that he used to check Ted's temperature without disturbing him. "Just a slight fever, nothing to really worry about," he said, getting up and smiling at Ilay, "He's okay, and you've done amazing in looking after him."
"I was... scared," he admitted, "He worried me," he murmured as he held Shane tightly, while looking at Ted, fast asleep in bed.
"He's okay, just a cold. If his fever gets worse, then we'll call someone to come and check him. That's one thing I didn't think of," Shane murmured as he started to pull Ilya out of Ted's room, "He needs a doctor over here, for when he stays with you, just in case."
"We could look around now, and I could make calls when things open after the holidays?" Ilya suggested.
"Yeah, sounds good. We'll research and maybe contact Ted's doctor in Montreal, they may have a suggestion as well," Shane said, as he led Ilya to the living room and sat down on the couch, letting Ilya lie down, with his head in Shane's lap. "How are you doing?" he asked softly, "I know therapy is going okay, but we've not really talked about that in a couple of months. I just want to know how you are."
Ilya sighed, "Bad thoughts, not always there now," he said softly, "Brother and father had been calling a lot more recently. Brother for money, father is... confused, even more. Forget who he is married to, forget that my mother has passed. That I live in America," he told him quietly. "He is getting worse, and Alexei doesn't want to see it. He called me a few days ago again, asking when I was coming home. I am talking to his doctor and trying to organise that he sees him in the new year for a check. But is reluctant," he sighed, closing his eyes as he felt Shane's fingers running through his hair, slightly scratching at his scalp soothingly.
"Hmm," he hummed, letting Ilya talk about what was going on in Russia and to his family. It was almost an hour later that they were called to Ted's room when the toddler began to cry.
"Daddy, Papa," Ted cried as soon as the two entered the room.
"Hey, buddy," Shane said as he went over and picked him up. "You're okay," he murmured, rubbing his back as Teddy curled against him.
Ilya moved with them as they went back to the living room. "I'll put the soup on for dinner," he said, kissing Shane's cheek and the top of Ted's head.
"Thanks, mon amour," Shane smiled up at him.
Ilya smiled back and headed to the kitchen.
Shane looked down at Ted and murmured, rubbing his back and cleaning him up as Ted grizzled and cried. "I know, sweetheart," he soothed.
"Daddy, yucky," he whimpered, burying his face into Shane's neck.
They ate soup in the living room. Ilya had made a chicken soup that his mother had made when he was little and ill. Shane barely slept as Ted insisted on being with him while he was sick. Ilya brought them both to the master bedroom, and all three settled into the large bed. Ted curled on Shane's chest as Ilya moved around the two, holding them close as they took care of the toddler during the night.
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  Chapter Ten
Shane was distracted at practice the next day. Ilya would be leaving for his own practice by midday.
"Hollander, focus on the damn ice!" Coach Theriault shouted as he noticed the distracted skater.
"Yes, Sir," Shane nodded, doing his best to comply. He and Ilya would be leaving Ted with Lea, and he knew that Ted would be fine, but he had seen how worried Ilya had been at the thought of leaving Ted alone with Lea for a few hours.
"You okay?" Hayden asked as he skated over, "Is Ted okay?" he whispered, making sure that no one else on the team could hear them.
"Yeah, he's grizzly, he's okay at the moment, but Lily is... having a bit of trouble letting go of him while he's unwell. They have work later and can't take time off, so they're worried about leaving him with the nanny, who works for me. She has been doing it since Ted was a baby; she's willing to come to and from Boston to be with Ted, while Lily has him when I'm on the roadies. Lily has to travel for work occasionally as well, so he won't always be able to go," he rambled a little, "But yeah, Lily is worried, and having a hard time detaching. To be honest, I'd rather be home with Ted."
"Why don't you say something?" Hayden suggested quickly.
Shane shook his head, "Not going to do it here. I'm fine to play tonight, we've got several days off, and I'll be flying separately to Montreal from you all. Coach at least knows that. He's not happy about that either."
Hayden nodded, "Right," he rolled his eyes a little at their coaches attitude to any of the team doing anything he didn't like.
"Pike, Hollander, stop gossiping like housewives and get back on the ice, now!" Coach Theriault yelled at them.
The two shared a look and headed back out on the ice, listening as Coach Theriault had them go through a few scrimmages.
XxXxX
The game had been brutal. Shane had just finished talking to the press about their loss, and was now finally able to shower and hopefully get out of the arena before being collared by any of the team to go out and commiserate their loss. He gave a quick speech and hoped they would listen and not cause too much of a commotion with their commiserating. Coach Theriault came in after and berated them all for the loss.
"The only day you have free is the 25th," he growled as he looked at them. "So, Hollander, you're no longer remaining behind without us. You're traveling with us, and if you so much as try to get out of it, then I will have you written up. Training will start tomorrow afternoon."
"Sir, I-" Shane began, eyes going wide, he'd been hoping to remain in Boston over the holidays to stay with
"No excuses, Hollander, traveling back with us, and you will be on the ice tomorrow to make up for the abysmal showing tonight!" he yelled out, "Get showered and dressed and get out of here. Bus leaves for the airport at 7 am, I expect you there, Hollander."
Shane jumped up to follow him, "Sir," he began as soon as they were outside, "I need to-"
"You need nothing, Hollander," he snapped, "Now do as told."
Shane wanted to yell in frustration, but he was only in his second season with the team. He'd only just made it to the first line as well. He went back into the changing room and showered. It was mostly quiet as they changed and headed out to the bus that would take them to the hotel.




  






Lily


Today, 10:21 PM


	Jane

	I'm being told that I have to go back to Montreal with everyone. I don't have a choice, or I'll be written up. Coach is refusing to listen. I leave tomorrow morning. I'm going to book a flight for Lea and Ted.




	Lily

	 But Ted is unwell, he shouldn't fly.




	Jane

	I know, I would have them drive, but I'd rather not put that on Lea. It wouldn't be fair to her at all.

	It's five hours straight through, with a sick toddler, more like ten. Flying will be quicker, even with the time it takes to get through things.




	Lily

	I will see if I can leave and try to join you in Montreal for a while. I know I don't have a game, but do have practice. Will see if the coach will let me go early.



	Jane

	It'll be fine, you don't have to, but if you can come up to Montreal, it'll be nice having you there. I'll see you at home. We leave at 7 am.



	Lily

	Then let's spend as much time as we can together before I drop you at the hotel. Is Pike willing to help?"




Shane paused and looked at his friend, "Hayden, cover me for a bit tonight. I'm going to be with Lily and Ted. Booking flights for Ted and Lea. I'll get them on a later flight so I can pick them up at the airport and get them home. Ted is going to be miserable, but it will be better than a drive up from here to there."
"Sure," Hayden nodded, "I'll just tell them that you want to be alone, not to be disturbed. They might call or text, but ignore them, and I'll try and keep them occupied," he said quietly.




  






Lily


Today, 10:34 PM


	Jane

	Hayden is going to cover me for most of tonight. I'll get things booked so they will leave two or three hours after me, so I can make sure I can get home and back to the airport to pick them up.

	I've messaged Lea to tell her what's going on. She's already packing away a lot of the things now. Keeping out what is essential. and doing the same for my things as well. I wish I could remain.




	Lily

	 We're too new to get away with it.



	Jane

	Yeah, I know, I hate this. I'm going to have to try to talk to the coach back in Montreal to get some time away from the ice to help with Ted. I know Lea can handle it, but Teddy's my son and I want to be there.
	



	Lily

	I'll see you when you get home, love you.



	Jane - 

	Love you too.




Shane put his phone away and leaned back, closing his eyes for the half hour journey to their hotel. Traffic was bad, but that was expected since people were leaving the arena. Shane dozed lightly until Hayden gave him a gentle shake when they arrived; most of the others were already up and out.
"Come on, Shane," Hayden said softly as he got up.
Shane did the same, gathering their things before alighting the bus and heading inside. Shane waited around until everyone, but Hayden, had left and nodded to him, leaving his gear with his friend before heading to the parking lot, where Ilya was waiting to take him home.
XxXxX
Ilya held Shane as much as he could. Ted was asleep in his room for the night and Shane would have to leave for the hotel soon. He would be sleeping at the hotel, since he would have to get up even earlier to get back to the hotel and be ready to leave with everyone.
"I wish you didn't have to go, it would be so nice to spend more time with you," Ilya murmured against the back of Shane's neck as they lay in bed.
Shane hummed, "I know, I wish I could, but Theriault is being a dick about things again. He does this a lot. Runs us into the damn ground and still expects us to bring home win after win. He's going to be doing that over the holidays, we only have the 25th off, and chances are he's going to end up demanding some of us go in even then, too."
"Is he always like that?" Ilya frowned, not sure he could believe that a coach would be so stupid as to run down his players.
"No, just with certain teams that we lose to. Boston is one of the main ones, even if we win. He works us twice as hard for the next few practices," Shane sighed, snuggling back against Ilya, "I just want to sleep, and not have to worry about what it's going to end up being like back in Montreal," he muttered.
"I've set an alarm," Ilya said softly. "We have two hours, you could nap a little before you have to leave," he suggested, tightening his hold for a moment, not wanting to let him go either.
Shane turned around in his arms to face him on the bed. He moved closer and kissed him. "I don't want to spend the last two hours I have with you sleeping," he told him, "I want some good memories to get me through our time apart."
Ilya smiled as he rolled onto his back, pulling Shane on top of him and moving his hands lower. "And what do you have in mind?" he smirked as he squeezed Shane's ass.
"I think you know exactly what I want," he said, shuffling around so he was straddling Ilya's hips, leaning down and kissing him.
"I think I do, moya lyubov," he murmured, as he helped pull off Shane's t-shirt and tossed it aside. 
Shane huffed lightly but was pulled back to Ilya as he was moved back onto the bed, and on his back, looking up at his boyfriend. "Love you," he murmured to him, as Ilya began to kiss his way down his chest, his goal clear in his mind, smirking up at Shane.
They spent their last two hours together, entwined and reaffirming the love they had for each other.
XxXxX
Shane was quiet on the plane back to Montreal, worrying about Ted a little, and the fact that he had to leave Ilya earlier than planned. He had been looking forward to spending the holidays with their little family and Lea. Svetlana was going to come over and be there for most of the day.
"You okay?" Hayden murmured.
Shane glanced over and shook his head, "Not really, Lily is... having a hard time recently. Things have been hard in their family, and I was hoping just to spend some time with them and Ted. Now, I'm flying back in a few hours with Lea. Lily will be left behind in Boston, since they have work right up until Christmas day, but they would have been able to spend most of their time together over the few days they had before games were back on.
"Call her when you land, just do that, as much as you can," Hayden suggested, "I know it's not the same. I do it with Jackie all the time, any moment spare I call her, see how she's doing, what's going on with her, everything."
Shane nodded and yawned, "Yeah," he murmured, "I know I can call, but it... it's not the same, and I think... we'll be long distance for a long time to come," he added softly.
"Think it'll work out?"
"I'll make it work," Shane said firmly, leaning his head to one side, "I'm so damn tired, and practice later... I'm going to have to get out of some of it to pick up Ted and Lea from the airport."
"He's not going to be happy," Hayden sighed.
"Nope, he's not, but... fuck Hayden, he gives time out to others that are parents, he had no damn choice. Even if people don't know I'm a dad. He can't stop me from being there for my son when he needs me," Shane said softly, "he's going to have to learn that I have a life outside of hockey."
Hayden nodded as he watched Shane drift into a light doze, which was unusual for the slightly younger player.
XxXxX
Shane walked into the office. They had gone straight from the airport to the practice rink. Coach Theriault wanted them on the ice. Shane was going to have to tell him he wasn't. He knocked on the door and waited. Coach Theriault called him inside.
"Hollander, I expect you to be changed and on the ice by the time I get down there," he snapped at him.
"I'm not going to be. I've got a sick kid that I've had to drag onto a flight home, instead of remaining at a place where I could have looked after him," he stated, "I thought I would at least come up here and tell you."
"You don't have a son, or a child at all, you're making stupid excuses," Coach Theriault seethed.
Shane pulled out his phone, showing the screen that was on a certain album. "This is my son," he said, swiping a few times to show different ages. With the last one being Ted's birth certificate. "He is two and a half, and I have a right to be there for him. There is no mother in the picture at all, don't even think about trying to tell me that she should be the one."
"Then where is the mother?" he sneered, "Keeping a child from their mother isn't a good image."
"As far away from me as she possibly can be. And if my parents had their way, she would have been in prison for the last three years. She's a rapist; she drugged me three times, raping me each time, to make sure she would get pregnant. I was seventeen," he said, wondering if he had done the right thing in telling him.
"A man can not be raped, you paid someone off, because you had a kid underage," he began.
Shane closed his eyes, "Believe what you want, I know the truth, so do the authorities. Oh, and be warned, there is a clause in my contract about Ted, and the information about his conception, birth, and existence. I'd brush up on it if I were you. For now, I'm going to get my son, take him home, and look after him. I will be in for practice for a few hours tomorrow for training, and of course, on the 26th as well. To get ready for our next game." He finished as he turned to head to the door.
"Get back here, Hollander," Coach Theriault yelled for him.
Shane turned as he reached the door. "Like all other players on this team who have children, I will be taking a little time with my son while he's ill. And before you tell me to dump him on someone else, there isn't anyone else. The Nanny I have isn't a full-time nanny," he lied a little. "My parents are away in Japan over the holidays, since I wasn't going to be here until you made the demand that I return with the team. You can't write me up for being with my sick son."
Coach Theriault yelled at him as he left the room.
Shane's heart was beating fast in his chest, and his whole body was tingling. He had just walked away from his Coach and he knew he was going to end up paying during practice any time the man got him on the ice. But that didn't matter; it didn't, he had a kid that needed him. And while he knew Lea would be fine to take care of him, he wanted to be there. Ted didn't get ill often, and usually it only lasted a few days. So, no doubt by Christmas day, the toddler would be running around as if nothing had happened to him.
Hayden looked at him as he and the others were heading onto the ice.
"Sorry, I've got a family emergency to take care of," Shane told them all, as he looked at them. "I'll be at practice for a bit tomorrow, and the lead-up to our next game. Hopefully things will be alright by then," he said, "I know it... this was going to be taken care of in Boston," he said, "But since I'm back here, I'm going to have to do it here instead."
"Alright," Hayden said, "We'll see you tomorrow, take care of things." Most of the others murmured much the same before heading toward the rink.
Shane felt bad, knowing they were going to get the brunt of Coach Theriault's anger. He sighed, giving them a wave, and getting a few in return, he headed out, catching a taxi home.
Almost three hours later, he was at the airport again, tucked Ted into his car seat in the back as Lea got in the passenger side. "How was he?" he asked when he got into the driver's seat.
"Quiet, I gave his meds a little before we got on the flight. It helped to keep him calm. Ilya wasn't happy to see us go, and he hugged Ted so much. I even drove the car to the airport so Ilya could stay in the back with him," she answered quietly.
Shane gave a small smile, "I'll call him in a bit to tell him I got you both home. And thank you for doing all this. I know it wasn't what you originally signed up for."
"Keep him informed of what's going on. I already messaged telling him we landed. He's heading to practice now," she told him as they headed home.
Shane nodded, going quiet and wishing he were back in Boston with Ilya and Ted, instead of just with Ted in Montreal. Shane called Ilya later that night, talking for a while, after he had read Ted a bedtime story. Shane spent most of the day with his son, taking care of him and cuddling him. He let Lea go home; she would be back the next day when Shane had to head to practice.
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  Chapter Eleven
Ilya looked at his phone. He had just finished a call with Lea and didn't like what he had heard. Shane had gone to practice early in the morning, spent four hours there before coming home, and practically collapsed into bed. Flush with a fever. Whatever Ted had, had spread to his dad. Ilya had been able to hear the man coughing a few times in the background. And Lea had just off the phone, telling him that Shane was throwing up and she was going to make sure he was okay. Ted had done that a few times before leaving on the flight home.
"You okay?" Cliff asked as he skated over. They were at their evening practice.
"No, Ted is home, with Jane. But Lea, the nanny who works with them, said that Jane is unwell. Came back from work looking very tired. Lea called to update me, since Jane was not well. Jane is now sick, like Teddy. Fever, cough, chills, throwing up. Hit harder than Teddy," Ilya said. "Lea can't stay all day. It was the plan, but a family emergency has come up. Her mother has taken a fall, and she has to leave to help out. Her sister will come, but not until we are playing against the Admirals. Jane's parents are away, and she is alone with her son."
"Then you... Ilya, you need to go to her. I know she lives in Montreal, but if she has no one, and she's alone. I would, I would go to her," Clif told him, "Look, coach isn't going to moan or bitch about it, we've all had time off to be with a partner when they're not well. So he can't really say anything."
"I will, ask, I don't want to leave them alone," he murmured.
"No, you're not the type," Cliff smiled at him, "Not head to coach now, see if you can get a late flight to Montreal and get there before Lea has to leave."
Ilya nodded, "I will," he repeated as he skated off the ice and quickly changed. "Coach," he began as he approached the man.
Coach LeClaire turned. "Rozanov, what can I do for you? I saw you go off the ice early."
Ilya felt slightly nervous before he straightened up and said, "I am seeing someone, it is serious, very. They have a child, was supposed to be in Boston for holidays, but work was being... difficult, would be written up if not return to Montreal," he began, "They have child, who is sick, but they are now sick too. The nanny who takes care of Teddy has to go home for a family emergency, and Jane will not let her stay. I wish to go to them, be there for them to help."
"Yeah, of course, I can take you off the practice list for a few days at least. If you need a few more days, and yes, that includes any game days, then tell me, and I'll make sure it's taken care of," LeClaire said, frowning. "Look, we care about the game, but you've got to care about the players as well, and those close to them. Take the time you need."
"Thank you," he nodded, "I will head out tonight. I do not wish for them to be alone for long. Jane... did not sound well from call earlier."
"Take your time, Rozanov, call if you need to," LeClaire reminded him.
"I will," he replied and nodded, "Thank you, I will see you when I return."
"Take care of your girlfriend and son," LeClaire said as he dismissed him.
Ilya headed off, only stopping when Cliff stood in his way, "I will be going to Montreal."
"Good, call if you need anything," Cliff told him, "You're a good man, Ilya, never let anyone tell you different."
Ilya smiled slightly and nodded, then went to his phone and started looking up flights.
XxXxX
It was almost midnight when Ilya got out of the cab, grabbed his suitcase, walked up to the gate, and entered the code. He had messaged Lea, who would be leaving as soon as Ilya arrived at the home. She was already on the doorstep as soon as Ilya walked through the gate.
"Thank you for being here," Lea told him, "I hate leaving them. But there's no one else to help my mom. She's broken her foot, so she's off that for a few weeks at least. My sister works from home, and she can work anywhere in the world. So she's making the journey back from the UK. Going to take her till just after Christmas to get here. She'll be able to stay with Mom until she's fully recovered."
"You should head out now, I know you have a flight soon," he told her, "call a cab, go. Be with mother, she is precious."
Lea nodded and smiled, "She is, she raised my sister and me alone after our dad passed."
"Get going, I know the cab has arrived, can hear it," he said as he looked toward the gate and saw a different car than had dropped him off sitting there waiting.
"Thanks, Ilya," she told him, hugging him tightly for a moment, "Shane should still be sleeping, but he's been waking up to throw up. There is a bowl near his bed for that. Teddy is doing well; his fever broke this morning, and he's a little more energetic. So be warned for that," she said, giving him a list of the things that had been done over the day.
"Thank you, now go," he said, shooing her down the driveway to the gate.
Lea laughed lightly and nodded, "I'm going, and keep me updated?"
"I will," he said, as he watched her get in the cab and it drove off. He turned back to the house and went inside. Taking off his shoes and putting on the slippers he used when there, he walked around the house. Making sure everything was locked and shut down. Checking on Ted before slipping into the guest bedroom's shower and changing into his sleep shorts.
Ilya walked into Shane's room, seeing the low light that was on and the bowl near the bed for Shane. The man was pale in the soft light, a sheen of sweat on his face. He went over to the bed and settled into it. With a small groan, Shane moved around and curled against him. Ilya's face softened as he held him, making sure the monitor from Ted's room was nearby so he could hear if Ted needed him. He drifted into a light sleep.
XxXxX
Shane had woken twice during the night, throwing up and feeling miserable. He felt hands helping him, and a soft voice calming him when he was barely awake and aware of what was going on around him. He woke up and was a little more with it. He could hear Ted in another room, and the soft voice of someone replying to him. An accented voice that he didn't think should be in Montreal at all. He got up, wincing as he felt disgusting and sweaty. He itched to take a shower, but he felt shaky on his feet as he got up and headed to see who Ted was talking to, leaning against things as he felt the world tilt.
"Ilya," Shane breathed, seeing him in the living room playing quietly with Ted on the floor.
"Shane," Ilay frowned, getting up, seeing how shaky the man was, "Are you sure you should be up? Why don't you go back to bed?"
Shane shook his head, and the world tilted wrong. He felt arms go around him before he could hit the floor. "So... sorry," Shane mumbled as the world slowly came back into focus. He found himself on the floor, in Ilya's arms, leaning against his chest.
"It's okay," Ilya said softly, easily picking him up and taking him to the couch.
"No, no, I need to clean up. I'm sweaty and gross," Shane muttered, feeling like his voice was not coming from himself.
"Then a bath, something relaxing," Ilya said, "A quick rinse off first," he added, seeing the wrinkle of Shane's nose at the thought of going into a bath while still sweaty.
Shane opened his eyes, seeing Ted looking at him with watery eyes. "I'm okay, Teddy," he reassured, "Daddy's just a little icky too."
"Okay," he sniffled. "Papa, take care of daddy," he said as he looked at Ilya.
"I will, you play quietly, and I'll take care of Daddy, and if you need me, I'll be in the large bathroom, okay. Or do you want to be with Daddy and Papa?" he asked the toddler.
"Sleepy," Ted murmured as he toddled over to them, looking like he was about to flop onto Shane.
Ilya grabbed him and nodded, "How about I get your dad to his bed, and get you down for sleepy time?" he hummed at the end, getting a small nod against his shoulder. Ted moved away from him, as Ilya helped Shane off the floor and back to the bed. "I'll be back to help you shower and bathe," he said, kissing Shane on the cheek, "I'm going to put Teddy down for a little nap. He's feeling better, but is still sleepy."
"I can do it myself," Shane said, trying to get up.
Ilya pushed him back down, "No, you almost passed out, no risking it. Stay there, and I will come back."
Shane huffed, turned onto his side, and started coughing, "Ugh," he muttered as Ilya stood up. "I hate being sick."
"We all do," Ilya smiled slightly, "Now rest until I come back." Ilya made sure Shane wouldn't move and got up. Ted was still waiting for him, sitting on the floor, arms up, ready for Ilya to pick him up. He smiled down at the toddler and picked him up.
Ted lay his head against his Papa's shoulder and closed his eyes, "Tired, Papa," he yawned. It was midday, Shane had slept well, and Ted had been awake for a good few hours and had something to eat.
"Then let's nap," he said, kissing the side of his head as he took him to his bedroom. Made sure the bed was cleaned up before he lay Ted down. "Sweet dreams, moy malen'kiy medvezhonok," he said, tucking him in and making sure his Rozanov bear is right next to him. Ted rolled around, curled around his bear, and was quick to yawn and close his eyes.
Ilya got up and headed back to the master bedroom. Shane was sitting up on the bed, looking exhausted. "You alright? Didn't really get a chance to talk much when I got here." 
"Tired, and sick. I hate it, I should be up looking after Teddy," he muttered as he went to get up.
"Shane," Ilya began, his voice going soft, "I'm here to help, and take care of you both. It's fine to be ill and I know that you could do it yourself, but lean on me, like I lean on you when I need to?" he murmured, helping Shane to his feet to get him to the bathroom to clean up.
Ilya helped him shower and then set him up in the bath for a bit, with some bath salts. He could tell that Shane was aching a little, and that would help. Ilya left him in the bath, letting him soak a little while he changed the bed. Cleaning up the bedroom and checking on Ted.
Shane was relaxed and sleepy when Ilya helped him out of the bath, getting him changed into fresh clothes and settling him in bed after making sure he had something to eat and drink.
"Thanks," Shane murmured, eyes drooping more and more.
"There is nowhere else I would rather be," Ilya told him softly, kissing his cheek and tucking him in, much as he had done to Ted almost an hour before.
XxXxX
Ilya quickly found a rhythm as he looked after Ted and Shane. Ted was recovering quickly, but Shane was feeling worse and worse. Christmas day came and went quietly, without much fanfare unless you count the small mountain of gifts that Ted had from his dad, grandparents, Papa, and even from Cliff and Hayden. Shane and Ilya had given a few things to each other, nothing big, just small things that they knew the other would like.
"Shane," Ilya said. He had messaged Hayden on Shane's phone to tell him that Shane wouldn't be in for practice. That he was ill. Ilya had a feeling there would be a phone call in Shane's future when Coach Theriault found out that Shane wasn't coming in and would be unable to play their next game, and maybe even the two after that. Ilya had already called Coach LeClaire and explained that 'Jane' was still very ill and couldn't be left alone.
"Hmm," Shane mumbled as he tried to wake up, "Il... Ilya," he said, eyes slowly opening as he sat Ilya kneeling by the bed. "Everything okay?" he asked, as he began to sit up. There was a flush on Shane's cheeks from his fever. He'd not been able to keep much down overnight, either.
"I've messaged Hayden that you are ill, I said I was Lily," he explained, "I fear that your coach is going to call you to demand you go in."
Shane leaned against the headboard, looking bleary-eyed at Ilya. "Yeah, he... does. Will have to go in and let the team doctor look at me. As soon as confirmed, I'm not going to be able to play; he won't be able to argue."
Ilya frowned, "He always make you go in?"
"Yeah, he likes to keep tabs, make sure we're not just playing hooky for a hangover, shit like that. I'll message Hayden to take me in to see them," he said, holding his hand out for his phone. Ilya had told him he had taken it to message Hayden in the hopes of getting him to remain home instead of trying to make it to practice.
Ilya handed it over, "I called Lea, told her what was going on. Her sister should be arriving in a week. You call Hayden and tell him to pick you up; you are in no state to drive yourself."
"I will," Shane said, as he pulled the covers higher, feeling the cold. He watched as Ilya moved around the room, gathering warm clothes for him to wear when he left, and getting out one of his fluffiest towels to warm up. He smiled, watching him before he called Hayden.
Ilya watched at the window an hour later when Hayden turned up to take Shane to the rink, where he would be seen by the team doctor. Ilya had kept out of the way, not letting Hayden see him, even though he had asked about seeing Lily and Ted. Shane had lied a little and told him that they were both sleeping.
XxXxX
Ilya was worried when Shane returned. He was barely able to remain upright as he walked into the house. He rushed to his side as Shane swayed dangerously. "Shane," he murmured.
"Got at least three games off, they hope that I'm ready by the time we hit the road when the new year hits," He mumbled as he leaned against Ilya's chest.
Ilya wrapped his arms around him tightly, before helping him to his bed, and getting him changed into something more comfortable, before tucking him in. "Here we go," Ilya said, "So you now have time off, no practice, just rest, no worries, I will take care of things. Lea will be back after the new year as well," he said as Ted called for him.
"Go and get him, see if we can all nap together," Shane yawned. It was almost time for Ted's nap. Ilya came back in with him, and the three settled down. Ilya remained awake as he watched Shane and Ted sleep.
XxXxX
Cliff Marlow looked at his phone. He was at home, after the first game for Boston after the Christmas break, and the news had hit that Shane Hollander was not playing. Cited as an illness. He frowned. "No... Jane," he muttered to himself, as his mind made several leaps and came up with something missing. He thought back over the last year, and even longer. The little things that Ilya had done, said, and indicated when they played against Montreal. He began to pace a little, wondering if he should say anything.
"Fuck it," he muttered as he started a vid call, knowing that Ilya would respond better to seeing him and his reactions to everything than just his voice.
"Cliff," Ilya said, answering. In the frame was Ted, curled against him, playing with the Boston Rozanov bear.
"Hey, Ilya, and his Teddy," he smiled at the little kid. He stared at Ted for a few minutes. He sighed, "Ilya, is Jane.... Shane Hollander?" he asked quickly. "Look, you don't have to... say anything. I just... I wanted you to know if he is, then I know, and I'll never tell a soul. I just... he's on the IR list, cited as illness. And Montreal, Teddy looks like him. And well..." he said with a shrug.
"I..." Ilya murmured, looking to one side, and then nodded as someone else was talking quietly in the background. "Yes," he said, "Jane is Shane," he nodded, confirming what Cliff was saying. He began to tell him everything, how things had started, dating, and the citizenship that was in play. Everything he could.
"Thanks for telling me, and I'll keep it quiet, alright, don't have to worry about that," he said, "And tell Hollander, congrats on snagging you, Ilya," he laughed lightly.
"He's amazing," came a voice as Ilya turned the phone and showed Shane bundled up on the couch, looking pale and drawn, a light flush on his face still.
"Feel better soon, Hollander," Cliff told him.
"Thanks, and it's Shane, you're Ilya's best friend, and Teddy calls you uncle too," he smiled, "I think I might tell Hayden everything."
"Do so," Ilya told him, "It would be good to have someone here who knows. So if... if anything happens, Lea will have Teddy, and you'll have Hayden on side to help you."
Shane smiled softly and nodded. "I will," he replied, yawning and shivering as he huddled under his blanket.
"Get some rest, Shane," Cliff told him, "We'll talk another time, Ilya. Bye, Teddy."
"Bye, Uncle Cliffy," Teddy smiled as he waved at the phone.
Cliff ended the call, smiling. It was nice to have confirmation, but he could see, in only those few moments, that the two cared deeply for each other. "Might need to step up my own game," he murmured to himself as he decided that he was going to go out for a drink.





  
    Chapter End Notes

    Thanks for the amazing comments and kudos, thank you! Hope you've enjoyed this chapter and the story so far.


  


      

  












      Chapter 12: Chapter Twelve
  



    Chapter Notes

      Hi..... erm... sorry for dropping off the planet. I'm so invested in writing this fic, I kinda forgot to post!

But I'm now on chapter 22 of this fic.... I've plotted the rest of it out as well. And it's gonna be FUN!

Next Chapter is WAG time!

I'm also doing a course at the moment, so I have been kinda busy with that too. And plotting two fics for a challenge, yes, both are Heated Rivalry, tho one is crossed over with 9-1-1.


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  Chapter Twelve
Shane sighed as the doorbell rang. Lea was back from her mother's and had taken Ted out for the day, since he hadn't been able to go to the park with Ilya. He knew that Hayden wouldn't be around until later, so he could tell the man about Ilya. He had thought a few times about telling his parents. But his mother was once more looking at brand deals and sponsors. She put so much emphasis on his image that sometimes he wished he knew how to redirect her to something else.
Shane opened the door, smiled at his parents as he let them inside.
"How are you?" David asked his son, hugging him briefly before letting him go so his mother could do the same.
"I'm a lot better, was at practice earlier today. Did well in that, should be playing tomorrow's game, and then we're on the road," he said, holding his mom tightly. "Did you both have a good time?" he asked as he let her go.
"We did, but we could have come back and helped you," Yuna said softly. "I brought over some Kenchinjiru for you to eat, to help you get your strength back," she said as she headed to the kitchen, where she stored the root vegetable soup that he could warm up later.
"Thanks, I missed it, you're going to have to show me how you make it soon," Shane said, smiling softly as he followed her.
"I saw that Lea had to leave, so you were alone trying to take care of yourself and Teddy," Yuna said, as she turned to look at her son. He was still a little pale, but he did look better than he had a few days ago when she had video-called him.
"Lily came," Shane said, "They came here to look after Teddy and me. They were amazing, Mom," he smiled softly, thinking of Ilya and how he had doted on Ted. He had taken such good care of them both. Shane was hoping that during the short break Montreal got between games, he would be able to make a pit stop in Boston and spend a night with Ilya before having to return home.
"She was here, and you didn't tell me, didn't at least let me see her and make sure she was," Yuna began, only to stop when she saw David looking at her.
"This is why I didn't. Lily and I are enjoying the peace and quiet of our relationship, and we have been for a while. I don't need people... butting in, and Mom, I know you would. You would want to vet them, make sure that they were fine, and I understand where you're coming from after what happened with Jessica," he told her, "But I'm not a kid, I grew up. I'm a father and a partner. I'm not the scared teenager I was when that went down. I'm just... me. And Lily, they bring out the best in me, I think. I want to be better, which is why I still go to therapy at times. Not as much as I used to back then, but to make sure that I will always be the best version of myself."
David smiled at him, "I'm proud of you, and if you say they are good, I'll believe you."
"They are, Dad," Shane smiled softly, "They really are, Teddy loves them a lot too," he added, "And I could... I can see a long future ahead for the two of us. For now, we're just keeping things on the down low, what with what I do," he began, thinking of what the hockey world would be like if they came out. A lot of those around the NHL were homophobic at worst, and those that weren't didn't have the voice needed to really speak up and change things. At least not yet.
"I trust you, Shane," David said, giving Yuna a look. They had talked about Lily several times. Yuna had been trying to get their son to tell them more about her, but he'd been tight-lipped. Yuna hadn't been happy, so David had to step in to stop her from trying to snoop into their son's life a couple of times.
"Thanks, Dad," he smiled, and then looked at his mom, "I know you want to check things, Mom, I do. I understand it, I want to do the same thing with Teddy all the time. He's so little and he's just... vulnerable, so I do get it," he told her, "But I'm not little. I'm going to be twenty-one in a few months. Teddy's going to be three a month after that," he said softly, "I'm not a little boy."
Yuna sighed, leaning against the kitchen counter. "I know," she said, "I just... I worry, and I always will. After what happened with her... I just... didn't want to let go. You were so hurt and scared. You would just shut the world out at times, and it scared me. To come home from work, seeing you just sitting there, or lying on the couch and not seeing the world around you."
"I haven't done that in a long time. I've had a few panic attacks, but I have learned how to cope with them and my anxiety. It isn't easy, but having to fight you and constantly defend myself for my own choices with you is exhausting, Mom. I just..."
"Want me to be a mom and not a manager," Yuna guessed, "I... your dad tells me that all the time, that I take things too far."
"Sometimes it's needed, Mom," he smiled at her, "For now, I need my Mom, not my manager," he told her, "Teddy is out with Lea. I'm going to have Hayden over later, but for now, lunch with my parents, son, and nanny," he said.
"Okay," Yuna smiled back at him.
Shane hoped she listened this time; she would for the most part, but then something would set her off, and she would be trying to manage everything down to the last detail.
XxXxX
Hayden arrived late in the evening. Ted had been put to bed already when he walked into the house.
"Hayd," Shane greeted as he opened the door and let his best friend inside. He was missing Michael in that moment. The man had headed for med school, working his ass off to get in. Michael messaged, sent things for Shane and Ted most of the time when he could. But med school was kicking his ass.
"Shane," he smiled, "So, you said you wanted to talk to me about something," he said as he took off his shoes and followed Shane into the house.
"Yeah, I thought... well, Lily," he said, frowning as they reached the living room, "Drink? I got some of that beer you like in."
"Just the one, I'm driving," Hayden nodded, seeing how nervous his friend was as he hurried from the room and then back with a beer for Hayden and a ginger ale for himself. "Thanks," he said, opening it and taking a long swig, waiting for Shane to settle himself down and start talking.
"Okay," Shane said as the silence stretched between them. "So, Lily, you know about them, that I've been seeing them since Teddy was a year old. But we met long before that, like before I even knew Jessica was pregnant. We met in a stupid carpark at the International Prospect Cup. I was fucking seventeen and so were they."
"Love at first sight?" Hayden had to ask.
Shane snorted, "I'm not sure about love at first sight, but it was... something. We met again some months later, at the Draft. I'm eighteen, Jessica was about to give birth to Teddy, and we met in the damn gym, stupid fucker has this smile and smirk on his face, and I fell for it."
Hayden frowned slightly, "His?"
Shane winced, "Yeah, Lily isn't a Lily, it's just a name that Teddy called him, because he couldn't really pronounce Ilya."
Hayden sat back, eyes going wide. "Ilya Rozanov?" he asked, getting a nod. "Okay, ohhh, okay," he nodded. "Explains a few things, why you disappear when we're in Boston and in such a hurry when they play here."
"We meet up. He came when I was sick, looked after Teddy, and me. Helped clean me up when I was too damn shaky to even get up properly to do it myself. I've... the only people that care about me like that are my parents. And Ilya-"
"Fucking hell, he missed games to be here, that's... damn that's," Hayden said, shaking his head, a smile forming on his face.
"Yeah," Shane smiled, "Fuck, Hayd, he came all the way here. To watch over Teddy and me. I don't know what I did right to get him to love me as he does, but I'm grateful for it. He's amazing, Hayd, he really is. He got presents for Teddy the time we met up at the commercial that we did together just before Rookie season. That's... that's when we really started to date, that was the real beginning of it all. We just... You and Cliff Marlow are the only ones who know that Lily is Ilya. And Cliff knows that I'm Jane in Ilya's phone."
"Okay, explain everything, right from the start. I want to know it all, and Shane, I won't tell a soul. Not even Jackie," he promised.
Shane smiled at him and told him everything, every single thing he could think of. From the secret meetings to how Ilya was trying to get Canadian Citizenship. Ilya had even told him to tell of the situation he faced back in Russia, with his father and brother, and the laws that were there.
When he finished, Hayden smiled and said, "Congrats on finding your soulmate. I know Jackie is that for me," he smiled softly.
"Another six months and you'll be married," Shane reminded him.
"I know. I would love for you to bring Ilya and Teddy to the wedding, but I know you won't," he said.
"Not yet, not ready for the world to know about Teddy, or even Ilya. It's not safe for him. Won't be until he's Canadian, and even then, with the league the way it is, might not be safe," Shane said softly.
"Understandable," Hayden nodded, "But he'll be there in spirit, they both will, now let's plan out this lad's night," he said, "JJ's been going on about it over the last few days."
Shane laughed, and the two began to plan.
XxXxX
The days went by quickly as Shane got back on the ice. Hayden and Cliff were quick to reach out to each other, helping to hide what was going on between Ilya and Shane. To help them get those special few hours or a day or two together. In the summer of 2012, Ilya remained behind at home with Teddy, while Shane attended the wedding of Hayden and Jackie, standing up as best man to his best friend. With Ilya's help, he'd been able to make a good speech that had people laughing and smiling. Shane couldn't help but hope that one day, he'd be able to have Hayden standing by his side as he married Ilya. Because that was what the two of them wanted, a future together, married, with little Teddy, their son, right there as well.
Their third seasons in the NHL started quickly. Each time Boston and Montreal played against each other, Shane and Ilya would take the chance to meet up. Teddy stayed with Ilya a few times during the season. Ilya kept Hayden, and Shane informed, as Cliff began to fall in love with a beautiful surgeon he'd met at a bar. The only thing that came as a surprise was Hayden's shock when Jackie told him she was pregnant with twins.
Shane's birthday came and went quickly, as news of Jackie going into labor distracted everyone. Shane went to the hospital with Hayden, keeping Cliff, Ilya, and the rest of the Voyageurs informed of what was going on. In the early hours, the day after Shane's birthday, he was brought into a room where he met his two goddaughters for the first time.
"This is Jade," Hayden said as he carefully put the tiny squirming bundle into Shane's arms, "The oldest of the two, and damn has she got a set of lungs on her already."
"Hi, Jade," Shane murmured, "Enjoy them when they're this age, they grow so damn quickly," he said as he looked up at them both. Jackie knew about Ted and Lily, but not about Lily being Ilya. He wasn't ready for anyone else to know just yet.
"This is Ruby," Jackie said softly, as she looked down at the baby that was still in her arms. "Girls, this is your godfather," she murmured.
Shane smiled, looking at the two babies, and nodded. "I'll do my best by them."
"We know you will," Hayden said.
"I would like Lily to be Godmother," Jackie added quietly. "Hayden said that she's amazing with Teddy."
"Yeah, they are," Shane nodded, "So amazing."
"I second Lily being godparent," Hayden added, "But we'll wait to tell them until we're both able to talk with Lily."
Jackie nodded, "That's fine, but the spot will be open until I talk to Lily. Which does remind me that I would like to add her to the WAG chat. We'd like to have her there, if she can, and wants to."
"I-" Shane said, blinking, not sure if it would be a good idea.
"Ask them," Hayden said, "They are a WAG after all," he smirked a little.
"I can ask, but I don't think they'll go for it," Shane said. He'd asked Ilya at least, knowing that if he didn't, then Hayden would, through Cliff.
"Okay," Jackie said, "Now all of you shut up, and Hayden, take Ruby, I want some sleep. That was exhausting," she muttered.
"You were amazing," Hayden said as he took Ruby, kissing his wife on the lips and then cheek, "I'm in awe," he murmured as he moved to the far side of the room.
Shane followed, "Thank you," he said quietly as he looked down at Jade, "They are beautiful."
"You think you and Lily will want more?" he asked.
"I don't know. I'll have to talk with them, maybe not now, but maybe in the future. Lily loves and adores Teddy so much. But a split household like we're doing is hard. Lea is amazing help, without her, we wouldn't be able to do it," he said, sitting down and leaning back in the chair. "I'd like to do it with them from the start. I really would. Maybe... surrogacy," he whispered, "Or adoption."
"Both are good options," Hayden said, "Really good options. Ready to spend summer with them?"
"I am," Shane smiled. "So close to citizenship now as well, a little longer, a few more months, and we should be able to... we should be able to do it. But... they've got to face Sochi first," he murmured. "Still Russian until about three months after, so he has no choice but to play for them, at least this time, since we're also keeping it quiet. We talked about it with immigration, and they're allowing it to not interfere with anything. It will be the last time they will play for Russia, and I know it's going to be the last time, and it's going to be hard for them as well."
"Right, you've been chosen, haven't you?" Hayden asked.
"Yeah, as Captain," he snorted, "Not sure I'm up for it, but I'm going to give it my best."
Shane stayed a little longer before they put the twins down in the bassinets, and he left Hayden to sleep a little before the babies wanted a feed, diaper change, or just more cuddles.
XxXxX
Shane smiled as Ilya kissed him. The playoffs were over, Boston had been kicked out in the second round, and after spending almost a week in Russia with his family, he was in Montreal for the rest of the summer, until preseason started up.
"So I got a message from Cliff, Victor's wife is asking for your number to add you to WAG chat. I said I would ask. Cliff said you have to. Be our inside man," Ilya grinned as he wrapped his arms around Shane's waist and held him.
"Funny. Jackie asked me the same thing about you when Ruby and Jade were born. Asking for Lily's number so they could add you to the WAG chat," Shaen snorted.
"Oh, this will be much fun," Ilya grinned, "We do it? 
"Ugh, fine, we will," he said, "But I doubt I'm going to talk much," he added.
"I'll send your number to Victor, to give to his wife, Kelly is very kind, she is pregnant at the moment," he added quietly. "She is a little worried."
"Understandable," Shane said, "And I'll message Jackie with yours, Hayden, and Cliff are going to have a damn field day with it."
"Yes, Cliff already is with the thought of you being in the Boston WAG chat," he laughed lightly as he let Shane go so he could send the message.
Shane reached for his own phone and did the same. "There, let the chaos begin, because we all know that's what you're going to do as soon as you get added."
"Maybe a little chaos, and it will be nice to talk with them, learn more about what you evil Montreal Voyageurs get up to," Ilya joked.
"Yeah, I'll be doing the same and getting the insider news," he grinned back.
"Daddy, Papa!" came a yell from the living room. The now four-year-old ran into the kitchen.
"Careful," Ilya said as he picked him up, "We told you, no running in the kitchen, there are dangerous things around," he added.
"But Papa," he pouted, "I want to play, and you are boring. So boring."
"He gets that from you," Shane smirked at his boyfriend.
"Well," Ilya said, "I might be boring, but you should still behave," he said, tapping Ted's nose.
Ted flopped his head on his Papa's shoulder and huffed, "Can we go out and play now. I've been good and waited."
Ilya smiled, "You have," he agreed, "So we go play."
"Yes!" Ted cheered, "Teach me to skate, please, Daddy, papa, want to be on ice like you both."
"We will," Shane said, already having booked out a rink nearby that they could teach their son to skate on.
On their phones, messages began to ping. The Boston WAG chat lit up, as did the Montreal WAG chat.
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  Chapter Thirteen
Shane picked up his phone. Ilya and Ted were off somewhere, either inside or out in the garden again. They were at the cottage for the summer. Taking time away from the city. Lea was spending some time with her family, her usual time away from the Hollander-Rozanov family. He saw that he had been added to the WAG chat. With a little snort, Shane opened it up.




  






Boston WAG



Kelly added Jane to the chat


	Kelly

	We finally have Jane in the chat. She is Ilya's long-time girlfriend, they have been together at least three years that most of us know. So welcome, Jane to the Boston WAGs.




	Ellie

	We finally have a Jane!

	Welcome! We're a little mad and crazy in here, but since you're with Rozy, you should be used to that.





	Jane

	Er, hi. And a bit, Ilya is... something alright.





	Isabella

	Welcome to the madness, you'll be fine. I'm Kohn's wife.





	Freya

	it can get pretty confusing, don't worry, you'll be good here, we don't bite. Unless you count the kids, and there's only two in this group. and both aren't even out of diapers yet.





	Stephanie

	Hi Jane, Cliff talks about you a lot, and so does Ilya. Nice to finally talk to you myself. Ilya said you have a kid yourself?





	Jane

	I do. He's four, and into everything, wants to learn how to skate at the moment. Going to take him later. Let him get his first taste on the ice. I'm expecting falls, bruises and tears.





	Kelly

	Oh, I'm not looking forward to when mine's born and older, wanting to follow Vic onto the ice. My freezer is half full of ice packs.





	Ellie

	Mines just gone one and I'm already panicking with her standing up and walking around. I follow after her all the time.

	Just don't know what I should do. I'm so scared she's going to hurt herself.





	Jane

	You will. I'm still scared and Teddy's four now. He's climbing everywhere, jumping off things, and yeah, they're going to hurt themselves. They will. You just have to be there to help them get back up and with a couple of bandaids. The icepacks in my freezer aren't just for Ilya and me, but for Teddy too.





	Lyla

	I have a son, he's three months old and I'm dreading the day he's going to start crawling. Jay is looking forward to it all.





	Kelly

	So we have three and number four on the way for the Boston Boys.





	Isabell

	You need icepacks too Jane?





	Jane

	Yeah, I do at times. I'm a little accident prone.





	Stephanie

	Well, not pleasant, but Cliff walked into the door earlier. He was distracted by his phone and he was laughing at something. He's got a bruise coming up on his forehead.





	Jane

	Ilya's most likely messaging him. Something stupid, no doubt, or something that he and Teddy are up to. They are suspiciously quiet.





	Stepahnie

	They're up to something. My brother swears as soon as his kids go quiet, all hell is about to break loose.





	Becs

	Yeah, my sister says the same thing.





	Jane

	officially worried, so going to find the two of them.





Shane put his phone down and got up. He knew that the two were outside, but he'd gone back inside to grab a book and been distracted by the WAG chat. Shaking his head, he headed outside. He didn't see them straight away. It was only when a laughing scream reached his ears that he knew where they were. One of Ilya's favorite places was down on the lake, swimming in the water or just floating there. It was also one of Ted's. The four-year-old had taken to swimming quickly, loved to go in the water, and enjoyed it more when Ilya was there to swim with.
Shane stood there watching. Ilya's phone was to one side on two towels that they had taken with them. "What in the world did you send Cliff to make him walk into a door?" he called out as Ilya picked Ted up and threw him into the water again. Ted's floaties were there, though he really only needed them when he was in water deeper than he was tall.
"That was not me, that was our son. He sent it, he is too smart," he said. "I did not teach him reading yet."
"I did," Shane said as he looked at Ted as he surfaced and doggy paddled toward Ilya.
"Again, papa!" he yelled out, giggling and laughing brightly as Ilya did as asked. Picking the four-year-old up and tossing him up into the air, and letting him land with a large splash.
"I see," Ilya said, "Well, he filmed me slipping. My flipflops went up in the air, he was laughing so much."
"That explains it," Shane laughed, "Going to have to watch," he said as he went and picked up Ilya's phone, putting in the code, he brought up the video and watched, laughing as he listened to Ilya telling Ted to be careful, that the ground was slippery. Then wham. He slipped backwards on the rocks, landing on his butt and back, his feet in the air. Ted was cackling loudly in the background as the video ended with Ilya sliding down the rocks into the water. "Okay, yeah, funny," he laughed, as Ilya grabbed Ted and the two made their way to the shore.
"Yes, very, and I have bruises, you will put cream on," Ilya stated, grinning as he was careful when he moved around the rocks, making sure he was steady before moving up them to reach Shane.
Shane leaned over and kissed him, "Yeah, I will, and a little more besides."
"I look forward to it," he stated, "I'm going to shower and change. We should get started on dinner.
"I'll get Teddy squared away, and I'll make a start," Shane replied, kissing Ilya on the lips before sending the video of Ilya's fall to his own phone. He had some new friends to show it to.




  






Boston WAG




	Jane

	Found out what it was

	Video - Ilya slipping on the rocks, flipflops shooting in the air as he slides into the water. Giggling coming from behind the camera.






	Kelly

	 I didn't know he was that clumsy. LOLS





	Becs

	Yeah, LMFAO





	Ellie

	Damn, he got some height on those things!





	Stephanie

	That explains the burst of laughter I heard before the thud and the grunt of pain.





	Freya

	Well, your son's laughter is adorable. He sounds like such a happy child.





	Jane

	He is when he doesn't want anything, when he does. Watch out, he pouts, cries, begs. Looks at Ilya with those big damn eyes of his, and Ilya will, in the end, cave. He's so sweet with him, but he needs to grow a backbone when it comes to the sweets he lets Teddy have. 

	 Anyway, I can't stay on, got a son to clean up and then I'm cooking tonight.





Shane smiled as he put his phone down and took Ted to get showered and dressed before heading to the kitchen to make a start on dinner. Ted was at the counter in his booster seat with his crayons and coloring book.
Ilya finished his shower and headed out. Grabbing his phone from where Shane had put it in the living room. He grinned wickedly as he saw some of the messages that had come through on his phone. "This will be fun," muttered.




  






Montreal WAG



Jackie added Lily to the chat



	Jackie

	Okay, this is going to be a bit of a shock to you all, but I would like to introduce you all to Lily. Shane's gf.





	Cassie

	What, Shane has a girlfriend, how the hell did he keep that quiet!





	Mel

	I second that!





	Arianna

	I'm shooked. Like lying on the floor, dead, like there are lilies on my grave and this is my ghost





	Jackie

	@Lily don't let them scare you off. Shane's been really private about everything and everyone. Only Hayden knows that Lily exists, and now we do. So keep it tight liped girls.

	Not only that, this chat is sacred, the boys don't learn shit about this!

	Shane has a kid, he's four and fucking adorable. I've met him once, once in the years that I've dated and been married to Hayd. Hayden's only know a couple of years as well. Shane's private, so nothing said about him in here, by Lily or anyone gets repeated anywhere else I will make your life miserable should you break the vows of WAG chat!





	Gwen

	The queen has spoken and the loyal subjects of the WAG shall listen.





	Cassie

	Of course





	Sophie

	Yep





	Julie

	He has a son! Damn, how the hell and when the hell did that happen?





	Jackie

	All I know is he was seventeen, and it wasn't a good thing. Hayden knows what happened, and he looked pissed when he said that much to me. So, take that from what you will, but as I said, anything said here is sacred, and we will protect his secrets.





	Lily

	Shane would be happy to know you take it seriously. And hello. English is a second language, but I'm doing better than when I first met Shane.





	Jackie

	So happy you're here! Though I can't wait to meet you face to face. There's something I need to talk to you about.





	Lily

	Shane mentioned you wish to. I will try, will take time. I do not get much time with Shane and Teddy during the year because of work.





	Arianna

	I couldn't imagine being away from J.J for too long. I hate it enough when he's on the road.





	Julie

	We all hate that.





	Lola

	What have the hell did I miss!





	Cathy

	Shane has a girlfriend, Shane has a son, and we're to keep it secret from the boys on pain of death by our Queen.





	Lola

	WTF!
  




	Danella

	ditto





	Jackie

	Lily is Shanes g/f and she has finally joined us.





	Sophie

	Now we know Shane has a son, scroll up to find out how that came about.

	i just wanna know whats shane like as a dad?





	Lily

	He is a good dad. Very good.



























Ilya brought up his camera mode on his phone and headed into the kitchen. He smiled as he saw Shane at the counter, coloring with Ted. A smile on his face as he looked at his son and as he tapped him on the nose. Ilya took the chance and captured it. The two were so cute together, side by side you could easily see how much Ted took after his father.




  






Montreal WAG




	Lily

	Image - Shane at the kitchen counter with Ted. Tapping him on the nose, while in his other hand is a crayon.

	Very good, loves his son deeply. Protective too.





	Sophie

	That is adorable!





	Cassie

	Oh, he really loves his kid, you can see it in his eyes.





	Lily

	So much, he loves teddy so much. He would do anything for him, and so would I. such a wonderful child. Even if he has temper at times.

	Doesn't like no, we are going to teach him how to skate tomorrow. was going to be tonight, but we went swimming. Was fun.





	Cathy

	He looks like Julian does when he's with the kids.





	Lily

	Julian? Oh you mean Laine?





	Cathy

	Yeah, I'm his wife. We have two kids, one who just turned 2 and the other is 3 going on 30, it feels.





	Jackie

	the twins are crying, and I think Hayds about to cry. They cry in sync.





	Lily

	send pictures of babies, not Pike





	Jackie

	I will later, for now time to rescue the husband from trying to feed two babies at once. It did not go well last time.





	Lola

	enjoy them at that age! when Leo was that age he was a dream, okay waking up every few hours aside, it was still better than now. he's one and he's everywhere. I look away for a second and he half way up the stairs.





	Lily

	They have gates that can go across large areas, find them, use them, best thing ever with teddy, he loved to run around. afraid he would get hurt while in my home in boston.

	was good to use. have them at Shane's homes too





	Lola

	Oh, you'll have to send me a link to them if you can. Fuck i'll just search, and then I'll get them ordered. I need to corral this kid before he ends up taking a damn header down the stairs. He's as reckless as his dad when he bashes into people.





	Sophie

	never thought of seeing if there were longer ones. One thing I hate about large houses is that there isn't really a way to use the stair gates we got from my mom.





	Lily

	best buy ever

	 going to help shane with dinner, or entertain Teddy and poke fun at Shane, he has a weak backhand he needs to improve


>
















Ilya tucked his phone away and headed into the kitchen. Shane's back at the cooker, while Ted is coloring again. He walked over, sat on the stool next to his son, running a hand over his head as he looked at what he was coloring. "What are we doing?" he asked, picking up a crayon. "I wish to help."
"Okay, Papa," Ted grinned at him, pushing his coloring book closer to his Papa. "I color this, you that one," he points at the page that is partially in front of Ilya first, and then the one that he had already started. With part of the dog being neatly done, and he knew that had been Shane's doing.
"Okay," he nodded as he looked at the two fish that were on his page and began to color them in with some purple first.
Shane turned to watch them for a moment before carrying on with dinner. Both of them ignored their phones for the rest of the day. Spending it playing with Ted and reading to him, before bed. Before they got the chance to spend a bit of time alone, themselves.
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  Chapter Fourteen
Shane and Ilya's fourth seasons in the NHL started with a win streak for both teams. The season was tense between the two teams each time they met. Cliff and Hayden did what they could to make sure that Ilya and Shane got the time together. Hayden and Cliff had become good friends while they helped their best friends. The only time things became hard was when they headed for Russia, Sochi, for the winter Olympics. Shane and Ilya made a promise not to spend time near each other or to message. 
Neither Hayden nor Cliff had been chosen for the teams. Shane had been upset a little about it. Ilya had to head to Russia; it would be the only time he would be playing for Russia, as by the middle of June, Ilya would be twenty-three and Canadian. Shane had found it hard to watch Ilya as he played with a team that just didn't click together well at all. He could see his boyfriend fighting hard to get them to listen to him, to play together. But no matter what Ilya said, it just didn't happen.
Shane hung his head a little as Russia was taken out of the hockey. He could tell that Ilya was pissed and angry with the men he had been given to try to make a team out of them. Shane knew that Ilya wasn't given enough time to do it.
"Shane," a female voice said from behind him as he sat in a cafe.
"Svetlana," Shane said, "How are you?" he asked as he gestured for her to join him.
"I just wanted to tell you that Ilyusha is having to be around his father. It is not good. He is a very hard man to get along with and always puts Ilyusha down. He is not nice to his youngest son," she said, "I was told to give you a message that he will be okay. Will head back to Boston as soon as he can. But may remain to help sort out his father. His father is unwell, and Ilyusha is going to force things if neither his father nor brother listens to him. He has some clout because of being a big hockey player," she smiled, reaching out and putting a hand on his, "If you have a message for him, I will tell him."
Shane smiled, "Thank you, and tell him to do what is best. If he needs anything, to get in touch, you have my number as well, you could call me, and let me talk to him at any point. Tell him Je t'aime," he said, "He'll understand that. I think many would," he smiled a little more.
Svetlana laughed lightly, "I do, and I shall. You are good for each other. Nice to see you, but I bet you miss Teddy, though."
"I do, happy my parents could take him while I'm out here. Calling him each night is nice, but I know that he can't do that," Shane sighed quietly.
Svetlana smiled, "You wish they knew about you two," she added quietly.
"Yeah," Shane sighed, "I should tell them. I just..."
"Why don't you wish to tell them?" she asked quietly, hands around the mug of hot chocolate she had brought before going over to sit with him.
"You know how Teddy came about?" he asked her, wondering if Ilya had told her, he had said that he could.
"Yes, Ilyusha told me about the woman and what she had done to you," she nodded, her lips thinning.
"Yeah, well, after that, I shut down, and shut down badly. I barely spoke, stared into space more often than not. I went through the motions of school and even hockey. It took a good few months before I started leveling out. That was more thanks to therapy, and it was intense. I was going two or three times a week, for two months, and then it was down to once a week. By the time I moved to Montreal, I was still twice a month. I still go even now, to make sure I can be the best dad and partner to him as I can," he murmured quietly, not wanting anyone to overhear. "Mom took it to micromanage me more than ever. It's what she's done nearly all her life with me. She vets everyone, makes them sign an NDA about Teddy, if he's going to be around me with anyone else. When she first heard of Lily, she wanted to meet her to make her sign. I just want her to trust me. She doesn't, she doesn't trust me to know myself. She doesn't even know I'm..." he shrugged, "She doesn't want to listen when I say that Lily is fine. And until she does..." he trailed off.
"You don't want to risk it that your mother will do or say something that could cause a rift between you both," Svetlana said, getting a nod, "I understand."
"Yeah," he sighed, drinking the last of the tea and putting the cup aside, "Just tell them that I miss them and can't wait until we're home again."
"I will," Sveltana smiled at him, kissing his cheek as she stood up and headed out.
Shane smiled slightly as he started to consider ordering another tea to take out when he felt a hand on his shoulder. Shane jumped and looked up to see the grinning face of Carter Vaughan; just behind him was Scott Hunter. "Oh, hey," he said, as he stood up, "What are you guys doing here?" he asked.
"Just looking around," Carter shrugged, "We saw the really pretty lady just leaving. She kissed you, dude, did you pull while here?"
Shane shook his head several times, "She's a friend, a good one. She's just come to say hello while she was around," he said, "I was-"
"We'll join you for a drink," Scott said, smiling at him, "Be nice to catch up and to make sure you know the USA is going to win this," he smirked.
"Not a chance," Shane grinned back with a laugh. The three ordered drinks and sat down to talk before heading out to watch the Men's Figure Skating. A message from Svetlana appeared on his phone, and with the words, he knew that it was Ilya messaging him. He smiled and sent a quick message back, reminding Ilya that he was loved.
XxXxX
Returning to Montreal with an Olympic Silver Medal was still amazing to Shane, and he hoped he would get the chance to fight for the gold again and win it next time. Games resumed for those returning from the Olympics, and training ramped up as the run for a place in the playoffs came closer. Montreal and Boston both made it to the playoffs in the end. Montreal got kicked out in the second round. But Boston had made it to the finals.
Shane had been invited to the Pike household with the rest of the Voyageurs to watch the match. Playoff beards were being shaved, even if one or two of them were reluctant. They had made it to the second round, but three of them had been injured during the seven games that had been played. Shane was sitting in the middle of the couch. Ilya scored the winning goal. It had been a perfect shot into the back of the net. Shane tried his best to fight the smile that appeared on his face as Boston celebrated.
"Damn!" Mitty yelled out, "We have to do it next year, there is no chance we can't beat Rozanov, the smug bastard," he muttered.
Hayden shared a quick look with Shane as the others were beginning to head to the kitchen to eat the last of the food that had been made for game day. They could still see the TV as the cup was brought out.
Shane watched on screen as Ilya got the cup in his hands and raised it over his head as the rest of his team came up behind him. "Dlya tebya, Mama, Jane!" he yelled at the camera. Hayden smirked as he looked at Shane, who was doing his best not to look at him.
"He dedicated it to his mom and a woman called Jane?!" came a voice from behind as J.J. stood there.
"Sounds like it," Hayden said, moving his face to go neutral as he glanced back at him.
"Damn, can't believe he's got someone. Who'd want him?" he muttered as he walked off.
"Me," Shane whispered, loud enough for Hayden to hear, but no one else.
Hayden snorted, shaking his head, "I'd say go and call him, but it'll be a bit before that happens."
Shane nodded and settled down to wait a while before he got the chance to go home and call Ilya. The rest of the Voyageurs left a little while after it cut to the press conference with Ilya and Cliff.
"I need to see Jade and Ruby," Jackie said as she walked past them, kissing Hayden before she headed to the nursery upstairs. Shane had been able to message Ilya a few times before he said that he would be out to join the celebrations.
Shane sat back down, "He's going to be busy for the next week, as things die down from his win. He's going to be heading to Russia for a few days, finishing off the last of his business there and making sure his dad is taken care of. He won't be able to go back. It's just not going to happen."
Hayden nodded, "Yeah, so he's going to be Canadian soon then?"
"Yeah, when he comes back, he's going to have his oath ceremony. It's being done with just him, which is really unusual, but they understand that privacy is needed at the moment. His manager is already starting up the paperwork to change his visa and to keep working in Boston," he answered, "It's... going to be just after he comes back from Russia but before we head to Vegas, for the awards. You know he's going to get MVP this year. So we'll be heading there for that."
"With that win, yeah, he's a shoo-in for it," Hayden snorted, "You're up for the Byng, and he's got the Art Ross, Conn Smythe, and Hart, no doubt in the bag with this year. He beat you on points this year, by like three, before playoffs."
"Yeah, I know, he's a smug bastard about it," Shane grinned, knowing he'll end up with all three awards by the end of the night. "Anyway, we've got a rush on the paperwork, since we'll only have three days before we have to leave for Vegas when he returns home," Shane said, looking happy. "A few days together is better than nothing," he added softly.
"Good, now go home, so you can have a proper conversation with your man. I heard from Cliff that they're going to go out and celebrate the win, but he's been struggling to tell Ilya not to book a flight here for the night."
"I think him to be with his team, the idiot," Shane said affectionately, grabbing his phone as he got up. "I'll see you later, during summer training," he told him as he sent a couple of messages before tucking his phone away as Jackie came back down the stairs. He hugged and kissed her cheek before heading out.
XxXxX
Ilya smiled at Shane as they stood on the roof of the hotel in Las Vegas, where the awards were being held. He'd bagged three, and Shane had received the Byng. The man had just appeared on the roof. A habit that they had taken to doing since that first time Shane had found him there, when the dark thoughts had invaded his mind.
"Shane," Ilya smiled as he held out his hand for his boyfriend to take.
Shane smiled, glancing around, before taking his hand and holding it as he pulled him to the railing. "Hey, you okay?" he asked.
He nodded and smiled, "I am now you're here. Remember the time you found me here?"
"I do," Shane said, moving as close as he could, leaning against him, remembering finding him there, and how he admitted that he had dark thoughts sometimes. "I remember," he said, his words soft as he felt an arm go around him.
"It's been hard since then, really hard," Ilya stated softly, "Some days I do not wish to leave bed, others I want to be everywhere. I am sometimes scared of becoming like my mother. She was sad... all the time. When I grew up, my father was not nice to her at all. He did not like weakness, and she was weak in his eyes. But she wasn't. She was just-"
"Sad, so sad that she didn't know how to be happy anymore?" Shane asked softly.
Ilya nodded, "Yes," he paused a moment as he looked down at Shane, "My brother was mean to her as we grew, always mean to everyone. Father was proud of him. I loved my mother so much, I miss her greatly. I was twelve, and I found her. Father always said it was an accident, that it wasn't... suicide, but I know better, so did everyone. But it was weak, to him, to brother, and they hated her for it. I still love her much, even now," he said as he raised a hand to the orthodox cross that was hanging around his neck, one that belonged to his mother. "She loved me, and them, but they did not love her."
"I wish it were different," Shane murmured.
"I do too. She would have loved you and Teddy like I love you both," he said, "You helped, you pushed for therapy and showed me that it was a good thing, that I could admit to being sad, to being hurt in here," he said, tapping his chest, "and here," he added, tapping at his head. "So I wish to ask something," he murmured.
"You can ask me anything, you know that," Shane smiled at him as Ilya let him go fully and took a step back.
"Shane, you are my light, my love, my everything. I know we can't be out to everyone, that it would be hard. But I want to marry you, will you marry me?" he asked, pulling out a small box and opening it up.
Inside were two rings. The other two were a braided band of three different metals coming together.
"Will you marry me, Shane?" Ilya asked again.
Shane smiled at him, "Yes, it'll always be a yes. I-" he stopped as Ilya put the smaller of the two rings on his finger on his right hand. "I love you," he murmured as Ilya leaned in for a kiss. Shane took the other ring from the box and gently placed it on Ilya's right wedding finger.
"I know we can not wear all the time, but," he began as he pulled a chain from his pocket, "I brought this so we can keep them close to our hearts, no matter what," he finished as he put the chain around Shane's neck and fastened it.
"Ilya," Shane said, "I was going to... propose in a few days when we headed to the cottage," he smiled, "What... what do you say about getting married, you and me, as soon as we can, because I don't want to waste a moment without you."
"Married, soon?" Ilya said, eyes lighting up.
"Yeah, we get married, I love you so fucking much, Ilya and I want to spend a lifetime with you," he said as Ilya leaned in for another kiss.
"Would love nothing more," he murmured against Shane's lips.
"Good, I'll tell Hayden and tell him to get Cliff to Ottawa. You and me, with Hayden, Cliff, Teddy, and Lea. See if we can get Svetlana to fly in as well," Shane said, going through the things that they would need.
"We will get married, after this," Ilya said, "But we should show up to the party for a bit. I know parents are here."
"Yeah, they are," Shane murmured, biting his lip. "I still haven't told them anything."
"You wish mother trust you," Ilya said, nodding a few times, "I understand."
"Yeah, I do," he sighed, "She does and she doesn't. It's been that way for a good few years now."
"We can always have renewal of vows another time, with everyone else, when people know," he replied, "For now, just us, our little family."
"We can do that," Shane agreed, "We should head down for a bit and then make some calls."
Ilya nodded, kissing him one last time before the two headed down, taking off their rings and putting them on the chains around their neck, tucking them into their shirts so no one else would see them.
A few hours later, they were both in the penthouse suite that Ilya had booked for them. Shane was on the phone, grinning as he spoke, "Hayden, he asked me to marry him, I said yes," he rushed out.
"That's great, Shane, congrats to you both."
"Hayd, we... want to get married soon, asap. Like yesterday, married," Shane began.
"What do you need me to do?" Hayden asked, knowing there was no point in getting him to wait, when Shane had an idea in his head, he tended to go through with it, no matter what."
"Get Cliff and Svetlana to Ottawa. Witnesses, and I'll call in the morning to get the paperwork started, and to make sure that it will remain confidential. It should take a couple of days. So, say, Friday next week, we'll do it then?" Shane said.
"I'll make sure we're all there. Have Ilya talk to Svetlana to make sure she's on board. I'll try to get something set up here, a place for them to stay while it happens. I know now, Jackie, but the WAGs will find out. You've been talking to them for almost a year now," Hayden reminded him.
"They'll know that Lily and Shane got married," Shane said, as he glanced at Ilya, "And they'll know that Jane and Ilya got married, but nothing more than that."
"Okay, I'll get started on a few things. I'll message Cliff and send me Svetlana's number," Hayden said as he, "And Shane, congrats, but try and not wake me up," he joked lightly, "Ruby and Jade are being difficult about bedtime at the moment. Oh, and playdate with Teddy when you get back?"
"Yeah," he said, glancing over at Ilya, who was talking to Svetlana on the phone. "We'll call again tomorrow with more details or tell you when we get to Ottawa."
"Alright, have fun, don't do anything I wouldn't do," he said, "And I'll get started in the morning."
The two hung up, and Shane headed to Ilya to speak with Svetlana a little before handing her number to Hayden.
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  Chapter Fifteen
Shane and Ilya had been quick to get home, learning that Yuna and David were on the way for a quick visit, instead of flying to Ottawa.
"I'll hide in the bedroom for now," Ilya said as he kissed Shane, "I know you're not ready to tell them about me."
"I wish I were. I wish I could trust that my mom wouldn't... say something about my choices. I might... tell them that I'm gay, and see how things go with that at first. But... about us, I don't want them to continue to fight me, or rather Mom," he sighed, shaking his head. He was feeling tired of having to defend each choice he made in his life. Ted was in kindergarten now. Would be starting school fully next year, since he was going to be five in just under two weeks. It was hard since his mom had started looking at schools for Ted. Shane had already chosen a school and had been there for almost two years before.
"It is fine," he repeated, "We get married in three days," he reminded him.
"Yeah, we do," Shane smiled brightly as he leaned up and kissed him back, "Lea and Teddy are at the park, I hate that Teddy has to hide he has a Papa as well as a Daddy."
"I know, but we shall see how things go with you being gay to them, then maybe in a few weeks, or months, we tell them about us?" Ilya suggested quietly.
"Yeah, yeah, that... sounds like a plan, I'm going to-"
"No lists, no statements, no nothing, from the heart," Ilya stopped him from trying to plan, tapping him on the chest.
"Okay," Shane snorted, "I'll try not to," he said, as they heard a car pulling into the driveway.
"That is them," Ilya said, kissing him, "Be brave, I love you." he nodded as he took their suitcases and headed to the master bedroom to hide.
Shane turned to the door and sighed heavily. He could already hear his mother as she walked up the path to the door. He went over and answered it before they could even knock. "I thought you were both going to head home instead of coming here?" he said as he let them inside.
"We thought we would come and see you. We've not been able to all summer, and I know it's not been long since the season fully ended and you've had the awards," Yuna smiled as she hugged her son, "But I miss seeing you all the time."
"Okay," he smiled, as he closed the door after his dad hugged him.
"We got on the flight to Ottawa," Yuna said, "But when we got home, we wanted to come and see you. So we've came here," she smiled, "Where's Teddy?" she asked, glancing around, hoping to see her grandson.
"He's got a day at the park with Lea," he said, "It was to give me time to settle down for the afternoon, get myself washed up, laundry done," he added, seeing the unhappy look on his mom's face.
"Well, call her and ask her to bring him home, I-" Yuna began.
"Mom, I'm not going to disrupt his day out with Lea. If you want to come by, that's fine, but a little warning would be nice," he said, cutting her off, "I love you both, but this has got to stop. I know why you're doing it."
"We just wanted to come and see you," his mother protested.
"Mom," Shane snapped slightly, "You're trying to meet Lily," he said, shaking his head, "You've been doing this since the moment you found out they come here for most of the off-season," he said as he walked into the living room, his parents following him.
"Shane," David began, "We just worry. We don't know this girl."
Shane stopped dead, "Dad, Mom, it's not a girl. Lily is just a name that Teddy came up with at the time because he couldn't pronounce his actual name. It stuck, and we keep using it, because he likes it."
"I-" Yuna frowned, "Lily is a man?" she asked.
"Yes, and my... boyfriend. I'm not going to introduce you to him, not yet. I just-" he paused, closing his eyes. This wasn't how he wanted to come out to them at all. "Sit down," he said, "Please."
David sat down, looking at his son and smiling, "It's okay, Shane," he told him.
Shane smiled at his dad and then looked at his mom. Yuna had an almost blank look on her face.
"Mom," he began, looking at her.
"Why... didn't you tell us?" she asked, staring at him.
Shane sighed as he went and flopped down in a chair, "Mom, anytime I brought someone up, you went into overprotective mom mode. Every time. You'd chase them down with an NDA for Teddy, or watch them like a damn hawk waiting to tear them to shreds. Mom, you practically stalked Hayden the first time I said anything about stopping by his place. I don't even know if he was the only one you did it to, or if the rest of the team has had that happen to them. I'm scared to find out."
"Yuna, you have gone a little overboard," David said softly. He had done his best to stop her from doing it to everyone that Shane met. Not always succeeding, but he tried.
"How could I not!" Yuna said as she looked from her husband to her son, "You were raped, and you had a kid, and you were just a damn baby yourself," she told him, "You were hurt, and I wasn't there to protect you."
"Mom," Shane said, walking toward her, "It's not your fault what happened to me," he added, shaking his head as he wrapped his arms around her. "It wasn't your fault," he repeated, holding her.
"I failed you, Shane, I failed you, and you were hurt," she said, her voice choking on emotion as she held him tightly.
"You didn't fail. No one is at fault at all. Not you, not me, not dad, no one but her. No one but Jessica is at fault for this. What she did is on her shoulders and hers alone," he murmured, "It was her, not you."
David watched them both for a few moments before Shane let his mother go. Yuna wiped her eyes as she went over to her husband and hugged him tightly. Needing that extra comfort of being in her husband's arms.
Shane sighed as he sat down on the couch and waited for the two of them to do the same. "I know... I know you want to know more about Lily. You know that I'm dating them, and that I have been since before my rookie season began. What you don't know about the relationship is that the person I'm seeing is a man. I'm... gay," he said, taking a breath.
"Gay, and you... How long have you known?" Yuna stumbled a little, leaning against David.
"A while, not long before Teddy was born. Therapy helped with a lot of things," he said, snorting and rolling his eyes.
"That long, and you're with Lily?" she frowned.
"Lily is a code name, a name that Teddy used when he couldn't say their real name. It stuck as a nickname, one that was easily used instead of their real name. They're not out at the moment, only to a few people. There are a few people who know that I am," he answered her softly.
"You couldn't trust me," she said, voice shaking slightly as she got up and began to pace, "You didn't trust me to just-"
"I didn't trust you to be my mom and not my manager. Not think about it being all about my image. Part of me... part of me thinks that you want me to keep Teddy hidden, not just because of the pressures of being in the spotlight, but also because you want me to present this clean image. I've always told people when they find out about Teddy that it's to make sure that he remains safe, that we both do. And I think that is some of it, but not all of it," he said, glancing up at her for a few moments as she stopped and stared at him.
"No, no, it was always about protecting you both. I wasn't able to protect you from her, but I can at least do what I can to protect you from those that would... that would use what they thought they figured out to hurt you," she said, rushing toward him, taking hold of his face in her hands, "it was always to protect you both."
"I know, which is why I've not said much about it for so long. I know," Shane told her, "But you need to stop, or keep toning it down until you do. I love you so much, but I'm half afraid to tell you things because I wonder just what might trigger you going full mama bear. I can understand why, I'd do the same with Teddy, and I know Lily would as well."
"Yuna," David said as he wrapped an arm around her, "He's right, he's not a little kid, he's an adult."
"Mom, you and Dad, when it happened, made me go to therapy; it was the best thing you could have done for me, but I think... I think you need to as well. You're holding onto a guilt that isn't yours," he told her, closing his eyes, and thinking back to Ilya, and Ilya that had to hide from his parents, when he wanted to tell them that he'd met the most amazing person. One that made him feel safe and loved, and he couldn't. He couldn't because he was scared that his mother would ruin it with her behavior. She'd almost ruined the friendship between him and Hayden. David had helped in reeling her in. Getting her to calm down. It hadn't stopped the start of the damage. "Mom, you need therapy. We have to stop doing this. I can't keep... pretending that what you're doing is fine anymore. I've been trying to get you to stop for years, Mom, years. I'm not a scared seventeen-year-old anymore, I'm a fully grown adult, with relationships that I'd love to share, but I'm worried you'd try and find a way to send them away, and I don't want that. I want my Mom back. Because for the last five years, you've barely been that to me."
Yuna was shaking in David's arms as she listened to her son. "Sha... Shane," she sobbed as she turned and hid herself away.
David held her, "Yuna, he's right, you need help. I told you this years ago. I got help, it was the hardest thing I've had to do, and I know it was for Shane as well. You need this too, Yuna," he said, his words a little firmer with her than usual.
"David, I can-"
"You need to. I should have pushed this right from the start, I'm sorry I didn't," he said softly, "This time, you're going to do it, and Shane, sorry."
"Dad," Shane sighed, "I... I just want things to be kinda normal. They haven't been since before Teddy was born, and I hate it."
"I know, and I should have made your mother go to therapy the same time I did," David admitted quietly.
"Make sure she does," Shane said as he sighed, "Look, we'll talk more about things after Mom's been to at least four or five sessions. Really talk," he looked at his dad, not sure he could look at his mother without giving in and not putting down his boundaries.
"Okay," David smiled, letting Yuna go for a moment to hug his son, "Enjoy your summer," he told him before guiding Yuna out of the house.
Shane stood there, watching them leave, feeling like his heart was going to break. He heard the car start and drive away as arms wrapped around him. He turned and leaned against Ilya. "I hate this."
"She needed to be told," Ilya said, his voice soft, "Glad that she listened, your father will make sure she follow boundary?" he asked him.
"I'm hoping so," he sighed, closing his eyes as he felt Ilya press a kiss against his head. He smiled softly. "Glad you're here, now," he said, moving away from him before leaning up and kissing him. "Let's finish the paperwork we need to get a marriage license," he said, going to his carry-on that had his laptop. They had started the paperwork before even leaving Las Vegas.
XxXxX
Friday arrived, Ted, Cliff, Hayden, and Svetlana were dressed up as Ilya and Shane stood saying their vows and exchanging rings. Hayden took as many photos as he could, knowing that they would be printed at home by the two, since neither of them trusted someone else to print them. Cliff had taken to videoing the event. A small wedding for two men who were hiding themselves away from a world that would see them torn apart. 
"Congrats, man," Hayden said as the small ceremony was over and the papers signed. He quickly signed his own part, as Cliff and Svetlana did the same.
Shane looked at the judge who had been brought in. "There's one last thing I want to do," he said as he looked to Ilya, "A couple of years ago, Teddy called you Papa for the first time. You've been in his life since he was a year old, and I can think of no better second parent for him than you. Teddy, you want to ask?" he said as he looked at his almost five year old son.
"Da," Ted replied in Russian, grinning as he looked at Ilya, "Papa, adopt me?" he asked.
"A... adopt?" Ilya said, eyes going wide as he looked from Shane to the little boy he had been thinking of as his son for the last four years.
"Yes," Shane smiled, "I've got the paperwork already set up. The only thing left to do is for you to sign, and the judge to do the same. You're his Papa, and he loves you."
"Da," he nodded as he knelt before Ted, "You really want me to be Papa?" he asked him.
"Yes, forever and ever," Ted nodded firmly, "Daddy said I could ask you. And you say yes," he grinned.
"I am saying yes," he said, pulling Ted into his arms and holding him tightly. "I love you so much, Teddy," he murmured.
"Love you too, Papa," Ted sighed happily as he was picked up, when Ilya stood. "I'm gonna be adopted now."
"Yes, you are," Shane smiled as the paperwork was set out before Ilya.
Ilya went through it, signing and printing his name in every single place it was needed. The judge did his part after talking to both Shane and Ted to make sure this was what they wanted.
"Damn, Ilya," Cliff grinned, "Becoming a dad and a husband within an hour of each other. Don't do things by halves, do you?" he said as he clapped his friend on the back, laughing as Hayden was still going around taking pictures as Ilya held Ted in his arms, and Shane leaning against his side. "Congrats to you both."
"Thanks, Cliff," Shane smiled, "Now, let's get back to our place to have a bit of a celebration?" he suggested.
"When we get there, we can transfer the pics to your laptop to print out," Hayden smiled, "Cliff got a video."
"Ilyusha," Svetlana smiled at her childhood friend. When she had been little, she had often dreamed of marrying Ilya, but as they grew, became teenagers, the two knew they were better as friends, or the occasional fuck buddy before he met Shane. "She would be so happy for you, and so am I."
"Thank you," Ilya smiled, hugging her awkwardly as Shane and Ted were a little in the way.
"Auntie," Ted grinned as he held out his arms toward her.
Svetlana smiled widely, "Teddy," she said, taking him from his Papa. She hugged the little boy. "Having fun?" she asked.
"Yeah, I have daddy and Papa now," he smiled, "Forever, that's what Dad said, that he'll always be my Papa and no one can take that away from me."
"You do," she said, walking away, leaving Shane and Ilya alone for a moment.
Shane smiled at Ilya, "I'm... happy. So happy," he said, as he turned Ilya to face him. They were still in the courtroom and would have to leave it soon, going through the back hallways to get out.
"I, too, am very happy," Ilya smiled back, "Never thought I would have this. Married, with a child, a son. When I met you, I thought maybe friend, not this," he finished quietly, leaning down and kissing him softly.
"Yeah," Shane murmured against soft lips, "Sorry to say, but this is my second best moment of my life. The first is Teddy being put in my arms."
"Agreed, that is the way it should be," he agreed, "Best day was meeting Teddy, then today, or maybe joint second with the day we met."
Shane smiled and laughed lightly, "I can get behind that."
Ilya pulled him close again, kissing him over and over on the lips and face. "ya tebya lyublyu," he murmured.
"Sorry to interrupt the sweet moment," Cliff said as he walked over, "But we should get going," he smiled at the two as they slowly parted.
"Okay," Ilya nodded. "We should go, dinner at ours tonight, to celebrate."
"Yeah," Shane smiled at him, taking Ilya's hand as they started to head out of the courtroom, through the corridors, and out the back. Going home to their house in Montreal, where they would spend a few more hours with their friends, celebrating their marriage.
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      Hey all
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But it's done, and now you can enjoy the WAG chats,
Boston WAG's for this chapter and the next one is Montreal WAG's. Both go from the day Shane and Ilya joined them until a few days after their marriage.

DO NOT expect correct grammar, spelling, or even words. Nobody who's messaging has time for that. Except maybe Shane.


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      











  
Boston WAGS



27th June


	Jane

	Ilya had a good birthday, and he and Teddy have spent most of the day at a rink skating together.

	Uploaded video - Ilya with Teddy wobbling on the ice as he is given gentle instruction on how to skate. Teddy falls, and Ilya helps him up, with a soft smile and a warm hug. They start to practice again.




	Stephanie

	Oh that is so damn precious!



	Kelly

	He's really good with Teddy. Didn't know he was such a good teacher.




	Lyla

	When my son is old enough. Think Rozy would teach him how to skate?

	If Jay did it, I can see our kid doing nothing but falling

	Honesty, that man walked on the ice and decided it was his best friend and stayed down




	Elllie

	That husband of yours isn't that bad, Lyla




	Kelly

	he is at times!




	Lyla

	Really is. I thought he was hurt the last time he fell. He was down for so long the fucking medics came onto the damn ice.




	Stephanie

	Oh, that's when he popped up, grinning like a fucking idiot!




	Lyla

	Yeah, that




	Jane

	I think I remember that one, just before the playoffs.





	Freya

	It was, Lyla hit him on the head


	Lyla

	I told him if he wanted to play dead, I'll make him dead




	Kelly

	No sense, no damn feeling that one




	Ellie

	Try not to get rid of his last brain cell, Lyla




	Freya

	He's going to need it next season




	Lyla

	No support

	Fine, no more deciding that he's going to do a header out of the window on the top floor.






	Jane

	He's not that bad of a player, he has his moments, and he needs to work on his stick handling and balance a little more. I would have expected better on the balance, considering he plays for a top team. I'll tell Ilya to work him hard.





	Lyla

	Thanks, he's slacking in the off-season already.




	Jane

	Ilya's been training still, and working out. Nice to watch.




	Stephanie

	That's one thing I do like seeing, my man all hot, sweaty and grinning as he picks me up for some bedroom fun




	Kelly

	the cave man, yeah, it's nice at times.




	Ellie

	I like it too, but I also like it when he sweeps me off my feet.




	Kelly

	Would love either of them at the moment. I'm due in September, and I'm already starting to feel like a whale. I don't let Vic pick me up at all.




	Ellie

	I didn't either.




	Jane

	Gotta run, Ilya and Teddy are calling for me. I think they want me to join them on the ice for a bit.



13th August


	Kelly

	Vic is still being a bit of a sore loser about the playoffs. They did really well, getting as far as they did.




	Stephanie

	More because Rozy was a damn power house.




	Jane

	He really was, Montreal did well, too.





	Lyla

	BOOOOO, Down the Voyageurs!




	Jane

	I'm a Voyageurs fan...





	Freya

	Knew it, there just had to be something wrong with you




	Jane

	Hey!

	That's not nice





	Becs

	Next, you'll be telling us that you're a Hollander fan.




	Ellie

	Don't make me snort my fucking coffee, its fucking vile when that happens!




	Stephanie

	I've learned not to fucking drink anything when reading this chat!




	Kelly

	We learned that rule a long fucking time ago.




	Jane

	As a matter of fact, I'm a fan of Hollander. He's better than Ilya.




	Freya

	Do you kiss Rozy's lips with that mouth!!! 🤨




	Jane

	And more 😉




	Kelly

	OMFG!




	Lyla

	Fucking hell, I'm rolling on the fucking floor. You asked for that, Freya!




	Freya

	Some things I don't want to know!




	Jane

	You asked. 





	Kelly

	Damn, girl.




	Isabella

	I can see the attraction with Hollander tho




	Ellie

	Traitors, the both of you.




	Becs

	You should be ashamed!




	Isabella

	Come on, we all saw the Kelvin Cline ad. Damn, he's hot.




	Lyna

	I can see it




	Jane

	........ really.....





	Kelly

	Well, you said you liked him, Jane!




	Stephanie

	Wonder what Rozy would think about his girl thinking about another man.




	Jane

	He plays good damn hockey! Ilya is second best in the league! Hollander is damn good





	Kelly

	Sorry, Rozy, looks like your girl gonna shack up with Hollander!




	Stephanie

	LOLS!




	Isabella

	If I weren't married, I'd try my luck at the very least.




	Lyla

	Don't give in to the dark side, Jane. Stay with us

	Gotta run, baby's screaming his head off!




	Kelly

	I'm not looking forward to that part of being a mother. What was it like for you when Teddy was a baby




	Jane

	It was... hard at times. Teddy... didn't come about the usual way, wasn't consensual. But... as soon as I held him, he was my world. I was with my parents for the first month, month and a half. I moved to Montreal after that. My mom stayed with me for almost two weeks, since it took a while for me and my dad to convince her to return home.

	They live two hours away. They were a big help, but yeah. Teddy had colic when he was a baby. None stop crying for weeks. Took ages to figure out he was gulping his milk too fast. Had to change the way I fed him, but it eased. He loved it when I held him a certain way. His head in my hand and his body, face down, on my arm. He'd koala himself to my arm. It was adorable.





	Lyla

	Thats what the doc said for Kyle, he has colic. He's always screaming, and nothing we've tried has worked so far in soothing him. But I'll try that hold and hope for the best. And if I have any questions, can I ask?




	Jane

	Sure, not sure about what help I can be, but I'll try.





	Kelly

	I'll be asking too, none of the other WAGs apart from you, Ellie and Lyla have kids.




	Isabella

	Not for lack of trying




	Kelly

	Sorry Bella




	Isabella

	Hey, don't, don't worry about it, we're slowly coming to terms with the fact that it may never happen. There are a lot of kids out there that need a home, adopting or fostering sounds good to me as well, and he's happy to do that.

	I think he'd adopt a hockey team of kids if he could, or if I let him.




	Stephane

	Sounds like a good plan as long as he stays home with them all. It will drive you nuts after five minutes. It does me when my cousin comes to visit with his kids. He's got seven of them, and their little devils. Always up to something.




	Jane

	Most of them are. Teddy has this butter wouldn't melt look on him. Ilya is encouraging his pranking and annoyances. He's starting to really take after him.





	Kelly

	I can hear the fondness in your voice.




	Jane

	Yeah, it's because I am. I like the fact that they are taking after each other like that. It's kinda cute.




19th September


	Isabella

	Just to let you know that Kelly and baby Alice are doing well. Alice was born 19th September at 5:23 am weight a respectable 6 lbs and 2 ozs.




	Jane

	Sending congrats to them, and what I ordered from their wishlist should be there tomorrow. Also, I've sent a few things for Kelly, my mom said they would be things she wouldn't have thought about but would need.





	Isabella

	I'll pass that along, and thanks.




	Stephanie

	Sending my best! I'll be there tomorrow for a quick visit, since I'm working.




	Ellie

	I'll see you when she gets home, but pass on my congrats!




	Lyla

	Tell Kelly congrats, and make sure that Vic is going to treat her like a damn queen, pushing out a baby isn't fucking easy.




	Ellie

	It fucking isn't!




	Freya

	Congrats to Kelly!




	Becs

	Send pics when you can.




	Isabella

	17 Images sent - all of Victor, Kelly, and new baby Alice.




	Jane

	She's adorable!





	Lyla

	What Jane said!




	Becs

	Thirded!




	Ellie

	Forth!




	Freya

	Same, she's so damn CUTE




	Stephanie

	Adorable! Can't wait to meet her and see how Kelly is doing.



11th February


	Kelly

	Damn, Russia is out of the Olympics. Rozy isn't going to be happy.




	Jane

	He isn't, his team just didn't gel at all. He said that they were having a lot of trouble right from the start. They just didn't want to listen. They'd never even had the chance to play together until three days before their first game.





	Stephane

	That's fucked up




	Becs

	It really fucking is, what the hell?!




	Jane

	Yeah, Ilya is pissed. His dad is being a shit about it, blaming it all on Ilya. His friend is with him, since I can't be there at the moment.

	But yeah, he's not happy. Cursing up a fucking storm. And totally pissed that he couldn't get the team to work, and no one would listen to him when he said that they needed more practice together.

	So they're blaming him, and his fucking dad is the worst of it.





	Becs

	Damn, hopefully next time they will listen to him.




	Jane

	There won't be a next time, he's not going to be playing for Russia ever again





	Kelly

	WTF? How?




	Jane

	Shit, wasn't supposed to say anything. Right, fucking promise me, all of you, that you won't say a damn word to anyone about this!!!????





	Kelly

	Promise! Not even to the hubby.




	Ellie

	Promise!




	Stephane

	Not a word




	Isabella

	I won't say anything!




	Becs

	Promise




	Freya

	I swear I wont speak a word of it!




	Jane

	Right, so... when we first started dating, I was able to get Ilya to meet with someone. He's gone for Canadian citizenship. He was permitted to play for Russia, even though he is applying for citizenship. This was done to protect him from anything Russia could try against him. He should have it by the time off season comes.

	Do not say anything. We've kept this quiet for years. Russia will find out, but we're hoping it takes a while before it hits the news when it happens.





	Kelly

	Fucking hell, really?!?!




	Stephane

	That's... kinda good news, means less chance of him having to go back.




	Jane

	He hates it over there. He does love his family, but they... don't love him like they should. He is worried for his dad, but... chances are he's not going to live that much longer. Ilya said the doctors have given him around two to three years before he'll pass.

	Ilya has sorted out care for his dad, since neither his step mother or brother are willing to really pay attention to what the fuck is going on.

	He's been stressing over this for years. I've supported and researched as much as I can, but I'm Canadian, not Russian, so I have had to rely on his friend. She's helpful.





	Isabella

	Let's hope things go smoothly for him. Sending good vibes on that




	Kelly

	Jane, any hints or tips for Alice? She's not rolled over yet.




	Jane

	It can take a while, just leave her to it, and don't worry if she's late to anything. The internet can be a great place for an aprox timeline, but it's not the same for each child. Teddy was six months old when he rolled over the first time. First steps, he was ten months old. I was nine months when I started walking. But I know Ilya was eleven months old. A cousin of mine was just over a year old when he walked. And seven months when he rolled over the first time. almost nine months when he crawled. A timeline is only a best guess

	Don't listen to it or worry. Only worry when your pediatrician is worried. Some kids take a while, others cant fucking wait. Hope for the former than the latter, because the longer they take, the less you have to run around after them.




	Ellie

	I second all of that. I was worried about my daughter when she wasn't hitting those so-called milestones, don't worry.




	Lyla

	I third it, don't worry.




	Kelly

	Okay, thanks for the reasurance girls. I'm going to cuddle Alice for a bit before putting her down for a nap. I'm so fucking tired.




	Jane

	Gotta go! Need to meet with my cousin, he’s in the olympics himself. Talk later!




24th June


	Stephane

	Cliff has been acting odd.




	Kelly

	How odd?




	Stephane

	He went away for a couple of days. No idea where, but he came back smiling and everything.
If I didn't know better, I'd think he had been cheating.




	Ellie

	Not the type




	Stephane

	I know he isn't. But I want to know what's got into him. He was away again, not long after winning the cup, too. About a week after everything stopped, he disappeared for a whole damn day.




	Jane

	...




	Kelly

	What?




	Stephane

	Jane? You know what this is about!!???




	Jane

	I do... he was... Right, the first, it was Ilya's swearing of the oath. He's now a citizen of Canada.




	Kelly

	And the second?




	Jane

	We got married... just a small thing with my best friend, our son, and Cliff and Ilya's childhood best friend. Not even my parents know I'm married.

	Really, they don't. But yeah, we got married and I asked him if he wanted to adopt Teddy.




	Stephane

	You Got MARRIED!




	Jane

	Yeah. We did. Don't tell ANYONE!




	Ellie

	Congrats!!!!




	Lyla

	Welcome to the Wives part of the WAGs




	Becs

	Congrats, I need pictures!




	Jane

	Sent 11 images - Mostly of just Ilya in his wedding suit. Cliff beside him in some. There were also a few with Svetlana and even some with Teddy.

	Sent 1 video - Teddy and Ilya dancing, Cliff can just be seen at the edge of the screen.

	There you go, some pics. It was a great day. And Teddy loves his Papa




	Kelly

	OMFG adorable, look at little Teddy in that suit. And Rozy is looking so damn fucking happy.




	Stephane 

	Damn, at least that explains Cliff and his little secret smile. Is it all right if I tell him I know?





	Jane

	I'll message him about it, so you can talk if you want.

	But yeah, we got married, Ilya has adopted Teddy, all is right in the world, I think. It was the second-best day for me, the first being when I held Teddy for the first time.




	Kelly

	Fuck, I'm crying, yeah, I love Vic to death, but the day I had Alice is my best day, and I know it's Vic's as well.
Ilya and Teddy dancing together is so fucking cute!




	Ellie

	Cute! Would love to see some of you and Ilya together, though. Aren't there any?!




	Jane

	There are.

	But I'm a little well-known, and I don't...

	I'm...

	I just don't want to be known yet. Soon... maybe, soon.




	Kelly

	That's okay, if you don't want to show your face, it's fine. I just wish we could have been there to celebrate with you both.




	Jane

	It was a nice, small wedding, just what I wanted. I know if my mom had been in charge, half the damn world would have been invited, and she would have made it a big production. This was something small, simple, and just Ilya and me, with those we are really close with, it was perfect.




	Lyla

	My MIL did that with mine, invited so many people, most of whom we didn't even know. Good on you for getting what you wanted instead of caving to family pressure.




	Jane

	Mom's going to be upset and angry with me. We... had a bit of an argument before the wedding.

	She's been overprotective of me since before Teddy was born. When what happened, happened. She's blaming herself. She doesn't want anyone to know of Teddy, or what happened to me, nothing like that. She thinks it'll protect me.

	Instead, I've stopped telling her a lot of what's gone on in my life. She knows I'm seeing someone, doesn't know who it is that I'm seeing, or that we're now married, or even that Ilya has adopted Teddy.

	I hate that I had to have it out with her, but... she just wouldn't stop.




	Ellie

	Parents can be really protective of us, especially when something like that happens.




	Kelly

	Yeah, I can't even imagine what your mom is going through, or went through when it happened.




	Jane

	I know, which is why it's been over five years since it happened, and I've never once really stood up to her about what she's been doing.




	Stephane

	The video of Ilya and Teddy dancing, I have a different angle for it, you can really see the look on Ilya's face as he's dancing. Its so fucking adorable!

	Video Sent - Ilya and Teddy dancing, in the background, appearing for less than a second is Shane Hollander.




	Kelly

	...




	Ellie

	...




	Freya

	...




	Lyla

	...




	Becs

	...




	Isabella

	Steph, sweetie, did you see who was in the background?




	Jane

	Fuck




	Kelly

	Shane... Hollander?




	Jane

	Yeah, you can't tell anyone. I know that... I know that he's safe from Russia now, but still. We've only told Hayden, Cliff, and Svetlana. 




	Kelly

	We won't, promise you on that, Shane. But damn!




	Ellie

	Fuck, this is wild!




	Isabella

	Didn't see this coming, but explains why you're a Voyageurs fan.




	Stephane

	Just confronted Cliff and he said SORRY for fucking things up.




	Jane

	I'll call him later and tell him it's fine. But no one else. Just you girls, okay, no one else is to know. We're not ready for the public to know at the moment. Because as soon as they do, I know I'm going to face a few things from the Montreal lot that I really don't want to.




	Ellie

	Are you safe there... if you come out?




	Jane

	Some of them, I will be, but there are others and my coach I know I won't be. Coach is... homophobic, and hates that I've got a son. If he had his way, I would be celibate and never have a family because I should be on the ice all the time. Most of management is the same. JJ, I think, will be fine, Hayden too. Maybe the two Rookies we have and a couple of the others. Mitty, yeah, he'll be okay.




	Ellie

	Fuck




	Stephane

	Not good




	Jane

	No, it aint, which is why I'm keeping quiet for now. Both Ilya and I feel it's not the right time to come out.




	Kelly

	We'll keep it quiet, and slowly work on the husbands and partners to make sure that when it is time, you'll have support at least in Boston.




	Jane

	Thanks, I'm going to tell Ilya that you all know, I don't want him surprised by it, should you mention it to him.




	Isabella

	It will be fine Shane. Don't you worry, we'll make sure of that.




	Becs

	I feel evil radiating from Isabella




	Lyla

	Same, but I think I'll join her if our boys aren't accepting.




	Kelly

	We will, be safe Shane, and enjoy the last of the summer with Rozy.




	Ellie

	One question and feel free to tell me to fuck off, but how the hell did Teddy come about?




	Jane

	My ex G/F, when I was 17, drugged me and raped me to get pregnant. She did, I have full custody; she's not allowed near us. I see her parents at least four times a year to let them see him.




	Lyla

	How the hell could you see the parents?!?! I don't think I could.




	Jane

	They helped get evidence of what she did and handed it over to me. Her dad is a cop, and I think he would have reported what was going on himself, but I didn't want to at the time. Happy to move on from it all. She doesn't really talk with her parents anymore. They are disgusted by what she's done. I got Teddy out of it, and I can't imagine being in a world without him.




	Becs

	Don't think I could have that remind around, but good on you.




	Jane

	I couldn't let him go, it was a choice for me. But I couldn't do it in the end. 




	Kelly

	Thanks for trusting us, and we'll let you go and have time with your family. Get your mind on better things




	Jane

	Yeah, thanks.









  
    Chapter End Notes
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      Chapter 17: Chapter Seventeen
  



    Chapter Notes

      Hey all

Here is the Montreal WAG chat. Going from when Ilya first joined to a few days after his marriage to Shane.

DO NOT expect correct grammar, spelling, or even words. Nobody who's messaging has time for that. Except maybe Shane.


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  Chapter Seventeen




  





BMontreal WAGs

27th June



	Lily

	Sent Video - Shane on the ice with Teddy. Teddy and Shane were skating side by side, Shane going slow as he held out a hand, just in case Teddy faltered, so he could grab him quickly. Teddy turned toward the camera and waved.

	We finally managed to go out on the ice with Teddy. He loved it. He is much like his dad.



	Jackie

	Oh, how sweet. I'm dreading the day Hayden wants to do that with Ruby and Jade. I just know he's going to want Shane there.




	Lily

	He's fine to do it with Shane, I shall film




	Mel

	It's really cute




	Cathy

	Yep, Shane's such a good dad, look at how he's remaining so close to Teddy, he doesn't want him falling over at all. It's so fucking sweet.



	Cassie

	Shane Hollander, teacher of kids. I could really see him taking to doing that, coaching a little league team. Can you just imagine him with a load of little kids around, wanting his attention as he teaches them all how to stake?



	Lily

	He would be so cute. I like it when he is with Teddy, it makes me want him all the more. He is so sexy when he is in full dad mode. That little frown when Teddy is in trouble.



	Arianna

	I bet when Teddy is in trouble, so are you. You seem to be the type



	Lily

	I am, but it is fun.



	Julie

	You cause too much trouble, and you won't be hanging around Teddy for long. 

	That is a joke, by the way. Doubt Shane would keep you away from Teddy.



	Gwen

	Yeah, when you share a pic of Shane and Teddy, he's always looking at the camera with love.



	Lola

	I'm jelly of that, honestly, wish my own fucker would look at me like I was the only woman in the world.



	Danella

	I think we all are.



	LLily

	He is so yummy, he does this thing with his tongue



	Cassie

	No fair! Don't tell us such shit unless Shane is willing to teach the others how to fucking do it!




	Gwen

	Someones thirsty



	Cassie

	Fuck, course I am! We've not done anything in weeks!



	LLily

	But play offs over! Should be all over a beautiful woman like you.



	Cassie

	He thinks he needs to remain celibate for a month after. It's fucking annoying. I'm god damn gagging for it



	LLily

	Right, what you do is wear something very sexy, very, very sexy, get something you know he won't be able to resist. And when he comes near you, dodge him. Tease him and teach him a lesson

	Do things that will send him wild. Bend over, showing him your assets, and tease him even more. Wink at him, give him a sexy smirk. 

	One of you live near?



	Sophie

	I do



	LLily

	Good, when he worked up, Sophie get her, take her out for a bit. Take pictures, always have someone man in the background looking at you, Cassie. Let that idiot know that you are desired and people are ready and willing and waiting for you.

	Will drive him nuts, jealousy will be good.



	Cassie

	Of fuck it would, last time he saw someone watching me like that, it was the best fucking sex ever



	Sophie

	I'm willing to help with this. Let's do it. Pick a day, and I'll make sure we can head out,



	LLily

	Bring your partner Sophie, to make sure you both safe.



	Sophie

	Aww, sweet, I will. But I know a few places that are really good for keeping an eye out on things. But thanks for that advice.



	LLily 

	Two sexy ladies alone, you will have men begging for a slice of your cake



	Cassie

	We'll be safe, promise, this is going to be fucking good. Maybe it'll teach the fucking idiot a lesson on holding out on me.



	LLily

	It will



	Arianna

	I'm glad J.J isn't like that, or I'd be giving him a good case of the blue balls



	Jackie

	I think most of us are! If Hayd held out on me, I'd be doing a good impression of a fucking caveman. I don't have him a lot of the time when he's on the road.



	Gwen

	Agreed, it's hard when they're away. I miss the fucker.



	LLily

	I miss Shane when I am not with him. I hate it, it's horrible. But I am away a lot.



	Jackie

	Oh, yeah, you live in Boston, travelling for work.



	LLily

	Yes, it is... annoying at times. But I like what I do



	Julie

	Sometimes i wonder if your man has any sense, Cassie



	Cassie

	I wonder as well


15th November


	Jackie

	Don't forget to bring your snacks!



	Cassie

	Boston V Montreal, always a fucking treat!



	Julie

	Who's at rink for todays game. I know not all of us.



	Arianna

	I am!



	Mel

	I think only me and Cathy cant this time.



	Jackie

	Lily, will you be there?



	LLily

	Kind of



	Jackie

	Kind of?????



	LLily

	I will be around, but working



	Sophie

	Working? Do you work with the Bears or something?



	LLily

	Somewhat



	Jackie

	You work with the Bears?!?! WTF?!?! How the hell did you and Shane get together?!



	LLily

	We met before Shane was drafted, the first time. We were 17. He was adorable. Beautiful freckles, his little nose wrinkling, and so shy as he introduced himself. I knew who he was, watched him play. Glides over ice with such passion.



	Cassie

	Damn



	Mel

	Was it love at first sight?!



	LLily

	Don't know, but I know that months later, when I saw him again, I kissed him. And I knew that I wanted him in my life. As friend, boyfriend, maybe one day husband too. Teddy was born day after draft. Didn't see Shane or Teddy again until he was year old. Shane pulled me in, that night I knew I wanted him for keeps. So maybe love at first sight. We started dating then, that time we met, no one knew, just us. And Teddy. I was Teddy's Lily.



	Gwen

	Fuck, that's... beautiful, fucking hell.



	Lola

	Yeah, damn, girl I don't even know what to say. You knew Shane before the draft. He was seventeen; he was a damn baby.



	LLily

	As adorable as one back then, 



	Sophie

	I remember some of the promo pics of him from that age. He was an adorable little bean



	LLily

	Yes, adorable, still is, but now also sexy. With his glasses on very sexy.



	Lola

	He wears glasses?  How did we not know this?!



	Gwen

	How?



	LLily

	He doesn't wear them unless reading. But I like seeing them on him all the time.



	Jackie

	Right, heading to the rink now, my moms here with the twins.



	LLily

	More pics of babies, please jackie!



	Jackie

	Sent 12 images - pictures of Jade and Ruby in various outfits.

	There, the latest ones. Oh, and Lily, thank you for the two outfits with them as little bears, they look so damn cute!



	LLily

	Had to



	Jackie

	I know why you did it now, and understand, Boston Bears?!



	LLily

	Yes! Shane argued with me, I converted Teddy to Bears. He cheers for Rozanov now, is funny

	I need to go, enjoy the game. Bears for the win!



	Cathy

	At this rate, I think all the Voyageurs kids will be Bears fans



	LLily

	It plan!


3rd February


	LLily

	I will be busy for a while, and will not be able to answer. Will be in Russia.



	Jackie

	Okay, you take care, and message when you can. Shane's going to be in Russia as well, but I know you won't be able to be together, since he'll be with Team Canada and in their block. I know you're not Canadian, but that's about it.



	LLily

	Will be by summer! Bye, talk soon.


19th February


	LLily

	I hate family sometimes. My father is not a good man; he's very bad, as is my brother. He is idiot, I help them, all the time and they do nothing but complain and want more. Soon, they will not have me anymore. I have been setting things up for Father to make sure he will be taken care of, he is sick. in mind. dementia.

	Can not wait to return home, Russia, is no longer home.



	Gwen

	Didn't know you were Russian.



	LLily

	Yes, am russian, father wanted me here for olympics.



	Sophie

	Russia was eliminated from the hockey, and I was shocked at that, especially with Rozanov on the team. And as team captain.



	LLily

	Rozanov is good, but not good to carry entire team. They were idiots. Never listen at all, didn't want to be a team, all about themselves. Rozanov in losing battle with idiots.



	Jackie

	I think Hayden mentioned that in passing, he saw one of the practices. Rozanov was yelling something in Russian, and no one was listening.



	LLily

	They never listened, not once and it showed on ice. Rozanov was so angry at them, but Russia blame him for it all, he captian should have done better.



	Cassie

	If they weren't listening, how was it Rozanov's fault?!



	LLily

	Rozanov is the captain, they say he's supposed to bring the team together, make them work. Children would have done better. Teddy would skate circles around idiots.



	Arianna

	J.J said the same, they would blame Rozanov for the idiots.



	Lola

	It sucks, I wanted to see Rozanov vs Shane again on the world stage.



	Mel

	Forgot about that, yeah, would have been good to see, I know that they play against each other during the Boston and Montreal games, but letting the world see their competivie rivlary was be amazing.



	Lola

	Leo is two soon, and he's already got the temper going, gotta run and save the vase that my mother got us. Why I left it out I don't know


	Cathy

	Julian's parents have the kids for a few days. They take them camping, so I'm enjoying myself at a spa this weekend.



	Jackie

	Spa weekend sounds amazing



	Gwen

	We should all do it!



	Arianna

	Yes, WAG Spa Weekend!!!



	Cathy

	I'll send you the info about the place I'm going to be spending it at, and join me



	Jackie

	I'll organize

	Lily, are you back in Canada or can you get here for it?




	Lily

	Will not be able to, still in Russia, father wants me at events with politicians, wants to parade me around to them. I hate this.



	Julie

	My own dad did the same when I was growing up. He's a CEO, and of course, it was a good way to maybe get a good match for me. It was sickening. I'm glad I got out and found a good hockey player instead.



	Sophie

	Still remember your wedding and how your father looked distraught getting you down that aisle.



	Julie

	Was the best day of my life, will never forget the present of his devastated look. Seriously, it was so fun to see. Best day ever



	LLily

	Cruel. I need to go and get ready for the stupid party thing.

	Ugh, hate this so much, so stupid. wish I didn't have to go. No doubt will be listening to father put me down all the fucking time. He always does this shit, always.



	Jackie

	No way you could get out of it, maybe grab Shane and see if he can help



	LLily

	Can not. Father does not know we are together, would not be good for him to find out, for anyone to find out



	Cassie 

	Bastard. There's no chance someone can help you get away so you could meet?



	LLily

	Better not risk it, father is police, as is brother, they are well-connected bastards.

	One day soon, it will no longer matter. I will be with Shane, and we will be family. Just have to wait for the right time.



	Jackie

	Look forward to that day, and to the day I actually get to meet you face to face. I still have a question to ask you!



	LLily

	I know, one day that shall happen

	I need to go and get ready, my friend is here, and we are going to idiot thing together. Her father will also be there. 



	Mel

	Good you've got back up



	Arianna

	Back up's really good.



	Julie

	At those type of things, it's always best, they can help you get away for five



	Jackie

	Message us later to make sure we know you are fine



	LLily

	Will do


24th June


	Jackie

	Hayden fucked off for an entire day and then came back looking giddy as fuck with a large smile on his face.

	He went out in his suit, and I know he was with Shane

	Lily, what the hell was going on?



	LLily

	Something magical happened. Something very magical, and it was nice and fun and beautiful, just us.



	Cassie

	What?!!?



	Julie

	You can't leave us hanging!!!



	Jackie

	Spill all, Lily!!



	LLily

	Posted 17 images - Various pictures of Shane in a suit, a courthouse setting in some and a partial picture of a marriage certificate with Shane's name the only thing that is really clear on it. Then the adoption papers a n official seal on them, blurred out names. Then a couple of candid shots of Shane with Hayden and Teddy, a large smile on Shane's face as he looks at the person behind the camera.



	Sophie

	Everyone REMAIN CALM



	Julie

	Fuck CALM!!!



	Lola

	Shane and Lily got married



	Jackie

	Married and adopted Teddy as well!! Fucking hell, congrats Lily, fuck this is so fucking amazing!!!



	Gwen

	Damn Shane kept that quiet, none of the guys know, or they'd be banging on about it by now



	LLily

	All quiet, secret, no one to know. Only we know. No one else



	Jackie

	We'll keep it that way, the boys won't be learning from us what's going on.



	LLily

	Hayden is fine, was there, best man, was funny, always taking pictures of everything. Looked happy to do so. Even if not a good player, he good person



	Jackie

	He's a good player, nowhere in the league of Shane, I know, but still damn good.

	They had their rookie season together



	LLily

	Yes, I remember, it was not bad, backs Shane up well.



	Arianna

	Back to Marriage and Adoption!!!



	LLily

	Yes, was good day, very happy day. Almost best day of my life. Only meeting Teddy for the first time beat it, then meeting Shane was also one of best days.



	Jackie

	Hayden is showing me a couple of the pics he took. He said I could share them here.



	LLily

	Yes, do so, they are all good, he should have been a photographer, it's better for him, I think.



	Jackie

	He's sending them over to me, and I'll post in here.



	LLily

	Good, I do not have all the pictures he took, only a few



	Jackie

	I'll change that soon



	Gwen

	Can't wait to see more. And Lily is right, Hayden is great when it comes to taking pics



	Julie

	The ones he took during my wedding were even better than the hired photographer at times



	Sophie

	I remember you say that.



	Jackie

	Here we go

	Sent images 9 - Varies pictures of Shane, Hayden and Teddy.



	Gwen

	So fucking cute, did you see the one with Teddy on his own.



	Mel

	I did, he's so cute in his little suit



	Lola

	Did you see the background, the window, the reflection?



	Julie

	No, what?



	Arianna

	Look



	Jackie

	Oh.... oh!!!!!



	Cassie

	What the hell?!



	LLily

	Fuck



	Danella

	Wow, this is!!!



	LLily

	I don't know what I should say.



	Jackie

	Rozanov... not even I do



	LLily

	Ilya if need be, please. Though do not mind Lily, is what Teddy called me since he coudln't say Ilya when he was baby.



	Cassie

	Rozanov and Shane... I didn't... I don't



	LLily

	I can leave, if you are uncomfortable, but please, say nothing to no one, we are not out to anyone. Apart from Hayden and Cliff. 



	Jackie

	No, you don't have to leave, not at all, Ilya.



	Arianna

	How the hell did this come about?!



	LLily

	Long time, we met, at 17, at the cup. Where I won. Was start of something. Then the draft, we met again, was... a good meeting. He was so shy, and he told me about what happened, how Teddy came to exist. He got a call when we were talking that labour had begun. Had to go back home to meet his son.

	Shane has beautiful freckles, beautiful soul. Heart and soul, all good. Fell hard for him, even then, I wanted to see him again, before Rookie season started. Organised a shoot, a commercial together. He had Teddy with him, he was one now, such a handsome little baby, like his daddy.

	We met when could, spend nights together, occasional day or two when schedules aligned. Secret meeting, just... being together. Was hard, but not being with each other would be harder.



	Danella

	Damn, im crying



	Gwen

	Same



	Arianna

	me as well



	Jackie

	I think we all are, and Ilya, you don't have to worry no one will find out because of us.



	Sophia

	They won't, damn, Shane Hollander and Ilya Rozanov, a fan girls dreams



	Gwen

	Oh God, fogot about that



	LLily

	Fan? Girl?



	Mel

	Trust me, something you're better off not knowing about.



	Jackie

	I kinda find it a lot of fun to hunt down the Hayden/Shane ones. They are a fun read. I am a BITCH in some of them. 



	LLily

	I need to hunt these things, to read



	Jackie

	When you can, come to a wine night. We do dramatic readings. You can tell us the whole story of you and Shane and, I can finally ask you, will you be godfather to Jade and Ruby?



	LLily

	I would be honored, Jackie. I see pictures of babies and I adore them so much already.



	Jackie

	I will



	Arianna

	Be careful of some of the Montreal players, a few of them are openly homophobic. Shane being gay won't go well with them.



	LLily

	Shane knows, why won't come out yet. Trying to get them to stop and such, but I think losing battle.



	Arianna

	Agreed on that.



	LLily

	I need to tell Shane that you all know



	Jackie

	Tell him it will stay in the chat, correct?



	Gwen

	Yep



	Arianna

	It will remain a secret



	Mel

	Ditto, secret



	Cassie

	WAG Chat Secret



	Sophie

	Secret until you wish to say something



	Julie

	Secret



	Lola

	Secret



	Cathy

	Secret



	Danella

	Forever a secret, until you both come out



	Jackie

	You have us, Ilya, always. You're WAG, even if you do play for Boston



	Lily

	Thank you
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  Chapter Eighteen
Shane looked up from his phone as he walked into the living room. Ilya was on his own, reading his chat and replying. "Erm. The Boston WAGs know I'm Shane and that we're married. They aren't... aren't going to tell anyone," he said, biting his lip in worry.
"It is okay, they will not talk, they are very good at keeping a secret. We didn't know that Vic was married until their first anniversary," Ilya said, "They kept it quiet and waited until Vic was ready to tell us he got married."
Shane nodded, "Okay."
"It is fine, but the Montreal WAGs also know about us. Jackie has them on a short leash, and they promise not to tell anyone. They are a lot of fun," Ilya grinned as he looked up from his phone.
"They are. I've been to a couple of team things with them there, and they are fun and welcoming. Sometimes, more than their partners are. Not all the WAGs are in the chat; those that aren't aren't keen on socializing half the time," Shane shrugged as he walked over and sat down. The afternoon sun was bright, warming the lakeside patio. Teddy was playing with his ball on the grass in front of them.
"Same with the Boston WAGs," Ilya nodded, "Not everyone is happy to be in the chat. Only a few of them join in. Not all players have a partner either."
"Yeah," Shane snorted as he settled on a lounger beside his husband and looked out toward his son. "He's having fun," he smiled.
Ilya smiled back, "Always, I was playing too, but he has more stamina than all of the Boston Bears, me included," he grinned.
Shane laughed brightly, grinning as he said, "Yeah, same with Montreal, but that's not hard with some of them. We've all got our workout and training schedules for the off-season, but I know at least 7 of them won't do a single thing," he sighed heavily, "I wish they would, Coach is getting sick of having to get them back in shape. I'm sick of seeing at least two of them still being out of shape by the time pre-season is over, and we're in the thick of things. I'm going to start suggesting that punishments are going to be handed out."
"Do it, it's what I did when I became Captain. If they don't put in the work, I'm not going to use them on the ice unless every other player is down and out," he snorted, "Shows they are weak and have no discipline. We train, we work out," he finished.
"Yeah, and they don't, it's fucking annoying. Oh, and I was thin-" he began, only to be cut off by a yell and then quiet. "Teddy!" he yelled out, seeing his son lying on the ground. He ran over, falling to his knees, "Teddy!" he said, hands shaking as he saw that his son was unconscious.
"Do not move him," Ilya said, knowing that Shane would want to cuddle his son and try to wake him. "Call him gently, I'll call an ambulance," he stated. Grabbing his phone as he went over, checking Ted over, the little boy was pale, and his arm didn't look quite right to the Russian man.
"Teddy," Shane called out to his son, running a hand through his hair, as though he was trying to wake him up from a nap instead of a fall.
"His name is Teddy, he's unconscious, he fell, hit his head on the ground. There is a rock near," he added, looking around Ted, "I think he hit that, there is blood. He's five years old," he said, giving the address of the cottage. "He is breathing; we have not moved him."
"Teddy, sweetheart," Shane called again, "Come on, buddy, you need to wake up now," he murmured, tears in his eyes as his hands continued to shake.
"Ambulance on the way, here in ten minutes, there was one nearby," Ilya said, putting a hand on Shane's shoulder and moving closer so he could look at Ted, hoping he would wake.
It took a while before they could hear sirens in the background. Ted began to come around, a little cry at first, and then full-on sobs.
"It's okay," Ilya said, as Shane was crying as well, "It's okay, Teddy, stay still, I know you hurt, but it okay."
"Daddy, Papa," Ted cried, as he reached out for them with his good arm.
"I'll let them through," Ilya said, "Teddy, my little bear, it's okay, alright, medic here soon, look after you, they will," he added, kissing Ted on the forehead with care as he looked at Shane, "It will be okay, they will help, I let them in, and you have to go with him. I grab bag with documents in, just in case," he added, rushing off to open the door for the paramedics as the sirens came close enough that they were now coming up the drive. He nodded at them as they alighted from the ambulance and then went to grab what Shane might need for Ted at the hospital.
Shane was made to step back a little as the two paramedics began to treat and calm Ted down. Ilya pressed a hand to Shane's shoulder, keeping the man calm and grounded as he worried about his son.
"Hi Teddy, I'm Mark," the taller of the two men said as he knelt beside the five-year-old.
"This is scary, but you're going to be just fine, okay, I'm Tony," the other said, smiling down at Ted as he began to check him over, explaining what he was doing. Helping to calm Ted and Shane down.
Mark put a brace on Ted's left arm and a C Collar on him. "There we go, I know it hurts, buddy, but you're going to be okay, and we'll get you to the hospital now," he said as Tony darted off to bring the gurney to them.
"I know you're scared, Teddy," Shane said, voice shaking, "But we're right here with you, okay buddy. We're right here."
"Daddy, Papa," Ted cried, reaching out a hand toward them. Tony returned with the gurney.
Shane took it straight away, "Right here, we're right here," he carried on as the paramedics got him on the gurney.
"He's okay," Mark said, "Let's get him in the ambulance, and we can give him a little something to help with the pain.
"Which one of you is coming with?" Tony asked, glancing at the two. Both of them had recognised the two, but said nothing.
"Shane, go, I shall come later," Ilya said, pushing him to follow the two paramedics.
Shane nodded numbly as he got up, swaying a little. Ilya grabbed his arm, steadying him. "I'll... call you as soon as we get there, come straight away, he needs both of us," he said softly.
Ilya nodded, "I know," he smiled, going to the gurney after letting Shane go, "moy malen'kiy medvezhonok, I will be with you soon, da?" he said to Ted as he leaned down and kissed his forehead. "You be okay," he told him.
"Papa," Ted cried softly, as he wanted both his parents with him.
"Go on, I will be there soon," Ilya said as he walked alongside the gurney, as Shane kept hold of Ted's hand.
"Papa, want Papa too," he whined, tears falling down his face.
"And you will," Shane promised him, "Papa will be coming after us, that's all. We can’t all fit in the ambulance, alright," he added, feeling calmer as they walked toward the ambulance.
Shane followed them into the ambulance as the door remained open for a few moments, as they gave Ted something for the pain he was in. "I'll see you there, Ilya," he said, looking at his husband. Mark quickly told them which hospital they would be heading to.
"Da," Ilya nodded, "Will be there soon," he promised.
The doors shut, and the ambulance sped away. Ilya was left standing there for a few moments, and then he rushed to lock the place up and grab a few things for them all. He had a feeling it would be an overnight stay for Ted. He headed out in the SUV that he'd gotten for when he was in Montreal or at the cottage. Ilya took a breath as he started up the SUV and headed to the hospital. It would take him a bit to get there, since it wasn't close to where the cottage was located.
His phone rang, and he pressed the button to accept the call through the car. "Shane?" he asked.
"He's okay, they took him for an X-Ray, his arm is broken, mild concussion. They're going to keep him overnight, wants us both there. He's so scared," Shane's voice came through the speakers, and Ilya was easily able to pick out the fear from how shaky it was.
"He is okay, and he will be fine. I'm heading there now, got some things for us all to be able to stay overnight with him. He is a strong boy, Shane, he really is. He's like his Daddy," Ilya said, reassuring his husband as best as he could.
"Yeah, he is," Shane sighed, taking a shaky breath before releasing it slowly.
"Da, he is," Ilya smiled slightly, "You should call parents. I will keep out way for that, but call them, let them know. I will inform Jackie and Hayden. I know Cliff will want to know as well."
"Thanks," Shane nodded, "I'll call my parents now."
"Good, I will see you soon, Shane, and I love you, and give Teddy my love too," Ilya said softly.
"Love you," Shane said, voice going soft, "And I'll see you son. Teddy is being taken to the children's ward, a private room because of who we are. The paramedics aren't going to say anything, and the hospital staff aren't either," he said, "See you soon, love you," he repeated as he ended the call.
Ilya was a little relieved that their relationship wouldn't come out like that. He knew that neither of them was ready for the world to interrupt their life together.
XxXxX
Shane stared at his phone and took another steadying breath as he looked at Teddy, who was half asleep on the bed. They'd given him something for the pain, but it had started to send him to sleep. They were going to wait for any swelling in his arm to go down before they put on a cast. For now, it was in a brace. The cut he had on the side of his head had been cleaned up, and a small band-aid had been put on it.
He grimaced and made the call. He waited a few moments before it was answered. "Mom," he greeted.
"Shane, is everything okay? I know you were planning to spend the summer at the cottage. I still... I would like you both to come to dinner at least once while you're there. We can-"
"Mom," Shane interrupted her, "Something... happened. Teddy was playing, he fell, and landed wrong hit his head. He... he's broken his left arm, and he has a mild concussion. We're at the hospital at the moment. They're... keeping him in overnight," he said as soon as his mother had stopped talking."
"He's... he's okay, right?" she asked, her voice shaking, "David!" she yelled out for her husband.
"Yeah, he's okay, just overnight, and then we should be able to go home."
"What is it?" David asked as he came to the phone.
"Shane, you're on speaker now," Yuna said, as she quickly told David what Shane had just said.
"He's okay?" David asked, "And are you okay? I remember the first time you got hurt, I was panicking."
"He's okay, sleeping at the moment. I'm... doing better than I thought I would. Seeing him hurt, fuck, I don't know how you dealt with it with me," he said, shaking his head as he looked at the bed.
"One day at a time," David told him, "Each time you got hurt, I would take a cue from you, and see how you were. I think I got a lot of cuddles from you when you were hurt. They're precious as hell."
Shane snorted, "I still don't mind a damn hug from you, Dad," he smiled, "Same with you mom," he added, "Yeah, I just... I thought you should know, in case you... When I see you sometime this summer. Still plan to try and make it for dinner at least once."
"It's alright," David said, "If you want, we can come to the hospital and be there with you both for a bit."
"No, no, I'm alright, I just... if you want to visit, you can, but we're here just the night. It doesn't seem like-" he cut himself off.
"Shane," Yuna's voice was soft and calming, "It's alright to want us there as well. You're not alone in this. We're family, Shane, and even if... if I can be a bit overbearing, I still love you both so much."
"I know mom, I know, and you can if you want. But I will be okay. Lily... Lily is around, I'm not ready yet, for you and them to meet," Shane said, biting his lip and looking at Ted, and wondering if this would be the best time for them to meet. None of them would be really focused on it, and mostly on Ted instead. he shook his head, no, they needed to focus solely on Ted.
"That's fine," David said, "When you're both ready, we'll have a family dinner. This isn't really the right time when we will all be focusing on Teddy," he said, saying exactly what Shane was thinking.
"We'll come by the house another day so you can see Teddy and that he's okay. Maybe a video call later on as well?" he suggested softly.
"That sounds perfect," Yuna said, not sounding happy, but accepting what he son wanted, "Take care of yourself as well, and if you do need us, we'll be there as fast as we can."
"Thanks, Mom," Shane said, nodding a few times. "I know, if I need you, I'll call for you both. Lily should be here soon; they were driving down to us. I'll let you know what's going on. At the moment, we're waiting for the swelling to go down. It's not swelled much, just a little, so we're waiting for that, and then he's going to have a cast on his arm. He's not going to be happy. It means time on the ice is going to be restricted. He loves skating."
"He does?" Yuna asked softly, "I've not... you've not said anything about it."
"That's because Lily and Teddy are the ones on the ice together the most. I'm there a lot, and filming. They love to just skate, feel the ice. Something Lily's mom did with him. She's the one who gave him a passion for being on the ice; he's passing that on to Teddy," he told them, "It's their thing mostly."
"Oh, I thought you would want that," Yuna said, and Shane could hear the frown in her voice.
"I was the one to take him out of the ice first. But it's Lily who has been teaching him a lot more. I know it means a lot to Lily that he's doing that. So I let them have it, and fuck mom, it's so damn beautiful to watch them both like that," he smiled, his phone buzzed, and he knew that meant that Ilya had arrived. "I need to go now, Mom, Dad. I'll call again later to let you know how things are going."
"Alright, keep safe, both of you, and we'll see you soon. Love you," Yuna said.
"Give my love to Teddy, and love you too, Shane," David said, his words soft as the call ended.
Shane looked at his phone, sighing in relief that Ilya had arrived. He got up, a little nervous about leaving Teddy for a few moments. But it would only be for a few moments as he went to get Ilya. They were going through the back entrance, since there were a lot of people milling around the ward. He rushed off, sending a message to Ilya on where to meet. He smiled as he saw him standing there, ready to join him.
"How is he?" Ilya asked as he followed Shane back to the room.
"He's sleeping, but okay. Scared, but doing better by the time he fell asleep, just after I finished our call," he replied as they reached the room and slipped inside. Ted was still sleeping on the bed, and Shane sighed in relief at it as they settled down to wait for him to wake.
The two looked up as they heard a grizzled cry coming from the bed.
"Daddy, Papa," came the groggy sob.
The two were on their feet and next to him in an instant, "we're both right here moy malen'kiy medvezhonok, my little bear," Ilya said as he ran a hand over Ted's hair.
"Papa," he grizzled, reaching up his good arm toward him.
Ilya and Shane looked at each other, and Shane nodded. Ilya smiled softly as he carefully gathered Ted in his arms and held him as he cried. "It's okay, moy malen'kiy medvezhonok," he murmured over and over again as he sat on the bed and rocked him. The gentle sway soothed Ted even more. Shane sat beside them, running a hand up and down Ted's back.
"We're right here with you, buddy," Shane murmured, leaning his head against Ilya's shoulder, as he swayed with them.
It would be a long night, but by morning, Ted would have a bright purple cast on his arm and finally be allowed home. Shane called his parents to tell them as they began to head home. Shane was riding in the back of the SUV beside Ted, worried for his son, but knowing he would be just fine. Ilya was worried as well, but he had listened to the doctors, saying that everything was fine and that Ted would be okay after a few weeks of healing.
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  Chapter Nineteen
Ted was fast asleep on Ilya's lap. Shane had his hands full with Jade and Ruby; the twins hadn't settled until he was holding them. Jackie had taken a picture and shared it with the WAG group. Hayden smiled at the two, "Okay," he said, "How has he been?"
"Annoyed," Ilya said as he rubbed Ted's back; the casted arm was resting in a sling. Which the five-year-old hated. "He wants to go on Ice, and I say no. He doesn't like it."
"Not used to being told no that much," Shane admitted, "but that's because he doesn't really ask for much," he rolled his eyes as he looked at his son. "He's a good kid."
"Knows he likes hockey, wants to play. So I'm teaching him now," Ilya nodded a few times. "Shane helps me too."
"He's learned a lot from Ilya, though. Watching the two of them on the ice has been fun. They're so sweet, it's adorable," Shane gushed as he looked over at his husband.
"Not adorable," Ilya protested, "I'm Russian, we're not adorable or sweet."
"Not anymore," Hayden reminded him, "You're Canadian now," he grinned, "So you can be adorable and sweet all you want."
Ilya paused, "Fine, I'm adorable, but only with Teddy," he huffed, pulling a face.
"Yeah, okay, only with Teddy," Shane snorted, grinning at him. "How are you two doing? The party for the twins was a lot last week."
"It was," Jackie admited, "Mother-in-law wanted to invite all of Hayden's family, we managed to get her down to ten of them instead of fifty. But it was nice to see them having fun. And Teddy was so focused on them the entire time."
"My mom loves a good family gathering, but I've never really been a fan of half of them. They don’t like the fact that I play hockey, that I'm not a doctor, businessman/woman, lawyer, or something like that," Hayden rolled his eyes. "My mom doesn't care what I did, and with my brothers and sisters, they've all gone the same route as the rest of the family," he shrugged.
"High expectations from everyone, they caved, you didn't?" Ilya asked.
"Not really, they're all doing something they enjoy," he answered quietly, "I just never met the expectation of family. I'm not... academically inclined, you could say."
"Hmm," Ilya nodded.
"Yeah, dyslexia was one thing, not that I got any help with that. Was sink or swim with my family. Dyscalculia as well," Hayden added, shrugging as he got a frown from Shane and Ilya, "They didn't care that I needed a little help; they ignored it, thinking it would go away. Never did, so I went into sports more. Letters and numbers just make no sense at times. Talk to me, and I can get things pretty well. Write it down, and it's going to take a few."
Shane frowned even more, "Why didn't you tell me?" he asked, "I could have changed the way that I do things so that you're kept in the loop better."
Hayden shook his head, "It's fine," he said.
"No, it isn't," Shane told him, "You are there when my anxiety plays up, you're there when things get too much for me. I should have paid better attention, especially if you were having any difficulties with the shit we have to write down half the time, and the numbers we have to put up."
"I found ways of working around things," Hayden protested, "You didn't..."
"Hayd," Shane stopped him, "I did, I let you down not only as your captain, but also as a friend. I should see it, if you're struggling with things."
"Yeah, I struggle, but as I said, I've found ways to work around it, it's not that big of a problem," he insisted, "But thank you for thinking about me now. You really don't have to."
Shane huffed, "I do, you're my best friend, Hayd. We'll brainstorm a few ways to make it easier for you," he nodded.
Hayden smiled and nodded back, "Sure, we'll do that at some point this summer."
Shane smiled and then looked at Jackie, "So, I noticed something."
"Oh?" Jackie said, raising an eyebrow, "And what did you notice?"
"No wine, when we have dinner, you usually have at least one glass," he said, a little smirk playing on his lips.
Jackie snorted, "Told you it wouldn't last long," she said. "I'm pregnant, we found out about a week ago," she smiled, "We're due around January. So, you two prepare to be godparents again," she smiled. "This time, right from the start, and you'd better babysit at least once while they are in diapers."
"I will." Ilya smiled, looking happy at the thought.
Shane snorted, "Yeah, he was good with Teddy when he was little. Still is," he said, looking at his husband.
"Hmm, he's good with Jade and Ruby too," Jackie agreed, smirking as Ilya blushed slightly.
Hayden snorted, "When we see him at the All-Star Games, he's one of a few that will go and play with all the players' kids. He's got the rep of a bad boy on the ice, but he's no such thing off of it. Not that anyone really knows it."
Shane nodded, "I know," he said, "He's always been like that. Kids just love him so much. He goes to the park with Teddy sometimes, and soon enough, he's got a trail of kids behind him, and he’s playing with them, paying them attention and talking to them. It's amazing to watch him. I'm so damn awkward with kids. Expect yours and Teddy's," he added at the end.
"Not that bad," Jackie told him, "You got along well with my sisters’ kids, too, and they are all five and over."
"Fluke," Shane said, shaking his head.
Ted grizzled a little as he shifted around in Ilya's arms.
"I think we should get him to bed," he said as he looked down at his son and then over at Shane.
"Yeah, go and get him ready for bed. I'll be in to say goodnight, if he wakes up," Shane smiled.
Ilya got up carefully, not wanting to wake the five-year-old up. He leaned to kiss Shane on the cheek and then headed to the bedroom at the back that was Ted's.
"We should be heading back as well. They'll want some milk before bed," Hayden said as he got up.
Jackie sighed, "Yeah, they will, if they don't, they're going to wake up and be terrors during the night."
The two Pikes headed to Shane and took a twin each. Shane got up as Ilya walked back in, and they said their good nights before heading to clean up the dining room and wash the dishes.
XxXxX
Shane and Ilya took turns doing their training; neither of them really wanted to leave Ted on his own for long. He was healing well, even two weeks after his fall. They would be heading back in another week or two for the training camps. Shane wasn't looking forward to it. There were always problems when it came to returning to training after the summer. Mostly with those who did none of the planned summer training and workouts that were handed over to each player at the end of the season. For now, he had a dinner to get to with his parents. The drive wasn't that far, and he hated that they had left Ilya behind. 
Shane parked in his parents' drive and looked at the small summer cottage they had bought when he was six years old. It had been something they had saved hard for a while to afford to have it and the house in Ottawa. Shane had spent many happy summers there. And had done until he'd been able to get his own large cottage built on the lake, a ten-minute drive away.
"Let's see Granpa and Obaasan," Shane said as he got out, helped Ted out of his seat, and set him on the ground.
"Yeah," Ted grinned up at him. He was in high spirits, but that was more because Ilya had taken him out on the ice for a very slow skate around. Ted hadn't been happy with how slow it was, but after a bit of talking to Ilya, he had been happy in the end.
Shane opened the front door and walked in, "Mom, Dad, we're he-"
"Granpa! Obaasan!" Ted called out gleefully as he darted inside and started to search for them. Easily finding David in the living room, reading. "Granpa!" he yelled out as he jumped up onto the couch and onto David's lap.
"Hello, my lightning bolt," David grinned as he hugged his grandson, "Wow, that's a nice cast."
"Yeah, it is, and I hit Papa on the head with it. It was an accident, but it hurt him."
"You did, poor papa," he said, frowning slightly at the pronunciation, as it was slightly different from what he had expected.
"Ted calls him Papa," Shane said, "He-"
"He's my forever papa now, he adopted me and everything!" Ted exclaimed brightly as Yuna made a slight gasping noise as she walked into the living room.
"I see," David nodded, still smiling and looking at Shane.
"Yeah, they're going to be around for good, not going to leave. And I know, but I... we got married, and he adopted Teddy at the same time," he confessed, "It didn't happen that long ago, and we want to keep it quiet for a while."
"You got married, without us, Shane," Yuna said, looking devastated at the news.
"We just... wanted something that was us, no press release, nothing to do with hockey there, just us being us for a little while. In secret, as we could. I know you, Mom, you would have wanted to make it big, and with so many people that I would have just wilted from it all."
"I wouldn't do that to you," Yuna protested quietly, "I know I think a lot about your career and what everything you do could mean for it, but that's-"
"Part of your job as a manager, but sometimes, I need my mother more than my manager. I was afraid it was going to turn into a circus because of that. You're trying more than you have in a long time to be a mom and not just my manager. I need that, and I was... I didn't know if you could do it then."
"I'm trying, Shane," Yuna said, her words soft, but strong.
"I know you are," Shane sighed again, "But it doesn't stop being a problem that easily, I know, but it was one day that I wanted to just be about them and me. And a little of Teddy, too. I'd been wanting this for a while, but... things had to be in place first before we could let it happen. We're happy, really happy. The only way I could be happier is if we were together all the time, instead of the little snatches we get at the moment," he finished quietly, "For now, I'd really just like to have dinner with my parents, you can gush over Teddy's cast and sign it."
David nodded as he looked from where he had already drawn on Teddy's cast with a marker. "We can," he said, giving Yuna a look.
Yuna sighed and gave a sharp nod, and let the subject drop, though Shane could tell she still had things she wanted to say. Shane went into the kitchen, and the two started to cook. Talk turned to lighter things as David kept Teddy entertained until dinner.
XxXxX
Shane dropped on Ilya's lap as soon as Teddy was in bed, "I knew it wasn't going to be easy seeing them, but it really wasn't easy," he muttered as he hid his face in Ilya's neck.
Ilya wrapped his arms around his husband, "What happened?" he asked.
Shane quickly told him that Teddy had outed the wedding and adoption, "Mom is still worrying about image and what it could mean for sponsors and deals," he sighed, "I knew it would be her main focus. Not on the fact that I'm married. Though that bit did come first. She was hurt that she wasn't there, but when I talked about what it would have been like if she had known, she didn't really deny anything. She has been more mom than manager lately, but..." he trailed off, huffing slightly and holding Ilya as tightly as he could.
"She is doing better," Ilya said, "Soon to trust her fully again, like you once did."
"I just didn't know if I could trust her with another part of my heart," Shane murmured.
"I know, but she is a good mother, caring, loves you a lot, lines blur, but she is still there for you," Ilya reminded him gently.
Shane huffed a heavy sigh and nodded against his chest. "She is," he admitted, "Just yeah, lines blur, and I need her to pull back." He felt like he was going around in circles about it. But she was doing better. "Now she's hurt, and I think a little angry for not telling her about getting married. I know I would be hurt as fuck should Teddy get married without me there to see. But-" he gave a pained sigh and paused.
"She showed for a while that she could not be trusted with heart, as she was the manager. But as a mother, she should have been trusted," Ilya frowned, "It will be okay, she will forgive."
"Dad already has, he just asked that when I'm ready, can I share any pictures and videos of the day with him," he smiled softly at his dad's easy acceptance of everything. He knew that the older man was hurt, but he at least put that aside as soon as he saw that his son was happy.
"He is a good man," Ilya smiled, "It will be okay, they will get over things and will be there, we can share everything when the time is right."
Shane nodded, "How was time on your own?" he asked.
"I swam, I skated, I missed you both. Soon I will have to go back to Boston alone, and I will miss you both so much," he sighed, pressing a kiss on Shane's head, "I will miss you so much, like I always do."
"Same here, I hate it when you have to leave. A piece of me is with you all the time. And I know with Teddy starting school fully now and not just part-time, he's going to miss going to see you for a couple of weeks," Shane said, already picturing the tantrums and the yelling that were going to happen when Ted realizes he won't be able to go and see Ilya as much as he wants.
"Maybe holidays, school ones, he could come and stay if I am at home?" Ilya suggested quietly, "I know you would want him home with you," he began.
"No, no, it's perfect. As soon as we can get the timetables for the season, then we can see what would work," Shane said as he turned around, laying his head in Ilya's lap and looking up at his husband, a soft smile on his face.
Ilya looked down at him, leaned awkwardly, and kissed him gently. "Yes, it would be nice to have him home with me for a bit."
"Yeah, we'll sort that out as soon as we know, and I'll get the dates for Teddy's school. They've not put them up yet," he said softly, "Still can't believe he's starting school. It feels like it was only yesterday that I was holding him, singing lullabies to him," he sighed, "He was so tiny, and now look at him, he's getting so big."
"I wish I could have been there when he was that tiny," Ilya murmured, playing with Shane's hair.
Shane smiled softly, "I wish that too," he told him, "What... would you say about having more children? Would that be something you'd want to talk about?"
Ilya smiled and nodded, "I thought about it for a while, and I would... like to, but I don't know when that would be."
"So it would be something you'd like to do then? Surrogacy? Adoption?"
"I like both options," Ilya told him, "There are a lot of children in the world that need a forever home. And I wouldn't mind being Papa to a newborn."
"Then we can do both, I know, since meeting Ruby and Jade, he's been wanting a sibling. He also said something similar to it a while ago when he first went to nursery," Shane smiled up at him, "We'll put our heads together and talk more about it," he yawned, "Start the ball rolling if you want to adopt. It's going to take a while for that. I'll also look into surrogacy too, but it might take some time."
"We have years ahead of us," Ilya told him, "We can do this when we are ready. I do not think now is a good time. We are not out, and I do not wish either of us to try to pretend that we are not the child's parent. It is hard with Teddy already."
"So, we look into it, and when we're out, then maybe then?" he suggested lightly.
Nodding, Ilya smiled, "Yes, that would be good, when we are out."
Shane smiled warmly, "I like this plan," he said, taking hold of one of Ilya's hands and bringing it to his face, and kissing the back of it.
"So do I, and one day, we will have a load of children, and dogs, we should have dogs too," Ilya grinned as they began to talk about the future and what they would love to see for it.
Adding little things they wanted out of life. Thinking about what would happen as their contracts came to an end.
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  Chapter Twenty
Shane looked at the results from the usual health and fitness checks that they all went through when they got back to Montreal. Compared to the last fitness checks before they had left for the summer, they were down for a lot of the players. He was in the main office with Coach Theriault, going over the results and planning how the beginning of training would be started with the team.
Shane looked at Coach Theriault and shook his head, "Not everyone did the summer training at all. Didn't care to keep up with their training at all or workouts. They've not kept to anything. Coach," he began, frowning even more as he said, "I don't think we're going to be ready at all by the start of the preseason."
"Then you have your work cut out for you," Theriault glared at him, "That's if you can drag yourself away from your son," he sneered.
Shane stared at him, "With all due respect, would you say the same thing to the others?" he paused, "Would you say it to Beaulier? Laine? Drapeau? Comeru? or any of the men who have children?"
"That is not-" he began, frowning at Shane.
"That is exactly the problem. Not once have you complained to them about taking a few games off to be with their family. And they have a partner who is at home with the children. I don't," he pointed out, "But as soon as I needed time with my family, you started threatening me, my ability to play, and even my captaincy. If you don't like how I do things, then take it away. I'm sick of having to pull this team from the trenches each time the season starts. Seven of them don't do anything during their time off. Four more barely do any of the workout or training that is asked of them. Pike, Boiziau, Mitty, and Renaud are the ones who do all the training, working out, and more preseason, which you can see with the numbers. But you still reward the others with ice time, and they are so damn out of shape that we've only won three of the preseason matches in three years. Which is fucking shameful."
Theriault stared at him, "And what are you going to do about it?"
"The same thing you are, nothing, unless you back me up when I say and do something, since last year you didn't. Comeau ended up on the IR list for a month because he did fuck all during the summer break. He was so out of shape that he fucking injured himself. I'm not going to have that happen again. If they aren't fit enough to play, they don't play. If that means we don't win a fucking match, we're not winning," Shane stated, "Will you fall in with that? Or do we want to see if we can have two on the IR at the start of the season this time around?"
Theriault was silent for a few moments, seeing the serious look on the young man's face, "And what exactly do you have in mind?"
"If they aren't passing the fitness tests and are at least the level they were when the season ended, they don't get ice time until they improve," Shane said as he began to lay out the plan he had come up with while at the cottage with Ilya.
Theriault nodded as he finished, "Then gather the team," he said as he stood up.
"Coach," Shane nodded as he headed out and gathered everyone at the rink side.
"What's going on?" Hayden asked quietly, seeing the serious look on his friend's face as Coach Theriault walked toward him with the team's medic and trainers.
"Listen up, you fucking pansies," Theriault snapped as he looked at each of them in turn. "Nine of you are fucking idiots. I've let you get away with too much shit over the years, and it stops now. Nine of you didn't do anything during the summer, or so fucking little you may as well have done nothing," he carried on. "Those whose fitness is below what was reported at the end of the season are not going to be playing a fucking game until you're fit and fucking ready!" he yelled out.
"Coach!" Comeau called out, "That isn't fair to the other players!"
"You're one of those benched for now," Theriault told him, "It was kindly pointed out that this happened last year, and you got injured. I'm not having players on the IR because they don't know how to fucking train!" he shouted at him.
Comeau stepped back, "Coach!"
"Don't fucking Coach me!" he snapped, "Nine of you, nine of you fucking cocksuckers are so fucking unfit that we know you did fuck all during the fucking summer!" he continued to rant, "So now, you're not fit enough to play. Maybe now you'll start fucking training in the damn summer instead of being the lazy fucking pansies that you are! Hollander, front and centre, as one of the ones that have actually fucking trained, unlike the rest of the cocksuckers, you're leading the training session," he said as he began to call names out, "You lot are with Hollander, training. The rest of you fuckers are going to be doing bag skates until you're puking your fucking guts, and then I'm going to be making you do it all again, you fucking wimps! You are in the training rooms with Olivers and Budd," he said, gesturing to two of the fitness trainers they had.
"Coach! You can't do that to us!" Drapeau called out, looking horrified.
"Then maybe you should have thought of that before you slacked off over the summer. The training and workout schedules that we give you are designed to keep you at the same level you ended the season at. They are not a fucking suggestion! I let it slide, but no-fucking longer!"
Shane watched as those not named were led away by Olivers and Budd. Theriault looked at those remaining. "Hollander, take the lead," he called out before turning and walking away.
Shane turned to the ones that remained and started to go over what he had planned for their first day of training.
XxXxX
Shane smiled at Ilya through the phone screen. Ilya had just read Ted his favorite story. "Thanks," Shane said, "He misses you so much. I've had to mail off the pictures he's made you since you left. Be warned, it might become a weekly habit while you're away."
"I miss him, and I will be playing at home for the half-term holidays," he added, "I checked on the schedule for our games."
"Good, Lea has already said she'll go any time Teddy has to fly out to you. He's going to love spending holidays with you. I'm traveling that week as well, so it works out great," Shane said, "Training isn't going well, and we have a preseason game against Toronto in two weeks. The second line is out for now, and so are two of our defensemen. We're not going to be ready when the season starts at all," he sighed, "They just didn't train at all during the summer, and Theriault is finally doing something about it, instead of letting it slide, like he usually does."
"That is good. I am whipping Boston into shape as well. It is going well, they all kept to what was on their schedule, and some are better than ever," he boasted, grinning.
Shane snorted, "Whoopie," he laughed, "Maybe I should be more like you when dealing with the idiots I've got on my team. We should be okay with some of the teams, but we're going to struggle against some of the better ones. Theriault is leaving a lot of the training for those who were already on par last season to me. I'm not that happy about it, because the trainers that I could use to help me get them ready and practice our lines are working with the idiots," he sighed, shaking his head.
"Not like me," Ilya shook his head, and added, "Be you, like you are when we train together. Be the disappointed dad routine on them. It should work, it works on me when you were pushing our training. And with Hayden and Cliff, too."
"I could try it, but I don't know how well it'll work on them, I've got some ideas, on how to tighten things up a bit, which could help, if they listen to me," he murmured, going over the plays from last season, and what he knew of the teams and the transfers that had been happening the last couple of months since trading had opened.
"They should, you are a good player, and strategic," Ilya praised softly, "Second best, but still good," he grinned at Shane's eye roll. "They would do well to listen to you. Maybe you beat me to the cup, if they do."
Shane snorted, "They better, or I'm going to make sure we fucking trade some of them," he grumbled, before shaking his head. "Anyway, enough of them. How are you doing back in Boston? Has Svetlana stopped by? I know she was going to."
"She has already, we went for dinner," Ilya said, "She will be going back to Russia for a while, she is going to check on all the things that I've put in place for my father and niece."
"I know you were going to set something up when you were over there, but you never really said anything about what you did," Shane said softly as he lay down on the couch and held his phone above his face.
"I was supposed to," he nodded, "I made sure that there are provisions that are used for my father, for his health. It is not good; I forced him to take a medical. He had no choice but to face shame. He has dementia, and I have arranged for him to be looked after. It was more obvious during the Olympics. Svetlana and her family are handling things over there. Brother isn't happy with anything I'm doing either. He wants me to just send him money to take care of father. But he will just waste money, he is an addict, refuses help to get clean, even with his child and wife. There is a fund for Yulia for when 18, so that she can do what she wants when older. Without my brother being able to interfere. Again, Svetlana's family is happy to take care of it until she is older. She is tiny baby and I don't know if I will see her again."
Shane smiled at him softly, "I wish there was a way that you could still go back safely."
"I can, now with a Canadian passport, they will not be able to keep me there at all. But my family doesn't know yet that I am no longer considered Russian. They will... not be happy with me when they find out. But I am doing what is best for me," he told him, "I do not think I will go there again, not until... not until my father passes."
"I don't know if it would be a good idea for me to go with you, but if I can do it, I would," Shane said.
"No, it would not be good, but thank you," he smiled, "For now, let's talk about other things. I am sad that I will not see Yulia grow, she is a tiny baby at the moment, only a couple of weeks old. I have one picture of her and I will treasure it," he murmured, eyes turning sad. He'd only been able to hold his newborn niece once, during his visit back to Russia, and he knew it would be the only time he would get to hold or see her.
Shane wanted to reach through his phone to hold his husband, reassure him that maybe one day he'll be able to see his niece again. "I wish there was something I could do."
"I know, moya lyubov, I know," he smiled at him, yawning, "We have early practice tomorrow. LeClaire wants us to go through a few different lines, wants to change things up," he grinned at the thought.
Shane laughed, "We're doing the same, since most of the usual lot are missing. Night husband mine," he murmured, pressing a kiss against his fingers and then reaching to where the camera was.
Ilya did the same, "Night, Moya lyubov," he told him, as they ended the call.
Shane let his hand drop, his phone hitting his chest. He sighed heavily. He missed Ilya so much, and having him so far away. His mind began to go over what he could do to bring them closer together. Not to always be in another country.
XxXxX
Shane looked at his team; they had barely scraped a win against Toronto. Barely. "We have our fucking work cut out this season if this is how you all plan to fucking play!" Shane stated as he looked at them in turn.
"Not our problem that we've been benched," Comeau complained from where he was sitting, in his suit. He'd been in the press box with several others who hadn’t reached their fitness target by the end of yesterday. 
"It's your problem for being a fucking problem, Comeau," Shane turned to him, "You want to know what the problem is? Only a few people on this team are team players, and this is a fucking team sport. Pike, Boiziau," he said as he named some of the others, including two of the new rookies on the team. "They've done what they needed to do, they've kept up their training and improved, the rest of you fell short, the ones that played were the ones that had just about fucking reached their target fitness levels, and I bet you're feeling the burn already from today's game," he stated as he began to take his gear off.
Couillard snorted, "Of course we're sore, we've not done this in months!" he yelled out as he threw his helmet into his cubby.
Shane turned to face him, "If you had done what you were supposed to during the summer, you would have only needed the usual stretching like you do mid fucking season," he snapped at him, "Every single one of you is going to be facing some harsh fucking training with me. We're going to win the fucking cup this year, even if I have to drag each and every single one of you to the rink to train and practice day and night to get you all into shape."
Everyone went quiet, seeing the serious look on their Captain's face. They got showered and changed. Heading out, none of them felt like celebrating after the dressing down from not only Shane, but from their coach as well, moments before Shane had taken them to task.
Shane headed home, glad it was a home game and not on the road. All he wanted was to see Ted and spend a bit of time before he had to tuck him into bed. Walking into his home, he could hear Ted and Ilya's voices. He knew that Ilya would have called Ted as soon as his own preseason game against Buffalo was over, which had ended almost an hour before Shane's game had.
"Night, my little bear," Ilya's voice could be heard.
"Night, Papa, miss you," Ted replied as Shane walked into view. "Daddy!" he said, dropping the phone.
"Is Papa still there?" he asked, as he walked over, saving the phone from the floor and suppressing a sigh when it showed that Ilya had gone. He'd just have to talk to him later on. He turned and picked Ted up and settled him in his arms. Ted was five, and Shane could still remember the moment he was first placed in his arms. "You're getting big," Shane said softly, even though he found it easy to pick up and carry his son.
Lea smiled as she was going around the living room tidying it up after a day at home. It was a weekend, and in another day, Ted would be back at school.
"Thanks, Lea," he smiled at the woman. Shane enjoyed school pick-ups and drop-offs. Hearing all about Ted's day at school was just like it had been at kindergarten.
"Welcome, you know that, Shane," she shook her head as she finished cleaning. Shane was helping one-handed as he carried Ted around, the five-year-old hanging on to him as he bent down a few times to pick things up.
"How was the game, Dad?" Ted asked, wanting a blow-by-blow account. Shane snorted and began to give him an edited version of the game. He knew that soon, he would have to let his parents take him to a game. People were going to find out about his son, but it had been five years so far without them knowing.
"And that's it, we won," Shane finished, smiling as he looked at his son, seated on the couch.
"Dad, when can I come to a game? I want to see you play," he said, looking unhappy. "I want to watch you and Papa play against each other, Grampa and Obaasan said that you're really competitive against each other, and I want to see it," he finished.
Shane sighed, "I'll see what I can do about letting you come to a match. But don't forget that you won't be able to cheer for Papa, no one but Uncle Hayden, Uncle Cliff, Tetya Svetlana, and Auntie Jackie knows that he's your Papa and my husband," he reminded him.
Ted huffed, "I know, Dad," he sighed, "I'm five now, I'm big and smart too," he said, rolling his eyes.
"Cheeky too," Shane laughed, "Just like your Papa," he added, ruffling the dark brown hair that was starting to get a little long. Some curls were going on at the ends again. "Hair cut?" he asked. Pulling on one of tthem.
"No, like Papa now," he grinned.
Shane laughed and nodded, "Alright. Let's get you to bed, and tomorrow, we have a free morning, and since it's the weekend, how about a trip to the park? We'll ask Uncle Hayd and Auntie Jackie to come with the two kids?" he suggested.
"Yeah," Ted nodded as he was set down on his feet and headed to his bedroom. He yawned as he walked. His dad scooped him back up and let him fly into his bed to be tucked in.
"Night," Shane said softly, placing a gentle kiss on Ted's head as he stood up and left the room to have something light to eat before reading and watching something, while Lea headed home to her mother for the night.
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  Chapter Twenty-One
Ilya smiled as he held Shane in his arms. Yuna and David had taken Ted out for the day. Mostly to spend a bit of time with their grandson before he went back to school. Yuna hadn't been that happy about Ted being in a different country for most of the half-term break. Shane had made sure his mom had accepted it in the end. Ted had wanted to spend time with his other parent. They'd had the Montreal vs Boston game the night before, and Ilya didn't have to be on a plane for two days when Boston played at home against the Admirals.
"Nice to just spend time with us," Shane said, "I love Teddy a lot, but sometimes.
"We need a break," Ilya agreed, "Lovely boy, but adult time needed," he said, kissing Shane's neck as he began to run a hand up the shirt that Shane was wearing.
Shane turned, lying on him and looked up, "Well, we-" he began, only for someone to start ringing the bell for the house. "Wonder who that could be," he muttered. His parents had promised to call when they were heading home, and he wasn't expecting them back until it was Ted's bedtime.
Ilya let Shane go so he could check his phone and see who was there. "Who is it?" he asked as Shane was quick to get up to open the door.
"Svetlana," he answered, a frown on his face as Ilya got up and followed him.
Ilya frowned, "She's supposed to be in Russia," he stated, "She was visiting family for a week."
"I know," he said as he opened the door and Svetlana walked up, a bundle in her arms, protecting whatever it was from the harsh November air. "Is everything okay?" he asked, eyeing the bundle and the suitcase she was dragging with her.
"Nyet," she said softly, "inside out of the cold. Not good," she said as Ilya hurried to her and took the suitcase.
"What is going on?" Ilya asked as soon as they were inside.
Svetlana remained quiet as she took off her shoes and slid them into the slippers that were for her when she visited. "Let me sit down, and you should as well, both of you," she said as she took the lead toward the living room. The two men followed her, and she waited for them to sit down before playing the tiny bundle in Ilya's arms.
"Svetlana?" he said, looking from the sleeping baby he could now see to his childhood friend.
"Yulenka," she said, "She is here now, with you. Alexei has passed away, and so has Katya; she is an orphan now," she added as she sat down. "I was in Russia to deal with that. And to make sure that Alexei's will would be held up even with your change of nationality."
"Alexei knew?" Ilya said, voice shaking.
"He did, he knew the moment it had happened. He was... relieved. I have a letter from him for you to be given in case anything happens to him. The suitcase contains some of her things. Pictures and other items for when she is older. And things for you that Alexei kept safe. He wanted you to take Yulenka, raise her as your own, love her as he knows you already do," Svetlana said softly. "He... knew a lot about you, read the letter, it should make things a little clearer for you."
Ilya looked down at the sleeping baby, then at the envelope Svetlana was now holding out. Ilya took it and opened it up. The Cyrillic lettering reminded him of home. A home he knew he would never be able to go back to.
Ilyusha
I have written so many letters over the years. Since Mama died. Some are just like this, a just in case. Others are just saying how proud I am of you. To you, I was a harsh, horrible, and demanding brother. Just like our father, I followed him. I knew it would push you away. Not to do your best at anything, but to drive you from Russia. I love the motherland, and always will. But it doesn't always love those it should.
I know about you, I have done from the moment your eyes first strayed that way. I don't care who you love, Ilyusha, I am just happy that you can love after our father and what happened to Mama. I hope that the one that you have chosen loves you and will stand with you always. It does hurt to know I will not be there when you marry and your family grows again. I know that is because of what you think of me. It hurts, and always will, but it is for the best if I keep father away from hurting more than he already has.
There were no drugs or anything like that for me. It was only when Father was around, or his fucking lackey, that I pretended as such. I would not do that to Katya; she is my life, my love. The one I wish to spend eternity with. I hope you feel the same for your partner. I know you have one, I am not stupid, even if I appear as such. You are happy, you were so happy when you came to Russia, and you couldn't wait to leave. You have someone special at home, and a child, I know. I do have friends in Canada, those who see you, see the family you have built, and tell me of the joys you now have. I'm happy for that.
Father was never happy with you, not because you are a failure to him; you are amazing, never forget that. Don't listen to the old man's ramblings; he is stuck in a past glory that will never be again. But he was jealous of you. Because Mama loved you so much, you were her favorite, and I can see why you are so much like her. The curls, the smile, the passion you have for the ice. I remember the day she taught you how to skate. She tried with me, but I have the balance of a rock, I sit and stay, dare not move. You are her pride and joy, never forget that. She loves you so much. Mama wasn't weak, no matter what Father says, she wasn't. I don't blame her for what she did, father hurt her so much. But she was also so strong enough to put up with his shit and to love you and me. You are so like her, just as strong.
I just wish it hadn't taken until she was gone for me to see it. To realize just what father was doing. To her and to you. You were so young when you found her, and I hate it, I hate that it was you. You were so adrift without her. I did what I could to try and protect you, but I knew if I got close, showed I cared about you, he would hurt you more. Become jealous of you being so important to me. It was never enough, how I went about trying to protect you. I know I failed in a lot of ways. But I love you, and am so proud.
But you have no idea how happy I was when you moved to America for Hockey. You were finally away, and I hated having to keep calling you when Father and his cronies were watching me. Making me demand money and everything from you. I hated it. The money sits in an account, gathering dust, and maybe a little interest. I kept it safe, just in case you came to Russia and had to run because father was forgetting, and ill. I knew he was. You did good on that, even if you shouldn't have. I know you loved him, even if asshole.
I wish you had just stayed away, enjoy the life you live now in America, in Canada too. I watched your games, see your joy on the ice. I wish I were rinkside sometimes to watch you play again. Like when you teenager, determined to rule the world.
Kayta and I are proud of you; we both love you. She wished to mother you each time you came near. It was hard for her not to, but she did it in hopes that you would not come back. Feel like there was nothing for you here. I have loved you from the moment Mama told me she was pregnant. The day I held you, I wanted to do nothing but keep you with me. Father was a bastard; even then, he hated how Mama was always with you. Or when I was with you.
I kept many of Mama's things, hidden from father. Kept them safe, waiting for the day that I could send them to you. So you can have more than just her cross about your neck. There are pictures, videos, and more. Things she had that I know she would want you to have.
Svetlana and her family know of this, of everything. They have a lot in holding for you, waiting to send it.
I know you are only reading this because I'm gone. I'm dead, and if Katya is still alive, do what you can to get her and Yulenka out of Russia. Her family is not good, and they will wish for her to remarry a man that they have chosen, not a good man, one I know will hurt her like our father hurt Mama. If only Yulenka is alive, then she would be brought to you; you should be holding her in your arms as you read this. Know I love her, and she is my life. My joy, my pride, my everything. Katya and I love her so much.
I will be watching over you with Mama, over you, Ilyusha, Yulenka, and Katya. I love you all so much, and help raise Yulenka like you. Know I am proud of the man you have become.
I love you, Ilyusha, and now I don't have to be afraid to show here.
Alexei
Ilya put the paper down, tears falling from his eyes, "Alyosha," he murmured as he rocked Yulia in his arms.
Shane looked at his husband and moved closer, wrapping an arm around him, holding him awkwardly with the baby in his arms. "How old is she now?" he asked.
"She will be three months in four days," Svetlana answered as Ilya cried for a brother he never really knew.
"Right," Shane nodded a few times. "I should still have a lot of the things that Teddy used when he was a baby. I stored them; I didn't have the heart to get rid of anything."
Svetlana smiled slightly, "Good, Ilyusha," she said, her words soft as she looked at her oldest friend.
"Svetlana," he said, voice shaking slightly, "I don't... I don't know what I'm supposed to do."
"You have Shane, you have your husband, and you know what you should do. It's already in your heart. There are papers for you to sign, and then she is yours, forever. Raise her right, like Alyosha wanted. He loved you, Ilyusha, he really did. He was so scared when you came back to Russia each time, he was so horrible to you, to get you to leave early, and you never did. You put up with it because you loved them."
Ilya nodded and glanced at Shane.
Shane reached up, brushing the tears from his face, "Looks like our family is growing. We'll make sure she knows her parents, too. How much they loved her and wanted the best for her."
Ilya nodded as Yulia began to wake, "Privet, Yulenka," he said to her.
"Do you have bottles and such for her, Svetlana?" Shane asked as he got up, kissing Ilya softly as he then turned to the woman.
Svetlana nodded, pulling the bag that she had brought with her, and handed it over. "Here, her things, some of them. For now, anyway. My Mama and Papa are sending the rest over here. I gave them this address, hope that was okay. I knew that Ilya would be here for the break; it should arrive soon."
Shane nodded, "That's fine, but we'll get stuff for Boston as well. Since-" he cut himself off, "We'll talk about that in a moment, let's get her fed and changed."
Ilya nodded as Shane took the bottles of formula and headed to the kitchen to warm things up. While Ilya began to sort out her diaper.
XxXxX
Svetlana left them alone after Yulia was settled back in Ilya's arms after being fed. A message came from her to say that the delivery of Yulia's things would happen in an hour, maybe less. Shane had been moving around the house, sorting out a guest room for Yulia's things.
"I should give Hayden a call and ask him to stop by; he might have a few things that Yulia can use, and help me sort out the bedroom for her. I know we're going to have her in our room for a while longer, but that doesn't mean we can't set it up for her," Shane called out as he walked into the living room again.
Ilya looked up from Yulia, "Call him, and maybe... It's time to call your parents. They have another grandchild they can dote on."
Shane nodded, "Yeah, it might be," he nodded, "I'll tell them to come on over with Teddy, instead of later. I'll make dinner."
"No, I make dinner," Ilya smiled, "I like pasta, I know Teddy does too," he added, "And you can hold Yulenka," he smiled as he got up, walking over to his husband, "You've not held her yet."
"I wanted to give you time with her, I know how precious that is," Shane said softly as he looked at the baby in Ilya's arms. He held out his own, and she was placed in them. "Hey, Yulenka," he said, "Welcome to the Hollander-Rozanov family."
Ilya smiled at the two of them and pulled out his phone, taking a picture of the two. There were already a few on Shane's phone of him with his niece, now his daughter. Shane pulled out his own phone and called his parents. Asking them to come home sooner and have dinner with him. That he was finally letting them meet Lily.
An hour later, Shane was letting his parents into the house; the delivery had arrived ten minutes before, and Shane and Ilya had spent a hurried ten minutes moving as much into the other bedroom as they could. They would have to go through it all properly later, only the play-mat for Yulia was out, along with a few clothes and a bassinet that had already been put in their bedroom.
"Mom, Dad," he smiled, hugging them both. "Teddy," he grinned, picking up his son for a quick hug before he demanded to go down, "Papa is in the living room, but you need to be quiet," he warned him, "There is someone special sleeping in there with him."
"Dad?" Ted blinked up at him, "What?"
"Go, and be quiet, don't say anything when you see," he smiled, kissing his son's cheek and letting him run off. He could hear the suppressed squeal.
"What's going on?" Yuna asked, as she noticed her son wasn't letting them past just yet.
"You're going to meet Lily. You know who they are, or rather, how the press paints them. They're not like that at all," he warned them both, "He's a wonderful husband to me, and father to Teddy. He's just learned that his father, sister-in-law, and brother have died. An accident, his niece is alive and has been brought here. We're adopting her, so Teddy has a little sister, and you have a granddaughter."
"A granddaughter," David smiled, "Can't wait to meet them, both of them."
Shane smiled at him and then looked at his mom, "Mom," he began, "I know what you're going to want to say when you meet him, know that what you see online, in papers, on the news, from commentators, and that, isn't the truth, and it never has been."
Yuna nodded, "I'll try and keep an open mind," she said softly.
Shane smiled at her, "Though be quiet, like I said, the baby is sleeping."
Shane moved aside as they entered the house fully. He closed the door and led the way into the house. He smiled as he saw Ilya on the couch with Teddy pressed against him, Yulia in Teddy's lap, as Ilya supported him.
"Grampa, Obachan!" Ted grinned. "I have a baby sister, she is called Yulia, but I can call her Yulenka," he said as he went back to looking at the sleeping baby.
Shane heard a little gasp behind him, knowing it was from the person who was seated on the couch with his son and daughter. "Ilya," he said as he walked over, taking out his phone, snapping a picture of the three of them.
Shane's phone was taken from his hand. He turned to see his dad standing there, "Go and sit with your family, let's get a proper picture of you all," David told his son, an accepting smile on his face as he gave Shane a little push.
Shane nodded, "Thanks, Dad," he told him as he went over and sat on the other side of Ted and looked at Ilya.
David watched the two as he took several pictures. He could see how Shane looked at Ilya, and he could see the way that Ilya was looking at Shane. It was how he and Yuna looked at each other, a look of love that couldn't be denied. He glanced back at Yuna, seeing tears forming, he smiled softly. Yuna's explosion needed to wait; they would talk later. For now, they had a son-in-law to get to know and a new grandchild as well.
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  Chapter Twenty-Two
David watched his wife as they got back home to their house in Ottawa. Dinner had been just a little tense, with Yuna watching and analyzing everything that Ilya had done. She had been biting her tongue and not said a word. Not even when they were driving home. She had been focused on the road in front of them for the two hours back home.
"I can't... Rozanov," she muttered as she clattered around the kitchen, getting out the agitation she felt at the meeting. She wasn't happy and couldn't understand why her son had chosen someone like Ilya Rozanov.
"Ilya," David said as he watched her from the doorjam. He knew that if she thought of the young Russian as Rozanov, and not Ilya, she'd never accept who her son was in love with. "It is Ilya, and he loves Shane; you can see that with every single interaction between them. He adores Teddy as well; he played with him, read to him, tucked him in bed. He doted on both Teddy and Yulia without reserve."
"He didn't tell us?!" she exclaimed, "He didn't trust us for so long to tell us. That's what is really fucking hurting, David. Then he tells us about Rozanov. That man is a damn menace. How the hell could Shane fall for someone like him!"
David went over to her, wrapping his arms around her, grounding her in a way he did for Shane when he was younger. Yuna huffed against him but sank into his arms. "Shane sees something in Ilya we haven't. We know what he's like in the public eye. We have no idea what he's like when it's just him, Shane, and Teddy." He paused as he then added, "And Yuna, we've been over this about his trust."
"I know, I pushed him away, more concerned with the image and branding, instead of our son," Yuna bit out, "But Rozanov," she muttered under her breath.
"No, sweetheart, it wasn't that. It was how you wanted to micromanage everything. You told him what to do all the time, but you still disapprove when he isn't following the microdiet that you wanted him to be on. When he comes to meet us for meals, you often order for him, instead of letting him choose. He's found love in a man that I am surprised as you are about. But he loves him, and Ilya loves him back."
"I know, but I can still be hurt over the fact that we weren't there. How are you taking this so calmly?" she asked, as she glanced at him.
David sighed, "I am hurt, but I understand. I know you don't remember, but your parents weren't happy when you chose me and not Daisuke, the man they brought in for you to meet the day we had lunch with them. Remember, they were hoping you would leave me and choose him, someone they approved of, someone who was Japanese and not a white man."
"I... I'm doing that?"
David nodded, "We might not understand, approve, or anything, but I'm never going to speak out against what Shane wants, who Shane wants. I'd rather watch and see how things go. Be there for them, and I do mean them, as I can't see anything tearing them apart. Shane is adopting Yulia, as is Ilya. Ilya has adopted Teddy as well. They're a family, Yuna, a beautiful family, and the only thing I wanted for Shane is to be loved, and he is, by Ilya. That I can always get behind."
Yuna sighed and leaned against David again, letting his scent wash over her, soothing her nerves. "Suppose I need to book another appointment with Jerry," she murmured.
"Yes, it's okay to be worried, okay to be apprehensive about the relationship, but that doesn't mean you can't support them both. Ilya has lost his entire family. All that's left is his niece. Shane is his family, and he's letting us be there. It's been a while since he and Ilya started dating."
"Years, David, it's been years, four of them. Four years, and we didn't know a damn thing," Yuna reminded him.
"I know, and it's taken this long for him to trust us with his heart. Pine fucked things up for him, but Ilya has been there right beside him. Talking to him, being there, since the draft, from how they talk. They might not have swapped numbers until the CCM shoot together, but to them, this has been going on since the day before Teddy was born," he said as he let her go, "Now, go and shower, I'll lock up, and we'll get ready for bed."
Yuna nodded and began to get ready for bed, letting David take care of the house.
XxXxX
Ilya paced as he waited for his call to connect.
"LeClaire," came the gruff voice on the other end.
"Coach," Ilya greeted.
"Ilya, everything okay?" he asked.
"My family is gone. Father, Brother, sister-in-law, all gone," he said, voice cracking a little at the end. "Brother left Niece, to me," he added quietly as he sat down.
"I'm sorry to hear that, Ilya, you need to take some time off to go back to Russia to sort things out, and to attend funerals," LeClaire began as Ilya heard a rustle of papers.
Ilya shook his head, "No, no I don't. They have already happened. They happened a few days ago. My friend did not think it good idea to go back for them. It would have caused problems," he said, knowing that if he had gone back, it might be a little hard to leave again, even with a Canadian passport and not a Russian one.
"Right, what about your niece? Is she being looked after by her mother's family?" he asked him.
"She is here, with me," he said, "I'm with my partner," he added, "My friend from childhood was in Russia, she took care of things for me, and brought Yulia to me. I will... be adopting her, alongside my partner. But they work strangely as well, like me. They travel a lot. We do not even live together, which is hard."
"I knew about the girl in Montreal, but I didn't know it was serious," LeClaire said. "What do you need?"
"Some time to sort out living arrangements for Yulia, and for sorting out care while she is with me in Boston, there is so much I need to do, but my partner is helping. They are Montreal-based, and I'm... Boston," he began, starting to repeat himself.
"Alright, Ilya," LeClaire said, "Whatever you need, I'll take you off games for at least two weeks. I'll see if we can do longer. Might be able to do three weeks; we should be on a roadie in a week. So maybe I can get you to rejoin us when we come back from that."
"That would be good, thank you. I know it is short notice. I was to fly back tomorrow, but... I do not wish to do that at the moment. She is so tiny, and I-" he stopped, choking back a small sob, "My brother... we did not get along, but he left things for me. Things I didn't know about."
"Your partner is with you; they'll help. I've heard about Teddy, your partner's child, and that you've been helping with them since they were little. I do hear a few things occasionally," he said softly, "Now, I'll arrange things and send you an update, so you know where you stand. If you do need more time, then get in touch. Having a kid, especially without any warning. So take it, I'll tell the GM what's going on, he'll support you, I know that. Take care, kid, and call me if you need anything. I'll get Gina looking at someone to watch the baby while you're at practice and at games. Maybe even bring them along on the roadies when they are old enough. Hell, Gina may even ask to do it; she's bored," he said, talking about his wife.
"Gina is a nice lady, very motherly," Ilya nodded a few times. He had met LeClaire's wife a couple of times during 
"She misses the kids, even though they have their own kids now," LeClaire snorted, "I'll talk with her and see what she would like to do. I know you have someone for Teddy, but his main residence is in Montreal with your partner."
"Yes, Lea is very good, loves Yulia already, but she is needed for Teddy. My partner knows that I wish for Yulia with me, I do... they understand that I do not wish to part with her," he said, "My brother," he cut himself off.
"It's alright, you don't have to explain yourself at all," he reassured him, "Now, go on, go back to your niece and partner, spend some more time coming to terms with having her around," he added.
"I will call soon, and tell me what Gina says," he said softly as he ended the call.
"Everything sorted?" Shane asked as soon as Ilya walked back into the living room.
"Yes, I have at least two, maybe three weeks off. LeClaire is asking his wife if she would be able to look after Yulenka," Ilya said, smiling as Shane rocked Yulia gently in his arms, soothing her back to sleep.
"That's good," he said, as he gestured for Ilya to join him on the couch.
Ilya went over, settled beside his husband, rested his head on his shoulder, and looked down at his daughter. "I am scared."
"I know it's scary, I'm still scared, even holding her. But being a parent is being there, as best as you can. Loving them unconditionally, supporting their dreams. Trying again and again, even if you believe you've failed," he said, "That's what my dad told me," he added, "I was scared when Teddy was born. I was going to be on my own in a strange city, and I found it hard to be alone, even with Lea helping me. She didn't stay the night at all. So I was alone for that. You have me, you have the other WAGs in the chat, LeClaire sounds like a good coach, and his wife to help. You have a support system, and that's what's needed the most with a kid."
Ilya nodded, "It takes a village? Da?" he said.
"Yeah, that," Shane smiled, "You'll be okay. You really will," he said, resting his own head on Ilya's for a bit, "For now, let's settle into a rhythm here, and when you get to Boston, you'll be able to slip into it there easily."
Ilya nodded, reaching a hand out and stroking down the tiny face of his daughter. "She is so beautiful. Alyosha left more letters. He talks about Mama," he said, "How he missed her, and he hopes Yulenka is just like her. He... is so different, I wish... I wish I knew this brother, the one who loved me and wished me the best. There is so much I never knew. How much he protected me. He stayed with us until I left. And each time I came back, he would be there too. I just thought he was there to irritate me. No, he was there to stop Father from saying or doing something that would hurt me."
Shane listened as Ilya told him more about the things that his brother had done behind the scenes. The little things that he had missed seeing. The care and attention that Alexei had paid to Ilya over the years. The trinkets of their mothers that he had saved when his father had gutted their home of anything that reminded him of Irina.
XxXxX
Ilya and Shane woke quickly as Yulia began to cry. Ilya got up and went over to her bassinet and picked her up, "Shush, Yulenka," he murmured, rocking her.
"I'll get her bottle," Shane said softly, as he got out of bed himself. He smiled over at his husband as he rocked their daughter and went to get a bottle.
"Yulenka, it's okay, Daddy is making your milk for you, and I'll get you nice and clean," he murmured to her as he walked out of the room to the room that they had set up for Yulia. It had been painted by Hayden and Shane two days ago, and thankfully, the paint smell had gone. Hayden and Jackie had dropped a few things off after being told about Yulia. Then Hayden had stopped by with paint that Shane had asked him to get for them and set about sorting out a room for their daughter.
"Here in the rocker, or back to our room?" Shane asked from the doorway, a warmed-up bottle now in hand.
"Our room," Ilya said, smiling softly as he finished changing Yulia, who was crying softly. "There we go, Yulenka, all clean and dry," he said, picking her up and settling him in his arms again.
Shane nodded and led the way back to their room. He quickly checked on Ted, who was still fast asleep. The five-year-old had only woken up once when Yulia had cried the first night after she had arrived. "Still asleep," he said as he carried on to the bedroom. They settled on the bed, leaning against the headboard.
Ilya took the offered bottle from Shane and began to feed Yulia. "She is perfect," he murmured.
"She really is," Shane said, as he yawned, "Got practice in the morning,"
"Sorry,"
"No, I don't mean that. I wish that I didn't have to go," Shane said, shaking his head. "There is nothing to be sorry about at all, Ilyusha," he murmured, reaching out and letting Yulia take hold of a finger. "There is nothing to be sorry for," he repeated.
"Hmm," Ilya hummed as he watched his daughter drink her milk.
"Ilya," he said, his voice turning more serious, "Really, a baby has needs, and don't forget that I went through this with Teddy when he was a baby. I may have had Lea, but she only came in when I had practice, so I would already be up by then, and would be up and down a dozen times during the night. I... panicked a lot when he was a baby, when I was alone. It took a bit for my mom to leave me as well, after I moved here. Afraid that I wouldn't be good at this, I supposed. Or maybe she was still so scared that something else would happen to me," he shrugged lightly, resting his head on Ilya's shoulder as he fed their daughter. 
"She would be scared, I am scared of anything happening to you, Teddy, and Yulenka," he murmured, "I'm always scared that Hayden will call one day and tell me you are hurt during the game. That you are at the hospital with Teddy, and I am so far away."
Shane nodded slightly, "I'm scared of the same," he admitted quietly, "it's a fear we're going to have to get used to. Every moment we're apart is going to be full of fear and worry. But I know that you'll be okay, that you have people around you to help you, take care of you until I can get there to your side," he said softly.
"I do have good people, LeClaire cares for his team a lot, we are family," Ilya smiled.
Shane smiled and wished he could say the same thing about Montreal. Theriault couldn't give a rat's ass about any of them as long as they keep winning games. Hayden and JJ were the only ones who he knew cared about him. The others gave good lip service, but he knew deep down, they're just a bunch of assholes, and homophobic ones at that.
"I'm happy you do," Shane murmured, "I wish... my own team were like that. It appears that way as long as I'm winning games for them. As soon as I don't, they turn on me, biting comments, and more," he sighed softly, "Hayden and JJ do their best to help me reign them in, but it's not easy."
"I am sorry it's not good for you," Ilya murmured, resting his head on Shane's for a moment, before setting aside the half-empty bottle and winding Yulia. She gave a little burp, but no spit up. "Good girl," he smiled as he fed her the rest of her bottle. Yulia fell asleep before it could be finished, but Ilya winded her again, before letting her settle against his chest for a bit. "I don't ever want to put her down," he confessed.
"I know, I don't either, when I pick her up. I'm going to miss having her here when you have to go back to Boston," Shane sighed, getting up and taking the empty bottle, "five and a half ounces," he said, "Pretty good," he grinned as he went to wash it up and sterilize it, ready for its next use.
Ilya looked up as Shane walked in, "Her doctor says she is doing well for the transition to our care," he said.
"She is, and I've been looking up the doctors that Gina sent over for you. I think Dr. Mikale would be the best fit. They have a really good reputation, and we can transfer Teddy to them as well. Since they are pediatric doctor. The one he has in Boston isn't as good as I was hoping."
"Hmm," Ilya nodded, "I will make sure to ask about taking on two patients when I call in the morning," he added, letting Shane take Yulia from his arms. He watched as Shane murmured to the sleeping baby as he took her back to the bassinet and laid her down.
"We should get the cot set up soon, she's almost four months, she should start transitioning to it," Shane said softly as he climbed back into bed beside his husband.
"I still don't want her to be far from me," he said softly, looking at Yulia as she slept peacefully.
"Course not," Shane smiled, as they settled down in bed, turning off the lamp that Ilya had switched on when he'd woken up. "It's okay to have her close, don't be scared of that," he yawned as Ilya settled beside him, pulling him close until Shane's head rested on his chest.
Shane smiled, "Night."
"Night," Ilya replied, soft and gentle as the two of them easily went back to sleep.
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  Chapter Twenty-Three
Ilya woke slowly; his body felt heavy, and his head and heart just wanted to shrivel up. Ilya knew it was going to be a bad day. He'd had a few, but this time, he was alone in Boston with Yulia, and Gina wouldn't be stopping today. She had the day off since there was no practice or anything to mean he had to get up. The only thing he had to do was look after Yulia, and she was quiet in her bassinet at the moment, sleeping peacefully. He lay there, not wanting to do anything for a while longer, before he grabbed his phone.




  






JANE




	Morning, hope you and Yulenka are doing well. Miss you both so much. Be warned, Teddy is going to have Lea vid call you later. He wants to tell Yulenka and you about his day.

	Love you and miss you.



Ilya stared at the message for a while, and a slow, small smile appeared on his face.




  






JANE




	Love you too. Today is a bad day, but I will be okay. I have Yulenka.





	Take care of yourself, love you so much, wish I were there.




	I wish the same.



Shane looked from his phone and sighed, wondering what he could do. He glanced around the rink. He was at practice; they had a game later that night. An idea came to his head and he went onto a different chat.




  






BOSTON WAGS




	Jane


	Ladies, I need help




	Stephanie


	Shane, what do you need help with?




	Kelly


	We're here. What's up?




	Jane


	Ilya is having a bad day; you all know he has depression, that's something the Boston and Montreal WAGs know. But today is a bad day. And he's back in Boston.




	Lyla


	I thought he was going to be in Montreal for a while longer.




	Jane


	He needed to get into a rhythm with Yulia there. He can't do that here; he needs to do it in Boston.


	Gina helps him during practice days and game days. As well as the overnight roadies. But he's alone at the moment.




	Mila


	You need flybys




	Freya


	Right, organise everything, I'll take the lead on it.




	Kelly


	Thanks, Freya.




	Freya


	Right, first thing, who can do today for a few hours?




	Stephanie


	I can, I'm not at work until tonight. I'll be napping later on for that. So I'm free now.


	I'll put together a few things and head over in about half an hour.




	Jane


	Thank you, ladies, really. I can't... I hate not being with him. He has bad days and good days, good out weight, but they didn't always.




	Phoebe


	We know, we saw a few things. I know that my fiancé was worried about him a while ago, a few years ago now.




	Jane


	Yeah, he was... bad, really bad back then. Therapy, meds, and the like help, but that doens't lesson everything all the time.




	Adelaide


	We've got this covered, Shane, don't you worry about Ilya.




	Kelly


	He's in good hands.




	Ellie


	We'll sort out things for the baby too. You said Yulia is three months old.




	Jane


	Yeah, almost four now. Get him to go out tomorrow or something with her. I know he has a bit of time before he really has to go back to the rink




	Lyla


	If he's anything like Coby, then he's going to be chewing the walls to get back on the ice. Coby was the same, after ours was born. I could barely keep him home for three weeks.




	Jane


	I was the same when Teddy was born. I wanted to be with him all the time, but I also wanted to be out on the ice too. Took a while for me to feel steady enough to have him strapped to my chest and take him out on the ice. I think he was seven months at that point.


	But yeah, learned my dad had done something similar when I was a baby. 




	Becca


	So you were following tradition.




	Jane


	Yeah, I'm expecting to learn that Ilya has taken Yulenka out on the ice before she's six months.




	Isabella


	Well, since I just had my daughter a month ago, I would saythey guys should take the kids to the rink for the day.




	Kelly


	That could be a good idea. I know that you and Ilya are married, but the boys do know about Yulia.




	Jane


	Yeah, I thought it would be a good idea for them to at least know he now has a daughter. He should at least be able to share that with the others in Boston. I know they're more accepting than Montreal about things that are outside of the so-called norm




	Kelly


	I'd heard rumors, mostly through the other WAGs.



	Freya


	Yeah, right, I've got a few volunteers, and I'm doing care packages as well. Food items, pamper items as well.




	Jane


	Bubble bath, scented, he really likes anything fruity. Apples especially.




	Freya


	Oh! Good to know. Right, everything is ready. And Shane, don't you worry about Ilya, we've got him.




	Jane


	Thanks, all of you.




	Stephanie


	Welcome, Shane, and next time you're playing on Boston, we need to meet, we didn't get chance last time.




	Jane


	Sounds good to me



Stephanie walked up the steps of the condo that Ilya Rozanov owned. Cliff had given her the codes to be able to get in after he learned what she was doing. He knew that Ilya had some trouble sometimes with depression. He was one of the few on the team who knew what was going on in that respect. She knocked on the door, put the basket she had put together, and went shopping, sitting on her arm. The door slowly opened. Revealing a disheveled Ilya with Yulia cooing in his arms as she wiggled her arms about.
"Stephanie?" he frowned.
"Let me in?" she asked, smiling, "I've got a few things for you."
Ilya let her in, moving aside so he could close the door behind her. "You don't have to do that," he said, frowning slightly.
Stephanie smiled, "I know we don't, but we're here to help and support you. The others would be here as well, but we're taking it in turns while you settle into life back in Boston. Not only that but some of them know what it's like to be on your own with a baby, and the only people around to help are a phone call away."
"Kelly?" he asked, thinking of her and the couple of others who had children.
Stephanie nodded, "Yeah, that," she smiled, as she went into the living room. There was a bottle on the coffee table, and a blanket on the couch that she could tell belonged to Yulia.
"Thank you," Ilya said. "Would you like something to drink?" he asked, trying to be polite, even though all he wanted was to be left alone.
"How about you hand me that beautiful baby, and I'll take care of getting myself a drink, and you go through this basket and take a bit of time for yourself. I know you had Gina over yesterday for a couple of hours for Yulia to get used to her," she said as she put the basket down and held out her arms to take Yulia. They had all come over at some point to meet her, only the WAGs and Cliff knew that Ilya was married to Shane Hollander, and that the two of them were raising two children together. It still boggled the mind at times for the group, but they could tell how much Shane loved Ilya, and that's what mattered the most to the group.
Ilya hesitated for a moment, but then played the cooing Yulia into Stephanie's arms. He looked at the basket, "You really didn't have to get me anything," he stated.
"But we wanted to. Being what is, in essence, a single parent is hard work," she told him, "have a few pamper moments. The others are all going to be stopping by at some point as well."
Ilya nodded and saw the bubblebath he liked. He gave a little smile as he knew that Shane had been the one to tell them that it was his favorite. "Thank you," he said, his voice soft.
Stephanie smiled, "Go and take a few for yourself, Ilya, and we'll be right out here," she said, as she began to head to the couch.
Ilya moved to the door and then watched as Stephanie sat down and talked to Yulia. He couldn't help the small real smile on his lips. He still missed Shane and knew that Shane had set the WAGs on him to make sure he was taken care of. He went into the bathroom and began to run a bath for himself. Showering quickly before getting in, he took the time he was gifted and relaxed, sending a message of thanks to Shane, and asking him to pass it on to the Boston WAGs.
XxXxX
It had been almost a week since Stephanie had stopped by, and almost every day, sometimes even twice, one of the WAGs had stopped by to spend some time with him and Yulia. Today, he was heading out to the rink to see the others. They all knew of Yulia and had stopped by for a quick stare at the baby for five-minute visits, but that was it.
He got out of the SUV, holding Yulia in his arms, and made his way into the building and to the rink where the Boston Bears practiced. He stopped, making sure that Yulia was warm, and that she had those tiny headphones that Kelly had brought around when she had dropped by.
"ROZY!" St Simon yelled out as he skated over, "And we have the princess in the house!" he called out, seeing Yulia in Ilya's arms.
"We thought to come and say hi," Ilya said, smiling slightly as the others all began to rush over to see him.
LeClaire walked over, smiling at the man, "Ilya," he grinned, "Gina is gushing about your daughter."
"She is very pretty, so is my daughter," he grinned, causing LeClaire to laugh.
"Gina is one of a kind, I think," he replied, "You can help me whip these boys into shape; they're slacking."
"We're not!" one of the rookies yelled out.
"You are, because you're here at the boards and not out there doing bag skates," LeClaire said, giving them all a look of disappointment.
"But Coach, Rozy is here!" someone cried out, sounding heartbroken at the thought of not being able to talk to his captain.
"You're all a bunch of babies who need attention," Ilya said, "I think you're worse than Yulenka."
"Cap!" one of them whined.
"Get back out on the ice, or I'll have you doing bag skates until you can't feel your legs," LeClaire ordered as he looked at his players, "And you, get your skates on and take her out on the ice, may as well since you're here," he grinned at Ilya.
Ilya grinned back, "Hold Yulenka for me?" he asked. He'd brought his skates with him, just in case he was able to get out there.
LeClaire took the tiny baby into his arms and held her, "Hello to the newest member of the Boston Bears," he said softly.
Ilya was quick to put on his skates, he took Yulia back, and go out on the ice. He skates around, pointing out the other players and telling her what they were doing wrong and how they could improve. Each of them skates by at least once while he moves around the ice.
Cliff skated over when everyone else was busy. "How are you doing?" he asked, his words quiet.
"I'm doing better now. Stephanie is a keeper," he told him, smiling softly, "She and the others are good people."
"Yeah, they really are," Cliff said, a little moon-eyed for his girlfriend.
Ilya smiled at him, snorting, "She is a good woman," he repeated.
Cliff nodded, "How are you doing without Jane?" he asked, "I know Jane has Teddy. And you're here with Yulia, how is it working?"
"I hate it, I just want to be with them all the time, with Teddy and Yulenka. We are a family, but we are two separate homes, and I do hate it," he sighed. "But for now, we have no choice."
Cliff sighed, "I wish it were different, man," he said, patting him on the back.
"Hmm," Ilya said as he began to skate around the rink, Cliff beside him. "We are thinking of what we can do in a couple of seasons, when our contracts are over."
Cliff frowned, "Moving from Boston?" he asked.
"Thinking about it," Ilya said, "Though I know Shane is... not fully happy with Montreal."
Cliff stopped at the boards, "What do you mean, not fully happy?"
"I am unsure, he complains, but nothing much, just his coach and some of the players not being the best," he stated, sighing. "So yes, not going to stay with Montreal I think, especially after contract ends."
"Okay," he nodded, "Hope things turn around for him," he said, though he didn't know if he meant it or not. He wasn't a fan of Montreal, and not just because he played on a rival team. He'd heard things about the Coach, Theriault, a few times, and he didn't seem like the type of coach that Cliff could work with. LeClaire didn't like him at all.
"Hmm," Ilya hummed as Yulia began to fuss. "I think it might be changing time or time for a feed," he said, "I can never tell. Shane is... good at it."
"He's had practice with Teddy," Cliff reminded him as they began to head to the gate off the ice. LeClaire was standing there while the others headed back out to continue with a few scrimages.
"Yes, a lot, gave me many tips as well," he said, "But it is scary doing this alone, even with the WAGs coming and going to help, and Gina too," he added as he glanced at LeClaire. As he opened the gate and let Ilya off the ice. "Thanks," he smiled at the man.
"Welcome, now get her fed before she brings this place down, Gina said she's got a good pair of lungs on her," LeClaire joked lightly.
Ilya nodded and handed his daughter over to change out of his skates. He wouldn't be going back out on the ice. The little time he spent skating was enough for ow. He had another week before he would be back on the roster. So far, the news had only been told that he was out due to a family emergency, which was certainly true. He did not doubt that someone was going to be taking pictures of him with a baby in his arms at some point. He wasn't going to hide Yulia away from the world. He'd understood why Shane had done so, because of how young he had been, and with the way that Therialt had been as soon as he had learned about Teddy and how he had been conceived.
"Thank you," Ilya said once more, taking his daughter back to head to one of the side rooms to change and get her bottle warmer out so she could have her mid-afternoon feed.
XxXxX
Ilya's phone buzzed several times. He picked it up and looked at the messages from Shane




  






JANE




	It's out there. The press knows about Yulia and that she's your daughter.


	Good and positive, which is nice to see.


	I'm waiting for them to find out about Teddy.


	I'm not hiding him anymore, and he's come to a couple of games now with my parents.


	So I'm waiting, but nothing.


	It's a little odd.



	They will, give it time, Shane.


	It was bound to happen with Yulenka. We have been waiting for it since my return to Boston, and I've been going to the rink every couple of days. To prepare for going back.


	I have my first game tonight. Gina is coming to watch Yulenka, and I am nervous.



	It's hard to leave them with someone for the first time. I know that you've done it a few times. But you could easily leave those other times. Going to play a game means you can't leave if you feel like it. You have to stay away, you have to keep playing, and you'll be worrying about them all the time. 


	It will be fine, you'll be fine and so will they. From what you said about Gina she adores Yulenka, so don't worry so much, and focus on the game. Your reward afterward is being with Yulenka for the rest of the night and the next day



	Is that what you did?



	Yeah, my reward was always spending time with Teddy after a game, and what time I had free.



	I will try, thank you, Shane



	Call me if you need me at all. I don't have a game today, mine's tomorrow.



	Lily
	I will, and I will still call tonight. I miss you, Shane. I love you.



	I love you too, and I miss you constantly. Teddy and I are coming for Christmas. My parents are heading to Japan to see my aunt, uncle, and cousins for the holidays.


	So we'll be heading out as soon as the game is over for me on the 24th. We should get in around midnight. And I don't have a game until the 27th, in the afternoon, and need to be back by the 27th, in the morning.



	Look forward to you coming. It will be nice for us all to be together.



	Yeah, it will. Get ready for your game, Teddy, and I will be cheering you on.



	I will blow a kiss to the camera; it will be for you two. And I will get a hat trick too. One for you, one for Teddy, and one for Yulenka.


	I love you so much. Give my love to Teddy, and I will talk after the game



	Love you too, Ilyusha.
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  Chapter Twenty-Four
Shane picked Teddy out of the car, thanking the Uber driver. The suitcases for the two of them were set to one side. He sighed as he shifted Teddy around and grabbed the two handles with one hand. It was awkward as hell, but he didn't want to disturb Ilya in case he was sleeping. It was close to midnight, and Teddy had fallen asleep on the plane, the need for sleep overriding the excitement of seeing his Papa again. The flight had been delayed by over an hour.
The front door opened, and Ilya stood there for a second before hurrying over to help. He took the suitcases, "Come on, let's get him to bed."
Shane nodded and followed Ilya into the condo. "I think we were photographed at the airport in Montreal," he said quietly.
Ilya nodded and glanced back at him, "You think it will be in the news then?"
"Might just be the fan accounts, but something could hit mainstream. I don't think his picture was fully taken, but there is a chance of it. I know things died down with Yulia, but they were hanging around practice a lot for you. And then there was the fact that they tried to learn more about her," Shane said, there was worry in his voice. His mom had been the one to help Ilya in protecting Yulia. Yuna had taken a few weeks to come around, and by come around, that was more of a case of turning up at the home randomly when Ilya was still there with Yulia. She had warmed up to Ilya in the end, but she had been wary, and it still occasionally showed, and Shane knew that was lingering from what happened to him by Jessica.
"Yes, still get the idiots that wish to say that they are her mother, even though it is now well known that Yulenka is my niece, and I adopted her a couple of months ago," Ilya huffed.
"Idiots," Shane snorted as he headed to Teddy's bedroom, Ilya following with Teddy's small suitcase.
Ilya takes out pyjamas for Teddy and lets Shane get him dressed and tucked into bed. Teddy barely wakes as he's tucked in. Demanding a quick cuddle from Ilya before falling back asleep.
"How are you?" Ilya asked softly, seeing that his husband was looking stressed, and he didn't know if it was from the flight, or maybe people finding out about Teddy, or something else.
"Tired and done with the bit of bullshit I have to listen to in the locker room. I've been trying to curb the worst of the homophobic shit that some of the players come up with. Got a few of them, really thinking about it now. But there are some and management that really don't give a shit and keep doing it. I hate it, and management, because they say the same thing and aren't backing me up. Again," he hissed, "I hate it so fucking much," he repeated quietly.
"Bash a few heads, that will get them to listen," Ilya said, snorting, knowing that Shane wouldn't do something like that, no matter how tempted he was.
"Do that for me when we verse you?" Shane asked, fluttering his eyes at him.
Ilya laughed at him and shook his head, "I would have thought you would like the team to actually live."
"One or two of them concussed and out would be nice," he sighed, "Just wish I could get through to them. Comeau and Drapeau are the worst of the lot so far."
"Hmm, might have an idea, their wives are in the WAG chat," Ilya said, a sly smirk on his face.
Shane paused and looked at him, "Oh fuck, that... maybe it could work, though I don't like to cause friction in their marriages," he added.
"I will speak with them," he nodded.
"Oh, that reminds me as well. The WAGs of Boston want to meet," Shane said, "They want to welcome me properly into the Boston WAGs," he laughed lightly.
"Oh, it should be fun. They say they meet up once a month at one home or another, take turns. But it is always more like once a week at least, mostly more," Ilya laughed, "Cliff complained about missing Stephanie when she was going to see them when she was free."
Shane laughed, "Well, I promised them we would see each other next time I was in Boston for more than a day. So we're having lunch at Stephanie and Cliff's place. Cliff is going to come and pester you and keep you company with the kids," he grinned as Ilya moved closer and wrapped his arms around Shane. Shane sighed as he sank into them. "Damn, I've fucking missed you so much."
"I've missed you too," he murmured, as he leaned down and captured Shane's lips, kissing him for a few moments before pulling away, "We should head to bed, Yulenka is sleeping through the night now. She is six months old, and the doctor says that we should start her on solid food."
"Hmm," Shane hummed, "It was a nightmare with Teddy," he told him, as they slowly pulled apart, "He hated it at first, and then he got a taste of a few things he liked and couldn't stop wanting to taste everything, and when I say everything, I meant whatever he was able to get his hands on. You had to watch him like a damn hawk."
"I fear that might be the same with Yulenka, if she was like what Mama said Alyosha was like when he was a baby," Ilya nodded, "I do not know what I was like, I never asked Mama," he said quietly.
Shane hugged him tightly once more, "Come on, I need to shower and then bed. No doubt Teddy will be up with the birds."
"Hm," Ilya nodded as he let Shane go and shower before he made sure the place was locked up, and the two children were sleeping. Yulia was finally in her own room, and Ilya set up the baby monitor, the small screen showing their daughter sleeping peacefully in her crib.
Shane got into bed; he'd checked on the kids as well before coming to bed. A habit he'd had from the moment Teddy had been born. "Night, Ilyusha, love you."
"Ya tebya lyublyu, Shane," he murmured back as he pulled Shane close and let himself slowly drift to sleep.
XxXxX
Christmas Day had seen the family of four open presents, have a nice breakfast together, and spend some time on FaceTime with Shane's parents and family in Japan so that the kids could see them. Svetlana had come by in the afternoon, with some more gifts, and to stay for dinner as Shane and Ilya cooked together. Now, Shane was knocking on the door of Stephanie and Cliff's apartment.
The door opened, and a tall, elegant woman stood there, with shoulder-length brown hair and warm brown eyes that danced with amusement and good humor, looking at him. "Shane," she smiled, "I'm Stephanie," she said, as she then let him into the apartment.
"Nice to meet you finally," he smiled as he handed over a bottle of wine.
"Oh, thank you," another woman said as she walked over, her dark skin glowing as she smiled at Shane. "I'm Kelly," she smiled.
"Nice to finally meet you," Shane said as she then hugged him tightly.
"Let's get you introduced to everyone, and then we can finally have that wine and whine afternoon," she laughed lightly, as she tucked her arm in his and began to introduce him to the WAGs of Boston. Soon enough, he was settled on a couch with a can of ginger ale; he'd been offered wine, but had turned it down, like he always did when it came to anything alcoholic.
"So, you've told us that you and Ilya have been together for a long time, since Teddy was around one, but how the hell did this begin? You've been tight-lipped about that," Becca asked, leaning back on the chair she had taken for herself.
"I met him for the first time at the International Prospect Cup. He was smoking in a no-smoking area. I introduced myself, and he was a cocky bastard," Shane grinned. "I was happy to finally meet him, you know. He was just... all. 'You won't be so nice when we beat you,' he said to me," he snorted, doing a bad Russian accent.
Isabella laughed as did the others, "Okay, that sounds like Rozy," she continued to laugh, "And that was it, you were gone?"
"Not really, but that was our first meeting. It was after that I found out about Teddy and what happen with that happened. He was so good the first time he met Teddy. He gave him one of those little teddy bears with Rozanov on it. My mom kept trying to take it from Teddy, but she gave up after a couple of years. Still not too sure about him carrying it around, but she's not trying to take it now."
Freya snorted at that, "From what I heard, she's a die-hard Voyageurs fan."
"She is," Shane huffed, "a bit too die hard," he added, "I love her a lot, she's helped a lot, but sometimes she's more manager than mom when I need mom. She's trying to change that, but it's taking a while. And she now knows about Ilya and me, about the marriage, and Yulia. Dad was happy for me, and he kept Mom calm. She wasn't happy at first, and I know I hurt her by keeping it secret," he shrugged.
"She has that right, but you have the right to be able to have a relationship that isn't being monitored by your mother," Ellie snorted.
Shane shook his head, drinking from the can he had been handed. "Yeah, I know that. And I know Mom knows too. But she's been so wrapped up in what happened to me, I think she's forgotten that I go to therapy, that I work on myself daily, to make sure to keep my PTSD under control. I have to, or I'd be fucked any time I went out with anyone. The team, friends, even family. I don't drink alcohol for that reason. I don't, not because I'm boring, but it's to stop me from ending up in a PTSD nightmare. I go to therapy, still, and I think I always will be going. Ilya... sees someone as well, we both don't think it's a weakness, but something that we need to do to be the best version of ourselves, and be true to ourselves. Hell, I only figured out I was gay after talking to them, when would I have figured it out if I hadn't gone?" he snorted.
Stephanie nodded, "It's a good thing, I know several that go to therapy, and I do as well. I work at the hospital as an ER surgeon, and my mental health is important to my work. Without doing something about it, I could hurt someone because I'm in my head."
Becs looked at her, "You know I never really thought of it like that."
"I see and hear some awful shit sometimes, not only that, but I've been held at knife point twice in the last year alone," she added quietly.
"So that's why Cliff took you away for a spa weekend," Adelaide nodded, "I wondered why he asked about the one I went to."
Shane smiled, "I'm glad you're okay. I think if I were Cliff, I would have taken you away for a lot longer than a weekend."
"Oh, he tried," she smiled back, "He could only get away for a weekend, but he was willing to pay for my sisters to join me for a week after that."
"Ilya said, Cliff wants to go back, with or without you. He enjoyed being pampered." Shane grinned. "I think Ilya was jealous. He sometimes likes a nice spa weekend. We've never been able to go together, but I know he went with Svetlana a couple of times. I'm not too sure about it."
"Oh, you should go, there is nothing better than getting all that tension out," Mila said, nodding her head several times, "We all go at least once a month for a day."
"When you are out and free to be yourselves," Kelly began, "Organise a couples one. Vic and I love them as well."
"Brad won't," Becs huffered, "He doesn't like it. I tried to get him a day spa treatment, he bolted within a minute," she snorted.
Isabella laughed, "Same with Oliver, he refuses to join me."
Shane nodded, "Well, at least you still have everyone here who will join you, but maybe not me," he laughed lightly.
Kelly sighed as he phone beeped, "If that's Vic, I'm going to kick his ass," she muttered as she grabbed her phone. "Oh..." she said, trailing off. "Alice, she's on the ice, and okay, Vic is holding her up and Cliff is there. But she looks damn adorable. I can't believe she's fifteen months old already. It feels like it was only yesterday I was bringing her home from the hospital."
"So no kicking Vic's ass?" Shane asked her, smiling and knowing the feeling of seeing videos of their kid.
"Not this time," Kelly murmured, "I don't like being away from her for long, does that... does that get better?" she asked him, looking up from her phone.
"No, I still hate being away from him, any parent does. It feels like you're failing by not being there. Had to have it drilled into my head that it wasn't and it's normal," Shane answered her, "I bet Ellie and Lyla would be saying the same thing."
Ellie nodded, "It is hard, mine's almost three, and I hate going to work some days. But I do love coming back home to see them."
Lyla nodded, "Same," she added, "It's hard, but I do like the peace that I get when working."
"Which reminds me, I have something to tell you guys," Isabella said, her words measured and careful. "So, you know that things are... bad when it comes to having a baby for Ollie and me. Well, I'm pregnant. I'm four months now. We... are only telling you guys and our parents. We're still scared that... that I'll miscarry again."
Kelly and the others looked at her in shock. Oliver and Isabella had been married for six years and had been together for two more before that. "Really?" she said, looking like she was going to burst from excitement and happiness for her friend.
Isabella nodded, "We're the furthest along we've ever been. I've never reached month four. But the doc said everything looked good, I'm doing well, so is the baby. I'm so fucking scared, but hopeful, and I don't know if I want to be."
"Fuck, girl," Ellie said as she went over and hugged her tightly, "I wondered why you'd been hiding away from us. You should have said that you needed us, even if you couldn't or didn't want to explain, you know we're good with that shit," she said.
Isabella nodded, "I know, I know that, but I didn't want to say it until I passed that mark, to pass the third month."
 "Well, you did, and we're here, so anything you need, no matter what, you tell us. We're here for you and for Ollie," Kelly told her.
"Thanks, all of you, and I will be asking questions and crying my fucking eyes out at times. I know I will," she said as Ellie let her go.
Shane smiled, "Anything you need, make sure you do. Even if I have to deal with a crying woman that isn't my mother," he said, faking a shudder, causing Isabella to laugh.
XxXxX
The rest of Shane's visit was spent with Ilya and Yulia. Teddy wasn't happy about going back home to Montreal without his Papa and sister. Shane had to admit he was on Teddy's side, and was already starting to look into moves that could be made when their contracts were up, to make sure that they could play together and not have to give up the Ice just to be together.
The New Year came, and with it a flurry of games. Shane's time on the ice increased as did the intensity of the games played. Shane couldn't wait for the All-Star weekend; it was always fun, and a chance to see Ilya. And he knew that Ilya was bringing Yulia and Gina. Shane was tempted to bring Teddy and wondered if he could get away with it. It had been just before the New Year when the news had reported that he had a son. Not that anyone was getting good pictures of him. 
Teddy found it amusing to duck and turn away when he saw any camera or phone pointed his way. His Obaasan was training him well.
Shane grinned as the players for the All-Star were chosen. Ilya would be there, along with Shane and several others, and he was looking forward to playing with and against. He just wished that he could actually play with Ilya for once. It would be nice to test it out a little, to have that bit of fun with each other.
"So, are you taking Teddy with you?" Yuna asked as she walked over to the table, putting the tea set down for the two of them.
"I'm thinking about it, people are going to figure out that Ilya and I aren't... enemies at the least, and that Teddy knows Yulenka," he sighed, "So I'm... hesitant about it."
"Teddy is smart enough that he knows how to pretend; he's going to be six this year," Yuna reminded her son.
"I know," he said, glancing toward the living room where his dad and son were putting a 500-piece puzzle together. "I think... I'll leave it this year. Lea is still able to watch him for me," he added, "So he'll be fine. He won't like not being there to see his Papa and Yulenka, but next year... maybe next year. The team still hasn't met him either," he added, more as an afterthought.
"Well," Yuna said as she began to pour, "It's fine however you do this."
Shane nodded and then began to talk about one of the brand deals that she had been negotiating for.
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  Chapter Twenty-Five
Shane was seated at the hotel bar where the players were staying for the All-Star Weekend. Most of the others had arrived; he'd been one of the first. He would be playing with Scott Hunter, the man taking the captaincy of their team, with Shane as the Alternate. Shane was happy about it; he liked Scott, even though Ilya loved to tease the man about being six years older than them. Or rather, in Ilya's case, from the Jurassic Period.
Scott walked over, "Rook," he grinned as he sat down beside him, beer in hand.
"Hey, Scott," he grinned back, a ginger ale in hand, as always.
"You ever going to have a shot with me at some point?" he asked, referencing the day that Shane had won Rookie of the Year.
Shane shook his head, "I don't drink, never have, never will. Personal reasons," he said, "I didn't feel comfortable saying it back then, I'm better at that now," he shrugged.
Scott nodded, a little frown forming between his eyes. "Alright, Rook," he nodded, "If you ever do want to talk, know that I'm here."
"I know. Maybe another time, just not here, out in the open. Not something I want shared around," Shane replied, his words barely above a whisper.
"Did you hear that Rozanov is bringing his daughter?" he asked.
"I did, can't wait to see her again," Shane said, wincing internally at the last word. He hadn't meant to say that.
"Again?" Scott blinked as he turned to face the younger plater.
"Yeah, I've had a chance to meet her. He... You know I have a son," he began quietly.
"Yeah, the whole league knows, but no one really knows how old he is. They know he is a toddler or above, but that's it. Pap can't get a good shot of him."
"He's had training from my mom," Shane snorted, "he makes it a game to avoid them."
"Right," Scott nodded a few times. "So, how have you seen Rozanov's daughter?"
"Because he asked how I did it, being a single dad with a kid while playing professional hockey," Shane answered, "So, I did what I could to help him. Find someone he trusts to watch the kid while you're at practice and away for games. He's been back for what, two months now, and he's doing well with it all. I know how hard it can be doing it solo," he sighed, drinking some of his ginger ale before glancing around, "It's hard, even harder when you've hidden the kid away, and no one knows for the longest time. I'm happy that Il... Rozanov didn't do that. It's lonely."
"Hmm," Scott hummed as he turned to watch some of the other players walk in. It was a few moments later that Ilya entered the bar, in his arms was a baby girl resting peacefully against him.
"Aww," Scott couldn't help but say as Ilya made his way over.
"Hollander," Ilya said, grinning. "Thanks," he said as he handed the sleeping baby over to Shane.
Shane took her carefully, settling her in his arms. She snuffled a little in response to the move but settled back into a deep sleep. "How long has she been asleep?"
"Just, she was not happy on the flight," Ilya answered easily, putting down the baby bag he was carrying.
"No baby is," Shane nodded, "Teddy was the same when we went on flights. I think I drove to places more often than not as it was easier to just pull over and deal with anything that it was on a flight that was shorter but had a screaming baby on board," he snorted.
"What!?" Scott whispered in shock as other players looked on at the two.
"You got some solids with you for her?" Shane asked him, ignoring the looks the two of them were getting.
"Da," he nodded, "Solid, milk, Gina says that she is teething and is crying lots. She had a temperature, I'm worried," he added with a frown.
Shane moved his hand to cover Yulia's forehead, "Hm, slightly warm, but nothing to worry about. Teddy spiked a really bad fever when he was getting his teeth in. I took him to the hospital, but he was fine. Just keep an eye on it, if it gets bad, a hospital trip to make sure," he advised gently.
"Okay," he nodded a few times, "Another ginger ale?" he asked as he could see that Shane was almost done.
"Please," Shane nodded as he began to gently rock Yulia as she started waking up now. "Hey, Yulenka," he said as her eyes opened up and stared up at him.
Ilya nodded and headed to the bar. Scott watched him go and turned to Shane. "You know him well enough that he lets you hold his daughter?"
"More of a case I was around on FaceTime and he trusts me," Shane said, giving a little shrug as Yulia began to grizzle. "Oh, sweetheart, it's okay, I know your gums hurt," he hummed as he went into the bag, found the cold gel teething ring, and handed it to the baby.
Yulia took it, gripping it tightly as she brought it to her mouth and began to nom on it. Shane smiled, tracing a finger down her cheek.
"You okay there?" Scott asked as Ilya began to make his way over.
"I miss Teddy being this age," he answered with a murmur.
"Teddy cute," Ilya said, "Was a good little boy," he added as he sat down, setting a ginger ale in front of Shane, can closed.
Shane looked at it and then at Ilya, "Thanks," he smiled.
"Are you two... friends?" Scott asked in a whisper.
Shane looked at him, "You do know that I've known Rozanov since I was seventeen, don't you?" he reminded him.
"We met at the International Prospect Cup, 2008," Ilya grinned, "I beat you."
"And then the next year I beat you," Shane rolled his eyes.
"Hollander knows what solo parenting is like, he helped when I took in Yulenka," Ilya then added, "We talk more about that, it's hard alone. Even with good people around."
"Right," Scott nodded, surprised to see how the two were with each other. 
"The rivalry is something that the league put together and pitted us against each other. There was never any real hostility between us. We're kind of friends," Shane shrugged as Yulia began to cry. "What's wrong, hmm?"
"She wants food," Ilya said, "It is a bottle at the moment, solid later," he said. "Need to warm up," he added as he plucked a ready-made bottle of milk from the bag and began to see if he could find somewhere to warm it up.
Shane nodded and did his best to keep Yulia soothed until he returned.
"Hey, Hollzy," Carter Vaughn grinned as he walked over, only to frown when he noticed Yulia. "Rozanov's?" he asked, "Why do you?!"
"Because I trust him," Ilya said from behind. "Here, Hollander," he added, handing over the warmed-up bottle.
"Thanks," Shane said, taking the bottle and getting Yulia settled in his arms before letting her have it. She raised her hands and gripped it, "She's doing well on her grip, isn't she?" he murmured.
"Yes, she likes my cross a lot," Ilya said, as he reached up for the cross that hung around his neck, the one that had belonged to his mother.
"Teddy liked to go for Mum's earrings when he was a baby. Found them fascinating, she doesn't wear any now, unless they are studs or small hoops. She also wore her hair back a lot more than usual. Keep it out of the way.
"You're... kind of natural with that," Carter said, shaking his head.
"I have a son, what do you expect, me to fumble on how to feed an eight-month-old?" he asked them, snorting. 
Scott laughed, "Yeah, okay, we get it, you're a dad."
"Yeah," Shane nodded, "Several players are, and they've got their kids with them too."
"Why not bring Teddy?" Ilya asked; he knew that Shane had been considering it for a while.
"More of a case, he does have school, and I know that people are way too curious about him. How..." he trailed off, stopping himself from saying anything more. He'd already had enough of Theriualt and his words about how Teddy came to be. He didn't need anyone else saying anything.
"Talk later?" Scott said as he saw someone waving at him.
"Erm... sure," Shane nodded, not sure if he'll be saying anything more than what he had.
Ilya looked at them as the two Admirals headed away, "Are you going to tell him anything?" he asked quietly.
"Maybe, don't know. Scott's a good man, good player."
"He's old and slow," Ilya huffed, though there was amusement in his tone.
"You're an asshole," Shane laughed.
"Just a bit," he grinned back as the two talked a little more before he let Ilya take Yulia back after she had finished her bottle and let her sit up so she could see around her. She babbled happily as some of the children were brave enough to head over to see her, Ilya, and Shane.
XxXxX
Scott knocked on Shane's door. He'd seen Ilya leave it about ten minutes before. Yulia is sleeping in his arms. He wondered just how close the two of them were. He knew they had met before their rookie season, at the draft, but there wasn't much else that he knew. He saw the same as everyone else. But during one or two points, he could see that there was something more going on between them, and it being friendship, he could understand why they kept it quiet with the way the League was about the two of them.
Shane opened it, "Hey Scott," he smiled, letting him inside, "You really didn't need to come and talk with me."
"I just... I'm kind of curious about things, and since you didn't want to talk in the open, I thought maybe here. I got ginger ale and a beer for me," he said, holding up a closed can and a beer for himself in the other.
Shane nodded and let him inside, "Okay," he murmured as he closed the door behind Scott and moved over to the chairs that were to one side of the room.
"Here," Scott said as he handed over the ginger ale.
"Thanks," Shane nodded.
"So... the drinking?" he asked, as he sat down across from Shane.
Shane sighed, "A hard one, but also, the reason for everything," he murmured, "I was seventeen, my ex at the time added alcohol to a drink, along with a date rape drug," he said, "She would give me something she claimed was soda or something like that, added alcohol and a date rape drug to it. Not that I remember, but it was what was found out. I don't drink alcohol, and when I am out, it's a can of something I open myself," he added, holding up the can that Scott had brought him.
"What the fuck!?" Scott said, eyes wide, what Shane had just told him.
Shane watched as he took it in, shaking his head a few times as he then looked back up. "I know, not exactly something I tell anyone. Ilya knows, which is why he got me a closed can when he went to get drinks. My parents, Hayden, know about it, and now you."
"Fucking hell," Scott cursed, rubbing a hand over his face, "You... why the fuck would she do something like that?"
"She knew I was going to get drafted to a team, she wanted to be a WAG, and thought a kid would do that. Got pregnant with Teddy, and cheated on me with my best friend at school. Though that was more because she wanted a backup daddy. Mike is smart, damn smart, he's a doctor in New York, and I see him occasionally, when I'm there playing against you," he grinned.
"He betrayed you," Scott said, "How can you..."
"Forgive that?" Shane asked, "When I found out Jessica was pregnant, he stood by me, he protected me, he only slept with her the once, and she went after him for three months. Baby turned out to be mine; I had no recollection of sleeping with her at all. She did it to me three times, and her parents gave me the proof I needed should I ever want to escalate it. There's no statute of limitations, and it was all caught on a security camera that her father had installed. She's out of the picture. Her parents will occasionally see Teddy, but that's about it. Mike helped me a lot, got me out of my head, and supported me when I had to stay home from school for a bit that last year. He was calm, but my mom wanted to control everything. Dad was... having trouble too. Dad and Mike were the two who helped me the most."
Scott nodded, "fucking hell," he muttered under his breath, taking a long swig of his beer.
"Yeah," Shane said, "Rozanov knows it. On draft day, I met him in the gym there, and we ended up talking. Told him everything, I think that was the first time I'd said it aloud to someone that wasn't my parents, Mike, or a therapist. Found out that day, as we were talking, that she'd gone into labour. Teddy was born the next day."
"Really?"
"Yep," Shane smiled, "He was born, and then I held him around twenty-four hours after I was drafted. He was right there in my arms, and I was in love from that first moment." his eyes were soft.
"I'd like to meet him one day," Scott said.
"Yeah, yeah, maybe one day. He's going to start coming to games now. I know the paps are going to get a picture of him at some point. I've avoided it for almost six years," he snorted, before grinning, "He's a good kid, likes to skate, but doesn't know if Hockey is going to end up being something he wants to do. He does enjoy going out on the ice when he can with me. I know a lot of players bring their kids to the family days. The Voyageurs don't really do a lot of family days. I know we've got a number of them, but we just don't really celebrate with the kids. You've seen it, I'm sure."
Scott nodded, "Most teams will do family nights, but have to admit it's odd that Montreal doesn't."
"Odd doesn't cover it. Theriault doesn't like kids. Thinks that as a hockey player, we should be unattached and free to play hockey without distraction. Since he found out about Teddy, he's been... off with me. Hayden faces the same type of backlash. The ones that don't are the ones that ignore family a lot. So yeah, not very family friendly," he shrugged, drinking some of his can.
"That seems stupid," Scott frowned at him, swigging his beer.
Shane shrugged again, "Not much I can do, no one listens to me about shit. Hell, it took me a while to get the coach to listen to my suggestion of not letting players get ice time during games if they aren't back at the same level of fitness from the previous year. Four players improve over the summer, several remain the same, and nine failed the fitness side of shit for almost a damn month. Some took more just to get back on the ice."
Scott snorted, "What the hell?" he shook his head, "You kept them off the ice?"
"Yep, I've been trying to get Theriault to do it since I became Captian, he listened to me this year, and I think he only did so because the levels were in the fucking toilet," he smirked, "So I had them doing bag skates, laps and lines for hours on end, while the others that were fit enough were able to take part in a more normal routine of bag skates, a couple of laps, and scrimages."
Scott laughed, "Sounds like a good way to make them fall into line," he admitted, "Just got a question to ask, what is up with you and Rozanov?"
Shane sighed, "He's a friend, and has been since before my Rookie season. Look, we met at seventeen, pitted against each other. The Canadian Golden Boy and the Russian Menace, that was by the time we faced each other in the International Prospect Cup, from that moment on, any time we were near each other, they once again brought it up. Getting drafted 1st and 2nd pick just made the league happier about what they were doing. They marketed a rivalry, behind the scenes, friends, somewhat. We challenge each other, and that's what we like. Rozanov and I are two of the top players, and are the two top players in our generation. The league does what it does, and created a narrative without considering either of us."
"You two really play up at each other," Scott admited.
"We do, it's kinda fun," Shane laughed, leaning back fully in his chair, "But that doesn't mean we hate each other, and that's what most people think and believe. This is the first time in front of people that we have actually shown a little of what we're truly like. Rozanov had to keep things up for a long time. Dangerous for him to show what he is really like. And yeah, he's a menace, but he's also... unhinged in one way, grounded in another, and someone I know will have my back should I need it," he added, his voice going softer.
Scott nodded, not sure if he got it, but what he saw earlier in the bar, watching the two of them together, and then just, with Ilya leaving Shane's room. Maybe there was friendship there that no one knew about. Talk turned to the skills games they were going to be taking part in, and then the main event the next day.
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  Chapter Twenty-Six
The last few games before the playoffs began were taking place. Shane and the Voyageurs had secured their spot in the playoffs; Boston had done the same. Hayden was going to be coming back in another week after taking some time off with Jackie after she'd had Arthur, the baby boy, who was proving to be a quiet baby, and it worried the two parents after how noisy Jade and Ruby were.
Shane walked out of the shower and to his stall. They'd just finished a game, winning against Winnipeg. Boston was playing that night, and Shane would check the score in a few, as soon as he got dressed.
"We finally played like a fucking team tonight," Shane said as he glanced around, beginning to dry and get dressed.
"We always play like a fucking team," Comeau muttered darkly.
Shane turned to face him, "No, we fucking don't. Because you ignore it when I or anyone tells you to pass the puck, instead you try to score alone, with no assist or anything. But tonight, you actually started passing for the first fucking time. And guess what, we fucking won by a fucking landslide of 7-2," he pointed out, "You think you're the only one out on the ice half the fucking time."
"He's got you there," Laine snorted, "you do play like that. I was open four times tonight, and not once did you look my way. At least not until the third period."
"Yeah," Hayden snorted.
"Something's happened in Boston?!" JJ called out, looking at his phone, "Looks like Rozanov was hurt."
"Couldn't happen to a nicer bastard," Drapeau sneered.
Shane froze for a second, eyes going wide in worry before quickly hiding it. But he was still frozen to the spot.
Hayden looked at Shane, seeing the freeze, he elbowed him, "Get dressed and out quick," he said, "Call Cliff," he whispered.
Shane nodded, quickly getting dressed. "Gotta go," he said, as he then hurried from the room.
Shane was quick to get to his car. He pulled out his phone and called Cliff.
"Shane," he said quietly, "I was wondering when you'd call."
"Was playing a game," Shane said, "how... How is he?"
"He's okay, concussion, bruised ribs, nothing broken. Going to have to take a week or two off, maybe longer depending on how the concussion heals," Cliff answered.
"I'm coming to him, I'll ask Lea to take care of Teddy for a few days. I don't have a game for three days, I can be there for a bit at least. Teddy has school... or I'd bring him along, maybe I will, I don't know. I just know that I want to be with Ilya for a bit, to make sure he's okay."
"Then come on, and the WAGs and I will make sure the secret stays secret for now," Cliff told him, "No doubt you can get Hayden to cover for you, or something."
"Yeah, he would," Shane nodded, "Cliff, thanks, and I'll tell you about the flight as soon as it's booked and if I have Teddy with me. Tell Ilya I'll be there soon, since he's got a concussion, he's not going to be able to look at screens for a little while."
"He won't, but no doubt he'll be bitching about that soon enough, or about Yulia," Cliff told him, "He's going to want her nearby."
"Of course," Shane smiled softly, "I'm heading home to pack, I'll let you know."
"Thanks, and see you soon, be careful, and I'll keep an eye on Ilya," Cliff promised before he hung up.
Shane sighed. He quickly booked a flight to Boston. He knew that Hayden would be able to cover for him as he headed home to get ready to leave, sending the information to Cliff so he knew to meet him at the airport.
XxXxX
Three hours after leaving the Bell Center, Shane arrived in Boston, trying to be as inconspicuous as possible. He headed to where he had been told Cliff would be parked. He could easily spot the tall Bears player and rushed over.
Cliff smiled, "Welcome back to Boston," he said, "Ilya is already at home with Yulia; he didn't want anyone there at the moment. I think his head is hurting him more than he wants to admit."
"I thought Gina or Steph-"
"Ilya wanted to make sure it was safe for you to arrive without anyone in the know, and Steph is at home wishing she wasn't. Though he is thinking that you two could tell Coach and Gina what's up. They won't say anything."
"I'll think about it," Shane said, feeling a little relieved that it wouldn't be all over the news just yet. He still wanted at least one Stanley Cup before anyone found out about them.
"Sure, Ilya really is okay, a little concussed," he said, "Light sensitive, and screens are a no-go. His ribs protest when he does too much, but we've already got the meal brigade in place and the watch list going too. Gina and Kelly sorted that out. And looks like Gina may be added to the WAG chat soon, just a heads up."
"So she's going to find out no matter what," Shane snorted. "Maybe it would be best to tell LeClaire and Gina then."
"Yeah," Cliff grinned, "He really is okay, Shane," he added. He could see the tension around Shane's eyes.
"I know, but I won't rest until I see him. Teddy is happy with Lea for now. He's been complaining that he misses his Papa and Sister as well. And I can understand where he's coming from. He's got two weeks until the holidays, and he wants to come here. I know Ilya is on a roadie in a week, that's if he's recovered enough," Shane began.
"Well, if he comes, don't worry, we'll help out there as well. I know that Lea usually comes with him as well when he travels," Cliff said softly as he turned toward where Ilya's home lay.
Shane nodded a few times, "She will be, she stays with Ilya when she does, helps out with Teddy when he's at practice. I know Lea loves Yulia as well, but I don't want her to push Gina out at all, since she's been looking after Yulia when Ilya trains and plays."
"Gina will be fine with it," Cliff reassures, "She was the one who helped Kelly for a while until they found a Nanny that could help. She's still expecting Ilya to find someone at some point for Yulia, even though he's told her he would prefer that she continues to look after Yulia when she can."
Shane nodded, glancing out the window of the car and watching the streets of Boston pass by. Shane wanted to come out, but he knew with the way that the league was, and with the way that most of the Voyageurs were, it wouldn't be a good idea for him. Theriault was homophobic, sexist, and racist, all in one great big asshole of a package, and he knew that a couple of guys on the team were homophobic at best, racist, and sexist added on. 
Shane knew that Boston was a lot more accepting; he'd heard Ilya talk about them, how he'd whip them into shape and make sure to get rid of any of the problem players, or beat them down until they complied with the rules that he set out. Shane had tried the same with Montreal, but with Theriault backing up their behaviour, he'd not been able to get them to listen to him for the most part.
Cliff pulled up outside Ilya's home and looked over at Shane, "You okay?"
"Yeah, just thinking of some of the idiots I play with," Shane said with a tight smile.
"I think I only like Hayden and Boiziau, they're good, and level-headed. Some of the others need a good hockey stick over the head.
"Yeah," he nodded as he got out, "Thanks, Cliff, for getting me, and bringing me here. You coming in?" he asked, grabbing the bag he'd packed a few things in to come out. He had four days before he'd need to fly back. Theriault hadn't been happy that he was going to be missing practice, but the man hadn't been able to say anything about it in the end. Most of the others would miss a practice or two to be with family when someone was hurt. And while Theriault didn't know it was Ilya Rozanov he was going to be with, he knew it was someone Shane had said was family.
"Nah, I've got to get back to Steph, she's got my sister's kids with her, and they are a handful," he grinned, "Tell Ilya that  things are fine and I'll take care of the team while he's recovering."
Shane nodded, "Will do," he smiled as he went to the door and opened it. He had the code and a key for when he was in Boston, heading there after games or even before. He could hear Yulia babbling and Ilya talking softly to her in Russian. Shane's smile widened as he walked into the living room. He could see the two on the couch, Ilya resting, with Yulia sitting on his stomach and resting against Ilya's legs. "And how are two of my very favorite people?" he asked as he walked over, leaning down to kiss Ilya.
"We are fine," Ilya said, even though the room was dark, apart from a lamp that had been kept on.
"I would say a little not fine," Shane said, "But that's okay, I've got a few days here while you recover, and I think it might be time to meet Gina and LeClaire as well, let them know. Since Gina looks after Yulenka with you, and no doubt soon enough, you're going to have Teddy and Lea fly in. Teddy's missing his Papa; he has school, or I would have brought him as well."
"That's okay, I do not know if I am up for noise at the moment," Ilya said, looking up at his husband wearily.
"Then it's a good thing I'm here," he said softly, sitting on the floor beside the couch, reaching up to play with Yulia's hands as she waved them at him and continued to babble. "She's become more vocal," he said softly.
"She does not shut up, much like her father. Mama told me he started talking when he was little and never stopped, not even as he got older. He always liked to have the last word." Ilya smiled softly.
Yulia moved forward, tilting dangerously as both Shane and Ilya reacted quickly.
"I think you should hold her," Ilya said, a pained look on his face.
"Sure," Shane murmured, taking Yulia into his arms, "I am thinking, I know you have Gina and everyone coming to help, but you're going to be recovering for a bit, do you... want to do that in Montreal. I know Lea will be there and the kids. You're out for at least a week, most likely two or three as you heal up."
"It might be a good idea," he replied, "I would like to spend time with you, and yes, I know you're on a roadie soon too. But only for a week. Three games," he said, closing his eyes as Shane played quietly with Yulia.
"Come on, let's get you to bed, and I'll see about making sure this one gets some food, and you have something too," Shane said as he got up, putting Yulia into the pack n play, and then helping Ilya to his feet. The taller man leaned against him as he got him to his room and into bed.
"Thanks, dorogoy," Ilya murmured as he closed his eyes.
Shane sat on the edge of the bed, running a hand through dirty blond curls, darker strands standing out even more in the weak light of the room. "What scripts have you gotten?" he asked him.
"Kitchen counter, and when to take is there too," Ilya mumbled, already half asleep, like he had been keeping himself awake just for Yulia.
"Right," he nodded, knowing that Ilya would have to tell him what his actual condition was at some point. "I'll let you rest, I'll wake you for food," he said, getting up after leaning down and kissing Ilya.
Ilya smiled, opening his eyes for a moment before saying, "Thank you."
"Welcome always," Shane whispered, leaving the room, but keeping the door ajar just in case Ilya needed him.
Shane walked into the kitchen after quickly checking on Yulia, who was now playing with her toys. The eight-month-old was happily babbling away at the plushie she was waving around. She was getting big, and Shane hated that he was missing things, but there wasn't much they could do at that moment in time. In the kitchen, the two bottles of prescription medication were there, along with Ilya's discharge notes. Shane walked over and read through them, nodding to himself.
Shane pulled out his phone and dialed Cliff's number.
"Hello," Cliff said, before it muffled as he yelled something. "Sorry, brat 2, being a little shit," he muttered, though there was a deep fondness in his voice.
Shane snorted, "What will LeClaire be like if I take Ilya back to Montreal in a couple of days when he's fit to travel?" he asked quietly.
"It's going to be a pain in the ass flying with him."
"No, thinking about driving, it's a long drive, but we can break it into three lots, with breaks between. But that would mean letting LeClaire know about me," he added, "So I may need to set up dinner or a meeting or something. Would you be able to help? I don't think Ilya is really up for hosting anything big."
"Just do a lunch thing, and yeah, driving would be better. I know he's got that SUV, which I think is yours for when you're here. It won't be hard to use that to go to Montreal. It's a good, safe drive with that one," Cliff said, "And if you want to set something up, you can do it for either today or tomorrow. Just tell me what you decide so I can call LeClaire up, or Ilya can message Gina to bring them."
"Thanks, and I'll message you, since Ilya can't use his phone at the moment," Shane said as he put down the discharge papers and began to go around the kitchen, grabbing things to make breakfast for them all.
"Sure, and talk later, I need to stop Tyler drowning his brother, again," Cliff sighed, "They are fucking menaces, who the hell wants kids?"
"I do," Shane muttered, laughing.
"Shane, your kids are angels, compared to the devils my sister had," he huffed. "See ya," he said, ending the call as he shouted for Tyler to stop.
Shane laughed as he tucked his phone away and began to cook, making sure to make something for Yulia to try.
XxXxX
Shane organized with Cliff for LeClaire and his wife, Gina, to stop by for a late lunch. Shane had made chicken salad sandwiches and a pasta salad to add to them. Ilya was resting for now, though Shane would be waking him up soon, as they should be arriving soon. Yulia was just starting her nap, so she would be fine for a good two hours. Shane made his way to the bedroom and watched Ilya for a few moments. He was still in some pain with his ribs and his head, but he was at least resting well at the moment.
"Ilyusha," Shane called quietly as he went over to the bed, sitting on the edge of it. He ran a hand through messy golden brown curls and called him again, "Ilyusha, time to wake up, LeClaire and Gina will be here soon," he said softly, seeing hazel eyes beginning to blink open.
"Want to sleep," he grumbled.
"I know you do, just come and meet your coach and wife for a bit, and then I'll let you go back to bed, and I'll talk with them. I just... think it would be a better idea for you to be there while I talk to them at first," Shane said, explaining it again to him.
"Fine, mean," he muttered as he opened his eyes fully to look at Shane, "Love you."
"Love you too," Shane said, leaning down and kissing him. "Come on, get up, and I'll help you wash up. We have about half an hour before they should get here."
"Not enough time to truly have fun," Ilya grumbled as he slowly got up, swinging his legs off the bed as soon as Shane stood up. He groaned as he wrapped an arm around his chest, ribs throbbing in pain. Thankfully, they were only bruises and not fractured or broken. But it would be a few weeks until they were healed, and it would be at least two before he was let back out on the ice to start training again.
"No, and not today at the very least, you got hurt last night, Ilya," he said fondly, shaking his head as he hovered nearby as Ilya made his way to the bathroom to wash up a little before they arrived.
"I'm okay," Ilya said, "head is hurting, but I already took medication," he told him, "Will be in the living room soon," he added.
Shane nodded, "I know, but I worry," he said softly.
Ilya smiled and began to wash up. Shane remained with him until he left for the man to get changed. Shane checked on lunch one last time before getting himself ready as well. Shane looked up as Ilya walked into the living room.
"Everything is fine," he said as he saw Shane moving around the living room, making small adjustments.
"I just want-"
"I know, stop, you don't need to worry, Gina and LeClaire are good people, very good people," he smiled as he took Shane into his arms.
Shane let his husband calm him down just as the doorbell rang.
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  Chapter Twenty-Seven
Shane took a breath as Ilya let him go. The taller man went to answer the door, moving slowly and carefully. The room was darker than normal, and the blinds were half-closed to help with that.
"Coach, Gina," Ilya greeted the two of them, smiling and squinting in the bright light.
"Are you sure you're up for this?" Gina asked as she raised a hand to his face, looking concerned at the young man standing in front of him.
"It is fine, there is something you should both know, and it would be best to do so now," Ilya said, letting the two of them inside.
Gina took off her shoes and slipped her feet into the slippers she kept there for herself. LeClaire followed her example. Ilya smiled and nodded as he led them into the living room. Shane was standing in the middle of it.
LeClaire stared at him, "Rozy, why is Hollander standing in your living room?" he asked, puzzled.
"That is what I need to talk to you about," Ilya said as he walked over to Shane, holding out a hand.
Shane smiled and took it. He looked at LeClaire and Gina, "It's nice to finally meet you both, you especially, Gina. I've heard a lot about all the help you've been to Ilya with Yulenka," he added as Ilya now stood beside him, "Let's sit," he said, glancing at Ilya and making sure he sat down, ignoring his guests for a second while he made sure Ilya was comfortable.
Gina sat down and pulled her husband down with her. "So, what is going on?" she asked, as she watched Ilya curl against Shane.
Shane looked from Ilya to the two, "We're married," he told them, "We got married last year, not long after the awards in Vegas," he admitted quietly.
"We were together, a long time, a very long time, before rookie season," Ilya murmured, eyes closed as he rested his head against Shane's chest.
"Lie down," Shane told him. Ilya gave a small grunt as he lay his head in Shane's lap, almost curling into Shane's stomach to hide from the light. Shane ran his fingers through Ilya's hair, soothing the pain in his head. He had another hour before he could take something for the pain.
Gina looked worriedly at the young man, "Is he okay? Should we really be here?"
Shane looked up, "I asked to meet with you both," he said, "I know Ilya isn't really up for this, but I didn't think it would be good for you to both come here and not see Ilya."
LeClaire nodded, "It would be more confusing if it were just you," he agreed.
"Yes, where is little Yulia?" Gina asked.
"She's napping at the moment, lunch should be ready soon, Ilya has to take his meds with food."
"Don't need food, just cuddles," Ilya huffed from where he was lying.
"You need something to eat, Ilya," Shane sighed, shaking his head. "You can head to bed as soon as you've taken your meds, get some rest again," he murmured gently.
LeClaire watched the two of them. "You really are together," he nodded, "Okay, so why tell us now?"
"Because our son will be coming by with his Nanny at some point, during the holidays. He goes to school in Montreal, but he misses his Papa a lot. So we decided that during school holidays, when we can manage it, and if Ilya is playing at home, he comes to Boston and stays here."
"Teddy?" Gina asked, "I've heard some of the girls talk about a child called Teddy."
"Yeah, our son. He's six this year, believe it or not. I don't,” Shane smiled as he thought of their son.
"He's grown so much since I first saw him," Ilya said as he rolled over slowly, blinking a few times before looking at his coach and the woman who now looked after Yulia when he was busy.
"So, let me get this right, you and Hollander have been together a long time, married for a year. You have a son and a daughter together?" LeClarie asked.
"Yes, basically," Shane laughed lightly, "We got together then, and have been long distance. Ilya has Canadian citizenship now as well. That happened not long before we married."
"This is to make sure I know that when Teddy comes, I won't be needed for Yulia?" Gina asked.
"Somewhat. I know that Lea can take care of them both; she was doing so in Montreal, but she's already said that she'd love to have you there, just in case she can't be here, or she needs to return home. Lea doesn't really do full-time anymore. It's more for when I'm working or at practice, and he's not at school, or when I'm on a Roadie," he admitted to her. "So she might not always be able to remain here fully. So it's more of a heads up, you may have a five-year-old hanging around too."
Gina nodded, "That's fine, it'll be nice to be around a young child again, Yulia is wonderful, she's such a happy baby."
"She is, and I miss her when I'm in Montreal. I know Ilya was the same when he was here in Boston, and Teddy was in Montreal with me," Shane said, as he then added, "I need to serve lunch; everything is ready. I did ask about diet and that, but you both said anything is fine. We have chicken salad sandwiches and a pasta salad that I made."
"Don't want to move," Ilya sighed as he began to move.
"I know, eat, take your meds, and then you can go rest," Shane told him, as he got up, kissing Ilya softly, before heading to the kitchen.
Gina and LeClaire both stood, waiting for Ilya to lead the way to the kitchen, where they sat at the bar to eat.
Shane put out Ilya's meds, ready for when he was done.
"There is another reason for you here, mostly Coach," Ilya said, as he took a few bites of his pasta, wiggling a little as he enjoyed it. Pasta of any kind was a favorite of his.
"Oh, and what's that?" LeClaire asked him.
"I want to go to Montreal for a bit, to recover with my family," Ilya said, "I think it would be best."
"My parents are around, so will I be, and Lea will also be there. She's helped me when I've been hurt a few times over the years. So she's well prepared for it. She's already said that she'd be happy to help with Yulia and Ilya both," Shane added, "I have a game in three days, and I'd rather not leave him alone, and I know he isn't really alone here, but..." he shrugged, not sure how to explain it.
"I understand," LeClaire nodded, "I would be the same with iIna, if she'd been hurt and living away from me. You have two weeks before you need to be checked by the team doctor, Rozy," he told him, "If you want to go with Hollander, do so. I take it... the family emergency, the one that was ill, was Hollander?" he asked, thinking back a few years.
"Yes," Ilya nodded, "Lea had to leave for her own family emergency, and his parents weren't around at the time. So I went to look after him and Teddy."
LeClaire nodded, "Makes sense," he said, "Yeah, of course you can go. I'm not going to keep you here, but check in with the team; they'll miss you."
"I am the best captain," Ilya grinned as he looked at Shane.
Shane snorted and got up, grabbing Ilya's plate as he did so to put more pasta salad onto it. "Here we go," he said, laying it back down in front of his husband.
"Spasibo," he grinned, before digging in.
Shane shook his head fondly at him and then turned back to Gina and LeClaire, "I'll take him down in about two days, driving, so as not to aggravate his ribs too much. His concussion should be at the point where he'll be able to stand the drive in the early evening."
"Sounds good to me. If you need anything, don't hesitate to get in contact with Gina or me," LeClaire said. "I take it that you'll not be able to head out around here."
Shane shook his head, "The problem of not being out yet. We're just waiting for us to really be established in our careers. We know we're considered some of the best already, but Ilya has a Cup, and I want one at least before we come out. Because as soon as we do-" Shane trailed off.
"They will think we cheated, played not our best against each other," Ilya said, pausing his eating. His head might be throbbing in pain, but he was hungry. He hadn't really eaten that morning.
"Yeah, that would be the consensus," LeClaire sighed, "But I've never seen you go easy on each other, not in all the times you've played."
"We don't, it would be... disrespectful to each other, to the game," Ilya said as he began to slow down his eating.
LeClarie nodded, "Hmm, you both have too much respect and integrity for that shit," he muttered.
Shane nodded, "I know it was one of the things my mom mentioned not long after she found out. Have I ever thrown a game?" he rolled his eyes.
"She was... stupid for that," Ilya told him.
"Yeah, I-" he began, only for the baby monitor to come to life as Yulia began to cry. "Hang on," he said as he got up and hurried to the bedroom.
Gina smiled at him, "He loves you a lot, doesn't he?"
Ilya smiled, "Yes, very. It has not been easy to be us. Few know of us. Cliff, Hayden Pike, and his parents. Svetlana, the WAGs."
"The WAGs?" Gina asked.
"Yes, Boston and Montreal WAGs, they found out, keep it secret and help us when we need it. I was in no good place after coming here with Yulenka, Shane knew. He asked the WAGs to help; they came together to do so." Ilya smiled softly, yawning as he put aside his now-empty plate.
Shane came back with Yulia and went to get her something to eat, putting a little plate together. He settled her in the highchair and let her mash the food in her hands before trying it.
Gina cooed at Yulia as the eight-month-old waved her hand and squealed in joy at seeing her. The two stayed for a little longer, even after Ilya went and lay down in their bedroom.
XxXxX
Shane smiled at Lea as she took Yulia into the house. He helped Ilya up and out of the SUV. They would be taking it back down to Boston after two weeks. Shane had another two days off and would fly back the day after driving Ilya home. For now, they were finally back in Montreal. Shane did have a small five-day roadie coming up, but Lea and his parents had already said they would be around to help Ilya if he needed it. Though Lea would be at the house full time when he was away, like she usually was for Shane's roadies.
"It's nice to have you home," Shane said as he got Ilya inside and to their bedroom. It was just three in the morning. They'd set out on the five-hour drive at six in the evening. Giving small breaks during the trip to make sure Ilya and Yulia were both fine.
"Yes," Ilya yawned as he moved toward the bathroom to shower quickly.
Shane left him to it as he grabbed water for both of them. He knew Lea would be taking care of Yulia to get her to sleep in her room. Shane walked back to see Ilya toweling himself off. The bruising from the game was just beginning to turn a sickly yellow-green in some places, but was still vivid purple in others. He walked over, "Want some gel on that?" he asked.
Ilya stopped for a moment, "No, do not like the stick feel when sleeping," he admitted, grabbing an old T-shirt and putting it on, wincing at the pull on his ribs.
"Here, water, I'll make breakfast in the morning so you can take your pain meds in the morning. We've got about four hours until then, you okay until then though?" he asked, babbling slightly as he walked around the bedroom and made sure everything was in the right place.
"I will be fine, Shane. Go shower, and join me in bed. I am sleepy," Ilya said as he lay down on the bed, hair slightly damp still, but not really caring as he just wanted to sleep.
Shane leaned down as he reached the bed, kissing him, "Fine, I'll go get ready for bed," he told him, a soft, loving smile on his face as he went to shower before joining Ilya in bed.
Ilya moved closer, wrapping his arms around him and pulling him against his chest. "I always miss this when we are apart."
"So do I," he admitted quietly, "I always miss you, waking up and seeing you, being able to just spend time together, I miss it all the time."
"Ya tebya lyublyu, dorogoy," Ilya murmured against the back of Shane's head.
Shane smiled, "Je t'aime," he murmured back.
They woke slowly a few hours later. Ilya gave a pained whine as he began to move. His body was stiff and painful. He should have propped himself up properly before sleeping, but he had forgotten, and he knew Shane had as well.
"Shit, sorry, Ilyusha," Shane said as he helped Ilya sit up on the bed. They took their time getting up and joining Lea with the kids. The woman was already making them both breakfast.
"Morning," she greeted the two of them. Teddy was at the table, and Yulia was in her highchair, happily munching on something, occasionally waving it around and offering it to Teddy.
"Thanks, Lea," Shane said, smiling as he went to get what she had finished for Ilya first, before grabbing two juices for them and Ilya's pain medication. He set them to one side as he kissed Teddy on his head. He could tell that his son wanted nothing more than to rush over to Ilya.
"Is Papa okay?" Teddy asked in a mock whisper.
"He could do with a gentle hug, I think. That should help him feel better, but it has to be very gentle, and we need to be a bit quiet today," Shane said, hugging his son for a few moments before letting him get down from the table.
Teddy went over to Ilya, "Papa, okay?" he asked, looking concerned.
"I am now," Ilya said, as he let the five-year-old hug him. He winced a little at the movement, but he wouldn't turn down a hug from his son.
Lea finished cooking, putting down the plate for Shane. "Right, I'm going to take Teddy to school in fifteen minutes. I'll leave Yulia here, but when I get back, I'll take her to the soft play place that I found. It's a good place for her to play, even though she is only crawling and not walking. It'll give you both some time to settle back, and I know that Shane doesn't have practice until this afternoon, so I'll be back before then. I'll get Teddy from school and cook dinner. Ilya, you will be resting, no rushing around and playing on the floor. I know you like to when the kids are home," she said as she told the two people what the plan was for the day.
Shane laughed lightly and nodded, "Sounds good to me. I might nap a little when you leave with Yulia, get a bit more sleep before practice."
"Good, rest up, and I'll start getting Teddy's bag together," she smiled as she began to head out of the room.
"Have you eaten breakfast?!" Shane called out after her.
"I did," she replied, "Oh, and the WAGs want to see you guys at some point. Jackie came round when you were in Boston. She and the girls want to come over and have a night with Ilya."
Shane nodded, "I've got a game in two days, maybe we can host here, if Ilya is feeling up for it?" he suggested as he glanced at Ilya.
"Yes, it would be good, should be okay to look at TV, and if not, Jackie and the girls are all helpful. It will be nice."
"No drinking," Shane warned him, "You can't on those meds," he reminded, as he glanced pointedly at the meds that were still on the counter.
Ilya huffed slightly, wincing at the jostle of his bruised ribs, and took the medication. He finished his breakfast just as Lea was leaving with Teddy to take him to school. "I wish we could keep him home today."
"He's got a week off soon, you'll be able to spend more time with him when you're better healed," he reminded him, getting up and taking the empty plates to the sink to begin washing up.
"I am going to shower," Ilya said softly as he got up.
"Take a few before you do, let the meds kick in a bit. And if you need help, shout for me, don't fucking yourself over because of pride," Shane told him, knowing the man would try and do things himself. It wasn't often that Ilya would let Shane help. But it was getting better, both of them were getting better at accepting the help of others when it was needed.
Shane felt arms go around him as he started up the water for the washing up. He glanced up and smiled as Ilya leaned down to kiss him. "Love you, Ilyusha," he murmured against Ilya's lips.
"Ya tebya lyublyu," he murmured back, a soft, loving smile on his face as he kissed Shane once more before heading to the bedroom so he could use the en-suite to shower.
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  Chapter Twenty-Eight
Shane had practice. It was three weeks after taking Ilya home, and they had only been able to spend a night together since then. Teddy had been a bit more moody since Ilya had left. He missed his sister and Papa, which was understandable. The Playoffs would be starting in a week, and both Boston and Montreal had made it, with Boston only just squeaking in with the wildcard, after Ilya rejoined the team after being out injured for almost four weeks. The two teams would go against each other during the second round, if both of them beat their first round oponants.
"Hollander!" came Theriualts' spitting yell.
"Coach," he said, as he turned around and began to skate over.
"You have two people here, make them go away now," he said, as he gestured toward Lea, who was holding Teddy in her arms. The five-year-old was crying.
"Shane," Lea said softly as the man skated over, grabbing his skate guards as he glided past them.
"What happened?" he asked as Teddy reached out for him. He took hold of his son and waited for Lea to speak.
"I got a call from the school," she began, "He was wanting you and erm... Lily," she said, "He didn't tell me why he was so upset, he's been sobbing since before I got there."
"Okay," Shane nodded, "Thanks for bringing him by Lea, if you don't mind waiting, I'll see if I can get him calmed down, and then he can go hom-" he was cut off by a yell from Teddy. "Hey, buddy, it's okay."
"No, no, it's not. Why are people mean, Dad?" he cried as he held onto Shane like he had all the answers in the world.
Shane winced. He wished he had an answer for that, "I don't know, buddy," he murmured, "I wish I did. But who was mean to you?" he asked softly.
"They said I was weird, I don't look like everyone else, and because I don't have a mommy," he sniffled.
"You're not weird looking at all," Shane said, "you look like Obaasan and me," he reminded him. The casual cruelty of children, that was often learned from parents or adults in their lives.
"But I don't look like everyone else, and I hated it, Daddy!" he yelled out, before busting into tears again.
Shane sighed softly, "Yeah, it's not nice at all." He didn't know what he should do to help his kid. He'd faced the same thing when he was at school. 
Hayden skated over, "Hey, little man," he said as he got Teddy's attention. "What with all the tears? What has you so upset?"
"People are mean, Uncle Hayd," he sniffled, "They said I look weird, and I don't like it, I hate it."
"Ah," he said, "Yeah, that is really mean," he nodded in understanding.
"Is this your kid, Capitaine?" JJ asked as he came over, some of the others doing the same. They hadn't met Teddy yet.
"Yeah," Shane said, "Teddy, this is JJ, he and the others all play with me on the team," he added. Seeing that Teddy was being distracted by the team. He glanced at Lea, who was standing there, "Hey, want to go to Uncle Hayden?" he asked his son.
Teddy hesitated for a moment, "Can I go on ice too?"
"Not at the moment, buddy," he said, "How about later we go to the rink and skate?"
"Okay," he huffed, but nodded as he was handed over to Hadyen.
"You can skate around in Hayden's arms, but you're not going on ice without your skates on," he added, making sure Hayden knew not to let him down, knowing his son would be begging to be let down soon enough.
"Fine, dad," he huffed and pouted as Hayden took him away and out further onto the ice as Theriualt yelled at them to get back to practice. Hayden began explaining what each player was doing as they moved around the ice.
"I told you not to bring your distraction to the rink," Theriualt said as he glared at Shane.
"Considering nearly everyone here, even you, have had a family memeber stop by for help at some point, I have to ask if this is just a me thing?" he asked, being serious, "Because you don't do shit to anyone else but me on this," he added, "And I can prove it too," he gestured to the security cameras that were dotted around.
Theriualt grumbled as he walked away.
"Is he like that with you a lot?" Lea asked quietly, frowning at the man who was walking away.
"Yeah," he nodded a few times, "He's only like it with me. Hayden has something happen, and it's fine, one of the others that has kids, or a partner, absolutly fine. Me, anything to do with me, it's a no-go. When he found out about Teddy, he was pissed at me. I fucking hate it," he muttered, "Now, about Teddy, sounds like he's being bullied and it's about his looks, and the fact he doesn't have a mom. But I think it's more about looks that is hurting him," he sighed.
"Right," Lea said, "Do you want to set up a meeting with the school to see what can be done?"
Shane nodded, "Yeah, a meeting to make them aware that something is going on is needed. They might not be able to do anything until they hear it, usually the damn case, and to find out if it's the kids learning shit like that at home, or if they heard it from an adult around them," he sighed, "I was hoping he wouldn't have to face this," he murmured, "I had the same problem at school. I never really fit in," he finished.
"Well, I'll get that set up for the next few days. Hopefully, it might only be a one-off," she said, "I'll get him back home, I know Lily wants to call him tonight so they can read him a story for tonight."
Shane smiled, "Yeah, and thanks for bringing him here, even if he now wants to go out on the ice at some point."
"I'll talk him out of it before you get home," Lea smiled, "He's got a bit of homework to do, and classwork, since I took him out early."
"Alright, we'll see," he smiled as he turned to where Hayden was skating around with Teddy still. "Hayden!" he called out, waving a hand.
Hayden nodded and skated over, going a bit faster than he had been, causing Teddy to laugh in joy. Shane smiled. He knew that Ilya did the same with Teddy when they went out to the rink for a bit. Hayden stopped and grinned as he handed Teddy over to his dad.
"Here we go, safely delivered back to his dad," Hayden said before nodding at Shane and heading back out to carry on his passing drills with some of the team.
"That was fun, like Papa," Teddy whispered into Shane's ear.
"I bet," Shane nodded, "Right, you're going to head home with Lea, and I'll be back later, okay."
Teddy huffed and sighed, "Okay, Dad."
"Be good, like I know you are," he stated.
"Yes, Dad," he rolled his eyes as he was set down over the boards so he could head off with Lea, "Love you, Dad," he said over his shoulder.
"Love you too," Shane smiled.
"Aww, how sickly sweet," Theriualt sneered as she walked over.
Shane turned, face going blank as he stared at his coach, wishing once again there was a way to get rid of the man.
XxXxX
Shane was dressed casually, but still smart, as he was seated in the principal's office of his son's school. Lea had been able to arrange the meeting on the morning of a game day, the only time he would have free and wouldn't be at practice.
"Mr. Hollander, I assure you that such things are not happening in this school," Principal Haschel said, shaking his head.
"Principal Haschel, what was said to my son upset him so much that my nanny had to come and get him and bring him to the rink so he could calm down. I am not saying that it's a major problem. This might be an isolated case of a child repeating something a parent or adult in their life has said. I'm just here to talk to you, to let you know that this has happened. This is why my son had to be taken from the school early, when normally he loves coming to play with his friends and learn something new," Shane said, being polite, like he was when the reporters got in his face after a bad game.
"Mr. Hollander, I ca-" he began once more to repeat himself.
"Let me stop you there, as I said, I just want the situation monitored to make sure it doesn't happen again. This is more so we can know how to address it with parents, guardians, and maybe even the children themselves. Saying such things happens, it may be nothing, or it may be the start of something. I'm not going to let my son go through the same thing I did as a child. The same racial abuse that was heaped on me. All I am asking is to monitor, that is it. Nothing else, for now," Shane stopped him, holding up a hand. The Principal had repeated himself four times already, dismissing his concerns. "So, will you be doing that, contacting the teachers and having them monitor the language that is used in the classroom and during recess?"
Principal Haschel sighed and then nodded, "I will inform the teachers about the issue, and have them monitor," he finally gave in to what Shane had been asking.
"Thank you, that's all I wanted done. If there are any issues, please bring them up to me, call me, or call Lea, Teddy's Nanny, as she may be the one that you'll have to speak to if I am at practice or games, or out on the road," Shane said, nodding a few times.
"Is that all?" Principal Haschel asked him.
"It is, and thank you again for seeing me," Shane said as he got up. The two shook hands, and Shane left the school. He wasn't that happy with how the principal had acted toward the issue; instead of figuring out a way to monitor straight away, since Shane wasn't asking for anything more than that to be done. He wasn't asking for names, for meetings with other parents, nothing like that. Not until it happened a second time.
Shane drove home. His parents were waiting for him at home. They had come by that morning, hearing about the meeting, and his mom wanted to go over a couple of brand deals that she'd been able to secure. Pulling into his driveway, he could see his parents' car next to the one Ilya used when he was in Montreal. Sighing, he got out of his SUV and headed inside.
"Mom, Dad," he called out, as he could hear quiet voices coming from inside.
"Shane," David greeted his son first as he came out of the kitchen, "you're mothers making lunch," he said, "Just something simple, she said, but you know your mother."
"Most likely that crap she wanted me to start on. Salads and salmon, and grains," he sighed.
"Nope," David grinned.
Shane nodded and walked toward the kitchen after putting his slippers on, "Ohh," he said, "That's a smell I haven't smelt in a long time, not since we last went to Japan to visit family," he added.
David nodded, "It has been a while. Your mother doesn't cook as often, and I enjoy it a lot. Your aunt got all the skills on that side of the family," he laughed lightly.
"Hmm," Shane nodded. His aunt had remained in Japan with her grandmother, instead of going with her parents to Canada. She was five years older than Yuna.
Yuna turned to face the two as they walked into the kitchen, "Almost done," she said, "It's been a long time since I made Katsudon," she murmured, "Had to ask my sister to remember how to make it," she joked lightly.
"Mom," Shane smiled as he walked over and hugged her tightly. "It'll be nice to eat it again," he grinned at her as he looked over his shoulder as she was beginning to serve the meal.
Shane hovered a little and helped take everything over to the table with his mother as his dad got the three of them something to drink. "Itadakimasu," he grinned, hands together before he began to eat, his mother doing the same. It wasn't often they said it when they were eating, usually only when they had Japanese food to eat, instead of the usual type of food they ate.
David smiled and said the same, his pronunciation wasn't as off as it had been when he was first learning to speak Japanese. "How did the meeting go?" he asked, as they began to eat.
Shane swallowed a bite before answering, "It took a few tries to get the Principal to listen to me. To understand that I wasn't after anything bad, I just wanted the situation monitored. For now. I did say that if it happened again, I would appreciate a heads-up and for them to help organise a meeting with the parents. I hope it doesn't come to that, since I really don't want to bring attention to Teddy's school and hate that my son goes there."
"Can understand that," David nodded. 
"Do you think it might end up being a case of transferring schools for Teddy?" Yuna asked, "I know that can be disruptive."
"It would be, but if he's going to have to face racial comments from the other kids, I'd rather his routine be disturbed. I went through it, Mom, and I wouldn't wish that on anyone. I don't want Teddy to go through the same. You and Dad helped me so much back then, but it was bad, Mom," he sighed.
"Then I'll start looking for a new school, just in case. If things do get back, you'll have something to fall back on for Teddy," Yuna said, making a mental note to do so. "How are Ilya and Yulia doing?"
"He's been sending up pictures and videos of Yulia when he can," David added, "But he doesn't really speak that much to us at the moment, not that we can blame him. We weren't exactly as welcoming as we should have been."
"You mean I wasn't?" Yuna said with a quiet snort. "I'm doing better, and I can see how happy he makes you and Teddy," she finished as she looked at her son.
"He's doing well, Yulia is growing like a weed, and she'll be one just after the Playoffs. They'll be back in Montreal by then. We're going to do a small party for her, and we'll be doing the same for Teddy as well. Since their birthdays are only two weeks apart," Shane smiled, Yulia had been born two days after the NHL awards in Vegas were over last year. They would also be celebrating their first anniversary as well.
"Oh, that would be wonderful. I know the awards are going to be around that time as well. IF you don't mind, your dad and I would love to have them both while you attend them," Yuna suggested quietly.
"That would be great if you could. I know Lea could take care of them, but I like to try to give her the summer off so she can spend it with some of her family." Shane nodded as he ate a few more bites before adding, "So yeah, if you would like to do that, if Ilya or I get nominated, that would be great, and really helpful. And thank you for trying."
"There is no trying on this, son," David said.
"Exactly, there's just do, we've seen what you two are like with each other, and it's beautiful. To know that you have someone who loves you so completely is a blessing for both of us. I hated what happened back then, and I thought keeping you away from everyone would be the best thing I could do. It would protect you from other bastards like her. Keep you safe and sound," Yuna smiled.
Shane nodded, "Yeah, he does, and I love him just as much. I hate being away from him like I am. But so far, we've not been able to figure anything out apart from playing on the same team. At the moment, it's not going to happen with our contracts; we both have no trade in place. We can wave them, but it's also trying to find a team that has cap space for us both. So we're stuck until we can figure something out."
Yuna nodded, "If you need help with that, we can brainstorm a few ideas, and I can look into a few teams that you both might be able to play with by the time your contracts end," she added, glancing over at her son.
Shane nodded, "That would be great, thanks," he smiled, "You're going to have to teach me how to make this," he added quietly, "I'd like to make it for Ilya, he's been making a few Russian dishes when he can, when he was here, and I'd like to show him some of the ones I can make."
"Sure, ask your aunt for tips, she's the better cook than me," Yuna smiled, "She always has been."
"I will call her later, I might talk to Yuuri for a bit too, see how he's doing with Viktor," Shane murmured, "Haven't talked to them since I saw them in Sochi. I know Viktor was heading out of Russia because of what's been going on, and how things have been tightening."
"Hmm," Yuna nodded, "We were scared when Yuuri and Viktor were thinking about training in St Petersburg, they changed their mind in the end."
"Good thing to," Shane nodded, as he changed the topic to something else.
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  Chapter Twenty-Nine
Ilya was on the couch at Shane's home in Montreal. Montreal was at Game 7 of the playoff final. Teddy was seated on his lap. Some of the other WAG's had joined him, since not all of them had been able to travel. Yuna and David had gone to Toronto, where Game 7 was being played. Shane was on fire as he skated, passed, and received the puck, sinking it in the net once more with an assist from Hayden. Seconds later, the buzzer sounded, and that was it, Montreal had won the Stanley Cup.
Crowell came out, and the trophy was handed over to Shane first. "This is for you, all of you, all of my family!" he called out, staring at the camera that was in his face.
Ilya smiled as he hugged Teddy tightly, "He means us," he murmured.
"Yeah," Teddy said, cheering with the rest of WAGs as on screen Shane passed the cup to Hayden. Each of them got a turn in lifting the cup over their heads and skating around the rink. Soon enough, the usual crowd of player families that could make it went down to the ice.
Ilya smiled, wishing he could be there as he watched David and Yuna go down on the ice to be with their son. He sighed, hugged Teddy, and glanced over to where Yulia was in the playpen. "I wish I were there, to celebrate with him," he whispered as the three WAGs that had remained behind dealt with one of the kids who had fallen over and was crying.
XxXxX
Shane sighed as he sank into the couch with Ilya. "Teddy is off on an adventure with his grandmother, my dad took off with Yulenka for the day, to have some granddad and granddaughter time," he snorted, as he rested his head against Ilya's. "It... feels odd not having the kids in the house," he stated, glancing around his cottage. 
"Yes, it does," Ilya said, wrapping an arm around Shane and pulling him onto his lap, "We have free time, and I feel too tired to do anything about it," he muttered.
Shane grumbled but quickly agreed, "Yeah, though," he began, "I've been thinking about JJ, he's a good friend, and I was thinking about telling him. I know you want to tell St Simon about us, and I think it's a good idea. The WAGs all know, and are in our corner. The more we have for when we do come out, the better I think," he said softly, glancing up at Ilya.
Ilya smiled and nodded, "We shall do so. I will when I get back to Boston, have Cliff and Vic over for dinner, to tell them. And we can have Hayden, Jackie, and Boiuziu over for dinner tomorrow, to speak with them. Maybe Yuna and David would be alright with children for nihgt?" he asked. "Or is Jackie's mom still staying with them to help?"
"Yeah, she is. Jackie's recovery is going well, but they're not forcing any issues at the moment.  They don't want to overwhelm her and basically just throw her back in the deep end with Arthur," Shane sighed. Jackie was suffering from Post Partum Depression and was in therapy, but Jackie's mom had stepped up to help the family out.
"Then see if it would be good for the two to come to the cottage for a day. Overnight would be better," Ilya suggested softly, "Let her take a full break from children."
Shane smiled, "Yeah, sounds like a good idea. Oh, and don't forget there's the engagement parties for Stephanie and Cliff. There are two, one that we're going to, and one that only you are."
"I know, I have the gifts back in Boston," he nodded a few times.
"I'll call my parents, see if they're up to watching the kids overnight at their place. And you can call Jackie and tell her the plan. I'll call JJ."
"Okay," he said, smiling as he pulled out his phone.
Shane smiled as the man called Jackie and began to talk with her. The two had become good friends over the last year. He knew Jackie talked to him a lot about how overwhelmed and off she had been when Arthur had been born. She talked to him more than she had to Shane or Hayden or anyone else. Shane got off his lap, even though the man pouted at him for a second before returning to his call.
Shane moved away and called his mom first. She was happy to do so, and after a talk with his dad, a few moments later. The plan was in place. They would be taking Teddy and Yulia for the night.
"Mon Capitaine," came the cheerful voice of JJ.
"Hey, JJ," Shane couldn't help but smile.
"So what can I do for you on this lovely June day?" he asked.
"Well," Shane began, "I was hoping that you would come with Jackie and Hayden to the ottage. There are a few things I should tell you. And I don't want to keep them from you any longer."
"That... okay," he said quietly, "When?"
"Tomorrow," he told him, "We're having dinner tomorrow, and you can plan to stay over or go home after you learn what you learn."
"You are being very cryptic, Capitaine," he stated.
"I know, it will be a bit of a shock, what you find out, but know... know that you're one of my closest, bestest friends," Shane told him, his voice going soft.
"Alright, I will be there, I will be in my own car, just in case, if you think it wise," he suggested.
Shane nodded as he said, "I do. As I said, this is something Hadyen and Jackie know, a few others do, and I... I trust you to know."
"I will see you tomorrow," JJ said, the puzzled tone in his voice carrying on as they ended the call.
"Well, tomorrow," Shane said as he went back over to Ilya and sat down beside him, biting his bottom lip in worry. The circle of people who knew about them was growing bigger and bigger. There was a nervousness about him from it all. He knew that even with both of them winning a cup each, there were still going to be people who wouldn't take too kindly to the fact that the captains of rival teams, Boston and Montreal, were together, were married, and raising a family together.
"Yes, we shall make a list, go shopping for things, and make sure we can have a good night, for fun," he said, "No stress," he added, kissing Shane, knowing that his mind was going to be running away with him and spiraling in panic at letting someone else know about them.
XxXxX
Hayden and Jackie were the first to arrive. JJ's car was right behind them as it pulled up beside them. "I'm going to have a quick talk with JJ before coming in," Hayden said, kissing his wife on the cheek. "Go on in and see the boys," he smiled.
Jackie nodded, "Alright."
Hayden waited for JJ to get out and walk over. "Hey," he smiled at him.
"So what is this all about?" he asked.
"I'm going to let Shane explain, but I'm going to tell you this. Keep your mind open, and not everyone is how they appear in public. What he will be telling you will shock you, it will. It did me when he told me, but it works."
JJ nodded, "Alright, I get it, give this a chance and don't blow it," he rolled his eyes.
"Basically. Shane is trusting you a damn lot with this," Hayden said as he began to lead the way to the front door. "Shoes off, just like his apartment in Montreal," he added as they got inside. He took his shoes off and waited for JJ to do the same.
JJ snorted but did so, "He is very..."
"Yeah, we know, and it's polite," Hayden said, rolling his eyes slightly.
"Hayd, JJ," Shane greeted them, smiling as he walked past Jackie, who was heading toward the kitchen, knowing that she would end up in the living room after that. They were grilling out on the patio, the fire already going in the fire pit, and chairs placed around it. It was a really nice night, the sun hadn't set yet, and it was still nice and warm.
"So, what is this all about?" JJ asked as they went into the kitchen. They could hear the murmurings of the others as they stopped in the kitchen.
"Okay, so... first... I'm gay," he said, "I've known that about myself since just before Teddy was born. I was... in therapy because of how Teddy was conceived, it was rape," he said quickly. "I'm good on that, recovered, but I do have PTSD, which is why I don't drink, and tend not to stay out too late. It just helps me manage it," he said.
"Oh, I'm sorry-" JJ said, trying to make sense of what he had just been told.
"You didn't know, so don't worry. Hayden has known about that for a few years. Since Teddy was around two, three," he told him, "It's not something I tell a lot of people. Because most of them react like Theriault has done, which is to name-call and use it as a fucking weapon against me," he said, wrinkling his nose. "Theriault doesn't like me, he's made it clear he thinks of me as a diversity hire, and the fact that I'm Captian is much for the same reason in his eyes, not the fact that I fucking earned it," he ranted slightly, as he stopped and took a breath, "Anyway. Therapy helped me come to terms with the fact I'm gay, and it's helped with a few other aspects of my life."
"Gay," JJ nodded, "Thank you for telling me," he said.
"That... that's not everything," Shane winced, "This next bit might be a bit harder. You know how the league decided that me and Rozanov were going to be rivals, enemies, and all that bullshit?" he asked.
"I know you and Hayden said that in the past that it wasn't what you and Rozanov were actually like, but... I didn't know if I believed it, considering the way you go at each other on the ice," he said, frowning.
"Yeah, we're competitive, we've been like that since we first met," Shane smiled softly, "Ilya and I like to... compete, in a lot of things. But before our rookie seasons, he met with me, we kissed, and we talked a lot. About a lot of things. And we ended up seeing if we could make something work. It had to be secret; we couldn't let it be known to anyone. Hell, my parents only just found out about us last year, and that's because we took in Yulia, Ilya's niece; we adopted her. Just like when... when we got married, he adopted Teddy."
JJ was still, "You... Rozanov..."
Hayden walked in, "Shane, go sit, joining that husband of yours, he's corrupting Jackie again."
Shane looked between his two closest friends and then nodded, "Yeah, okay," he nodded and headed off.
Hayden waited for him to go, "I know, big fucking shock, right?" he said as he sat down at the bar. "Look, JJ, one thing you have to know is that they couldn't tell people, the very fact that it could get out, and then Ilya could have been deported to Russia, it's not good over there, over the last couple of years, being gay, or bisexual is seen as something really bad. Shane's cousin and his partner had to leave Russia as well. He could be brought back and prosecuted for it. Ilya... isn't what the media says he is... okay, he can be an ass, but it's more the annoying brother type assholey. He adores Shane, loves him so much. Shane loves him too. He's a great dad, and hell, when Jackie had Ruby and Jade, he helped out by sending her things, advice that he learned from Shane. And learned from being a dad to Teddy."
JJ stared at him, "You're being serious?" he blinked.
"Yeah, Ilya is... in the Montreal WAG chat too, when we were at the final, and some of the partners couldn't go, they were here with Ilya watching the game and celebrating. I know Shane is in the Boston WAG chat too. Both groups know the truth about them, that it's Shane and Ilya. So yeah, you can talk about this with Arianna, she knows. They all do, and they get together to spend time with Ilya when he's here. They have wine nights together, I usually escape to Shane's. Next time, you should join us," Hayden told him, "Just... give them a chance to show you what they are like. This isn't... some joke, a prank, or anything like that, JJ," he sighed, seeing the skeptical look that was appearing on JJ's face.
"I will give this a try, but I am not sure."
"Oh, and they're about to celebrate their first anniversary in about three weeks, just after the awards. Yulia is going to be turning one in a week. Teddy will be six the week after," Hayden snorted, "They've got a lot packed into these few weeks. And I think it would be nice if you were there for them. Some of the WAGs are coming, and even some of the ones in Boston are coming to celebrate," he added.
JJ nodded, "Let's go then, let me see what they are like together, before I make a judgment," he said.
Hayden nodded, and the two headed into the living room. "Hey," he said, as JJ walked in behind them.
"Hayden," Ilya said, "Shane is wrong, you need to tell him, he is wrong."
"And just why is Shane wrong this time?" Hayden asked, rolling his eyes as he stepped down into the living area.
Jackie was laughing as she drank a small glass of wine. "That!" she said, pointing to what Ilya had drawn on the whiteboard in the living room. One of the favorite games to play was pictonary.
Hayden looked at the drawing, a rectangle with a person on it, and by it, the head of another person. "Titanic," he guessed as he looked at Ilya.
"See, see, Hayden gets it, you are wrong, Shane," Ilya sighed dramatically, "you are not good at this game."
"I hate this game, I never win," Shane huffed, but was still smiling with a can of ginger ale in his hand.
"Of course you don't, Shane," Ilya said, smiling at his husband, "But I still love you."
Jackie cackled, "Come on, JJ, you can be with Hayden and me on this. We'll need to get Arianna to come along, and we can play couples instead," she smiled as she gestured for JJ to come and join them.
"No, no," Ilya shook his head, "JJ will join us, I have a disadvantage in Shane, he's not good at this game."
"Please, JJ," Shane said as he looked over, "He takes this game way too seriously, and I would rather be able to sleep without keeping one eye open."
Jackie and Hayden both laughed, "Yeah, might save the embarrassment," Jackie giggled as she leaned against Hayden as soon as he sat down beside her.
"What is this? Why?" JJ asked as he walked closer into the room and finally sat down on the edge of the sectional.
"Because my dear husband, after losing once more, decided that drawing on my face was the best way to damn well go," he huffed, "I walked around with one of the damn film titles that we had to guess for hours. Teddy was laughing so hard he fell over when he saw me."
"Was good revenge," Ilya grinned, leaning down and kissing him, "Was fun too. Got Shane to watch a few more films with me to try and help his knowledge outside of hockey."
"It was so funny, I think I still have a picture on my phone," Hayden said as he pulled it out and began to go through his photos.
"I thought I told you to delete that!" Shane exclaimed, "I-"
"Hush, it was a fun picture, made sure parents had a copy," Ilya grinned at him. It had happened while they were spending a little time together during their last off-season.
Shane glared, but it was half-hearted as Hayden moved off the couch and went over to JJ to show him the picture he had found. "Assholes, all of you," he huffed.
JJ couldn't help but laugh when he saw Shane all drawn on, "Looking good, Capitaine," he laughed.
Shane rolled his eyes, "I still need to get you back for that," he grumbled, but there was no malice or anything behind it.
"Right, JJ," Ilya said, looking at the man, "Are you good with Pictonary?" he asked, "We need to even the score; Hayden and Jackie always win. I am sick of losing."
JJ smiled. "Oui," he nodded. "Let's do it," he said, looking at Ilya. "I know a lot of films, I enjoy watching."
"Oh, I have a watch partner now?" Ilya said, looking brighter before asking, "Which is the best Fast & Furious?"
"Fast Five," he answered immediately. 
Ilya nodded, "He has taste, Shane, see, he has taste, Tokyo Drift is not the best, really not the best," he said as he then gestured to the game, "Let's start," he grinned as he grabbed the next one he had to try and draw and started.
Shane huffed as JJ was able to get the film that Ilya was trying to draw. Jackie and Hyaden booed, as JJ and Ilya proved to be a great team, and Shane just smiled behind his can as his other friend began to slot into things perfectly.
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  Chapter Thirty
Birthday parties were held for the kids. Some of the WAGs from Boston made the trip, along with Cliff. Shane and Ilya had been able to get away for a very quiet weekend for their anniversary. The summer came to an unfortunate end, and Camp began. Shane and the others had met to train during the summer, keeping up with their conditioning and training. Improving where they could. Shane was happy that Cliff had joined them for a weekend at the cottage when Stephianie had to go to Paris for a conference. She joined them for a game night with Arianna coming with JJ. It was a good night, ending with laughter and groans from some of those gathered.
Game nights were starting to become regular for the group. And plans were made to continue them when back in Montreal, or even when Montreal was in Boston. Shane loved the nights with his friends and husband. He didn't have to put on a front, didn't have to pretend he was fine being out in public, and the pushiness of a lot of the other players when they found out he wouldn't drink. It was nice to just relax and be himself.
Camp started back up, and it was clear that some of the players hadn't kept things up, though this time it was only two of them. Ilya had listened to their wives complain about it several times. And how one had snapped at her. Sophie had said that Gilbert was on thin ice with her for how he had been behaving lately.
"Comeau, Drapeau, Renaud, all three of you failed the baseline. Drapeau, you should only take a couple of weeks to get back up to speed. Renaud, Comeau, you two will take months," Shane said as he looked at everyone's baseline for the start of Camp.
"Come on, you can't be serious about benching us?" Comeau called out.
"I bet everyone else failed, really," Renaud sneered.
"No, myself, Pike, and Boiziau have all improved," he said, "So have Olssan and Beaulier. Mitty, you did well, and there is some improvement on last year's baseline," he added as he glanced at each of them in turn. "The rest of you are about the same."
"So, what's the plan, Capitaine?" JJ asked him.
"Drapeau, you're with Simon on conditioning; he'll get you up to speed again. Renaud and Comeau, you're with Theo and Ian. They're going to be your main trainers, and they will be setting you up with a diet plan for the next month, and see where you are after that, all three of you. If you are good, then you'll be able to play games; if not, no games. Just like last year," Shane stated.
"This isn't right, Theriualt is the coach, not you," Cameau snapped at him.
"Then maybe you should listen when you're given your summer training plan, instead of deciding to party all the time, drink constantly, and eat so much junk that you may as well have brought the whole damn shop and binged yourself stupid," Shane snapped, "The plans you get are there to fucking help you stay in shape enough that you can come into the next season swinging. And instead, you're dragging yourself and the rest of the team down. If it was up to me, you'd be fucking traded for a damn sloth; they'd be faster than you."
"Good thing you can't," Drapeau hissed at him.
"He can't, but I certainly can think about it," Theriualt said from behind them, "Hollander has my permission to bench you if you're not going to be playing at your best. We won the cup last year, and I want a fucking repeat, and if benching the slackers works, like it did last year, then I'm going to fucking do it again and again until you all learn to keep to your fucking training plans during the summer. Now go to where you're assigned and get to fucking work, you fucking pansies."
Shane winced internally at the insult and forced down a sigh. He glanced at the rest as soon as Drapeau, Comeau, and Renaud had left. Theriault, doing the same. "Right, the rest of you are on the normal start of camp drills. So let's get to it," he said, as he went over the groups he wanted and what each should be working on until he called for a switch.
Hayden and JJ nodded at him, as he joined with them and began a few passing drills. "I can't believe he stuck up for you," JJ said as he thought back to what their coach had done.
"Yeah, normally he's kind of a dick to you," Hayden added.
Shane nodded, keeping his voice quiet like the other two, "Yeah, I know, he's always had it out for me. He believes I'm nothing more than a diversity hire, that my skills and talents are paper only and that really its the rest of you that make me look good," he said, "I know I'm a good player, have to be to keep up with Rozanov," he added, "And the rest of the league," he snorted.
"You're not just a good player, you're a great one," Hayden rolled his eyes as he caught the puck and quickly snapped it to JJ.
"He doesn't think so," Shane admited, "He's... not been good, and racist, homophobic, misogynistic. Though that might be why his wife is leaving him. She's taking the kids, asking for full custody, so I expect him to come down harder on us for a while."
"How the hell do you know that?" JJ asked, looking up at him as he passed on the puck, moving around the cones with ease before snapping it back to Shane.
"She's talked to Jackie about it. She's also in the WAG chat and talked there, and of course, Lily is in there, so they told me, told me to be careful as he might end up on the war path," Shane said, darting even quicker through the cones, making a sharp turn before shooting it toward Hayden.
"How the hell do you get that gossip, and Jackie never tells me anything," Hayden huffed.
"Arianna doesn't either," JJ sighed. "Lily is good at gossip?" he asked.
"Lily loves gossip; they're thinking about trying to get the two WAG chats together, to form one large one so they can have all the gossip," Shane snorted, not sure if that would be a good idea.
JJ and Hayden laughed.
Shane rolled his eyes and called for the switch.
XxXxX
Ilya grinned at his team, "We're going to take the fucking cup this year. Hollander isn't going to get it a second time before me," he called out. They'd had a really good practice day, preseason games were going to be coming out soon, and Coach LeClaire had a few thoughts about their lines, how to sharpen the team that little bit more to make sure they at least reach the playoffs again.
"Yeah, we are," Cliff grinned, laughing brightly. 
The team was quick through the showers and changing. Cliff talked about his main engagement party with the team. There had been a smaller one with Shane and Ilya, along with their family. And the Pikes had been able to make it with JJ and Arianna, as JJ had proposed a few days before the party, and Arianna and Stephanie were now planning their weddings, and using each other as a sounding board for their ideas, when their husbands-to-be were stumped on what to do. Even Jackie had been roped into it, creating a chat for the three women so they could talk easily.
"Vic, Cliff, mine tonight," Ilya said, "Should see Yulenka, she's getting big now, so big, she's one, and talking and walking, and running. Can't wait to take her on ice properly. Maybe she skater, maybe not, but will be good."
"Yeah," Victor smiled, "Kelly is pregnant again," he said quietly, "Alice isn't even a year old, we weren't... expecting this just yet, we wanted to wait a bit longer, but we're... happy," he said, smiling softly, "She's only two months along, but we know it's going to be hard. Kelly had wanted to go back to work after Alice turned one. Now, it's going to be put back."
"Doesn't have to," Ilya told him as he got up, "Talk to her, make sure of what she wants. Being home all the time with kids is not for everyone, even if they wish it were the case," he said, "I know I wished that I could remain with Yulenka all the time. But I know that would not be good for me. Jackie Pike is a good mother who loves being with her kids, but she still needs time for herself. Took a while for it to happen. Same with lots of parents," he finished quietly.
Victor looked at him, frowning at the mention of Jackie Pike. "Cap," he began.
"Another time," Cliff said, he'd noticed Ilya minor slip.
Victor looked between the two and then nodded, "I will talk with her," he agreed as they finished getting ready and left together.
Ilya went to his own car, knowing the other two would follow him to his home. Lea was at the house with Teddy and Yulia. Ilya made a quick stop to get a few things for them to drink. He'd not restocked since last season. Arriving back home, Cliff and Victor were both parked up in his driveway, leaving room for him to make it to his usual parking spot near the garage. The two were still standing there as he got out.
"You could have knocked and gone inside," Ilya said. He'd warned Lea that he would be bringing two members of the team over. Mainly Victor and Cliff.
"Would rather wait for you," Cliff said, "Didn't want Vic to scare anyone," he teased, grinning at his friend.
"Fuck off," Victor rolled his eyes as he looked at his Captain. "So, why are we here?"
"I want to talk to you about something personal," Ilya said as he led the way into the house. "Shoes off," he said, knowing that Victor had only been at the house a few times, and some people often forgot that he had that rule.
Victor nodded, "I remember," he stated, shaking his head, but did as he was bidden, Cliff doing the same beside him.
The three walked into the room when they heard a joyful shout.
"Papa!" Teddy got up from where he was playing with his Lego and ran over to Ilya. Ilya put down the bag and swung the boy up into his arms, "Missed you."
"Missed you too," Ilya grinned at him, "I brought friends, but boring adult talk first before games," he told his son as he set him back down.
"Ugh, hate boring talk. Dad does it a lot," Teddy rolled his eyes.
"No sass," Ilya said, "Adults have to do boring things to make sure you can have fun," he told him.
"Sorry, Papa," Tedddy said, looking up at him.
"I know, I know it's boring, and all don't like it, but sometimes, we have to do the boring things, so we can do the more fun things later. Like tidying your room, so we can go outside and play later," he said pointedly.
"In other words, go tidy your room, Teddy," Lea told him as she let go of Yulia and let her walk over to her papa.
"Papa, papa, papa," she giggled as she walked over, her gait steady now compared to a few weeks ago, when she would fall a lot more often than she currently did.
"Yulenka," Ilya smiled again as he picked her up, "You been good for Lea and Teddy?" he asked.
"Papa, dada," Yulia sighed as she rested her head against her Papa's shoulder.
"Miss him," Ilya murmured, "Go to Lea and then we play later, okay," he said, hugging her tightly for a few moments before handing her back to Lea, "Thank you, will be talking to them in the kitchen, will make a start of dinner," he added.
"That's fine, I made a beef stew in the crock pot, should be done in about half an hour," Lea said, "First day back at it, and I know you will need something hearty and good."
"Thank you," Ilya smiled.
"I'll keep the kids occupied so you can talk, and then we'll have dinner together. There is enough for all of us, I used both to make sure," she smield as she tickled Yulia, who was whining for her Papa, and then got Teddy to go to his room, he did need to tidy it, and had been asked twice already.
"Thank you," he smiled at her once more before leading the way to the kitchen, getting them all something to drink, and putting the beer her had gotten away for when they ate.
"So, what is all of this?" Victor asked the two of them, glancing from one to the other.
"I am married," Ilya said.
Cliff snorted, "Yeah, great thing to open with," he rolled his eyes, "Ilya here is married, I was there, the only one of us from Boston that was," he added, "So don't feel offended."
"Which lucky woman was your bride then?" Victor asked, a little frown on his forehead as he watched his two friends. It hurt a little to be kept from something so big. Something that he would have liked to have been there for.
"Groom," Ilya said as he put a coffee in front of him, "I am married to a man. We have been together since before I came to Boston. Happen, about a year after the draft, just before Rookie," he admited, "We were... secret, still are, but we are slowly letting certain people that we trust know. We had to be careful for a long time. Was dangerous for me, Russia is not kind, very bad."
"Fuck, yeah, I heard about some of the things that are going on at the moment," Victor nodded, "So, how did you get together?" he then asked.
"We met before his son was born. I kissed him for the first time, the day before his son was born, just after he had heard that the woman who carry child was going into labour," Ilya said, sneering a little as he thought about Jessica. He had never met her; he had met her parents a couple of times in the last few months. When they came to visit Teddy. They had taken to Yulia just as well, and the next time they had come, they had brought Yulia some presents as well, just as much as they had brought for Teddy. Ilya still hadn't been able to figure out how two such loving and caring people had a daughter like Jessica.
"What?" Victor frowned, feeling confused.
"I think it would be easier to tell who it is," Cliff suggested to him.
"Hmm," Ilya nodded, "yes, it would be a good idea," he then looked at Victor, "I am trusting you. I am married to Shane Hollander. We got married over a year ago now," he smiled softly.
"No fucking way?!" Victor exclaimed as he leaned back on the stool, almost falling off it. Only Cliff's grabbing him stopped him from doing so.
"He really is," Cliff said, already got his phone open, and was on the pictures he'd put in a locked folder on his phone. He slid it over and let Victor go through them.
Victor went through the pictures. Seeing only Shane, Hayden, Cliff, Svetlana, and Teddy in the pictures. No one else was there that day. "You really got married," he said.
"I adopted Teddy at the same time," Ilya said, "A couple of months later, Svetlana brought Yulia to us," he added, "Shane adopted her as did I," he added, "We've been together a long time. Teddy is six, and I have been part of his life since he was one. He knows no mother, and never will. Just me and Shane. His Papa and Dad."
"Wow," he said, shaking his head, "I... I wish I had been there," he said.
"I know, Shane's parents wish the same. They were not there either; there was tension between Shane and his mother, and he didn't wish to put his father in the middle. So they were only told when Yulenka came into our lives. They were brought in that very day. It took a few visits for them to warm up to me, but they took to Yulenka easily, dropping into the role of grandparents to her," Ilya began, "Though Shane and I plan to have a vow renewal when more people know."
"That would be great, I'd best be there for that one," Victor said, smiling a little more.
"You will," Ilya promised him.
"Tell me more about Shane, not Hollander, but the Shane you know. The husband, the dad, the man you fell in love with?" Victor asked him softly.
Ilya nodded and smiled, "He is very kind, but you know that. Boring, even Teddy agrees, his dad is boring, but it is a good boring. The kind that settles you. I felt so wild all the time, feral a lot of the time. He calmed me. Meeting him that first time, I saw his freckles, which are so beautiful. I want to count them each time I looked at him," he smiled widely, "But he loves Teddy so much. He was raped, that is how Teddy happened. He was raped by a woman, who wanted the WAG life, the life of someone rich and famous," he sneered, "But Shane took the child, even though he didn't have to. He did, he took his child in and loved him fully. Never hesitating. He told me, during the draft, a lot of what happened. He told me that there was a baby, and I kissed him on the cheek, knowing that if I went for this, I could not be the wild man I had been. I had to be real with him."
"And you were?" Victor asked him.
"Yes, when I next saw him, I made it so he would be there, so that we could talk. We talked during the night about so many things. About me being Russian, what it meant, and what might happen. We planned, and we started to find footing for Rozanov and Hollander to become Shane and Ilya, without the world finding out," he carried on.
Cliff smiled, "They're good together. Ilya is a Canadian now, no longer Russian. He's married with two kids, and the world thinks he's single and has a woman at every stadium. How they came to that conclusion, I don't know. Ilya doesn't really go out that much, and yeah, he's flirted with a lot, but I know Shane is too. Hayden tells me a lot," he grinned at Ilya.
"Yes," Ilya nodded. "Hayden Pike, good man, suppose not a bad player," he joked. All of them knew he was able to keep up with Shane on the ice, one of only a few who could. JJ was good too, but not as good as Hayden.
 
They talked a little more before eating dinner and playing with the kids for a bit before the two men left, when it was Teddy's bedtime.
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  Chapter Thirty-One
It was just after the New Year, and Ilya and Yulia had gone back to Boston after a short two-day visit to try to celebrate together. Teddy was on the floor, reading a new book he'd gotten for Christmas. He loved to read, but he also loved being outside and running around. He had a lot of energy, and Shane just wished that some of his players on the Voyageurs had the same. They were second in the league at the moment, and that wasn't going to change if they didn't really pull it together. And Shane wanted to be at the top. He wanted another Cup to his name.
"Dad," Teddy said as he looked up at him, "Can I ask you something?"
"Sure," Shane said as he looked over from the footage he was reviewing for tomorrow's practice.
"I don't want to be called Teddy anymore, it's so baby," he said, wrinkling his nose. "I want to be called Theo, is that okay?" the six and a half year old asked him. To Shane, he sounded more like a teenager in that moment.
Shane smiled, "Of course, if you want to be called Theo, that's fine."
"Thanks, Dad," Theo grinned at him, "I like Theo, it sounds like a cool name," he added and went back to his book.
"So do I," Shane nodded, "I wasn't sure if I should call you Ted, Teddy, or Theo as a nickname when you were little. I ended up calling you Teddy, but you are always welcome to say what you would like instead."
Theo nodded and got up. "Read to me for a bit, Dad?" he asked, settling against him.
"Of course," Shane smiled again, as he took the book and wrapped an arm around his son. He began to read.
XxXxX
Shane was in the changing room, practice had ended, and he'd already showered and was sitting in front of his stall. Phone to his ear as he listened to Lea tell him what she'd had to deal with. Theo's school had called. There had been a fight. Theo had hit another student. Lea had been able to get the truth out of Theo, and the school was informed of the bullying that had been happening before the fight. There was going to be a meeting in a few days that Shane would have to attend, along with the other kids' parents.
Shane ended the call and went through his phone for Lily's contact number. He sighed as he sent Ilya a message, hoping that he would be able to call him later that night. He didn't know what he should do. He didn't want Theo to know about Jessica; he didn't want him to know how he came to be. It hurt enough that he was upset about not having a mother in his life. Even though he had two dads, it still hurt his son that sometimes he wanted to be like the majority of his classmates and have a mother and father.
"You okay?" Hayden asked him as he saw the look on Shane's face.
"Theo," Shane said softly.
"What's going on?" he asked as JJ walked over and the two sat beside him as the rest of the room began to quiet to listen in on the gossip.
Shane paused for a moment. "Theo... doesn't have a mother. There has never been a mother. He has never known the woman that gave birth to him, for a reason," he said, "There is Lily, but..." he trailed off.
"But it's not the same," JJ said, understanding that Ilya was male and not female, so not a mother.
"Come on, you got a girl pregnant and then what, took the baby and kicked her to the curb?" Drapeau said as he and the others turned to face him.
"No, that pansy ass said he was raped and that his son is a product of that," came a sneering voice as the door to the changing room stood open and Theriualt stood there glaring at Shane.
"What the fuck?" Comeau yelled out.
"A man can't be raped," Drapeau added.
"Very much can," JJ countered.
"Considering I have no memory of the encounters because that woman drugged me, I don't remember anything that happened during those days. Evidence of the rape was put aside in case I ever want to press charges. And that was done by her own father," Shane said, his voice steady, though inside he was seething at what his coach had just done.
"That's not possible," Drapeau sneered, "It just isn't possible for a man to be raped, or anything like that."
Shane listened as half of the room said much the same thing with JJ and Hayden. "Enough, I dare each of you to say something like that to your partners," Shane snapped, "And then we'll see who's sleeping on the couch or ends up in a fucking divorce," he added, before looking at Theriualt, "You will be hearing from my lawyer, as that was information that was not to be shared with anyone."
"Come on, you can't do anything to him," Comeau said, frowning at Shane.
"You'll find I can. My contract was put in place to protect my privacy and Theo's. Especially on his birth and what happened to me. This was to protect Theo and me from assholes like you," he said, getting up and starting to pack his bag. "I have a son, a son who was born because the bitch I was dating wanted the life of a WAG guaranteed for her. She wanted riches, she wanted fame, and she wanted the easy life she thought I would provide for her."
"Isn't that al-"
"Shut the fuck up," Shane said, glaring at Coullard, "What the fuck would Melissa say if she heard some of the shit you've been saying?" he asked. "Or what about Cassie, Sophie?" he asked as he looked from Drapeau to Comeau.
"Be honest, Hollander," Koch began, "Is it really rape?"
"Yes," Shane answered, standing up straight, as he shouldered his bag, "It is," he took a moment as he went toward the door, "That thing's parents haven't spoken to her since she had Theo. The evidence against her has been stored and put away. But her dad, a cop, wished that I had pressed charges; he still hates the fact that I haven't yet done it. Since there is no statute of limitations for this," he added, "Think on that."
Shane then glared at Theriualt and walked past him. The man turned and followed him.
Hayden and JJ looked at their fellow Voyageaurs. "What the fuck was that about?" Hayden said.
"Shane went through something that none of us can understand. He kept it quiet, and Coach decided to be a dick about it because he's a misogynistic asshole, and you can ask your partners that. Because every single one of them will agree, and let's not forget his divorce because of that shit too," JJ said as he went and slammed the door closed after their coach had left. 
Hayden joined JJ at the door, "Shane's right, would you be saying that shit to a woman that had been raped?"
"I actually would love to see what would happen should they tell their partners what they've just said to Shane, and see what they would do in response," JJ snapped. "I know what Arianna would tell me, she would call me all kinds of fucking names and tell me to get over my fucking self and realise that Men can be victims as much as women. We don't fucking hear of it, because of shit like this."
"Let's go, make sure he's okay, and find out what's going on with Theo," Hayden said quietly as he glanced over at JJ.
JJ nodded, "I know he was being bullied a while ago," he murmured as they began to pack up so they could follow their friend and captain.
Hayden nodded, "Sounds like something to do with moms. I know that before Christmas, Shane was looking into different schools for Theo because of it. Yuna was helping."
"Merde," JJ hissed, "Well, let's go see, oui?" he said, shouldering his back and ignoring the others around them.
Hayden nodded once as he and JJ headed out.
XxXxX
Shane walked through the empty corridors of the training rink, toward the car park exit. He wanted to get home and talk with Ilya. And then with his mom about Theriualt and what had just happened. He had hoped that the man would keep quiet about what he had learned. He should have done, it's in the contract his mother had made them all sign. Coaches and management. Not one of them was able to say something without consequences, and Theriualt had just violated it.
"Hollander, you get your fucking pansy fucking ass right here," Theriualt shouted after him.
Shane turned and faced him, glaring at the man, "As of right now, all I want to do is punch you in the fucking face for what you've done. You know you're going to face fucking consequences for it. The contract and the NDA were there for a reason."
"And what are you going to do fucking fag, complain to mommy that someone tattled on you?" he sneered.
"More than likely sue you for all the fucking money you have left after your fucked up divorce. The reason for those NDAs wasn't for fucking me, it was for Theo, for my son. So he would never have to learn how the fuck he came about. Because I wouldn't want that for him. It's hard enough that he feels different from his classmates because he doesn't have a mother. I never want him to know why he doesn't. I never want that used against him, because already I see a grown fucking man trying to use that against me."
"You can't do shit against me!" Theriualt yelled out as he rushed towards Shane.
Shane moved out of the way. He glared at Theriualt as he panted against the wall he had collided with. "I fucking can. Maybe next time, when there is an extra fucking page in my signing contract, you will actually fucking read it. The NDA in there was to ensure that any information you learn about my personal life and that of my son would remain confidential," he snapped at him, "Now, you'll just have to find out how much you fucked up," he finished as he headed out.
JJ and Hayden weren't far behind him, calling out as they glared at their coach for a moment before following their captain into the parking lot.
"We can meet at yours if you want?" Hayden suggested.
Shane shook his head, "No, I just want to talk with my mom and Ilya about what I should do next, with Theriualt and Theo," he sighed, putting his things into his jeep. "Sorry, I'm not really up for entertaining."
"We're not going to be there for entertainment, but to help, Capitaine," JJ told him.
"I know, I do. I just..."
"Too much," Hayden nodded, "Alright," he said, "If you need to get out of your head for a bit, contact us, call us, and we'll come. Maybe have a small game night, no alcohol, or anything, just take out, games, and chill," he added quietly.
"I'll think about it," Shane promised.
"Do so, and call if needed," Hayden said, giving him a quick one-armed hug. "I'll see you later," he said as he galnced at JJ, "Want to come over, or back to Arianna?"
"She is working today," JJ said, "I'll come over, as long as Jackie doesn't mind."
"She won't, she never does, but I'll message," Hayden smiled as he glanced at Shane, "See you later, Shane, and call if you need us," he repeated once more.
"I will," Shane smiled at the two of them as they finally left him alone. He got into his jeep, and he headed home, calling his mom and telling him what had happened with Theriault. He arrived home with at least one problem started to be sorted. Yuna Hollander was pissed at what had happened. And she was going to come down on them hard, and he knew it. He messaged his agent, telling her what was going on. He was halfway through the season, and he was already thinking about the day he could leave Montreal. He had an idea of where he would like to go and made sure Farrah knew his wishes. His mom might not be too happy, but she would have to deal with it.
"Dad!" Theo cried as soon as he saw his dad enter the house.
Shane barely had time to get out of his shoes before his son barreled into him and burst into tears. "Oh, buddy," he murmured as he held him in his arms. Carrying him into the living room, where Lea was seated, with a soft, sad smile on her face.
"I'm going to head home now," Lea said, getting up, "Let you two talk and see what needs to happen. I'll come with you to the meeting, and I'll be here at my normal time tomorrow. I'm suggesting keeping him home. They haven't suspended him, since he's normally never like this," she added, looking at the two of them, "But I would let him take the next few days off so that this can get sorted."
Shane nodded, "Thanks, Lea, really, thank you," he said.
Lea just smiled as she gathered her things and headed out.
Shane let Theo cry as he held and rocked him. It took a little while for Theo to finally calm enough that he was just sniffling sadly in his dad's arms. "What to tell me what happened?" he asked him, rubbing his back as Theo kept himself tucked against his dad.
"Steve kept telling me that I'm weird, that I always look funny, and that I'm stupid because I don't have a mommy. I told him I have Lily instead, and he made fun of Papa, so I pushed him. I had to get away, Dad, I had to, I didn't want to cry in front of him. I have Papa and You, but why don't I have a mommy? Everyone else does," he said as he began to cry. "He called me gook. What does it mean?"
Shane closed his eyes, "It's a mean word for someone who looks like us," he said softly, "But... no, you don't have Mommy, you were a special gift," he said, not sure how to go about talking to Theo about this. He didn't want to mention Jessica at all. "You were given to me, and you are very special to me, and to your Papa too. We both love you, and not every family has a mommy and a daddy. Some will have one Mommy only, and some will have one Daddy only. Others will have two mommys, or two daddys. Or it could be different from that. Our family has two daddies, but we can't tell anyone you have two daddies yet."
"It's not fair, Daddy," Theo said. "I want to tell everyone I have Papa and Yulia too," he said, chin wobbling as fresh tears began to fall.
"I know, I wish we could shout it from the rooftops," Shane told him, "I love your Papa so much, and I can't tell anyone about it. I can't let people know that I have a wonderful family."
Theo hiccuped and curled against his dad. Shane held him tightly, wondering if they could come out now, would it make a difference if it was now or later? He didn't know. He made a mental note to talk to his mom and Farrah about it, and to make sure Ilya and his agent knew what could happen.
XxXxX
Shane looked at Theo, who was sleeping in Shane's room that night, not wanting to be left alone. He got up off the bed, making sure Theo remained asleep as he went into the living room. His phone was buzzing quietly for an incoming FaceTime call.
"Hey," Shane said as he settled on the couch and answered the call.
"Shane, moya lyubov," Ilya greeted with a smile on his face as the man rested in his bed in Boston.
"Fuck, I miss you so fucking much," Shane said, as he felt tears well in his eyes. "This is all fucked up, Ilyusha, so fucked up. I thought, it being so long since I went to school, it would be better for Theo, that he wouldn't have to face the same type of shit I did. That I wouldn't have to hear the damn slurs that were shouted at Mom and at me. But that kid called him a fucking gook, a gook, fucking hell. I thought it was all behind us. I really hoped it was," he said, wiping at his eyes.
"Oh, dorogoy," Ilya said, his voice full of worry and compassion as he added, "I wish there was something I could say and do that would ease this for you. But stay strong, get your mother to look at another school. Have it so he can move as soon as possible. If you don't get the resolution you need and want for Theo, then do it. Do not let him go through what you did. I know you hid what happened to you until your mother found out. Do not do it."
"Don't plan on it, if it's resolved, then I'll let him stay, he does have some good friends there, but, you're right, two or three friends isn't enough to let him stay in a school where he is being bullied," he nodded, "I've got a meeting with the principal in two days, along with the other kids parents. The interaction was caught by a teacher, so it's not he-said, he-said type shit at least."
"Good," Ilya nodded, "I miss you, and there is a holiday coming, yes, send Theo, I'll take him out for a bit, let him have fun, I know you have roadie during it."
"Yeah, and yeah, Lea is already aware of the travel and staying with you and Yulia. She's got a few WAG friends that she's going to meet up with. And she and Gina plan on doing an outing with some of the others with the kids. A playdate thing, I think," Shane said, thankful for the distraction.
Ilya smiled and nodded, "Yes, Gina organises everything," he said as he began to gossip a little more about what was going on with his team, and Shane added what the WAGs were up to.
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  Chapter Thirty-Two
Shane sat across from Principal Haschel, and two people sat near him. No doubt Steve's parents. The father had a slightly awe-struck look on his face, and the mother an annoyed one. Principal Haschel looked at the two parties.
"We were made aware some months ago that there was some bullying going on in the school. Theo Hollander was the victim of it," Principal Haschel began.
"My son is not a bully," the woman said, glancing at Shane, "I don't know what lies your son has been telling you, but my son wouldn't do that."
"My son spent the last few days questioning me on why he looks different from other students here at the school. Because Steve said he looked funny and weird. Not only that, but he's asking about why he doesn't have a mother," Shane stopped her, shaking his head. "It's the same type of thing I was bullied for when I was in school, my looks. As I'm half Japanese. Theo shares that with me; he looks very much like me. So I know that's going on, it's not the first time I've held him crying because of that. But what is really messing with me is the fact that he is being teased and bullied because he doesn't have a mother. Not all children do, but my son is being singled out."
"Steve is a good boy,” she insisted.
"Who may have heard that type of thing from any adult in his life, and repeats it when at school," Shane said, "The kid that bullied me, heard the chink, the gook, Nip, Jappy, all things that the kid had heard from people around him. Not his parents, his parents were lovely, but others around him were saying them. And now I'm hearing them from my son. He asked me what a gook was and why Steve had called him that. How the hell am I supposed to tell my kid that it's a racist slur because he's East Asian?" he asked her.
"Kyle," the dad said, "Kyle has to be."
"What are you on about, Andrew, my brother-" she began glaring at him.
"Oh shut up, your brother is a raging racist, and he's teaching that to our son. I told you he was bad news, and you didn't care. And now look, our son is being racist to another child because he's listening to his good buddy Uncle Kyle," Andrew snapped at her. 
"My brother and son are not-"
"I said be quiet, Elaine," Andrew told her, "Your brother called Paul, our neighbor, the N-word a few days ago, and got punched in the face for it. He told you a damn lie, and when I tried to tell you the truth, you didn't want to hear it. Well, now you will have to face the fact that your precious brother is influencing our son to say slurs to other kids."
"We can confirm by teachers that Steve used two slurs against Theo, before teasing him about not having a mother. Your son was pushed so he could get away before a teacher was able to get to them," Principal Haschel told her.
Elaine shook her head, denying it again, "No, he wouldn't."
"He would and has, I doubt My Hollander would be here going through this if nothing happened," Andrew said.
"No, I wouldn't. As I said, I hoped I would never have to hear those words again. But to hear them from my own son's mouth, because someone had called him that, it was jarring. I just want this sorted so it doesn't happen again. I'm not going to let my son go through the same thing I went through; it's not the 90s anymore," he stated as he looked at Andrew and Elaine.
Andrew nodded, "We're going to keep Steve home for a few days, he's going to be getting a crash course in how not to be a raging fucking racist, and to never listen to Kyle again. In fact, he's not welcome around the house anymore. You want to meet him, so you meet him away from the house. Steve is to go nowhere near Kyle again, until that monster can learn how to not be a racist bag of dicks."
"I-" Elaine began.
Andrew held up a hand, "I'm angry, Elaine, at him for what he's caused. Kyle caused our son to repeat something to another and caused harm to another family. Elaine. I'm not going to let it happen again. I'm sorry this happened, Mr Hollander, I really am.”
"I understand," Shane said, "I know it's hard to hear when your son has done something like this. Especially when I can tell neither of you is like that at all." He said that, mostly meaning Andrew, he wasn't sure about Elaine, since she was sticking up for her brother.
Andrew nodded, "I'm sorry again," he repeated, as he stood up, "Come on Elaine, I want to get home and make sure that racist dick isn't in my home. And I will be telling him to his face. He's not welcome there anymore. Ever again," he added, as he held out his hand for Elaine to take.
Elaine wrinkled her nose and sniffed disdainfully at it before she got up and walked past her husband. Andrew sighed and nodded at them again before following her out.
"Mr Hollander," Principal Haschel began, "Is this the outcome that you wanted?"
"Mostly yes, actually it's more than I thought," Shane said, being honest as he added, "Theo will be back at school on Monday. I know half-term is coming up soon as well. I won't be in Montreal from the Thursday before that, until the Sunday just before they go back," he informed him as he got up, "Thank you for setting this meeting up."
"Welcome, Mr Hollander. I hope that this will put an end to the bullying. I will be having words with a few teachers about the bullying about the mother being absent, as Theo isn't the only child in the school that doesn't have a mother," he added, standing up and shaking Shane's hand.
Shane nodded, "Thank you."
Shane left the school and headed home. He had practice later that day, but before that would be a meeting with management, Theriault, Shane, Yuna, and his lawyer. Andrea Beauchamp.
XxXxX
Shane looked at the GM, Owner, and Theriault sat there, along with their own lawyer. Shane sat down, Yuna on one side and Andrea on the other. Theriault was glaring at Shane, and Shane did his best to ignore it, knowing that it was his coach just trying to get under his skin.
"Now," the owner Richard Falken began, "We need to clarify some things to do with Hollander's contract," he said.
"There is nothing to clarify. There was an NDA in the document, and you were made aware several times during negotiations about it. All of the management and coaches, trainers, and everything were made aware of it. It's been in effect since the moment that you signed him," Andrea informed them. "What this meeting is about is the violation of the NDA that was signed about Mr Hollanders personal information and his sons. Coach Theriault learned of the circumstances under which Theodore Hollander came about, and then told the players of the Montreal Voyageurs."
"It's not like it's done anything," the GM, Derek Scales, said, shaking his head.
"With due respect," Andrea began, "It has changed the dynamic of the room. A lot. Mr Hollander has been subjected to many harassing remarks about the rape that he faced as a seventeen-year-old. Some are downright abusive in nature. If this culture is not stopped, then I will be having a report made to the Player Safety board to have them investigate the Voyageurs in full," she warned.
"Now, now," Scales began, "We don't want to-"
"We don't want to what? Allow one of your players to face abusive remarks from other players and management," Andrea cut him off before looking at their lawyer, "Miles," she began, "This is serious. Coach Theriault violated the terms of the NDA, and he will be fined for it as well. That is already in the works, and he will get the notice for it by the end of the week. Mr. Hollander will not stand for the type of behavior he has been seeing since the leak," she added. "Fix the room, or have someone else do it for you."
"You can not threaten us," Falken blustered.
"It's not a threat, Mr Falken, it's a promise. The room needs to be changed, fixed, considering that Coach Theriault released sensitive information about Mr. Hollander's past, a past that he has kept separate from this organisation, has changed how people view Mr Hollander. Not only that, but they are victim-blaming, and it is sickening. The messages that Mr Hollander has received since this was leaked have been disgusting. I believe that most members of the Voyageurs organisation could do with some training in sensitive topics, as only a few of them have realized the type of things they have said and how they come across." Andrea stops him from insinuating anything more.
Miles shook his head, "Beauchamp," he began, "My clients need to protect their organisation."
"And we are giving them a chance to do just that. If word gets out about what has been going on behind closed doors, it will not look good for the Voyageurs," she replied.
"Can we agree that this does not leave this organisation?" Miles said, looking at the three people across from him.
"As long as things change, then it can remain here, but if it does not change and improve, then I will have no choice but to go to the Player Safety board," Andrea replied.
"We can agree to that," Miles nodded, as he made a few notes.
"No, no, we can't agree to that," Falken began, shaking his head a few times as he looked at Scales and Miles.
"We've got no choice. Beauchamp is right, this is a player safety issue now, with the messages that have been sent to Mr Hollander," Miles said, stopping him from saying anything more, a finger tapping the folder he had reviewed earlier in front of him. "These messages are disgusting, and if anyone finds them, Bouchamp is right that the reputation of the organisation could be in jeopardy," he added.
"At the moment, we wish for Coach Theriault to face a month's suspension, without pay, for his part in this," Andrea began, "This may seem harsh, but Coach Theriault has made his point known on what has happened to Mr Hollander several times, in front of not only Mr Hollander but the rest of the room as well. Some of those players follow Coach Theriault's lead and have made several remarks that are very similar to the vile words that he has said. I would love for him to be fired, but we will deal with a suspension for now, unless his behaviour continues. If his attitude doesn't change, then we will be going to the safety board to get it sorted instead."
"You can't do that to me!" Theriault yelled, glaring at Shane.
Shane stared right back, "You released private information about me to a room that wasn't ready for that information. I wasn't ready for people to know, but you only did because I needed you to understand that I have a son and I am his only parent. My son was sick at the time, needed me at home, my parents were not in the country, and the nanny had to return home to her mother. I had no one else at the time to come and look after him, and Theriault was trying to force me to come in for extra practice. Now he released it when I was trying to explain the problems my son is currently having in school about bullying because he doesn't have a mother. You decided to call me a pansy and said that I claimed to have been raped. Should I show you the damn video of what was done to me?" he asked, clenching his hands in his lap, trying to remain as calm as he could. "Comeau and Drapeau are the worst for making comments, and I know for a fact that if they don't change their attitude, they'll be joining you in the divorce club, since neither of their wives are happy with what they are doing."
"We can't lose our head coach," Scales said, frowning, "We-"
"I don't care, it's not like he does his job half the time," Shane hissed, "Most of the time he's yelling at us for stupid shit, instead of actually coaching. He might need to go, so far this season, I've been dealing with most of the practices while he sits in his fucking office, before coming out and hurling abuse toward me. I get that he doesn't like the fact he's now under fire. The only other thing he's damn well done, is back me up when some of the other players do things that they shouldn’t be. But he stopped the moment he told them what happened to me," he added glancing at Scales, "You've been around for several practices recently, what have you seen him do that a coach should be doing?"
Scales sighed heavily, "I have to admit a decline in Theriault's coaching."
"Last year, I wanted to bench those who decided to fuck around during the summer. Those who didn't follow the training plan that was given to them by the coaching staff and trainers. Those who ignored the advice of the nutritionist and medical staff, to make sure we come back just as strong as we ended the season. Doing that meant we got the cup. And doing it again, we might just get the cup back. But I don't need a dickhead-"
"Shut the fuck up Hollander, you have no fucking idea how to train those fucker," Theriualt began.
"If I don't, we won't get to the playoffs," Shane stared right back at him, "You keep letting the fuckers get away with stupid shit. Three times in the last week alone, Drapeau has turned up with a hangover. Three, instead of benching him and making him run bag skates, you let the fucker go home to recover. I would make him practice until he couldn't fucking move any more, to make sure he doesn't think of doing that shit again, and keep him out for at least two fucking games, to get the point across."
"That's not up to you," he sneered.
"Oh, I know it isn't, but you should be the one doing it; the only reason you keep giving leeway to them is that at the moment, they're stuck on harassing me and hurling abusive words at me. I see the smug smile on your face when any of the other players do it," Shane finished.
Shane settled back as Andrea took over once more. Andrea and Miles continued to talk, back and forth, for another hour as details of settling the dispute were laid out. Scales and Falken had no choice but to listen to what was being said. Shane knew he could take them to court, and take Theriault to court as well. The NDA was clear and signed by all of them: coaches, management, GM, and Owner. Yuna and Farah had been through when making sure that Shane and Theo were protected.
"Right," Andrea said as things finally came to an end. "Coach Theriault will be suspended for one month, half pay," she said, a slight wrinkle of her nose at that. She had hoped to cut him off completely. "The team will be going to sensitivity seminars and their behavior will be punished and fair across the board, no matter who says what," she nodded.
"That we can agree on," Miles nodded.
"I am not agreeing to this fucking farce!" Theriault shouted.
"You've got no choice," Miles told him, "One month, starting today. Backup Coach Dylan Lions will have to take over for you. Mr Hollander will assist Coach Lions. As for the players, they are going to be asked to take a course in sexual abuse and rape culture. Any player who continues their harassment of Mr Hollander, or anyone else, because of their behavior will be levied with benching. If improvement of the players and the room doesn't occur, it is then elevated to the Player Safety Board," he finished, laying out everything they had hashed out to make sure this didn't end up in the public eye.
Andrea looked at Yuna and Shane, both nodding. "That is acceptable."
Shane looked at Falken, "Sir, I understand that this isn't what you wanted, but I am not going to be walked over again by people. When you talked with my mother during the draft, you said something that you were pleased to have a Japanese Canadian, that you were progressive. I've seen nothing progressive about the Voyageurs since I joined you. Are you all lip service, or do you actually want a true legacy?" he asked as soon as everything was finalized.
"We're building a legacy here, and you're part of it."
"I can easily not be part of it. I play my best at every single game I am at. I go to every single practice, optional or not. I have worked myself to the point of exhaustion several times over the last four seasons on this team, and all I get is racial remarks and now victim-blaming ones from my own coach. I have looked past a lot, but I won't any longer. I'm either a part of this team you are building, or not. Make a choice, so I know where my future may lie," Shane said as he got up and left the room.
Yuna looked at them, "What you said to us that day was borderline racist. I wanted to throw my drink in your face. But I decided to give you a chance. A chance to show me that you mean what you said in that you're progressive. And like my son has said, you haven't shown it at all."
With that, she walked out of the room, following her son. Andrea stared at the men across from her, "Hopefully, this will be the end of it, and things will change around the Voyageurs."
She stood and followed her clients out of the office, leaving the four men to go over what had just taken place.
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  Chapter Thirty-Three
The month without Theriault had been one of the most peaceful and easiest ones that Shane had had with the Montreal Voyageurs. Comeau and Drapeau had ended up being benched for two games before they learned to keep their mouth shut. From what Shane had heard from Ilya, Sophie, Comeau's wife, had taken their kid and left him over the comments that he'd been sending to Shane. She had found them on his phone when he left it open in front of her.
Shane had no idea if she would go back to him, but that was on Comeau to woo her back. To do the right thing. Shane didn't know if he was going to be able to manage it at all, but there was a chance. Now it was the weekend for the All-Star games, and Shane couldn't wait to see Ilya again. It had been a good month since they had been able to see each other face to face, and that was only for a few hours when they passed each other in Toronto. Ilya had played against them, and then it was Montreal's turn.
Shane walked into the hotel where the players were staying; the rink was nearby, and he had to admit, he always looked forward to these weekends. It was a great way to learn a few new things, and to test himself on how he could play with a different team. It also gave him and Ilya a chance to meet and spend a bit of time with each other, and it did not always look odd. Especially after last year when Ilya had handed him Yulia to feed, much to the surprise of those around them.
This time, Ilya wasn't bringing Yulia; she had a cold, and he didn't want to bring her when she was sick. So she was staying with Gina for the few days Ilya would be away.
"Hey, Rook," Scott greeted as he waved the younger man over.
"Hey, Scott," he smiled as he walked over, seeing Carter there as well, "Good to see you both," he said as he sat down.
"Ginger ale?" Scott asked as he got up. "A can, right, not opened?" he asked, wanting to be sure.
"Yes, please," he smiled, nodding a few times.
Carter frowned, but called out, "Beer, whatever is on tap," he said to his captain and friend.
Scott waved a hand over his shoulder. "I know," he called back.
"Facing Rozanov again," Carter said, "I sometimes wonder what it would be like for the two of you to play with each other," he added.
Shane grinned. "It would be nice to find out. We know how each other plays really well. We've studied each other more than any other player. It's the only way we might be able to beat each other, and even then, we're pretty tightly matched."
"I think it would be a sight to see," Carter grinned, laughing a little.
Scott walked over, "And what would be a sight to see?" he asked.
"Rozanov and I on the same team," Shane answered as Scott handed him the unopened can of ginger ale. "Thanks," he nodded, wiping at the top before opening it up.
"I think I would retire if that happened," he said, giving a mock shudder at the thought. Shane and Ilya were beasts to play against on their own, but put them together, yeah, retirement might be on the cards, even if he was only three years older than the two.
"Dinosaur has admitted he is an old man," came a teasing voice from behind them.
"Ilya," Shane said, rolling his eyes.
"I'm only three years older than you, Rozanov," Scott huffed as he took his seat again and then frowned.
"Why do you have Yulia with you? I thought you were leaving her with Gina?" Shane asked, seeing the little girl looking miserable as she rested against her Papa.
"She would not settle, threw up when she was crying for me. Could not leave her like that," he said softly.
Shane nodded. "Right," he nodded.
Yulia had perked up as she heard her dada's voice. "Da. Da. Da," she said as she began to lean toward him.
Shane got up and went over. Taking Yulia into his arms, "Hey sweetheart," he murmured as he got her comfortable in his arms. Shane rocked her gently. "She had something for the fever?" he asked.
"Da," Ilya nodded, "She should be falling asleep soon; she is fightly."
"Just like you then," Shane huffed as he settled down on one of the chairs and got Yulia settled in his arms, letting her lie down a little more.
Ilya nodded, "Of course," he added, "I get drink, not beer, you good?"
"Yeah, I'm fine," he nodded, gesturing to the can of ginger ale he had. Ilya nodded again and headed to the bar.
"It still confuses me when you hold a kid," Scott said, "I know you said that you have a son, but I've never seen a picture of him."
"And you won't. We've been able to keep it out of the papers and the media as much as possible. It's worked; he's six, and so far, no clear picture of him has been taken. They've tried. And the school I chose for him takes that seriously. No one can take pictures of the children, not even other parents. Only the school's photographer can do so during school events. I don't want his picture out there. I don't mind people knowing, but no picture," he said. It had taken a few sessions recently with his therapist to realise just why he didn't want Theo's picture going out.
"Hmm," Carter nodded, "I can't imagine having a kid yet. I know Gloria wants children, but not yet either."
"It wasn't by choice for either Ilya or me," Shane said, though when it came to Theo, for Ilya it was a choice. One that Ilya made knowingly. "But I wouldn't change it for the world. Theo is my world," he smiled softly.
"Theo, thought it was Teddy,” Scott frowned at the name change.
"He's a big boy," Ilya said as he walked back over and sat down, "He wants a grown-up name now," he grinned.
Shane snorted, "Yeah, that," he said, making a grabby hand for his can, as he remained leaning back on the chair he was in. Thankfully, it was somewhat cushioned.
Ilya reached for his can and held it out for him. "Here," he murmured.
"Thanks."
"Still so damn off seeing you both this friendly," Scott murmured. "It's just we've been having the rivalry between the both of you stuffed down the NHL's throats and the fans' throats since the beginning, and it doesn't look like it's going to stop anytime soon. We all thought you hated each other."
"We don't," Shane said, happy that they could start to change this part of their relationship outside of their little bubble.
"We never have," Ilya said. "I first met Shane during the International Prospect Cup, 2008. December, a week later, my team beat his," he smirked.
"I got you back the next year, shut up, asshole," he muttered.
"Yes, but we both have a cup each, and I will not let you get one again," Ilya grinned at him.
"We'll see, I'm whipping my team into shape while I can," Shane smirked. Without Theriault around to egg things on, the room had calmed down a lot. Comeau and Drapeau were still making a few remarks, but Comeau had bigger things to deal with; Sophie still wasn't home yet, and the whispers of Divorce in the WAG chat were getting louder.
"I bet you are enjoying that," Ilya grinned at him, knowing that Shane really was enjoying it. Ilya had no doubt that when it came time for them to retire, Ilya would be happy at home, with the children, maybe even talking Shane into adopting a couple more. And Shane, Shane would be happy coaching, maybe not just an NHL team, but maybe a peewee team as well. Shane was really good with children.
"Yep."
"Reminds me, what the hell happened to Theriault?" Scott whispered, frowning as he looked at Shane.
"He made a few remarks about my past that landed him in trouble. My mom made sure that the contract I signed with the Voyageurs has a strict NDA about my past and private life. No one can mention anything without my express say so. He did and was punished for it. If things didn't change, it would all come out. We have victim-blamers on the team. And one is soon to head to divorce if he doesn't rein shit in," he snorted.
"Right," Scott said, wondering if this had something to do with what Shane had told him last year.
Yulia shifted around in her sleep. "Da," she mumbled as she snuggled closer.
Shane smiled down at her, "Shush, little angel," he murmured, running his fingers through her hair. It was really growing now, able to put it into adorable pigtails when she was sitting or standing still enough for someone to be able to do it for her. She loved to run around, having even more energy than Theo. And she was often climbing something she shouldn't be. Ilya had his place covered in high gating, just to keep her out of the more dangerous areas of the home.
"You're so good with her," Carter said, "It kind of makes me want kids. I wonder if I'll be good at it."
"Rely on the WAGs," Ilya said, "When she came into my life, I did, I relied on the WAGs, and Shane."
Carter nodded, "Yeah-" he was cut off as one of the other players who was joining them at the games came in.
XxXxX
Shane didn't want to leave to go home, as the All-Star game ended. Ilya and Shane had been able to spend a lot more time together this time. Though that was more because Ilya pretended he was panicking slightly with Yulia and just kept heading over to his place to talk. It had worked, though Shane knew that Scott was beginning to get suspicious.
Shane walked into the training rink; there were still another three days before Theriault would be back, and Theo had headed off that morning with Lea to Boston to spend the holidays with Ilya and Yulia. Shane would be alone, but as soon as Theriault returned, they would be off on a roadie. He smiled at the others, and they got ready for practice.
Shane stepped out on the ice, ordering them all to start warm-ups so they could start practice. The assistant coach who was supposed to be helping Shane was nowhere in sight. But that didn't matter much; Shane was in charge. Nearly everyone got out on the ice and began their warm-ups. Comeau and Drapeau remained on the other side of the board.
"Comeau, Drapeau, come on, out on the ice," Shane ordered, gesturing for them to get moving. "If we want to make sure we get to the playoffs, I want to make sure this team has the best chances of it. I am not going to let Rozanov take a second cup. He'll be bragging for months if I let that happen," he added.
"Not happening," Comeau sneered at him, "I'm not going to listen to a pansy like you."
"Enough, I'm not about to put up with those words."
Like you can fucking do anything, cocksucker," Drapeau smirked.
"Yeah, I can. You're both benched for the next two games," he said, "I'll be putting it up the chain, and I will be making a note for the player safety board, while we may not have anyone on the team that is queer," he lied, "Doesn't mean I want to hear those fucking words all the damn time. If fans hear that, it would ruin this organisation's reputation. And that's why they went the way they did with Theriault; what do you think they will do if you keep doing stupid shit?" Shane asked him, glaring at the two of them in turn. "Now, get changed, go home, and you'll be notified of your benching from management."
"You can't do that!" Drapeau shouted as he went to try and get to Shane.
"You'll find that he can," Coach Lions said from behind the two. "You're both benched, get out of here, or I'll have security escort you both from the building in your gear."
"This isn't fair!?" Comeau began to protest.
"At the moment, we've got a good reputation," he said as he gestured to where the locker room was, "I'm not going to let either of you or Theriault fuck it up," he added. "I've got my orders from Scales and Falken."
Comeau and Drapeau headed off, grumbling under their breath.
Shane sighed, shaking his head. "Benching the next two games. They follow Theriault's attitude too much when it comes to that type of shit," he muttered to Lions.
Lions nodded, "Yeah, usually I don't get a chance to do anything more than watch at the boards and take notes."
Shane nodded as he turned to the team. They had quickly gone back to warm-up as soon as Shane looked over. He rolled his eyes and went back out and began to get them all set up for practice.
XxXxX
Ilya was almost bouncing as he looked toward the boards. Lea was going to be coming by with Theo and Yulia. He was excited to have Theo be around his teammates. Shane had said it was fine, as long as no pictures were taken, and Ilya had already warned everyone about it. They were fine with it, understanding that the child wasn't Ilya's and that he was Ilya's girlfriend, Jane's, son.
Lea walked in, Theo walking beside her, and Yulia in her arms. Theo was beginning to look more and more like Shane the older he got. Ilya skated over as soon as he saw them. Theo grinned and waved.
"Papa." Theo moved toward the gate.
"We're at practice, Theo," Ilya reminded him, knowing that Theo loved being on the ice, "you can't come on the ice yet, and you have no skates on," he reminded him.
"I know. Can I later?" he asked, looking around him, eyes going wide at everyone watching them. "Can I meet your team, too, Papa?"
"Of course," he grinned as Lea remained standing back with Yulia, who was just happy to be watching. She loves climbing and playing, but she hasn't been out on the ice yet. Ilya waved to his team, and they all skated over.
"Uncle Cliff!" Theo greeted the man as he was swept into the large man's arms and swung around.
"No on ice," Ilya said. "Later, when he has skates on," he added, seeing the pouting look as Coach LeClaire walked over.
"Hi, coach!" Theo waved at him as he was set back down over the boards.
"Hey, Theo," he smiled, ruffling his hair, "You joining the Bears?"
Theo nodded, "Yep, Papa calls me his little bear," he grinned, "So, I'm a bear."
LeClaire nodded, a grin on his face, and saw the proud, smug look on Ilya's. One last scrimmage and I'll let you off the rest of practice."
The team cheered as they got ready. Ilya grinned and rushed out with the team as LeClaire gave them the team-ups, and they began to play.
"You're going to break your dad's heart if you don't like the Voyageurs," LeClaire said, glancing down at Theo.
"He won't. Dad's not happy with them," Theo replied. 
LeClaire nodded, "Hmm," he hummed, "Well, maybe one day your dad and papa can play on the same team."
"That's the dream," Theo grinned, "That's what Papa calls it, the dream. To play together instead of against each other, but it's going to be ages for that to happen."
It didn't take long for Theo to be out on the ice, racing Cliff. Ilya watched as Connors was taking Yulia around the ice, being careful, like he was with his own child on family nights.
Victor skated over, "How is Jane?" he asked, smiling as he watched his captain.
"Missing Theo, Yulia, and me," Ilya answered, "They always do when on the road."
Victor nodded, "Yeah, I miss Kelly and Alice when I'm gone as well," he murmured, "it doesn't seem like yesterday when Alice was born either. I can't imagine her getting to Theo's age."
"I can't imagine Yulenka either," Ilya admited quietly, "I just want them both to stay little, but that is not good. They should have their own lives," he sighed, "But-"
"You still wish they didn't have to grow up. Yeah, I get that with Alice. And with Kelly pregnant again as well, we're excited and nervous. Kelly isn't having a good pregnancy this time. She's sure it's going to be a boy because of that," he snorted.
"The WAGs will help," Ilya reminded him.
"They have a lot. Oh, and the wedding planning for Stephanie and Cliff is well underway. They've finally settled on a date and a venue," Victor said, "Kelly was telling me."
"Yes, Jackie Pike is helping," Ilya told him. "Boiziau's fiancée and Stephanie have gotten together to plan weddings, and Jackie is helping too. Shane and I are occasionally pulled into conversations as well. Next time we do something, you and Kelly should join us. We all went to the cottage in Ottawa, played some games, and had fun. The kids were happy; Lea was there to help with that, but also Jackie's mother and brother are happy to have all the kids, and so are Yuna and David. They had Pike twins, Yulia and Theo, last time, went on an adventure, and I was jealous. Looked like a lot of fun," he laughed as he saw Cliff fall on the ice as he let Theo win. "Not good," he said, shaking his head as Theo turned to Cliff and told him off about letting him win.
"Ah, competitive?" he asked.
"Like father, like son. Does not want people letting him win, hates it. David said Shane was like that as a child, when his parents would let him win. Would tell them off," Ilya whispered in answer as he went to rescue Cliff from a very Shane Hollander-like rant that Theo was now in the middle of.
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  Chapter Thirty-Four
The rest of the season went by quickly. Theo had gone home to Shane after staying two weeks with Ilya. The Boston Bears had loved spending time with him. They had learned he was Shane's son and that Ilya was watching him because no one else was around, and Shane trusted Ilya. It was the first time that their so-called friendship had been outed outside of the All-Star Games. Boston and Montreal had both gotten into the playoffs. With the way it had fallen, the two had versed each other in the first round of the playoffs. It went all the way to Game 7. Neither team wanted to lose. But in the end, Montreal had won it in overtime, with Shane getting the winning goal.
Ilya had finished what he could in Boston before he traveled to Montreal to their home. He remained there for the rest of the playoffs. Being with Theo and Yulia as they watched Shane's every game. Sometimes the other Montreal WAGs would join them; other times they were alone. This time, it was Game 7 of the Stanley Cup Final, and Ilya was home with just Yulia. Theo had joined his grandparents at the game to watch together. Game 7 was taking place in Montreal. Yulia and Ilya cheered as Montreal won.
Ilya wished again that he could be there when they celebrate, like all the other partners and children were. Maybe next time, they would be able to celebrate together. They were planning on coming out next year. They were exploring their options when it came to teams. Both of them would be UFAs at the end of it, and were looking to try and find a team that they could be on together. Shane had already made his feelings known to Ilya that he didn't want to re-sign with Montreal.
"Theo!" Yulia cried out as she watched her big brother go out on the ice with their grandparents to congratulate Shane.
"Yes," Ilya said, "He's with Daddy."
"Daddy!" she squealed as she clapped her hands. The almost two year old happy to see them on the screen.
Ilya smiled, but it was sad again, just wishing he could be there with his husband and son. Shane looked at the camera that was on him and smiled, touching his chest. His wedding band was on a chain around his neck, as it always was when he played. For Ilya, his would go on a sturdy chain that rested right beside his mothers orthdox cross.
The commentators were talking about Theo, wondering who the child was and how he was connected to Shane. Theo was still pretty good at dodging the cameras, hiding his face behind his dad, or even the Pike twins when they were on the ice near him. Ilya couldn't help but laugh as he watched Theo bolt to Hayden and hide behind him as a camera tried to capture him again.
"Theo, funny, Papa," Yulia said as he looked back at him.
"Yes, he is," Ilya said as his phone buzzed.
Cliff
Looks like Theo's having the time of his life dodging the cameras.
Ilya
He does. No doubt I will hear about his adventure later. He was happy that he was being allowed to go. He wasn't happy last year.
Cliff
He's almost seven now, isn't he?
Ilya
Seven this summer. The party that you are invited to, same with Yulia. The Pikes are going to be there, along with JJ and his fiancée. So you are welcome to come along with Vic and Kelly if they can make the trip. It will be us only. Since Yuna and David will be on holiday during that time. They will be having a celebration earlier with the children.
Cliff
I've got the dates in my calendar, will make sure that we can get there. No doubt Steph will want to talk to Jackie about the wedding plans a bit more. And getting together with Arianna as well to do some planning. Well, she's on the phone more than talking to me at the moment.
Ilya
You have lost her to polite Canadians.
Cliff
Yeah, I'm getting that. I'm going to make sure I book all the flights I need to, and see you then.
Ilya tucked away his phone, watching the TV for a while longer, and wondered when Shane would arrive home, since Ilya was sure he would be forced to go out with his team to celebrate the win. Another parade for Shane, his name etched on the Stanley Cup a second time. Ilya was proud of him, but he wished he had been in the stands to watch his husband. To be able to get down on the ice and be there to kiss his husband and congratulate him with both of their children there.
XxXxX
Shane had celebrated with his team, but had been able to beg off the rest of the night and go home. They had another week in Montreal before Shane and Ilya would be able to leave for the cottage for the summer. The only time they would be leaving it would be for the NHL awards in Vegas. Yuna and David had already agreed to take the kids, since both of them were being nominated for awards.
After the awards. The awards were when David and Yuna took the kids to celebrate their birthdays a little early. Then, the actual birthday parties for the children began. Ilya and Shane were able to organise it so that everyone would be able to stay for a week, instead of leaving and coming back for the second time. For the two of them, the summer passed too quickly, with both Cliff and Stephanie getting married first, both being able to attend, and then JJ and Arianna doing the same two weeks later, just before training camp started.
Theo wasn't happy that he was losing his Papa and Yulia again as summer ended. The two adults knew they would be consulting the schedule for games as soon as they could, finding out when the best times would be for the kids to be together between houses. For when they would be with Ilya and Yulia, and for when Yulia would be with Shane and Theo. Shane and Theo were back in their Montreal home. Lea would be with Theo again when he wasn't at school, and Shane was at practice or at a game. Though Lea was going to be bringing him to a game at least once a month while they were in Montreal, and he would be trying to attend one of two of his Papa's games when he was in Boston.
Shane's first practice of the year came, and everyone had gone in for the fitness and health check over the last couple of days. And Shane wasn't looking forward to seeing how the team did this time. He'd worked with the trainers and coaches in making sure that a good training regimen was given to each player to keep up their scores; he wasn't even pushing them to improve, just to maintain their standings from last season.
Coach Theriualt was waiting for him as soon as he entered the practice rink. "Hollander, my office, now," he snapped before Shane could even put his equipment down.
"Coach," he said evenly, as he put his things down and followed the man. Shane didn't get along with his coach at all; the man was homophobic and racist, and egged the team on to use such remarks. No matter how many times he, Hayden, and JJ had tried to get them to stop.
Theriualt slammed the door shut behind them as soon as Shane walked in. "This team has won the Cup twice in the last two years. We want to see a third, and this is the only reason why I'm giving this to you to do what was done last year. We've got six players who didn't keep up with the training. Two of them were the worst they've ever been since they joined the team."
"Let me guess, Comeau and Drapeau are the two that are worse?" Shane wanted to sigh as he sat down, but held it back. He knew that those two players were some of Theriualt's favorite mouthpieces. They often parroted their coach's slurs and added their own twist to some of them.
"Yes, they are the worst," he spat, not happy with that fact.
"You let them get away with shit," he pointed out, "All the fucking time, you let them get away with not training properly, not doing the drills. Instead, they're sitting around gossiping like it's their job instead of playing hockey. I don't care who might be gay, who might be getting a divorce, or who is having an affair, but that's all they gossip about instead of training. And you don't call them out on it. They don't want to listen to me, since you badmouth me so much; they have no respect for the C on my jersey."
"Don't talk shit to me-"
"Coach, you want my opinion, you're going to have to bench them until they play properly. When they decide to gossip instead of doing practice, drills, and training at all, then you need to step in. As I said, they have no respect for me, because you don't," Shane told him, shaking his head. "It's up to you to rein those two in. I can deal with the rest, as long as they don't follow those two."
Theriualt didn't look happy, being told what he should do. "I will bench them if needed," he finally said, seeing that Shane was serious. He had seen the contempt that Comeau and Drapeau had for Shane.
"Good, maybe we can make it three years in a row for a cup. I'd like to have a dynasty here, and I can only do that when the team is playing like a team. So far, I've fucking dragged them all kicking and screaming to the damn top, and I'm not going to keep doing it," he stated, and he wouldn't since he knew that this would be his last year with the Montreal Voyageurs. He was done having to be around this coach; the man was a bigot, and Shane hated him.
"You might be a good player, Hollander, but this is a team," Theriualt growled at him, trying to threaten him, but Shane was ignoring him.
"Then it needs to start acting like it. Half the time, the only ones pulling their weight are I, JJ, and Hayden. Occasionally, Laine and Mitty will be doing so, but the others, more often than not, are fucking it up royally. When Drapeau starts for us, he usually lets in two goals at the very least, sometimes more. He's never had a shutout; Mitty last year had three. Laine is only decent when he's on a line with JJ, and that's because JJ makes him work for it. Comeau scored only nine goals and two assists last season. He is the worst second-line center that is out there at the moment. He's doing just as well as a fourth-line rookie. I'm tempted to ask you to put him down to the fourth line, with the rookies, maybe going back like that will light a fire up his fucking ass and get him working hard to keep his position on the second line," he ranted at his coach, wondering if the man would listen to him at all.
"You really have something against them, don't you?" he sneered, making a statement and not asking Shane the question.
"Hate is a strong word, I dislike their behaviors and sense of entitlement when it comes to playing in this league," Shane stated, "I have no idea what they were like at their former teams, but here, they've been nothing but a pain and a drag on it. A lot of the others are beginning to follow them. But then again, it's part on you. Since you don't ever want to discipline them for their inaction when it comes to training. You want a good team, a team that is going to be able to keep it together should something happen to me, you're going to have to make sure they all put the work in. So far, none of them want to; all of them rely on me, apart from Hayden and JJ. Hayden is damn good at what he does, scoring and assisting, and last year was fifth in the ranking for points at season's end. Look at the stats for the players, you'll see who is willing to work with the team, and the ones that don't give a shit about it. Start being a damn coach and not leaving it to me all the time. The only thing I see you do these days is yell at the team and me, and then leave me to try and get them to practice and train for the games."
"I am the head coach, Hollander, and w-" he began, about to lose his temper with the player in front of him. He'd never heard such disrespect coming from the man before.
"Then fucking act like it. I'm so damn tired of doing your job as well as my own. I'm a damn player, not a fucking coach, and yet I'm the one that comes up with the drills, I'm the one that stays late to help with the Rookie, I'm the one that has carried this fucking team since the moment I became Captain," he finished, shaking his head and taking a breath to calm himself down. He knew that this was what had been building for years, but he was done now. His last year with Montreal, and he wanted to go out on a high. He wanted to leave a legacy behind and make sure they knew that he was leaving because they were all shit. JJ and Hayden were both looking to leave the year after as well, when their own contracts were up. If it carried on the way it had the last few years, then Montreal wouldn't get another Stanley Cup without him, not without a full rebuild.
Theriault growled as he warned, "I would watch what you say to me, Hollnader."
"Then don't make me say it," Shane retorted, "The team should be in the meeting room so we can go over everything. Are you going to actually pull your weight?" he asked as he got up.
"I didn't dismiss you-" Theriualt began to say, only to once more be cut off by Shane.
"This is over. I want to get skates on the ice and get this team ready, since I've just found out that we'll be facing Boston during the preseason, and you know they're going to be hitting us hard with the rookies and backups. They might be young and not seasoned like their normal team, but we both know that doesn't make a difference in how they've trained," he stated, standing in front of Theriualt's desk. "I'm done, let's go to the meeting and tell this team we're going to be dragging them to the top this time. I'm going to take four games out of this season, not doing them, they are going to have to learn how to play together without me."
"You won't be taking-"
"I will. How else are you going to find out if they're going to be able to cope without me? So far, for the last four years, the games I've not played, we've lost them; not one of them has gone into overtime at all, and we lost by two or more points," Shane said as he began to head to the door.
Theriault stared at him, glaring as he got up and followed his player out of his small office. Shane led the way to the player meeting room. The rest of the team, along with the trainers, medical, and the rest of the coaching staff. This was not going to be a pleasant meeting; Shane just hoped that Theriault would actually do what they did last year.
Theriault went to the head of the room and sat down, slamming down the results of the fitness testing that was done. Shane took his usual seat a few seats down at the table and went quiet.
"You're all fuck ups," Theriault stated. "Six of you are going to be benched and put down a line," he stated. "Olsson, Koch, Steadlund, your fitness levels are not ideal, you've let the team down already, and we've not even started the preseason. You've followed some of the regimen, as they aren't as bad as some," he stated. "If you improve before the game with Boston, to the point you were last year, then I won't be benching you. But you will be on Third and Fourth lines instead of second and third. You're being put down a line. Drapeau," he said as he looked at their usual starting goalie. "You're no longer going to be starting for us, even when you get your fitness levels back up. If you can't do the work, then you don't get the position. Mittka will be our starter for this season."
"You can't do that!" Drapeau yelled out, "I'm the best-"
"You're not the best of anything," Theriault interrupted him. He wished he had time to go over the stats that Shane had told him. But he knew that the man knew hockey better than anyone, even if he didn't like him. "You've not had a shutout at all last season; Mittka has. He's going to be starting. Maybe if you improve, I might see about letting you start again next season. Take it from me, I'm not happy with your performance at all from last year. Couilliard," he then snapped to the second line right winger, "You're going down to the third line; I'm moving Laine into the first line to take your place."
"Coach!" Couilliard said, eyes wide.
"Maybe you should have done the training we told you to do, all of you. The worst of you is you, Comeau," he said as he looked to the second line center, "You're off second line, going to fourth; maybe a stint with the rookies will remind you how you fucking play. Andropov, you're moving up to second line center for this season. This is how you're going to be from now until the end of the season, unless I see a significant improvement. For those six named, you'll be benched until your fitness levels are where they should be."
"You can't do this to us," Comeau said, shaking his head, looking horrified at now being on the fourth line with the Rookies for this year.
"Then maybe you should have learned from last year. I'm done playing around. Nothing but a bunch of fucking pansies," he snapped at them, "Get out of my sight for you six; I want you with the trainers for every single practice; you don't get on the ice until you are where you should be. Hollander, you've got the rest; get Laine up to speed with being your right winger. The rest of you, I'll be getting you up for a scrimmage and seeing where we need to work. You better have improved; now go get fucking changed and get on the ice," he sneered as he got up, everyone doing the same and hurrying to the locker rooms or with the trainers. Shane stood slowly, nodding at his coach before going to join them.
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  Chapter Thirty-Five
Shane looked at Hayden as they arrived in Boston. Lea was on another flight with Theo; they would be heading to Ilya's instead of the team hotel. Theriault wasn't happy, but he knew he didn't have much choice, as Shane wasn't going to be playing for that game, nor was Hayden. And JJ, since Shane had suggested they try out the other lines to get them used to playing a high-intensity game that they all knew Boston would give them. It didn't help that Shane was untouchable at the moment, with Montreal trying to secure him. Management wanted him happy so that he would re-sign. Farrah was already putting out the sneaky feelers for Boston and New York. Shane wasn't going to remain in Montreal any longer.
"I'm going to head out to meet with Lea and Theo. Coach knows that I'm going to be with my family here. And I'll be back here for the team breakfast," Shane told him as he gathered his things to head to the gate where he knew Lea and Theo would be arriving in about half an hour.
"Alright, I'll make sure your gear makes it," he nodded at his friend and Captain. "Looking forward to seeing Theo in the stands," he grinned.
"Yeah, Gina is going to be there with Yulia, so the two can be next to each other," Shane smiled as JJ walked over to them.
"Meeting Lily?" JJ asked, looking at his Captain.
Shane nodded, "Yeah," he replied, grinning, "It's going to be nice to spend a little time with each other before the season really begins."
"We'll see you tomorrow at breakfast," JJ said, as he and Hayden got Shane's gear to take to the bus that would be taking the team to the hotel.
"Thanks, and I'll see you tomorrow morning," Shane called out to them as he headed to the other gate, making sure to keep himself disguised enough that he wouldn't be easily recognised. It wasn't as bad as it was when he was in Montreal. It didn't take him long to find the right gate, and the flight had just landed when he got there. He smiled as he waited for Lea and Theo.
Lily
Waiting in the parking lot. Lot D space 35. Shaded.
Jane
Be there soon, they've just landed, can see them coming out now.
Shane tucked his phone away and waited for his son and Lea to make it through the security checkpoints. He greeted them warmly, hugging Lea and picking Theo up for a quick hug, before the seven-year-old asked to be put back down.
"Ilya is waiting for us in the parking lot," Shane said as he led his family toward the lot. Making sure to follow the directions that were posted for Lot D. It wasn't hard to spot the SUV that Ilya had brought for when he was taking his family around. Shane got Theo inside, and Lea climbed in. They didn't have anything more than a carry-on, since most of what they would need was already at Ilya's.
"Home," Ilya said as Shane got in. They shared a quick kiss, not being as careful as they usually were. Things were safe for them, or as safe as they were going to get when it came to the NHL.
"Yeah, home," Shane smiled back as he buckled up and they headed back to Ilya's home.
XxXxX
Lea had gone out with some of the WAGs, Theo and Yulia were both fast asleep, and Shane and Ilya finally had a little time to themselves before they would have to go their separate ways in the morning.
"I'm so fucking happy to be here," Shane said as Ilya curled against him. Shane smiled as he ran his fingers through Ilya's curls.
Ilya sighed in contentment, relaxing even more at the gentle scrape of Shane's fingers across his scalp. "I missed you both," he said softly, "It has been hard to adjust to being here with just Yulenka. Been talking to my therapist more, been hard."
"Oh, Ilyusha," Shane said, feeling his gut tighten at the admission, "Soon, soon we'll be able to be together, or at least within driving distance of each other. I don't... I hate that we're so far apart all the time. I can't wait until we can just be us, together, all the time. I think this summer, after I'm on a new team, we should come out. I don't want to hide or deny it anymore. We've been together for so long, and married for a bit as well."
Ilya turned around, laying his head fully in Shane's lap and looked up at him, "Are you sure?"
"Yeah, I am. I've never been as sure of it as I am now. I’m only worried, mostly about your safety with the Russia problem, though that isn’t really there now. There is, of course, our careers, but I think we're both in a place where we're valuable, and with LeClaire knowing about us, Boston should be prepared for us to come out. I should make it known when being traded that I'm married to another player, and that we have been together for a while."
"We should," Ilya agreed, smiling softly, "I will talk with LeClaire about it, and tell him what will be happening. I'm already negotiating my next contract with Boston; it should be about four to five years," he added.
"That's good, I'll ask for about the same then," Shane said, "Means we can go somewhere else if needed, but I think Boston will be good, if I can get it."
"LeClaire is in contact with Farah? Yes?" Ilya asked him.
Shane nodded, "Yeah, she's been talking to LeClaire and Boston's GM about maybe a high-profile player wishing to go to Boston. It's being kept quiet."
Ilya sighed, "I will be happy for the end of the season. But Boston will win this year. It's our year."
Shane snorted, "Nope, Montreal is going to make it three, even if I have to fucking carry them again."
"No," Ilya grinned, pulling him down a little and kissing him, "Boston."
"Want to make a bet?" he asked.
Ilya nodded, "If Boston makes it to the Stanley Cup Playoffs, you wear my jersey to games. We come out like that."
"Okay, I like that idea, and if Montreal does, you wear mine?" he suggested, getting a nod, "And if we face each other in the conference final?"
"Then we play our best, and Lea and Gina will have the kids with Yuna and David," he said, "But we leave it for the final."
"Sure, I like it," Shane agreed as Ilya yawned, "Come on, it's getting late, and Lea said that she's going to crash at Kelly and Vic's place for the night. We don't have to wait up for her."
"It's not that late, I could stay up all night."
"We have two kids, Ilyusha," Shane said as he started to guide Ilya so that he was sitting up.
"Yes, more energy than the entire team, combined," Ilya laughed lightly as he stood up, holding out a hand for Shane to take.
"Yeah, don't I know, Theo's little league is taking up a bit of time, he's enjoying it. But I think it's just the skating that he likes. Not the actual hockey," Shane said, he'd gone to a few of Theo's practices, making sure to keep to the back and out of the way. Only the Coach and one of the other parents knew that Shane Hollander was Theo's dad.
"Hmm, maybe he is not for hockey, try him with other things," he suggested.
Shane nodded, "I've got him in figure skating, and he's been enjoying that a lot more."
"Future figure skater then?" Ilya asked as he walked toward the bedroom, pulling Shane along. They had already sorted the house out beforehand. Making sure the locks were done and things were off.
"Wouldn't be the first in the family," Shane snorted, thinking of his cousin. "Think I might ask Yuuri to come over and spend a bit of time with him," he added quietly, "Been a while since he was in the States for something other than competition."
Ilya smiled, "It would be nice to see."
"Yeah," Shane said as he pulled Ilya close, just before the door to their room, and kissed him, "Now, for our time," he muttered.
"Oh, you have energy after all?" Ilya asked him.
"Some, enough for this at the very least," Shane laughed lightly as Ilya pulled him into the room and closed the door.
XxXxX
Shane watched from the bench as Boston destroyed Montreal with a zeal that was often saved for their in-season matchups. Shane shook his head; just as he had thought, the team didn't know how to pull together. Shane straightened his jacket as the last of his players skated off the ice and down the tunnel. He glanced over at Ilya and nodded once. The man gave him a feral grin before nodding back.
"He's enjoying this too much," Hayden muttered, huffing lightly.
"Oh, yeah, we all knew it was going to be a shit show. None of them know how to actually play in a team without the captain and alts there," he said, shaking his head a few more times before he got up and followed the rest of the team to the locker room. Theriault was red-faced and glaring at everyone he came across.
"We did, Capitaine," JJ said as he walked behind the two of them, "But I was hoping that it wasn't going to be a 6-1 defeat," he sighed.
"Theriault is going to be pissed; he had the lines scrimmaging and drilled within an inch of their lives for most of the week," Shane said, "Even I stayed behind a bit to try and get them up to speed, but they just don't want to listen."
"Let's hope this might light a fucking fire up their ass," Hayden said as he and the others entered the guest changing rooms. They went to their own stalls, even though they weren't playing; they had been at practice.
Theriault stood near the door. As soon as it was closed, "What the fuck was that you fucking cocksuckers?!" he yelled out, "You are all a fucking disgrace to the jersey you fucking wear."
"Coach," one of the Rookies dared to start speaking.
"Shut the fuck up!" he yelled, glaring at him until his mouth closed and he cowered in his stall. "Three periods of absolute disaster. Not a single one of you was good enough to be out there today. Not at all," he said as he began to pace, "I thought I had a team; instead, I've got nothing but fucking rookies in my lineup. I gave you all a fucking chance, and you all blew it. You'll be playing again against Tampa, and I expect a fucking win. Now shower and fucking change. Hollander!" he yelled as he looked at the captain of his team.
"Coach?" Shane said as he looked at him, not showing a single bit of emotion on his face. He knew what was coming, and it did. Theriault yelled at him for almost ten minutes, and all it boiled down to was that he was a disgrace as a captain, should have never been given the C, and was called a diversity hire yet again. It wasn't anything new, and Shane knew that this was part of why the rest of the team weren't listening to him, apart from a few of them.
"Get on the fucking bus, and shut up. I don't want to hear a damn sound out of any of you," Theriault snapped one last time as everyone was dressed once more. Gear would be taken care of later, as they filed out of the locker room. "Hollander, you're back at the hotel," he tried to demand.
"No," Shane told him, "I'm spending time with family; this was already cleared with management," he stated. "I will be leaving the hotel as soon as we get there. You have no say in this. I'm not going to listen to you blast me again because your ego took a knock," he hissed at him, knowing exactly what the man wanted. He was using the considerations from management to get him to resign to his full advantage.
"Fucking cocksucking chink," he muttered.
"And this is one of the reasons why I'm hesitant about resigning with a team that has no fucking respect," Shane told him bluntly. "Maybe you should rein in your homophobic and racist language," he said as he walked ahead of him and ignored the man's mutterings. JJ and Hayden went on either side of him in solidarity.
They got on the bus, and Shane looked at his team. He knew it would be a few more moments before Theriault would be calm enough to join them on the bus. "I know we lost, but I hope we've learned a few things. When we get back to Montreal, we're going to train and make sure you're working as a fucking team, because I'm with Coach, that was a fucking disaster. Laine, good on goal, Taylor, your assist was brilliantly done. But both of you need to learn how to read each other better, since you'll both be on the first line should Hayden and I not be there. I'll work with you both and Berks on that. Gagnon, the defence was sloppy," he said as he quickly broke a few things down before sitting down as Theriault made it onto the bus and they headed back to the hotel.
Shane glanced at the message from Ilya and smiled.
Lily
Theo is very disappointed that you didn't play. He said it was boring. I agree.
Jane
Next time, we'll be playing.
Lily
Yes, we will. See you soon, when you get home. Miss you.
Shane smiled and tucked his phone away. He'd used the car Lea had for the drive back to the hotel instead of relying on Uber. "Can't wait to be home."
Hayden snorted, "Don't rub it in," he said, elbowing him gently in the side.
Shane laughed lightly, "Yeah, well, maybe ask Jackie to come along and leave the kids with family for a day or two while you play away?" he suggested.
Hayden snorted, "Yeah, about that," he began, "Jackie's expecting."
"Don't you know how to wrap?" Shane snorted, shaking his head, "Congrats tho."
"I know, and we did, and this little one was a sneaky fucker," Hayden said, "I'm getting a vasectomy soon, going to be out for a week or two with that. But… well, Jackie and I don't want any more after this one. Arthur was hard on Jackie; she didn't have it easy."
"I know," Shane said, remembering a lot of how Jackie was before and after Arthur was born. Lea had been an angel and helped out the Pikes a few times, often taking all three of the Pike children to give Jackie a rest. Theo had loved having them over. "But yeah, last one then for you?"
Hayden nodded, "Yeah, last, what about you, thought anymore about a third?" he asked him quietly.
"We've not talked about more after Yulia," Shane murmured, "We're going to wait a bit longer. I love Theo and Yulia, and I hate that we have a split home at the moment."
"Yeah, I can understand it being hard," he admitted quietly.
"Everyone, quiet!" Theriault yelled out, "I don't want to hear a fucking word from this disgrace of a fucking team!" he said as the bus began to head to the hotel.
Everyone went silent. Shane sighed and shook his head as they all stayed quiet for the journey back to the hotel. Shane got off and began to head for the parking lot when Theriault cornered him.
"You're staying here,” he sneered at Shane.
"No, I'm not; this is a family thing, Coach, and like nearly every other single person on this team, we're allowed to be with family after a game and outside of practice. Even when we're playing away," he said as he began to move around his coach.
Theriault grabbed his arm, stopping him from moving. "You're not going anywhere," he stated through gritted teeth.
The grip was painfully tight, but Shane showed nothing as he turned to look at the man. "Let go," he said slowly, his voice tight.
"You and I need to fuc-" he began to hiss.
"We don't need to do anything. The game is over, I am going to go through the tapes on my own time, and see what I can come up with to get this fucking team together, instead of them being all over the place," Shane told him as he pulled his arm free. He stopped himself from rubbing at it. He knew there would be a bruise there in the end. Theriault had a tight grip.
Shane walked away, cursing under his breath as he headed for the car. He got in and took a breath, steadying himself before heading to Ilya's. To his home. He loved the place in Montreal, but it never really felt like home. Ilya's place, though, there was a warmth to it that made Shane never want to leave. He arrived and parked up. Getting out, he could see that Ilya had already arrived home from the stadium. No one had done press today, since it was just a preseason game.
"Shane!" Ilya grinned as he opened the door and greeted his husband.
"Ilya," Shane smiled and hurried up the steps, and just sank into his arms. "I am so fucking sick of Theriault," he said quietly, "I'm done with him, and Montreal. I can't wait until I can get out."
"Soon," Ilya said, holding him tightly before guiding him inside. Letting the happy laughter of their children soothe Shane as he joined them in playtime.
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  Chapter Thirty-Six
Shane watched the team. It had been just over a month since their disaster of a preseason game against Boston, and the team was still smarting from the dressing down Shane and Theriault had given them all when they got back. It had caused a few of them to really step up their game. Training and listening to what was being said by the staff. Today, they had just won against Toronto, a shutout, 4-0. Mitty had been in goal the entire game, and he and the defense players had kept the puck out of the net. Shane was proud of the young man, giving him a few back smacks as he went past and into the tunnel.
"Good game," Hayden said as he was the last to go before Shane.
"It really was," he grinned. "Now this feels like a winning team," he added, knocking heads with Hayden before getting off the ice himself and heading to the locker room. They were at home, and in three weeks they would be playing in Boston, their first of their usual three or four season match-ups with their rivals.
They walked into the locker room and could see Theriault looking unhappy in the corner, glaring at the team. "Fucking finally, you acted like a fucking team," he cursed at them as they were still in a celebratory mood. "You will be here tomorrow morning to go through the vids, and I will point out where each and every single one of you fucked up."
Shane bit back a sigh, "Coach," he began. He'd stopped using the man's name when he talked to him, just using the more impersonal title instead. It showed to everyone that he no longer respected Theriault as a person, and barely as a coach.
"You," he said as he threw his clipboard at Shane's head. Shane was quick to dodge it and let it hit the cubby behind him.
"Coach, refrain from using physical violence against your players," Shane said, his voice cold and stony.
"I will do what I fucking want," he said, looking like he wanted to throw something else at Shane.
"No, you won't," he stated, shaking his head. "Team, hit the showers and change, head on out to celebrate. You've worked hard this week, and I'm proud of you all. I'll try to join you for at least one drink."
There was a hesitant cheer as they got up and headed to the showers. Shane remained behind as he waited for Theriault to leave. While Shane may not like most of the Voyageurs, he wasn't going to let the man heap abuse on his team.
"I suggest that you leave, coach, and I'll be talking to management about your actions today," he stated.
"Fucking cocksucking bitch," Theriault hissed at him and stormed out of the locker room.
Shane waited a few minutes before following his team into the showers.
XxXxX
JJ and Hayden sat on either side of Shane as they were in a bar downtown. The rest of the Voyageurs were all celebrating, but they did so moderately, which was a first. Laine sat down across from them.
"So," Laine said, "Theriault… I've never seen him get physical like that."
"Not the first time, you guys usually don't see it, but I've had bruises from that bastard," Shane said, shaking his head.
"Fucking seriously?" Mitty asked as he walked over, "He'd done that before?" His eyes were wide as he asked.
"Yeah," Hayden nodded, "Look, Theriault always has a bone to pick with anyone that plays. No matter if it's good or not. Shane is the Captain; he's had to deal with him all the time."
"Theriault is like that with you?" Laine asked, taking a long pull of his beer.
Shane nodded, sipping at his ginger ale. "Yep," he said, shrugging at the horrified looks the two were giving him.
"He gets away with it?" Mitty asked as he joined them at the table.
Shane nodded, "Management has always let him get away with it, since it got results in their eyes. We've got two Stanley Cups, after all."
"But they can't allow it, really, can they?" Laine asked.
Now, Shane started smirking. "He's not anymore," he began, "I went to management a while ago. They know I'm not happy here, and they want me to resign with Montreal. Why would I, with a coach that's physically violent to their players?" he told them.
"So you're blackmailing them into getting him to comply and be… nice?"
"Kind of," Shane said, "It's forcing him to try and play nice; it doesn't always work, but I can stand my ground now and make sure we're all treated with some respect."
"Good for you," Laine said. "He's fucked up, and so far this season, no one is happy with how he's been managing the team,” he added, a little quieter
"You mean those that have been knocked down aren't happy?" Mitty scoffed, "Well, some of us put the time in to keep up with everything. I'm happy with being a starter. Drapeau was being a shit about anything we tried to do. He hated to be on the ice when trying to defend the goal during scrimmages and practice," he muttered as he finally sat down on the last stool around the table that Shane and the others were sitting around.
"What are you going to do?" Laine asked, "We all know you're up for UFA. It's the talk of the locker room about what you're going to do and how much the contract is going to end up being."
"I don't know yet," he sighed, even though he really did know what he was going to do. But he still had months to go, and he knew saying anything about what he really planned was out the window with the rest of the team. JJ and Hayden were already planning the same: to leave Montreal as soon as their own contacts were up.
"Theirault only likes two players on the team, really," Hayden said, "And he's had to bust their balls because of their own idiocy," he snorted, "Comeau and Drapaeu really fucked up this summer. Nothing but partying from what I could see of their Insta."
"Their own fault," JJ said, "They should have realized since last year that things are going to be different."
"I know," Hayden agreed, "Look, the three of us trained together in the off-season. With a few other players from another team. We worked hard. Improved, and that shows in our games."
"We saw. We've won most of our games so far this year. The way you two are in sync was amazing. I didn't think I was needed at all," Laine said, as he'd been moved up to first line on the right.
"It's why I've asked you to stay behind to catch up a little," Shane said. "If we're going to make a first line together, I want to make sure that you're where you need to be to keep up," he added.
"Yeah, thanks for that," Laine nodded, grateful that Shane and Hayden were taking the time to work with him.
Shane finished off his drink, "Right, I'm going to head out. I don't want to leave Lea to look after Theo for too much longer," he said, putting down his can and standing up, "I'll see you guys later, don't stay out too late, no doubt Theriault will be making us do bag skates for an entire practice," he said with a roll of his eyes.
"See you, Cap," Laine nodded as Mitty echoed him.
"I should head back to Jackie; she's not feeling the best today," Hayden said, drinking his own soda and getting up to follow Shane out.
XxXxX
Shane smiled as he wrapped his arms around Ilya. The man had handed Yulia to Lea, who had taken her inside. The one-year-old was happily telling Lea all about her adventure on the plane with the rest of the team.
"Fuck, I've missed you so damn much," Shane said as he leaned against Ilya for a bit before they moved inside.
"I missed you," Ilya sighed softly as he kept hold of Shane's hand.
"Yeah," Shane nodded, "Theo is with my parents for tomorrow's game; they're taking him to it. Yulia is fine to go with them. Lea will be there as well for her."
Ilya nodded at the plan. "Gina wished she could come, but her sister needs her for the next few days. The WAGs have been helping take care of her while she is busy."
"Hope things are okay," he said softly. Shane liked Gina; she was a good woman, and loved Ilya and Yulia like her own family. If Shane didn't know better, he would have thought she had some adult adoption papers lying around for Ilya. Then again, LeClaire seemed to have taken to Yulia and Theo when they were around the rink, making sure no one took pictures of the two children as they spent time with Ilya. Letting them on the ice, and only letting Ilya take pictures and videos of them to send to Shane.
"They are; she had to have a minor op, and she is recovering well," he said. "I sent flowers and a few things with Gina."
"That's good," he smiled as they reached the living room. They could hear squeals of laughter coming from the playroom. Theo might be seven now, but he loved spending time with his little sister and making her laugh. "He's missed her; he'll be out to see you soon enough," he added as they sank down onto the couch.
Ilya lay his head in Shane's lap, just soaking up the warmth and comfort that he found lying like that. The feel of Shane's fingers already running through his hair, scraping his scalp slightly. He sighed in contentment, "I wish to be with you every day."
"Same," Shane said. "Theriault is getting worse. He's becoming more violent. I don't feel safe. He's not done anything to the rest of the team, just me so far. But I don't know how much longer I can keep them safe and stop him from doing anything. Management is listening and trying, but it's not going to hold him for much longer."
"Be careful, and always make sure you're around cameras with him. It will hold him accountable," he said softly.
Shane nodded. "Already doing it. Farrah knows what's going on, and I might see about getting out of the rest of my contract early and see about moving somewhere else. But I know that Boston and New York don't have the cap space yet."
"No, not until summer," Ilya said. "That is when LeClaire said that he would be able to manage it."
"Exactly, so going to have to wait," he huffed slightly.
"I’m going to be mic'd up for the game," Ilya said. "My agent said it would be a good idea. I've only done it once before."
"Right, so none of our usual shenanigans on the ice then?" Shane asked with a smirk.
"You are boring, Shane," Ilya smirked back as he rolled over so he was facing Shane. "I am the one who is spicy."
"I really wish I knew where you learned some of these words from," Shane huffed, having a feeling it was Cliff.
"Will not tell you my source," he laughed lightly.
"Papa!" Theo yelled out as he finally came to find him. He ran to the couch and jumped on Ilya's stomach. "I've missed you so much," he said as he huddled against him.
Lea slowly walked in, Yulia holding her hand and toddling beside her. "Papa, Daddy," she giggled as she let go of Lea's hand and walked over, almost falling twice as she went faster than she could handle.
"I missed you, too," Ilya said as he held Theo for a few moments before the seven-year-old began to move.
"I'm coming to the game with Yuly and Lea. Grandpa and Obassan, too," Theo grinned. "I want to wear your jersey, but Grandpa said that's for Yuly this time, and I'm gonna wear Dad's. Then next time I can have yours, and Yuly can have Dad's."
"That would be very good," Ilya grinned, "It will be nice to have you both there, to watch us play."
"Yeah, it's going to be so much fun. Dad said that we can have a little party after too, with Uncle’s Cliff, Vid, Hayd, and JJ. It will be awesome," he grinned down at him.
"Oh, he did, did he?" Ilya nodded as he looked from Theo to Shane.
"I said we can have a little gathering after the game for an hour or two. Since it's not that late of a game," Shane clarified, "I thought it would be nice to have a late meal together; it's been a while since we've been able to."
"I'd like that a lot," he nodded, "I will tell Vic and Cliff," he added.
"Hmm," Shane nodded as Yulia reached them and patted Ilya on the cheek before looking at Shane.
"Daddy, up," she giggled.
Shane smiled and reached over to her awkwardly with Ilya's head still in his lap and picked her up. "There we go," he said as he settled her beside him, making sure she didn't accidently kick Ilya in the head.
Yulia began to babble, telling him everything she could in what words she had and some of the ones she'd made up along the way. They had at least a few hours before they would have to leave for the game. Boston had to fly out the next afternoon, since they had an away game against LA in two days.
XxXxX
Shane slammed against the wall, Theriault having pushed him before slamming a fist into his stomach.
"You think you can order me around any fucking more, Hollander? I'm the one who made this team great. I'm the one who made sure you'd become great," Theriault spat at him as Shane doubled over, holding his stomach and wheezing. "You fucking play well tonight or I'll find something else for you to do with your fucking career, you fucking pansy."
Shane glared at him. "Fuck you, you ain't done shi-" he began, only to be pushed to the ground and a kick aimed at his stomach again. Shane grabbed his leg and held it. Shane yanked, and Theriault tumbled to the ground.
Shane stood up. "Fucker," he spat. "This is gonna be my last fucking game," he said, knowing that there was a camera in the room, recording this. Theriault had tried to have it removed, but management had said no. He needed to get the footage before Theriault decided to try and get rid of it. The man was done, and Shane would make sure of that. Shane moved toward the door.
"You go out that door without my permission, and you're done."
"I'm already done with this team," Shane said as he opened the door and stumbled out. "I'm so fucking done."
Shaen moved as quickly as he could. His stomach ached badly, and his head was a little fuzzy. He had to play tonight; he wasn't going to let Theriault stop him from playing one last game. He made it to the security room. "Hey Dean," he said as he greeted the man, "I ne... need a copy of footage from Theriault's office for the last hour."
Dean looked at him, frowning at the man's pale state, and nodded. "Sure," he said. "Theriault was just asking me to delete it over the radio," he added, gesturing to the radio to one side. "I haven't."
"Don't, but give me a copy just in case," Shane said. "He's going to be in a lot of trouble."
"Alright," he said as he brought up the footage and made a copy for Shane. His eyes widened as he saw what had happened to the man. "You should head to medical, get checked out, make sure you're good to play," he advised. "That was a dirty hit."
"I know," Shane nodded, "I may end up doing so," he stated, as he tucked the copy away. He needed to get to the changing rooms; the rest of the team should be ready for warm-ups.
XxXxX
Ilya could tell something was wrong with Shane the moment his husband stepped out onto the ice. It wasn't just the concerned looks that JJ and Hayden were sending him. It was the slightly pale tone to his skin. He was a little hunched over as he skated, and his warm-up routine was shorter than normal. He was hurt, but when Ilya had last seen him, he was fine. He glanced at the crowd, easily seeing Yuna and David in it with Lea and the kids. He could see that Yuna was looking at her son, concern written over her face as she spoke to David and Lea. David stared at Shane, echoing the concern on his wife's face.
Ilya wanted to go over, but he didn't have time before they were off the ice and the beginning of the game. He was mic'd up and ready for the game to begin. He wanted to get to Shane, ask him if he was alright. Wondering just what had gone on before the game, before warm-ups, for Shane to be hurt.
"Ready for this, Rozy?" Cliff grinned at his captain as they got ready to go out onto the ice.
"Da," Ilya said, nodding a few times, as he tried to muster his usual grin and turned to his team. "Tonight, we send Montreal back to the locker room with nothing but tears on their faces. We are going to score so many goals that they have no choice but to hide for the rest of the season in embarrassment!" He said, giving them a pep talk. With shouts and yells, they headed out onto the ice. Ilya was hoping to speak with Shane a little before the face-off. They usually were able to get a few words out to each other; he just hoped that Shane would tell him, even though Ilya was mic'd up.
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  Chapter Thirty-Seven
Shane made it to the face-off, even though his body protested every single movement. He knew he should be out on the ice, but there was no way he was going to miss a game because of that bastard. He tried his best to smile at Ilya as the two met. "Hey," he said, his voice sounding rough.
"What happened?" Ilya asked instead of greeting him. "You are hurt?" he added, frowning. He could see that his husband was hurt and trying to hide it.
Shane gave a small nod. "Yeah. Theriault got me before warm-ups. Usual shit, punched me, kicked me, and slammed me against the wall. I'll be fine," he added, keeping his voice low. "I will," he promised.
"That fucker," Ilya spat, "What are you going to do?"
"Got the vid, going to make sure it's gonna be a huge fucking problem for them. I'm done, Ilya," he whispered, "Fucking done."
Neither of them cared that what was being said was now being broadcast live, and Montreal's management was beginning to panic and wonder just what had happened between their star player and head coach.
Puck dropped, and Shane lost the face-off. The man knew he wasn't really up for playing a game, but he wasn't going to give Theriault the satisfaction of not playing tonight. He knew that was what the man wanted, him not to be playing. Theriault would twist it in a way that would end up with Shane benched, and he wasn't going to do that. Even if this was going to be his last game. He'd already sent word to Farrah about what had happened, and she was working hard behind the scenes already.
Shane sped up, glancing at JJ and sending him a look. The two shared a feral smile as they went to intercept Ilya. Shane grinned as he was able to steal the puck from Ilya. Ilya cursed as he chased after Shane.
XxXxX
Montreal was up by one, Shane having scored from an assist by Hayden. Hayden had scored the second with Shane’s assistance. Ilya had scored Boston's only point so far. It was the beginning of the third, and Ilya and Shane headed for the face-off, grinning at each other as they waited for the puck to drop. Shane still wasn't feeling right, but he'd hit rhythm now. Theriault was nowhere to be seen; one of the others had taken over for the game. Though he was leaving most of it to Shane.
"You good?" Ilya asked him, still worried.
"Yes," Shane nodded, "I'll be fine, though it's going to suck if you can't keep up with me hurt."
"I will beat you," Ilya teased him, but glanced at the Montreal bench. "Where is he?"
"Fuck if I know, and I really don't care," Shane snorted, knowing exactly who Ilya was talking about. "The man is a fucking ass. To everyone, so far, he's not hurt any of the others. I don't think, just me. I've already got a meeting with management tomorrow morning."
"Good, make the fucker pay," he grimaced.
The puck dropped, and this time, Shane was faster, grabbing it and shooting it to Hayden before skating away with a laugh. The puck hit Shane's stick once more, and he couldn't help but glance back at Ilya. The man was grinning back at him. Shane turned to skate, heading toward the blue line and into the offensive zone. Shane saw a hulking figure coming right for him. He reacted a split second too late, and Cliff collided with him wrong, and Shane went down, helmet flying off as he landed on the ice was a sharp crack. He skidded across it, hitting the boards and bouncing off, finally coming to rest a few feet away from the crowd.
"Shane!" Ilya called out as he skated over to his husband. He fell to the ice as Hayden and Cliff headed over.
"Fuck," Cliff said, sounding distraught. "Shane," he called out, hoping to get an answer. There was none.
"Hayden, medics," Ilya snapped out. "Cliff, it was a clean hit, okay, calm," he told his friend, seeing the rising panic as he looked at Cliff.
Hayden skated off to help the medics over. And Cliff took a deep breath.
"Rozanov, Marlow, to your bench," one of the refs called out as he went over, the game now at a standstill. The stadium was quiet.
Hayden began to head back, helping the medics along the ice with JJ and Victor doing the same.
"DAD!" came a voice from the crowd. It echoed across the ice.
"Fuck," Ilya said. "Theo," he added as he glanced at his son, who was scampering from his grandparents.
Hayden looked at Theo, who dodged someone who was trying to stop him. "Ilya, go get your son," he told him, "He's going to need you."
Ilya looked torn on what he should do. "I-" he began.
"Go," Cliff told him, "We'll stay here with Shane, go and get Theo."
Ilya nodded as he tore off his helmet and tossed it aside as he stood up. "Theo," he called out, hearing his son crying out for his dad as he climbed over the plexiglass and fell to the ice. "Fucking hell," he cursed as Theo got to his feet and slipped around the ice, trying to get to his dad.
Ilya skated faster, swooping Theo up into his arms.
"Papa, Dad's hurt, he's hurt. Papa, is he okay?" Theo said, crying and clinging to him.
"Dad will be okay; he has medics to look after him," Ilya tried to reassure him. "Uncle Hayden and Uncle Cliff are there. Uncle JJ and Uncle Vic too," he added as he skated back over, a little slower this time.
"Papa, Dad will be okay, yeah?" Theo asked again.
"Yes, Theo, Dad will be fine; he is strong and has a hard head, remember?" he said, soothing his son as they reached Shane's side.
"Daddy!" Theo called out, struggling to get down.
"No, let them make sure he's okay," Ilya said, struggling a little with his son.
"But I need to," Theo said before breaking out into tears again.
"I'm okay," came slurred words.
Theo gasped, "Daddy," he said through his tears.
"Stay with Papa, Theo," Shane added as he was put into a C-collar.
"I will, Dad," Theo said, leaning against Ilya as he stopped fighting his hold on him.
Ilya looked worriedly at Shane, "How is he?" he asked the medics.
"Concussion, and maybe an injury to his shoulder, will know more when we get him to the hospital," one of them said as he and the other began to get Shane onto the gurney that had been brought out.
"He was hurt before the game," Ilya said, "Do not know the extent, but he was not playing as normal."
"Yeah," Hayden nodded, agreeing, "We could all tell something had happened, but he never said-"
"I'm fine, just a few extra bruises," Shane interrupted, hissing in pain as he was settled on the gurney.
"We'll keep that in mind. We'll need someone to come with," the medic added.
"I'm his husband," Ilya said as he began to skate after them. "Theo, I need you to go with Uncle Hayden. I need to go with Dad, okay."
"No, no, I have to come too!" Theo shouted, "Please, Papa, I won't be in the way. Please."
"I know, I know, but you have to stay here. Grandpa and Obassan will bring you to the hospital to see Dad. But you have to go with them. Yulenka needs her big brother," he told his son softly.
"Come on, buddy," Hayden said. "Let Papa go with Dad, and then we'll all go and see him there and make sure he's eating his jello," he joked lightly, hoping that would calm Theo down a little more.
"But, Uncle Hayd," Theo said, "I want to go with Papa and Dad," he said, lower lip wobbling.
"I know, but you have to be with your sister, so your Papa can make sure your Dad is well taken care of. He can't do everything, and only one person can go in the ambulance with your Dad," he tried to reason as Theo was handed over to him as they got to the edge of the ice.
Ilya was quick to take off the mic pack and skates. LeClaire had already gone back to the locker room to get Ilya's things so he could change at the hospital.
Theo cried as he watched the ambulance doors close on his Dad and Papa.
XxXxX
Ilya was in the waiting room as Shane was being checked out. He sighed as he looked at his phone. There were messages from the WAG chat, but he didn't have the energy to answer with more than a Shane was being treated, message. It was the other social media platforms that were getting to him. The internet had exploded with the fact that Shane and Ilya were married. That the little boy who had run onto the ice had been their son. The world was collectively losing its mind about the fact that they were a family.
The doors opened, and Yuna and David walked in with both children. Yulia was clinging to her grandpa. While Theo let go of Yuna's hand and ran toward his Papa. He was blotchy red as he'd been crying as he hurried toward his Papa. Ilya got up, quickly swinging Theo into his arms.
"Where's Dad? Where is he?" Theo asked, beginning to cry again as he looked around, as though he would be able to see his dad somewhere in the waiting area.
"He's being treated, and then he'll be taken to a room where we'll be able to see him," Ilya told him softly.
"Have you got any news?" Yuna asked as she walked over, a little calmer than her grandson.
Ilya nodded. "Concussion and broken collarbone have been diagnosed. They found extensive bruising on Shane's stomach, and they are taking him for a scan to make sure there is no internal bleeding. Shane's been in and out of consciousness, but responsive and mostly alert when he wakes. Shane said that Theriault attacked him before the game," he said, his words quiet as he rubbed Theo's back, as the seven-year-old clung to him tightly.
"Attacked?" David asked, frowning, "Are you... sure?" he carried on, not sounding like he believed that his son's coach would attack his star player.
"It is hard to believe, but yes. Shane has been worried it was coming for some time now. Theriault is out of control. Mic picked it up, all over social media now. There is footage, too, that Shane was able to get. It's safe. During intermission, he passed it to me, and I gave it to LeClaire. He's holding it. He knows what it is, and he is ready to hand it to the police. Management is not going to be happy that their head coach is going to be charged with assault," Ilya said, sneering a little at the thought of Theriault. 
"Why didn't we know this?" Yuna frowned as she sat down, David sitting next to her and taking her hand, the other securing his granddaughter to his chest.
"Shane knew that he would have to get proof of what was happening. He was worried for the team. They are starting to realize that Theriault is not good. He's very bad," Ilya began. "It's why he wants to leave Montreal. It's already being worked on," he added, seeing Yuna frown even more at that admission. Shane hadn't really confirmed with Yuna or David that he was going to be leaving Montreal, even though to some it was common knowledge that it would happen. 
"Farrah knows?" she asked, getting a nod. "Okay. I can... I can see why he wants to leave, but that's going to upend everything for him, Theo, and you and Yulia," she added as she looked at her granddaughter, who was half asleep in David's arms.
"We know, but we have a plan, and Farrah is working hard on making it happen. Shane and I are going to have to talk to her, as I won't let Shane go back to Montreal after this. It will not happen. I will not let Shane be in danger there. Montreal does not care about him; players are hateful, apart from a few. Homophobic and racist," Ilya said, explaining more about what was going on behind closed doors for Shane.
"Family of Shane Hollander?" came a voice.
Ilya stood up. "That is us. I am his husband, and these are his parents. How is he?" he asked, as Yuna stood beside him. David remained sitting down as Yulia was now fast asleep.
"He has been taken for surgery; they located a tear in his spleen that was slowly bleeding out. It will take about two to three hours in surgery to fix. They may have to remove it, but are hopeful that it's reparable. They'll know more during surgery. You asked us to document injuries found around his stomach area as they were from an assault earlier during the day?" he frowned as he looked at the notes he was given for the patient.
"Yes, he was attacked before the game," Ilya repeated. He was getting tired of it, not sure how many more times he would have to say the same thing.
"I see," he nodded, "Well, that's been done. The surgeon should be able to come out in a couple of hours and give you the rundown. I'm going to have someone move you to a family room to wait; it will save having anyone come in and disturb you. Can you please give a list of acceptable people to come and wait with you? I know that Mr Hollander is a hockey player and is well known in the area."
"I'll do that," Ilya nodded, not sure if Shane's parents would think to add Cliff, Victor, and LeClaire. "Theo, go with Obassan, okay," he said to his son as he handed him over. Theo wasn't happy, but let his Papa go. Ilya went with the doctor to make the list before returning and being relocated to a family waiting room.
XxXxX
The game was over, and several players and LeClaire were now in the waiting room with them, waiting for news. Hayden had gotten off the phone with Jackie, who was already starting off the food chain to get things ready for Ilya and the kids. Cliff was entertaining Yulia as David and JJ had gone to get everyone something to drink and eat. Victor was talking with Theo, keeping him occupied as Yuna and Ilya sat side by side, waiting for news. Yuna was on her phone, looking through social media.
"Words got out about the attack from Theriault; they're calling for his head," Yuna said quietly. "They're talking about your marriage. Some don't believe it's real; others do. You're going to have to make a statement about it at some point."
Ilya nodded, "Shane and I have one prepared; we've had it done from the moment we got married, in case it was made public before we were ready."
"You were both prepared?" she asked. It had been over a year since she had found out about them, found out about who her son was with, married to. It had been a shock, and therapy helped her a lot in coming to terms with the fact that her son had hidden something away from her. She wanted to rant about the fact that it was Rozanov for a long time, but slowly, she had seen how Shane and Ilya were with each other, with their children. Seeing a family working together for a future that she didn't know if she was going to be allowed to be part of. That was what hurt her the most over the last year. David had been beside her, helping her see where she was going wrong.
"Da," he replied after a few moments, "We knew when this started that it could go bad for one or both of us. A risk we wanted to take," he said softly, smiling, "Theo was a beautiful, bouncy baby. I miss him at that age. I didn't spend as much time with him as I would have liked back then. I don't want Shane to miss being with Yulia like I missed being with Theo. So we plan, maybe New York or Boston."
Yuna hummed, "And that's in the works?"
"Doing best," Ilya nodded, "Shane is UFA at the end of the season, but with this... we can use it to make them do what we want."
"Right," she said as the door to the room opened.
Everyone went quiet.
"Mr Rozanov-Hollander?" he asked, looking toward Ilya.
"That is me," he answered, standing up. "You can talk in front of everyone," he added, as everyone looked, hoping for news themselves.
"Very well," he nodded sharply, "I'm the surgeon on Mr Hollander's team. We had to do a splenectomy. We removed the spleen as it was too damaged from the tear. It was a complex tear, and Mr Hollander was lucky that it was only a slow bleed. He's going to be fine, and he's being settled into a room now. We're only allowing two or three visitors at a time. He's going to be groggy and sore. Even with the meds. He's going to fully recover. But it's going to be a few weeks for him to recover. Bed rest at first, very little exercise, and slowly building back up. It's major surgery after all."
Ilya nodded as the doctor went over a few more things that Shane would need for recovery, especially with the complication of a concussion and a broken collarbone. "Thank you," Ilya said, as Yuna echoed the sentiment.
Ilya sank down in his chair. "He's going to be okay," he said, feeling relieved.
Theo walked over and hugged him. "Dad's okay?" he asked.
"Yes, he's going to be just fine," Ilya smiled, hugging him back. "He's going to be okay, and we can go and see him soon."
Cliff looked up at Ilya and nodded. He was still shaken after what had happened on the ice. Montreal had just been able to eke out a win, but only because no one else scored after Shane and Ilya had left the game. Montreal wasn't gelling after the news that Ilya and Shane were married. And Boston had fallen a little with Cliff being in his head instead of in the game.
Ilya sent his friend a reassuring look and a quick smile. If Shane had been at full strength, then there was a chance he would have been able to dodge the hit. They waited a little longer before they were finally able to see him. Ilya sent in their friends first, so they could see he was alright. Before he sent them back to their homes and hotel. 
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  Chapter Thirty-Eight
Ilya was finally about to go and see Shane. Everyone else had gone first. He knew that he wouldn't want to leave as soon as he was in the room. The collision had scared him, and scared Theo. Theo was secure in his arms, not having asked to be put down as soon as he knew he would be seeing his dad. Yulia was still sleeping in David's arms. Theo would be going home with the two of them to Shane's home.
Lea had gone straight to the home instead of coming to the hospital with everyone to help with the food that was being brought to the home. Jackie and the other WAGs were doing what they could to make things as easy as possible for Shane and Ilya.
"Go on," David said. "He's awake at the moment," he added as he walked out of Shane's room.
"Thank you, and after Theo has seen his dad, can you take them home?" Ilya asked, rubbing Theo's back.
"No, want to stay, please, Papa," Theo begged. He had been since he had learned that he would be going home with his grandparents.
"You have to go home; you can't stay the night here. I will be with Dad and looking after him," Ilya said quietly, nodding at Yuna as she walked out of the room and followed her husband to wait in the small waiting room.
"But, Papa," he whined.
"You're going home, and that is final, Theo," Ilya said a little more sternly. "Now, let's go and see Dad, and you can give him a gentle hug. Then you'll be going home. No more arguing; Dad is not going to be feeling well."
Theo huffed and pouted, but remained quiet as Ilya walked in.
Shane was on the bed, propped up a little, arm in a sling and wires coming from all over, monitoring him. "Hey," he smiled softly as he reached out his good hand toward his son and husband.
"Dad," Theo said, looking at him and then bursting into tears.
"Oh, sweetheart," Shane murmured as he made a come-here gesture.
"Careful," Ilya warned their son as he laid him down on the bed so he could cuddle with his dad for a bit.
Shane wrapped an arm around Theo, holding him as best as he could without pulling anything. "I'm okay, sweetheart," Shane murmured over and over again as Theo cried against him. "I'm going to be fine. I've got to stay in here a few days at least, and then they'll let me come home."
"It was so scary, Dad, I thought you were really badly hurt, and I got scared. So I got on the ice and ran to you, but Papa got me, and we skated over," Theo said in one large breath, telling Shane everything that had happened on the ice while Shane was being seen to by the medics.
"I know, I heard you," Shane said, "But I'm okay, you're Papa is going to watch over me tonight, make sure I behave."
"I want to stay, too," Theo cried, though his sobs were starting to slow down as he held onto his Dad.
"I know, but you can't. You need to go home and sleep there. Grandpa and Obassan can bring you back in the morning. I'll need a nice breakfast, and so will your Papa. So help them make me something nice?" Shane asked him, knowing it was better to give his son a task when he was worried about something.
Theo was quiet for a few moments before nodding, his tears subsiding. He wiped them away, hiccuping a few times as he said, "Okay, Dad, I'll make sure they make something really nice. And cookies."
"Yeah, that sounds great," Shane smiled at him, but Ilya could see that he was tired now.
"Come on, Theo," Ilya said, "We need to let Dad get some sleep, and you need to go home and see if your grandparents will help you make some cookies for tomorrow." He picked Theo up off the bed, with only mild protest from the seven-year-old.
"I'll see you tomorrow, Theo. I love you, and give your sister a big hug and kiss from me too," Shane said as he waved a little at his son, as Ilya took him out of the room.
Ilya smiled at David, who was now free of Yulia, who was settled in Yuna's arms. "Theo, I love you," he said as he kissed his son's cheek. "You be a good boy, that I know you are, and I will see you tomorrow," he promised softly.
"I will, Papa," Theo said, hugging him tightly.
"Hayden will be back with a few things for you and Shane," David said as he took Theo from Ilya. "Come on, Buddy, we need to think about what we can do for them for breakfast tomorrow."
"He's also bringing something for you both to eat," Yuna added. "Jackie got one of the WAGs to prepare something for you."
"That is good," Ilya nodded, "Love you, Theo."
"Love you, Papa," Theo replied, resting his head against his grandpa's shoulder.
Ilya watched them leave, Theo waving the whole time until he was out of sight. He slumped for a few moments before going back into the room, only to find Shane asleep. He smiled, making sure the blanket was tucked around him before sitting down and scrolling through social media to find out what else was being said about them and the situation.
XxXxX
Hayden had come and gone, leaving behind food for the two as Shane woke from the small nap he'd taken as soon as Theo had left. Now, Shane and Ilya were alone; the nurses had done another check a few moments ago, and it would be at least an hour or two before they would be back
"How are you feeling?" Ilya asked softly, as he moved as closely as he could to where Shane was.
"Tired, achy," Shane admitted. "It's going to fucking suck for a while," he grumbled, but tightened his grip on Ilya's hand.
"It will, but I will be here. LeClaire and Management have already reached out to me to give me the time I need to be with you," he told him softly.
"What, you don't have to do that. I'll be fine soon enough, just have to take it easy. I'll have my parents and Lea around," Shane protested quietly.
"You scared me, Shane," Ilya admitted. "You scared me, and I need to be with you."
Shane went quiet at that. "Okay," he nodded, squeezing Ilya's hand, reassuring him that he was okay.
"Shane, we need to… talk about what happened with Thuriault," he began, "I know he attacked you, caused injury as well."
"I know," Shane admitted, "But my head isn't with it just yet," he said. "In the morning we'll talk about it, promise," he yawned, "But really, I'm just too tired for it all to make any sense for me."
"Okay," Ilya murmured, "It's okay, we can talk later. Should I put out the release?" he then asked.
"The one we put together in case of being outed?" Shaen blinked a few times.
"Da," he nodded a few times. "Online noise is getting annoying."
"Do it," he agreed, "Change it a little for this situation."
"I will, you rest. I will sort that out and make sure people will leave us alone. I have a perfect picture to share," he smiled as he headed to his social media and began to put in the post they had prewritten. He tweaked it in several places and added a picture of himself and Shane sharing a kiss, as the back of Theo and Yulia was playing in front of them. It had been taken at Theo's birthday party.
Ilya looked up, seeing that Shane was already asleep. He smiled softly and pressed the post. Tagging Shane at the same time. He went to the cot that was in the room and lay down to get some sleep, making sure to silence the notifications for the night.
XxXxX
IlyaRozanov81 @IlyaRozanov81
@ShaneHollander24Hockey. Shane and I have been together in a relationship since 2010. It has been a long and quiet romance that we've worked on behind closed doors. We built a family together, with two beautiful children. We married in 2014, during the off-season. We are both very much in love and have been for a long time.
During the game, Shane hit the ice; he is recovering well from other things that were talked about on the ice during the game between us. There is more going on, but it all depends on Shane being awake and aware enough. Please, we ask that you respect our privacy and do not take pictures of our children. We want them out of the public eye as much as we can for now. We are keeping their faces away from the cameras.
[Image - Ilya and Shane sharing a kiss, a birthday hat on their heads, and on the grass in front of them were two children who were facing them, both playing with some toys. Faces obscured.]
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I can't believe this shit is in our league. It needs to fuck off, and they need to be kicked out.
Reply
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@VoyageursBiggessstFan1919 - And you're a homophobic piece of shit, fuck off and leave the gays alone.
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Wow, this is just surprising. Who would have thought it!
StudMan @StalionStud
This is fuckign bullshit, get this fucking shit out of the fucking league, we don't need this.
HollaBackGirl @HollanovOriginal
It's nice to see them both looking so happy. I don't think we've ever seen them smile like that before. I know Rozanov likes to smirk and wink at the camera, but this is sweet
PikesMistress @Shayden4Realz
Fucking hell, this is like wtf! What about Hayden Pike?!?!
Reply
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Fuck off with the Shayden shit. Hollanov all the way, baby! It's nice to see them look so happy. I wonder what their friends think? And if they knew before all this?
Reply
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But they are bros; Hayden would have known about it.
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You're not on the Shayden shit?
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Kinda. I just really like the thought of them being together. I know Hayden's married with kids. But the thought of Shane being alone. Because you can see he doesn't spend time with a lot of the other players. And you see Shane out with Hayden all the damn time, with the kids, and I know the wife goes too sometimes. It's all just in my head, I know. But a girl can daydream, right?
Reply
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Suppose, but you have a real-life gay couple. Enemies to lovers, that's gotta be better than a daydream
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For real
MindlessName @Insertsomethinggood
This is fucking wild!
XxXxX
The morning was a rush of checks and scans to make sure everything was okay. David and Yuna descended on them with breakfast and children. Theo took to sitting beside Shane from the moment he could until the moment he was taken home again by his grandpa and Lea, who had joined them on the visit. Yuna remained behind. She had a few things they had to go over.
Yuna smiled at the two of them. "I'm happy you're okay, Shane," she said, kissing his cheek and giving him a gentle hug.
"I'm good, Mom," he smiled as she sat back down.
"Right," she said, her tone different now, "I wish we could wait, but rumors are starting about the attack that you mentioned during the mic'd up part of the game. Now, Ilya said that you have a recording of the attack?"
"I gave it to Ilya to hide," Shane said, glancing over at Ilya and wondering what he had done with it.
"LeClaire will be bringing it by. I asked him to make a couple of copies of it," Ilya told her, squeezing Shane's hand.
"Now, police, are you wanting them involved?" Yuna then asked, as she had a notebook out and her phone resting on it, just in case either was needed.
"Yes," Shane answered, without any hesitation. "I can't let him get away with it, I really can't. I'm scared for the Rookies and about some of the others as well. Theriault has two mouthpieces on that team, Comeau and Drapeau. The rest are not that bad," he told her, "But we need to get him out and to pay for what he's done."
"I'll have the police called so they can start an investigation at the very least, and to get a copy of the attack to them," Yuna said, starting a to-do list in her notebook.
Shane smiled softly, "Ilya should have released a message last night on social media about us."
"He did, and people want to see more pictures and wedding pictures as well," Yuna smiled at him.
"I will post a few tomorrow, or when Shane comes home," Ilya told her. "We concentrate on the police and get Shane home first."
"Of course," Yuna nodded, "Now, Farrah has called, and she's working on getting you out of Montreal," she added, sounding a little sad, but resolute.
"Yeah, I want out. Use what happened to get me out of there, with me having full control of where I go," Shane told her.
"I've already got Farrah on that," Ilya said. "She is working hard; something should be ready within a few days."
"Good," Yuna nodded. The three of them went over a few more things before Yuna called the police to report the attack. "And with that, I should leave," she said, getting up. LeClaire had stopped by for a few minutes to hand over the USB drive to Shane and Ilya, along with two more copies. Yuna had taken one for herself, with a warning from Shane not to watch it. But both men knew she wouldn't listen to their warning.
"Thanks, Mom, and thanks for taking care of the kids," Shane told her, hugging her lightly. He was beginning to get tired and wondered if he would be able to nap a little before the police arrived. They had been told the nature of what was going on, and they were sending out people to try to get security footage of the attack themselves. Even though Shane had a copy, one from the system would be better.
"Sleep, Shane," Ilya told him as soon as Yuna had left the room. "I will wake you when the police have arrived," he said, rubbing a thumb across Shane's cheek.
"I d-" he began to protest.
"Sleep," Ilya repeated a little more forcefully.
"Fine," Shane smiled softly. His eyes drooped a little more before they closed fully, and he fell asleep.
Ilya watched him a little before turning to his phone and looking through the comments on his post. And maybe reply to a few of them. If he felt like it.
XxXxX
Shane was able to get at least two hours of sleep before the police arrived to talk with him about the attack. Shane was sitting up in bed, having a little water, before the two men who had come to talk to him settled in chairs by the bed.
Ilya remained with him, but had been told to keep quiet.
"Mr Hollander," the first said, "I'm Detective Larken. I've been put in charge of this investigation," he said as he nodded at the two men. "This is Sargent Anear," he added, gesturing to the younger man beside him.
"We've already been to the Bell Center and have retrieved the footage. We took a statement from one of the staff there that it had been asked to be deleted and that he hadn't done it," Anear told the two.
"Right, I have a copy as well, just in case it was deleted," Shane added, letting Ilya hand over a USB drive for them to take.
"Thank you," Larken smiled slightly as he took it and tucked it away. "We'll need a statement from you, if you're up to it. I understand that you were injured during last night's game."
"I'm fine for this, just a little sleepy," Shane admitted quietly. "I need to know Theriault is dealt with before I can just relax and recover. He's made threats against other players in my presence several times. I don't want any of them getting hurt, like I was."
"I understand. I'm going to record this conversation for later notes. Is that alright?" he asked him.
Shane nodded, "Yeah, that's fine."
"Okay," Larken nodded, bringing out a recorder and setting it down on the swinging table tray. "Interview with Shane Hollander, in the room are Detective Aaron Larken, Sargent Rikesh Anear, and Ilya Rozanov," he said, quickly giving the date, time, and location as well. "Mr Hollander, in your own words, can you describe the attack from Mr Theriault?" he asked.
Shane took a breath and began to go over the attack, describing it as best as he could. The Detective and Sargent both asked questions that he was quick to answer.
Larken stood up when they were done. "Thank you for your time. At the moment, Mr Theriault hasn't been located, but we are on the lookout."
"Thank you," Shane said as they shook hands once more, and the two men left.
"It is not good that he is still free," Ilya said as he held Shane's hand.
"No, it ain't, but he's going to get found; he knew he was in trouble by the time the game started," Shane said. "he was gone before puck drop."
"LeClaire notices," Ilya nodded as he saw Shane yawning again. "Get some rest. Yuna and David will be bringing dinner later, and Hayden and JJ will be stopping by in about two hours with lunch," he said, coaxing Shane to lie down fully and sleep.
It took a few, but Shane gave in after another pain medication dose, as his last had worn off during the interview with the police. He quickly fell asleep as soon as the pain started to ease.
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  Chapter Thirty-Nine
Ilya looked at Shane in worry. Shane was a little unsteady on his feet still, and Ilya didn’t want him to fall as they made their way from the car to the house. Theo and Yulia were staying with Yuna and David for a few days as Shane settled back at home. It had been two days since he had been hit on the ice and attacked by Theriault. Just two days, and the hospital had released him with several instructions that Ilya was going to follow to the letter while he was there. No doubt Shane would get sick of his hovering within a day.
"Here we go," Ilya said as he guided Shane over to the couch. There were plenty of pillows and Shane's favorite blanket already waiting for him.
Shane smiled gratefully as he eased down on the couch and soon found himself tucked away on it. "I'm going to be fine, you know that, right?" he asked, seeing the worry on his husband's face.
Ilya stood there. "I know," he said finally. "I do. But that does not stop my worry. You were hurt even before Marlow barreled into you."
"I was, but I didn't know that. I just thought I was bruised; I've been hit worse on the ice and never had a problem," Shane frowned, hating that Theriault had been able to hurt him as badly as he had.
"Hmm," Ilya hummed as he went to take the meds and put them away. "We all have, and I will admit that I wouldn't have thought anything of it either. But you still scared me," he said as he walked away.
Shane watched him go and snuggled down. He was tired after the drive from the hospital. He missed the kids, but knew that having them home at the moment wouldn't help. He was just glad that his parents were able to take them for a few days. Ilya walked back in a few minutes later with tea for the two of them.
"Here," he said, setting his own down before putting Shane's in easy reach so the man wouldn't have to stretch or move much to get it.
"Thanks," Shane smiled at him, yawning.
"Detective Larken called me before we left the hospital," Ilya said, sitting down and gently moving Shane so he was leaning against him.
"Oh, what did he need?" he asked, stifling another yawn.
"Theriault was arrested and charged, and they are holding him until a bail hearing tomorrow. They are going to put him as a flight risk to try to get it denied. I've also seen messages on your phone."
"Let me guess, Comeau and Drapeau leading the charge?" he asked him.
Ilya nodded. "Da, don't worry, their wives are not happy. Looks like both of them are heading for a divorce. Not happy with how they are acting at home."
"Don't blame," Shane snorted, eyes closed as he felt Ilya play with his hair. He sighed in contentment before adding, "I know that Sophie hasn't been happy with Comeau for a while now."
"No, she has not. His attitude has taken a big dive since joining Montreal," Ilya said. "He wasn't always like this, but to her, she said it was like he is a new person and she can not see the one she had fallen in love with."
"Yeah, Cassie has said that Drapeau hid a lot from her. She's starting to see who he really is and is not happy," Shane murmured. He and Ilya had been added to a chat that had both the Boston and Montreal WAGs in it, so they could all coordinate for the two upcoming weddings, and to help protect Ilya and Shane from idiots.
"Glad he's been caught," Ilya said softly. "I do not know what it will do to those in Montreal, but I am hoping that some of them will come to their senses."
"Doesn't matter if they do; I'm leaving. Have a meeting scheduled about it soon. I've already told them that I am going to be up for trade to where I want to go. I've just got a few things that they have to do for me," Shane smirked.
"Oh?" Ilya frowned.
"Yes," he told him, "Boston can't handle my price at the moment. Not until summer. But I want to leave now and head there. So, because of all the documentation I've done about Theriault and how Management and the GM have handled it, or didn't. I know I can get them to agree to a few stipulations on leaving, so I don't sue the fucking shit out of them."
Ilya snorted a laugh at that. He had no idea what his husband had planned, but from what he was hearing, it was going to be fun to watch the blowout. "I am thinking, when the meeting is done, how about we go to Boston?" he asked. "I know Theo has school, but-" he cut himself off.
"I can take him out of school, do some homeschooling; it's not that hard to set up. And we can look into schools in Boston for him. I asked the WAGs to give me the lowdown on some of the schools in the area. Lea also said that she's going to be able to move with us, but she doesn't know how much longer she's going to be able to do it, since her mother's health is starting to go down. So far, Lea's sister is helping out."
"But she will want to be with her Mama," Ilya nodded, understanding.
"Yeah," Shane said, feeling a little sad that Lea might be leaving them soon. She had been such a big part of the family since Theo was a baby. Shane reached for his tea and drank some of it. Yawning as he put it back.
"Sleep, Solnyshko," Ilya murmured. "Rest for now; I will be here."
Shane smiled sleepily. "I know, love you."
"Love you too," he replied as he felt Shane relax more and more against him, until he felt the even puffs of air against him. He smiled and grabbed a book he had put there, ready for when Shane slept.
XxXxX
Shane sat down in the meeting room for the Voyageurs, four days after coming home from the hospital, looking at the GM of the Montreal Voyageurs, along with their owner and two of their lawyers. Usually, the head coach would be there, but Theriault had been denied bail, and no one else had stepped into the position. Yuna, Farrah, and his lawyer, Nigel, were there with him. He had already made it; now he was looking to trade to another team. This would be the only way that Montreal would make something off of him. Otherwise, he would go on the LTIR until his contract was up and he was done anyway.
Shane had made sure all three of his team knew what he was going in there for. And he was going to get it, no matter what Montreal tried. Shane waited, happy to be quiet until they made the first move.
"Shane," the owner, Francis Garret, began.
"Mr Garret," Shane nodded in acknowledgment.
"Now, I know that what happened with Coach Theriault wasn't pleasant, but you are our star player," he said, smiling at the young man. "We're happy to renegotiate your contract, of course. It's what we already planned, since you're coming to the end. So we can get started with that."
"I'm not here to negotiate a new contract with you," Shane said bluntly. "I was never planning on staying past my contract either," he told them all, causing eyes to widen.
"What?" the GM, Simon Dartford, exclaimed. "No, you're going to re-sign with us."
"Why in the world would I want to re-sign with a team, and with management that ignored every single warning I tried to give about Theriault? I can go back years to his behavior toward the team, toward myself. I had no choice but to listen and put up with it for so long until my contract is over," Shane told them all, "I'm not going to remain here at all."
"You have to; you're still under contract."
"And I have all the fucking evidence I need to sue the shit out of this franchise because of all the racist behavior I've had to put up with, the physical violence that was dumped on me. I warned you numerous times about Theriault, and you ignored me. You put my life in danger," he said, his tone cold and hard as he stared at them. "During the draft, what was it you said, Mr Garret? Ah yes, 'How proud you were to have someone like me, asian-canadian, and how progressive you were.' That should have warned me that the environment here would be toxic as hell."
"Sue?!" Garret said, his voice shuddering.
"Yes, Sue," Shane said, "I can do it so easily. You all fucked up on this."
"What… do you want?" Dartford said as he put a restraining hand on Garret's arm.
"That's the easier thing. I want to trade out, and I already have a team in mind for that. They've already got an offer ready. But you will keep 50% of my salary for the rest of my contracted time with you.
"We can't do that!" Dartford said, shaking his head, "We can't."
"You will," Shane told him, "Suing you would be the other, and I'll just be on the LTIR list instead. I will not play for this team again."
"Mr Hollander," one of the lawyers finally spoke, "You talk about suing us, but you-"
"Here is the file that has everything Mr Hollander needs to be able to sue the Montreal Voyageurs," Nigel said as he pushed a folder towards them. "All I have to do is file it," he added, sitting back, a little smirk playing on his lips.
The lawyer took it and looked it over. He sighed and nodded to the GM and Owner that it was legit.
"What do you want, Hollander?" Garret said, his voice now cold,
"You will cover 50% of my salary until the end of the season. You will take the offered trade that will be coming your way."
"Who's going to take you?" he asked, though Shane could tell that there was an insult in there somewhere.
"Boston," Shane said, hiding a smirk as the two men looked at him in shock.
"No, no, we won't accept that."
"Then prepare to be sued," Shane said as he began to get up. "I think we're done here."
"Wait," Garret said, "Wait, we'll do this," he added, knowing they had no choice but to comply. Shane had them by the short and curlys.
"I have everything set up; Boston's GM already knows about the possibility of a trade, and has made an agreement ready for you," Farrah said as she began to deal with the logistics, as Boston was called to confirm everything.
Shane sat back and watched. His mother shot him a proud smirk and nodded at him before going to help Farrah with the trade deal.
XxXxX
Yuna dropped Shane off at home, kissing his cheek. She said, "I'm proud of you, and I'm going to miss having you so close."
"I know," Shane said, "I'm going to miss being close to you as well."
Yuna watched him closely as he got out and headed inside with a wave as she finally drove off.
Shane walked into the living room, hearing laughter and squeals as his children were playing with their Papa. He stood there, watching the chaos as Ilya was on the floor, a toddler climbing over him as Theo sat on Ilya's raised knees, directing his sister on where to go. "Having fun?" he asked as he watched Yulia almost slip off Ilya's chest.
"Daddy!" Yulia yelled as she got off Ilya and toddled over to him.
"Hello, my little princess," he said as he ruffled her hair with his good arm. The other was still in a sling. He wasn't allowed to pick up his children just yet.
Ilay grabbed Theo before he could jump off and run over. He set him to the side, mostly because Theo's jumping off often left bruises. "Did it go well?" he asked as he stood up.
Theo bounded over. "Dad," he grinned, "Yuliy has learned a new word," he grinned.
"Oh, and what word is that?" Shane asked his son, as Yulia babbled at him, trying to get him to pick her up.
"FUCK!" Yulia screamed out as Shane wasn't paying attention to her for a split second.
"Ah," Shane snorted before he began to laugh. "A very quality swear," he admitted.
"Sorry," Ilya said, with a grin on his face. Both of them remembered when Theo had first started swearing.
"You are not sorry," Shane huffed at him.
"No," he grinned, going over and kissing Shane. "But how did it go?" he asked again.
"You're looking at a new Boston Bear," he grinned at him. "I have to report next week. So we can take some time to pack things and send them there, and close up the house. I'm going to give Lea some time off. I'm still on the IR for another few weeks."
"But we are going," Ilya grinned. "This is going to be amazing!"
"Finally, we're going to be together and not have to miss anything," Shane said as Ilya wrapped his arms around him and held him tightly for a few minutes before the kids demanded attention.
Ilya gave Shane a look, and the man went and sat down. Shane was tired; the journey and meeting had taken a lot out of him. He knew that he had been pushing to get it done so soon after getting out of the hospital, but he didn't want to wait around Montreal at all.
Ilya got the children settled to watch a movie with their dad as he disappeared into the kitchen to start lunch for his family. He opened his phone and pressed on Cliff's contact.
"Hey, Rozy," Cliff answered. "How's Shane?" he asked.
"He's doing well, we have news," Ilya said as he began to get a few things out to make a quick salad to go with the grilled paninis he'd already prepped for everyone.
"Oh?" Cliff asked, "What like?"
"Shane is now a Bear," he grinned to himself. "He is coming to Boston to play with us," he told him.
"Seriously!" he shouted. "He's coming here?!"
"Yes, but he is still recovering. I will need help packing and bringing things to Boston," he said, "I would ask when you and Vic have some time, over the next few days, to come here and help us pack. I will be calling Hayden and JJ for the same after Shane has told them the news.
"Yeah, I'll talk with Vic about it. We should be able to. No doubt LeClaire will be fine with us missing a practice or two to get you two sorted."
"Thank you, Cliff," Ilya said, "call as soon as you know when you can come."
"I will, and congrats on finally getting Shane to come to Boston. I know you were hoping for it for a long time."
"Yes, miss having my husband with me, miss having Theo there as well. Not the same as just having him for a week or two during the holidays," Ilya sighed. He'd hated having a split family, but until this move, it just wouldn't have been possible for the two of them to have lived together.
"Well, I'll call you later after I talk this over with Vic and LeClaire," Cliff told him, "And congrats to Shane for the move."
"I will pass it on," Ilya said as he ended the call and carried on preparing lunch.
Shane looked at his kids, both entranced by the movie that Ilya had put on for them. He sighed as he picked up his phone. He had two people to talk to and inform about what was going on. He pulled up Hayden's contact first and made the call.
"Hey buddy!" Hayden called out as the call connected. In the background, Shane could hear the screams of joy coming from Ruby and Jade. "Sorry about that," he said as it went a little quieter. "The twins are in their ‘I'm going to scream louder than you stage’ again," he sighed.
"Glad Theo never had that stage, but I think Yulia might," Shane laughed. "It's… done, Hayd," he said softly.
"No longer a Voyageur," Hayden whispered. "Yeah, had a feeling that was going to happen sooner rather than later. I'm going to fucking miss playing with you. You're my best friend, and I don't care that you're a Bear; you'll always be my best friend. Even Ilya is a good friend now," he told him.
"I am a Bear; we need to pack-" Shane began.
"I'll help with that. I'll grab JJ to help," Hayden said, "No way am I letting you do anything while you're recovering."
"Yeah, I've got to inform Detective Larkin about what I'm doing, since Theriault is going to end up going to trial; he's protesting everything at the moment," Shane muttered.
"Are you going to tell the rest of the team?" Hayden asked.
"I'll be going in to see them all, I know some won't care, but the rest might," Shane answered, putting the phone against his good shoulder and pressing it against his ear. He ran a hand over Yulia's hair as she rested her head in his lap.
"I'll help organise it, maybe not at the rink, maybe at mine or JJ's?" he suggested. "Something low-key?"
"Maybe, I don't mind either way. Invite the WAGs as well," Shane then smirked, knowing that Ilya adored the Montreal WAGs. “And I'll bring my own WAG."
"Does Ilya know you're calling him that?" Hayden asked, laughing.
"Yes, and he plays it up," he replied, laughing as well.
"Alright, Jackie and I will get on to organising it for a few days. All-out goodbye thing," he added.
"Yeah, I want to be in Boston soon. Theo's been taken out of school already, and well, my recovery is going as well as it can at the moment. Stress isn't helping," he began to tell him. They talked a little more about everything before Shane ended the call and made one very similar to Hayden's to JJ.
Shane looked up as Ilya brought in lunch, putting it on the coffee table as the two kids sat down on the floor in front of it. "Hayden and JJ know," he murmured as Ilya handed him his own lunch, a turkey club panini and a side salad.
"I will coordinate with them about helping to pack. Cliff and Victor will be coming in to help as well," Ilya said, sitting beside him on the couch.
Shane nodded before telling him about the goodbye gathering Hayden was planning to try to organise. Ilya listened as Shane talked between bites. He knew his husband was sad to leave behind Hayden and JJ; they had been good friends. Shane was losing that, but Ilya hoped he would find good friends in Boston as well.
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  Chapter Forty
Shane looked around their Boston home. It had been two months since the trade had gone through. Shane was playing his first game with Boston that night, and he was looking forward to it. His parents had flown out and would be taking the kids to watch, sitting with the Boston WAGs as they watched the game.
It had hurt Shane to say goodbye to some of the Voyageur team. They had really turned things around, listening to their wives, talking things over with them and others. Ilya kept him informed of what was going on with them, since he was still in the Montreal WAG chat, and they were refusing to let him go. Shane didn't mind; the Montreal WAGs had been amazing during the last get-together, his goodbye to the team he had been with since he had been drafted. They had made sure their partners were kept in line, those who needed it, though there was only one or two of them. Comeau and Drapeau weren't in attendance. Their wives, or soon-to-be ex-wives, had been there as well.
"Are you excited?" Ilya asked as he wrapped his arms around Shane, kissing his cheek.
"Yeah," Shane said as he turned in Ilya's arms. "I really can't wait, finally going to be playing with you, on the ice, in a proper game and not just in practice," he said, "We're going to the playoffs, and we're getting that fucking cup," he stated.
"We will; no one will be able to beat us," Ilya grinned at him, excitment building for being able to play with his husband, "Now, we should head out, Yuna and David have taken the kids for lunch, and will take them to the movies before going to the game. For us, we have a meeting, and a small practice," he told him, leaning down and kissing him softly.
"Then let's fucking go," Shane laughed brightly. He'd felt more at ease with the Boston Bears than he had when he had first started playing with Montreal. He missed Hayden and JJ, both of whom had stopped by to see him when Montreal had come to play them. Ended up seeing most of the team as well; he’d found that only management and a couple of the team were unhappy with him being there; the rest respected and liked him.
The two finished getting ready and headed to the rink. Shane could play center and right wing, and he and Ilya traded off who played during practice, and sometimes one of them would head down to the second line for a scrimmage or two. For today, for Shane's first game with Boston, he would be playing center on the first line with Ilya on his right, and Cliff on his left. Warm-ups started, and Shane skated out with Ilya. The stadium roared as he took a quick lap around, grinning widely before Ilya joined him on a second lap. They went to their side and began warm-ups.
XxXxX
The trial for Theriault happened a lot quicker than either of them thought. Two weeks after playing his first game with Boston. Shane had to make the journey back to Montreal. He had taken the stand and given his evidence. The defense had tried to paint it as though he had been threatening Theriault, but video evidence didn't lie. He’d stayed with Hayden and Jackie, as both of them went to the trial when they could.
Shane was there as the verdict was read: guilty, and Shane felt a sense of relief. Sentencing came two days later. Five years. He would be there for five years and would never be able to coach hockey again. There was a small celebration with some of the Montreal players and their WAGs when the sentence was given.
XxXxX
That game set the tone for the ones to follow. No one really stood a chance against Shane and Ilya as they played side by side, trading off who was center. Montreal fell out of the running for the playoffs. JJ and Hayden promised to be there in Hollander shirts when Boston played in the playoffs.
The Conference final was against the New York Admirals. The Admirals played hard, but lost out in overtime, as Shane scored the goal needed, with an assist from Ilya.
"Fuck, you two are fucking menaces to beat," Scott said at the center of the ice.
"You played like your life was on the line tonight," Shane grinned at him.
"Yeah," he said as he looked toward the stands, "I was."
Shane followed and saw a young man sitting with a woman. "The man?" he murmured.
Scott nodded. "Yeah," he said, smiling, "You two... gave me courage to admit that I want to be out. So I'm going to."
Shane glanced at Ilya and called him over. Most of the players' families were down. "Hey, Ilya, Scott has someone he'd like to have on the ice," he said, "Even though he lost."
Ilya looked toward where Shane was gesturing. "Oh, love!" he yelled out, "yes, yes, kiss, make goo-goo eyes. I've already done the come out on ice thing, but always happy to help the elderly."
"Asshole, Rozanov," Scott said, shaking his head with an amusedly fond look on his face.
"Go on," Shane said. "Bringing him down, I know you want to," he told him, grinning as Ilya wrapped an arm around Shane as soon as he reached him.
Scott huffed, but nodded as he hugged Shane, causing Ilya to whine when he was taken from his arms, only to squeak when Scott hugged him next. "Thanks, both of you, for making this a lot easier for me. I always thought I would have to hide until I retired. But with you both, it helped more than you know," he said as he let the man go.
"Aww, the dinosaur having to explain feelings," Ilya joked. "Go and get your man, kiss him, hug him, and never let go, especially if you love him enough to come out. There are always going to be bastards that will hate you for who you are; we get that still."
"We really do. Corwell isn't happy with us, but he's got no choice but to go with it, or he's going to be out on his ass," Shane grinned as he pushed Scott toward the stands.
Ilya wrapped an arm around Shane's waist again, as they watched Scott coax the young man from the stands down onto the ice. "He's in love," he said, his tone light and teasing, but there was something else there that Shane could pick up.
"You sound like a proud parent," Shane remarked, grinning.
"I am; he's like a little baby gay," Ilya said firmly. "I've known about my own Bi status since I was young, very young."
"He might predate you," he pointed out.
"Maybe," Ilya said as Scott and his boyfriend kissed on the ice. The Boston Bears watched and cheered loudly for him, as the Admirals, still on the ice, did the same.
"Well, we just have the Stanley Cup Final now," Shane said, grinning at him. "Ready for another Stanley Cup win?" he asked his husband.
"Yes," Ilya said, moved around, and kissed him, bringing another round of cheers from the Boston Bears.
XxXxX
Game Five of the Stanley Cup Finals. Boston Bears Versus the San Francisco Mission. Boston was leading the series 3-1. They were on Home ice in Boston. Shane's parents, Hayden, and the rest of the Pikes, along with JJ and his fiancée, were there. The kids and Lea were cheering loudly. A lot of the Montreal WAGs had been able to get tickets to be there. Each of them was decked out in either a Hollander or Rozanov jersey. Hayden had lost a bet with Ilya and ended up with a Rozanov one, which he protested, but still showed off proudly when the jumbotron showed the Montreal Contingent.
There was less than a minute left on the clock, and Shane and Ilya's line had the puck in their possession. The game was 2-2, tied in the second period, and both teams were fighting. One to win, and the other to survive for another game.
Ilya and Shane shared a look and a smirk as they sped out onto the ice. Shane took the puck, gliding forward as Ilya pressed on. Shane snapped a pass back to him as a defender headed for him. Shane dodged around him, ducking a little as he sped up.
Cliff took the puck as another rained down on Ilya. With a snap of his wrist, the puck flew across the ice, between the legs of one startled San Francisco player, as Shane almost pirouetted around him to get the puck. Shane grinned as the path opened, and he shot the puck toward the net. It hit the top bar above the goalie's glove and pinged into the net. The buzzer went, and there were only six seconds left on the clock.
The Bears surrounded Shane as they quickly celebrated, knowing it was over. Moments later, the final buzzer went. The Boston Bears had won the Stanley Cup.
The Cup was brought out, and Shane and Ilya could see how unhappy Corwell was with them winning, but they didn't care. The trophy was handed to Ilya, as the team captain. He didn't raise it above his head; instead, he gestured for Shane to join him.
"Together," Ilya murmured, smiling at his husband.
"Always." Shane grinned as they lifted the cup high above their heads and took a lap around the rink. Moving in sync, as they had done since the moment Shane had joined Ilya on the ice as a Boston Bear.
As the rest of the team took the cup around the ice, the families of the players headed down to the ice to celebrate with the team. Theo and Yulia were shouting for their Dad and Papa. The two were quickly picked up as the Bears carried on celebrating.
"This is just the start of it," Shane said to his husband.
"It really is," Ilya replied, kissing him once more as the team went to post for pictures with the cup. The two handed the children over to Yuna and David.
 
The team settled down, with Shane and Ilya in the center of it all with the cup. "Boston Bears!" they yelled out as the picture was taken. It was the start of a legacy that would carry on until retirement for both Ilya and Shane, but that was another story.
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