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Jane is Ilya's Favourite Lay

    by That_bitch_without_a_life

      Summary

      Shane does not know what he is staring at when he reads the name of the chat and the influx of texts.

This looks like actual hell, and more importantly why on earth would Ilya add him to the Boston WAGS chat?

TLDR: In an attempt to socialise in this new country Ilya puts 'jane' down as his WAG to connect to the team, this has unforeseen consequences for himself.



      Notes

        
          See the end of the work for notes
        



  






      

  












      Chapter 1: Meeting The Family
  








  Moving to a country with little knowledge of the spoken language is hard, being painted as the angry Russian communist villain only works to make it harder. Shane had told Ilya that Boston was nice, the in winter it might even feel like home to him. 
The thing is, Shane isn’t wrong, the people seem to get Ilya’s sarcastic statements, they play along with him, but it’s also so very lonely. His team is nice enough, but given his well-earned reputation, they keep a wide breath around him. 
He’s the rookie, he’s new and will have to earn his place no matter the fact he was a number one draft pick, he knows this. But it’s an endlessly frustrating process when he does not yet have the language skills to be able to tell them exactly how he feels. 
So, in retrospect, and when faced with Shane’s very angry text messages, he’ll say he regrets it, but when Sebbin, the current Assistant Captain, had asked if he had a partner, and Ilya had watch the other guys heads perk up, he gave them Jane’s number. 
<-> 
BOSTON WAGS UNITE 
Tiffany: Alright ladies, listen up! 
I’m adding a new member to the chat 
Supposedly the new Rookie has a girl 
Lauren: The new rookie? 
The playboy who ends s each night with a different girl? 
Tiffany: You’re as confused as I am 
But Sebbin asked and now I’ve got his number 
Charlotte: Well, he’s from Russia 
Maybe he thought he was asking about a current partner 
Carol: No, cliff was talking about it when he got home, no mix up here 
Tiffany: Right, well I didn’t start this conversation for speculation 
I’m adding her and you’re going to all respond in some ration of this 
Hello Jane! It's so nice to have you here 
I’m Tiffany, Sibben’s wife, #42 
Customise at your own leisure  
Charlotte, Carol, Lauren, Teresa and Mandy liked this message 
Carol: Are you sending the first text with what this chat is? 
Tiffany: yes, and all we’re going to do is send the intro messages then wait 
Don't scare her off by flood texts, alright 
I’m adding her now 
New contact has been added: Jane (Ilya) 
Tiffany: Hello Jane, we got your number from Ilya 
Welcome to the official Boston Wags chat 
I’m Tiffany, Sibben’s wife, #42 the current captain 
Lauren: hey queen 
I’m lauren, St-Simon's girlfriend 
though hopeful future wife 
Oh he’s #18 
Carol: hiiii Jane, I’m Carol Cliff’s wife #7 
I think him and your man are friends so I might see you a lot 
Charlotte: hello, I’m Charlotte 
Vetrov's wife, the goalie 
Tereasa: heyyyy Tereasa, 
Kane’s fiance, #57 
Mandy: Sup girl, I’m Mandy 
I’ve saddle myself with Johansson, #26 
Jane has left the chat 
Tiffany: I have a distinct feeling that Lauren might have been right  
Lauren: Oh I’m sorry care to say that louder 
Tiffany: you were right, our rookie is a whore and an idiot 
I’m still going to add her back, because I’m in for the chaos now 
Carol: Oh I’m totally getting Cliff to invite Ilya to dinner now 
I need to know who this girl is!!!!!! 
Jane has been added to the chat 
<-> 
Lily 
You: Hello Lily, could you please tell me why I’m in the Boston WAGS chat 
Lily: oh no the grammar 
Hello Jane 
You are in chat because I said so 
You: why would you do that 
All these poor women are going to think you are cheating on me 
Lily: then say you are my best hook up 
Is true 
Then ladies be nice to me 
You: why did you even pick me 
Don't you have a whole roster 
You have Svetlana!!!!!😡 
Lily: yes but captain asked for partner 
You are best partner 
Is a special promotion 
You: I want you to know I'm shit talking you in this chat 
Ilya: good! 😊  
I here it is favourite pastime of American house wives 
You: I’m Canadian 
Ilya: but are you not mine? 
<-> 
BOSTON WAGS UNITE 
You: hi, um thank you 
Sorry I had to check first with Rozanov that he meant to put me into this 
Carol: Uhhh why wouldn’t he? 
Lauren: I’m with carol lol 
Girl, if you’re his then you join us 
You: *link to Forbes article: Ranking Ilya Rozanov’s expanding list of hook ups* 
I am neither a wife or a girlfriend 
I’ve been told I can call myself his favourite hookup 
Tiffany: oh girl no 
Do you need me to tell my husband to smack some sense into him 
You: oh no, it’s all good 
If my work had a HABS chat I’d add him as my favourite hookup 
I live in Montreal 
We see each other like four times a year 
I expect no loyalty and neither does he 
Mandy: damn girl 
Why do I kinda live for this lifestyle 
Like, what a way to manipulate the system 
Charlotte: I think it’s cute 
He’s clearly been given freedom and yet keep coming back just for her 
That’s future couple goals 
You: I don’t think his future plans include marrying me
Tiffany: Sibben’s didn’t either 
Then I got pregnant 
Carol and Lauren side eyed this message 
You: that’s...not going to work for me
Tiffany: you never know 
Men get slopy 
You: trust me, it’s not happening
Mandy: oh, I see 
Stay strong sister 
There are other ways to bag a man 
Charlotte and Lauren liked this message 
You: thank you for the help 
But I am only 19 
Let's circle back in a couple of years 
Carol: omg you’re just a baby 
Tiff, you tried to get a baby pregnant 
Tiffany: We all have our regrets 
Lauren: I imagine now more so, with Jane having to read this 
You: oh no this is a highlight 
Please give me more tips I will not use 
Tiffany: okay, new girl has claws 
Well, got any advice for our boys 
They’re playing Toronto soon 
You: Toronto suck 
You could put a bunch of fish on the ice, and I imagine the game plays the same 
Actually, I take it back 
No fish could replicate the way Kent seems to stand and just watch the puck go by 
Carol, Charlotte and Tereasa laughed at this message 
Tereasa: why do I have a feeling Ilya chose you because of your hockey knowledge 
I’ve met Svetlana 
i think he has a type 
You: he likes to joke that he is going to convert me 
He wants me to root for Boston 
Hollander is clearly the better player though 
he’s much faster and has the better shots 
If Hollander wasn’t a recluse I'd have bagged that already 
Carol: Jane, i fear you’re braving harsh waters 
You: It’s fine, I know I’m right 
<-> 
Lily 
Ilya: shane come back 
Come back shane! 
You have left me on read 
Do not talk to the women 
I am more important 
You: I hope for your sake you’ve deleted those messages 
Ilya: yes I know the rules 
Since I play along do I get reward 
You: what could you possibly want? 
Is it not reward enough that I am suffering through conversations with women I've never met  
Ilya: No! 
Give me the gossip 
Who is bad in bed, I go give tips then make captain when Sebbin retires 
You: for the sake of your team they pick better 
Also, I have nothing to share 
They have not told me about anybody in bed 
Ilya: Maybe you just have not tried 
You are my favourite whore and yet you let me down 
You are meant to make me rise 
Jane disliked this message 
<-> 
Ilya looks up from his phone, Shane’s contact still on before he quickly puts the phone to sleep, as Cliff sits done in the cubby next to him. He's already laughing like the world is some great joke. 
“What is so funny?” He asks, hoping he has not missed something. “Oh nothing, just getting a live update from my wife Carol about your girl. You know when Sebbin asked if you had a girl people put in their wives, fiancés and long-time girlfriends, not their favourite fuck buddy.” 
Marlow is smiling, but his brows are also pinch together like Ilya has done something wrong. “Sebbin asked for partner, I give contact.” Marlow nods and claps him on the shoulder. “I hope to god you keep her around then, because I don’t think she’s going to be let out of the group chat anytime soon.” 
“She is my favourite for a reason Marlow; I would not let her go on a whim.” Ilya finishes unlacing his skates and when he looks up Marlow is still there, almost waiting impatiently like a small child begging for a scrap of attention from their parent. 
“What is it I have said wrong now?” Marlow quickly waves his hands and makes a choking sound. “You haven’t said anything wrong Rozanov, just...you should call me Cliff.” Ilya squints a little, despite his confusion he resists the urge to cock his head in confusion, it would be a sign of weakness. 
“Nobody on team calls you Cliff.” Marlow smiles back. “Some of the guys do, you know, my friends.” He says the last bit casually as if it isn’t something Ilya will latch onto and hold down like the greatest secret in the world. 
“Are we friends now Marlow?” Ilya puts a lilt into his voice and smiles wide and when Marlow flushes and stutters he traps Cliff’s head between his hands. “Is okay Cliff, you can be my friend too, I know I am very awesome and very successful, you ride coattails.” 
Cliff groans with a smile, rolling his eyes. “shut up you obnoxious asshole, Carol just wanted me to invite you over. I just think she’s trying to get to Jane.” Ilya nods sagely, “will not work, jane exists only in Montreal. Our visits short and important, no friends.” 
“Yeah, yeah, have fun getting laid asshole. Just know that all the guys will be ribbing you for having a favourite and adding her to the group.” 
“Yet, my plan has worked.” Cliff looks at him strangely, but Ilya keeps to himself with an air of aloofness. It would be a mistake to admit that you could not find a way to make friends, that you wanted to be more than the Rookie. 
Jane is a simple way. Shane is the best way. Having him will only serve to make him more noticeable, especially in Montreal. “Alright, keep your secrets buddy, but since we’re off tonight and game is tomorrow, Carol wanted to have you for dinner. She swears the team plays better well fed.” 
“I would not want to intrude in your space.” Marlow rolls his eyes, “I invited you, there is no intrusion. I’ll send you my address, just please come tonight, and wear something nice, and don’t bring anybody. I think the Wags have gotten attached to Jane.” 
“It has been only a few hours?” Cliff shrugs, “supposedly she has good opinions on hockey, the WAGS think you have a type.” 
“No type, only hot people.” Cliff hums in false agreement before moving back into his cubby and backing up to go home, leaving Ilya with only his thoughts and the unread messages he’d sent to Shane. 
Only two more weeks until he can see Shane in Montreal. Then can explain and maybe steal the phone to read the texts. The second part is far more important to do right now. The second part might also result in him being murdered, but Ilya is more than willing to take that chance. 
He doesn’t quite understand why Shane doesn’t like being added to the WAGS, he has opportunity to be somebody else, and yet he still chooses to be boring Jane. How very annoying for Ilya’s plans for hostile takeover. 
If he were Shane he’d be working on sabotage, by both fucking with the women and adding him to the Montreal WAGS. That is maybe a reason Ilya has not been added to the WAGS chat. Shame. 






      

  












      Chapter 2: Hookup Culture
  


    Chapter Summary

    going through the 2010-11 season



    Chapter Notes
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  Game day always leaves Shane in a bundle of nerves. It hits worse when he’s playing against Rozanov. He expects to wake up with a pep in his step before the game, there’s always one when he’s playing the only man that can match him. 
There is not a pep in his step, but rather a series of very alarming messages from enthused and enthralled women. Despite how stupid he thinks Rozanov was for adding him into the Boston WAGS chat, he is starting to like the ladies. 
He feels bad every time he talks though, because it feels like he’s manipulating them into being his friend. Hayden’s been telling him how hard it was to be friends with him, and to have the girls say it’s so easy and sing praises about how nice he is. It feels icky. 
It does not help when every other message from Rozanov, over his long periods of black out silence, is him asking about the stupid fucking chat. Shane has found himself responding to those messages with annoyance. He's not spilling the secrets of his friends for a man who doesn’t give him the time of day unless it’s within his schedule. 
Not even if Rozanov has decided to crown Shane with the title of best fuck. 
The point is, Shane is tired and annoyed and fucking horny and did no9t get a good sleep last night because all he could think about was his stupid hookup. So, as Shane rolls over in bed and raises his phone to his face he is not all that surprised to see the barrage of messages. 
 
<-> 
 
BOSTON WAGS UNITE 
Tiffany: Alright ladies anything to report for tonight’s game 
And no Jane, not about you and Rozanov fucking’ fucking 
Sebbin has heard about it five times 
I have heard about it six times 
I do not understand why you don’t have that man on lock 
But get it girl 
Tereasa: no injures here 
But Kane and I have decide to get married in the off season 
Carol: then you best hope we get far so you have the money for it 
Tereasa: hey!!!! ☹️ 
My man makes good money 
Lauren: we all know whose man makes the best money here 
Jane 👀 
Tiffany: Ladies!!! focus 
Carol: nothing from Cliff 
He's good, though somebody check the rookies 
Lauren: Simon's also fine 
He said something about the rookies being dumb 
So I second carol here 
And you know who’s a rookie and has a girl..... 
Tiffany: Do not bug Jane 
Montreal is on a different time 
Carol: or she’s already busy getting laid 
Tiffany: ...did you have to say it Carol 
Carol: yes 
Lauren: yes 
Tereasa: yes 
Mandy: yes 
And Johansson said the rookies are fine 
And he’s fine from what I can see 
Charlotte: Sorry, just off work and talked to Vetrov 
He's fine, also mentioned rookie 
Mandy, i do not trust your husband’s word 
I vote we spam Jane 
Tiffany: Do no vote on this!! 
Many: All in favour like! 
Lauren, Charlotte, Tereasa, Mandy, Carol and Tiffany liked this message 
Lauren: lol, Tiff wtf 
Tiffany: I’m tired 
Everybody else was saying yes 
You: wow is this a direct staging of all those peer pressure ads? 
Are you going to tell me not to do drugs next 
Because I did weed once because somebody said it was meant to calm 
They lied 
Lauren: fuck yes Jane!!!! 
Carol: my favourite homegirl 
Charlotte: oh no! 
Jane baby, not the bad weed 
I will show you the way one day 
Tiffany: we called you to check in on Rozanov 
Now I kind of feel obligated to check on you 
You: nah, it’s all good 
The weed was months ago 
Friend dared me because I’m “too boring” 
Mandy: you’re fucking Ilya mother fucking Rozanov 
But sure Jane, you’re definitely boring 
Jane laughed at this message 
You: Rozanov also calls me boring so take that as you will 
Carol: this man somehow calls you both boring and the best hookup 
Who on earth is he fucking 
You: I ask that question a lot 
I look to tabloid magazines for the answer 
Then I text him the bad pictures where he looks like shit 
Gives me a little bit of satisfaction  
Lauren: oh wow 
I didn’t think Rozanov would be domestic like that 
Mandy: yeah that’s kinda cute 
He's like ‘oh no baby, you favourite’ 
You: you’ve misunderstandd 
I send them, he does not respond 
Unless it’s him beggin me to let him hit 
Tiffany: so, not to gloss over this concerning bit 
We'll circle back Jane, because that’s a little fucked 
But, by any chance do you know if Rozanov is good for the game 
Scroll up if needed, but something???? happened to the rookies 
You: unfortunately, or maybe fortunately, idek 
Rozanov likes to warm me up before our meet ups 
So, I know he’s fine because he has not stopped texting me 
In other news the rookies pushed Conners into the hotel pool 
He sent some good picks  
*Pictures of a dying man included, it’s clearly Connor, and if it wasn’t all of the boys are shouting his name* 
Conners also hit his arm 
Carol: lol, he looks like a drenched rat 
Mandy: girl, this is a thirst trap 
Lauren: damn your not-man in that white shirt 
You think Rozanov is looking for a new hookup 
You: he is always looking for a new hookup 
And yes this is a thirst trap 
I know because he followed it with a dick pic 
Anyway, Carol, tell your husband to cover for Rozanov tonight 
Carol: you have plans 😏? 
You: depends, if Montreal wins then yes 
If Boston does then Rozanov has been begging for the past year for a specific thing 
Tiffany: wow, that’s one way to bet 
at least with you as motivation I can tell my husband there’s hope for tonight 
If only you didn’t live solely in Montreal Jane 
It sucks that Hollander is always on his A game against us 
Mandy: yesssssss 
Like Hollander why 
Charlotte: my man always complains 
You: As a Montreal fan I can’t complain ladies 
We stay winning 
As for Rozanov, i think he enjoys fighting Hollander 
Maybe, you’d have to get one of the guys to ask 
I really don’t know 
Mandy: we definitely believe you girl 
I don’t think he’s asked you to play Shane Hollander in bed 
Lauren: Mandy No!!! 
Not the Shane Hollander role play 
You: omg 
This is brilliant 
I will be using this as blackmail 
Charlotte: how can their dumb sex opinions be used as blackmail? 
You: you underestimate the power of a chirp 
Fighting with Hollander is not the only thing he enjoys 
Tiffany: JANE YOU ARE 19 MAYBE 20 NOW I DON'T KNOW!!!! 
WHAT DO YOU MEAN?????? 
Carol: Jane don’t leave us on read!!! 
Come back girl 
Tell us freaky sex things 
Mandy: WE ALL FUCK HOCKEY PLAYERS 
WE KNOW THEY’RE FREAKS 
JUST HOW BAD IS THE NEW ONE?!?!?!?! 
Tereasa: Ladies, I think we lost her 
Tiffany, Carol, Lauren, Charlotte and Mandy have disliked this message 
Jane has laughed at this message 
Tiffany: you know what, I respect it 
Lurk Jane, you deserve it 
 
<-> 
 
Shane flicks off from the WAGS chat with a smile and tries not to look at Rozanov’s messages. They’re all just a series of thirsty words strung together in the semblance of a thought. It all just accumulates into him asking for Shane to fuck. Like proper fuck. 
He ignores it for now and drives into the rink early. The rest of his team are just now trickling in for training. Their first game against Boston is tonight and the stadium is packed. The autumn chill is starting to set in, and so are Shane’s nerves. 
There are big expectation for them tonight. Well, more for him. He has to beat Rozanov, and if he doesn’t then why did Montreal even bother signing him on. He feels the pressure weigh down and tugs the draw strings of his jumper into his mouth. The hard chew of biting into them clears his minds and all that is left is the game. 
All he can see are an array of plays flicking through his mind like a catalogue of weapons. He had spent all of last night watching and rewatching Boston games. He knows everybody’s ticks and plays, and with Connor a little down for the count they have an advantage. 
Shane curses himself for giving Boston the warning that their player was bad, if he didn’t he could’ve manipulated the play further. Yet would a victory based purely on deception really be that sweet. Would Shane have felt proud if he quite literally beat a man while he was down. 
“You’re thinking pretty hard there Rookie, you got a new play for tonight?” Hayden sneaks up on him easily, almost causing Shane to trip on the rise to the ice. “No, no new play. I just heard that Connors might be injured, so we’ll get to have fun with that on the ice.” 
Hayden seems to take the excuse in stride, but he keeps trying to look Shane in the eye. “Do you want to come to dinner with Jackie and I tonight, that’s my wife. It will be really quiet, just the three of us.” 
Shane looks to the side, back towards the ice, and Hayden is still waiting for an answer. Rozanov or Pike. “Not tonight, I already have a couple of plans, maybe next time?” Hayden laughs and claps him on the shoulder. “I’ll hold you to that man, Jackie is obsessed with being the first WAG to feed you!” 
“I don’t really eat big meals I'm on a macro diet.” He says as Hayden rushes to text confirmation for some later date that Shane hasn’t even fully agreed to yet. “Right, got it dude. Bird food only.” He sends the text with an ease that Shane wishes he could find when texting ‘Lily’ and yet at every turn his fingers falter. 
They’re away for the next few games up until February so he has a feeling Hayden will be waiting for a while on that return confirmation. As if sensing Shane is on another plane of existence Olsson gently stands beside him, the looming figure of a captain. 
“You good Rook?” In just a few simple words Shane feels seen, the whole locker room dancing in the light he produces with just his presence. Shane nods and sits to tie his laces, Olsson waits by him. “Hollander, I know what the media is saying, everybody does, but don’t let that pych you out. Yes Rozanov is good, but so are you. This team doesn’t need you to lead it just yet, simply play to the best of your ability.” 
He feels himself nod along and before he can stop himself he opens his stupid mouth. “Connor is hurt for this game, they just lost their first line defence, if you put me in I will be fast enough to get past the rest of their defence.” 
Olsson hums and leans on the railing like he hasn’t heard anything, then he looks back. “I don’t know where your source of information is rookie, btu if you’re right then I might just make a captain out of you yet. Now get on the ice and give me laps!” Shane smiles and breaks from the boards with a mock salute. He can do this, and even if he can’t he doesn’t really need to. 
Montreal ends up winning, and more importantly Shane ends up beating Rozanov in their face off, it feels magical. The first thing he does coming off this high in the locker rooms is check his phone. Sure, there’s a million sad messages from his girls, but there’s also Rozanov’s messages from before. 
Shae doesn’t know what comes over him, he isn’t sure why he gives in so easily, but oh lord does it feel good. 
 
<-> 
 
Lily 
Lily: Hollander we meet tonight 
You will be laying very pretty waiting just for me 
Get your hole ready for tonight 
When I win I take it 
You will be so happy 
Is like you win anyway 
You: how are your plans looking now Rozanov? 
What was your plan for if I won 
Lily: was not a part of my plan 
You never are 
You: wow, way to make a WAG feel loved 
You know, the girls think you’re a cruel man 
Begging me for this one sex position for a year now 
Lily: is not true 
You will be begging soon too 
Mr. crafty man Hollander 
Mr. No Ilya you can not read WAG chat 
But you read it to win your plays 
You: well you did hand the enemy your information 
That's on you for that photo 
Lily: very mean Jane 
I get in trouble with Sebbin for pushing connor 
And you get this thirst trap 
Cliff taught me that one 
You: of course he did 
Tell him to never devorice his wife 
They're a match made in heaven 
Perfect nosey freaks 
Lily: I asked team what freaks means 
They whoop and cheer for me Jane 
Are we ‘getting freaky’ tonight 
Thank Cliff 
You: I could that was Cliff’s work, don’t worry 
And no, that would entale full sex tonight 
And I only have a hotel to offer you 
So 1329 if you want a good blowjob 
It's the one near the Timmies on Saint’s street 
Lily: Da I know and I come 
Both ways 
If lucky you too 
Jane disliked this message 
 
<-> 
 
The months between when Ilya had seen Hollander last pass slowly, like a snail trying to kill itself on a busy road. Except nothing tries to kill Ilya only the infrequent on and off response he gets from Hollander. 
Ilya sends a dirty picture and Hollander gives him radio silence, but then they talk a day later and Hollander liked picture. Other times he ignores that Ilya has sent them. His responses are completely unpredictable. 
They obviously fluctuate with the games he wins and losses, but even then Ilya can never get a close enough read, as if Hollander is trying to put up a wall between Ilya and his real feelings. It is incredibly annoying, btu Ilya would be remised to say it isn’t fun. 
Half the reason he likes Hollander is for his cunning, for his hockey, the way he makes every game on the ice feel magical, the other half is for simple Hollander. The boring one who nags when Ilya smokes after he gets on his knees, for the one who doesn’t do sex in random hotel rooms. 
Of course, he enjoys the sex. In this country Hollander is one of the few times he is allowed to chase after men with full freedom and no risk of betrayal. It does not hurt that the sex is very good. 
“OOOOOHHH Rozy, you texting Jane? You know the whole team is excited for you when we go to Montreal, mainly the WAGS.” He smiles and nods along to Cliff. Roughing the other just a little to shake his arm off, not enough to cause a fight in the airport. 
The teasing had come naturally to every one of the older members. They teased him about wanting to make friends, about being confused, and yet they still welcomed him in, they forced him to come to dinner with them, and more importantly they asked after Jane. 
If Ilya’s being honest his plan wasn’t meant to go this well, he expected after a week Hollander would have ditched the WAGS, and yet it is now February and he is still in that chat, and the woman love him. 
They joke about Jane becoming head WAG soon, and when Ilya had come over for their last hookup he had spied the playful messages on the phone awaiting Hollander after he was done with him. 
“Yes, I sext my pretty Jane. Is an important repetition for my games.” St-Simone laughs loud, “i think you mean tradition buddy, and don’t worry we understand. Hey, I guess all our roles are reversed this game, Rozy gets to go home to his WAG, and we all suffer with our hands.” 
Ilya tuts, “da, but you forget. Jane is simply favourite. I do not need my hand when away from her.” His fellow rookies whistle but Cliff and St-Simone roll their eyes. Ilya has enough sense to know this is a moment to shut his mouth. 
“Rozy, you say she’s fine with this but Carol the girls don’t think she dates outside of you. If you’re not going to lock her down, don’t you think you shouldn’t lead her on like that?” Ilya opens his last texts to ‘Jane’ and read up. 
He smiles at his own joke about Hollander wanting to ‘come’ while he’s in Montreal. Then he keeps staring at the meaningless sexts back and forth. Would Hollander even want to be official with him? No, that is a laughable notion. Not possible. 
He closes his phone and a buzzing voice on the intercom crackles. Ilya winces and tries to piece together what little English he can, he rejoices in the fact that even the English speakers look confused. All except for Sebbin, their perfect captain. 
“So, Rozy, and the rest of you. No getting into Montreal tonight, too much snow, the game’s getting cancelled.” Ilya groans and stands up to find a cab. As they all leave the others pat him on the back and send him sad looks. It’s okay, he will just find another lay for the night. 
 
<-> 
 
BOSTON WAGS UNITE  
You: I’m just saying you hype me up like some great gift 
But you realise you guys lost last game 
Tiffany: yes but we lost with dignity 
Your not-man was on fire 
Shame Hollander was also on fire 
Lauren: ah yes, Shame Hollander my favourite hockey player 
Mandy: great minds think alike Laur 
And Jane, please 
You also have an effect on Ilya the week before he’s with you 
Did you see how well he was doing that last game 
You: that was not anticipation 
That was me sending him a nude 
I do see your point now 
I should be celibate so Montreal wins 
Mandy, Charlotte, Lauren, Tereasa, Carol and Tiffany disliked this message 
Tereasa: Sometimes I say we vote to kick her out 
Then I remember the baby is probs going to be head WAG soon 
Charlotte: Is she allowed, we haven’t even met the girl 
No offense Jane, I love you 
Just you’re also not a wife or girlfriend, you are adamant about this 
You: no I’m with you Charlotte 
It's a fair question 
But one we can deal with in a few years time 
When Rozanov actually has that C 
Tiffany: Thank you Jane, you’re my favourite 
To the rest of you traitors suck 
You: yeah girls 
Her husband’s body isn’t even cold yet and you’re still beating the horse 
Mandy: the horse isn’t dead until your not-man is captain 
Then we can win the Stanley and all have hot Stanley sex 
Tereasa: saying the things we truly want 
Lauren: preach, it’s been too long 
Tiffany: hate this for me  
Since your plan involves my husband leaving 
But yeah, I want that hot Stanley sex 
Carol: here’s hoping we’re all here for that 
Charlotte: yes yes, we’re all horny for our men 
Can I have permission to beat a dead horse on behalf of Jane 
Just for a minute 
You: ....sure 
Charlotte: yay!!! 
So, um, just noticing 
We only go to Montreal twice this year 
Including the game this week 
Do you and Rozanov only fuck twice a year?👀 
You: ...... 
Now here me out 
Lauren: girl... 
Tiffany: baby.... 
You: I have the freedom to fuck other people during this time!! 
Tereasa: great you’re still getting laid 
That's nice 
You: I said I had the choice 
Not that I regularly indulged 
Lauren: Nooooo!!! 
We really did lose her to a vow of chastity  
Mandy: diva down 
Rozanov does not deserve that loyalty 
Carol: give him a little credit 
He doesn’t go out with girl two week prior to seeing Jane 
Tiffany: Carol, that is the bare minimum 
Jane, please go fuck a man 
Rozanov does not deserve your patience 
You: okay, btu have you considered I’m bad at picking up men? 
I like my nights calm and quiet, a man does not give me that 
Plus, we sext and call throughout the season 
Charlotte: I did not consider because it sounds ridiculous 
Mandy: you are god’s strongest soldier 
I fully believe you will win the race 
You're already in this chat queen 
Stay strong and god will give you that good romance 
Tiffany: I disagree, go be a whore and give Rozanov a taste of his own medicine 
Tereasa: get him Tiff!! 
Also i agree 
Treat yourself 
You: love all this energy btu I’ll be treating myself to his dick after Montreal wins this weekend 
Lauren: and now we’re back to the shit talking 
I respect it jane, you’re one consistent bitch 
Even though you’re wrong 
You: we’ll see how cocky you are when I win 😘 
Charlotte, Lauren, Tereasa, Carol, Mandy and Tiffany disliked this message 
*half an hour later* 
You: fucking snow ruining all my plans 
harlotte, Lauren, Tereasa, Carol, Mandy and Tiffany laughed at this message this message 
You: traitors
be nice to your future queen
 
<-> 
 
When Ilya had gotten home that night he had not had to look far to find another woman to sleep with, Svetlana was already waiting, dressed in only his jumper and a pair of stockings, she looked so pretty, and yet when they fucked there was a lingering feeling of disappointment, like he was missing something intrinsically. 
“Mad you don’t get to play Hollander tonight?’ She asks like it isn’t his favourite thing. “Da, you know this, is the reason I play, to beat small Canadian.” She quirks her eyebrow and her gaze snags quickly to where his phone buzzes with a text. 
She snatches it first. “Jane huh, does she know I am in your bed Ilyusha?” Ilya grumbles and has to fully squash her to get the offending item back. “Da, she knows, she accepts this. This is why she is my favourite. I added her to the WAGS chat.” 
“As in like the Boston Wives & Girlfriend's chat? Won’t she get the wrong idea?” He shakes his head confidently and scrolls through Shane’s sad little messages, for some reason they spark something in his heart. 
“She knows her place; she is very honest with the girls that she expects nothing of me. Is very refreshing.” Svetlana seems to accept this, choosing instead to drag him into another round, in-between kisses she looks at the phone again. 
“Why did you even add her to the chat, it’s not a requirement.” 
“Jane is my way of making friends, way for older guys to ask me questions, easy get to know you. And one day I use it for evil purposes as captain, like knowing if my men are being very dumb.” 
“I pray for your team’s sake jane uses her powers as future head WAG with a just hand.” Ilya kisses under Sveta’s ear. “Is Jane, she will be very by the book and boring. Is why I like her.” Svetlana gets this look in her eye, but Ilya keeps moving and they both move on.  
Somewhere in Ilya’s subconscious he is already counting down the days until he can see, touch and fuck Hollander. And maybe this time he will actually let Ilya fuck he. Ilya will just have to be on his best behaviour for that. 





  
    Chapter End Notes

    new chapter baby

I think I'm going to do a season a chapter then get closer as events become bigger, so next chapter with be 2011-12 or maybe 2012-13 because the first one doesn't have any information, btu we'll see

I'm just having so much fun with these girls, please comment your favourite, I've being trying to personalise them so give me who and maybe a reason why


  


      

  












      Chapter 3: Captains
  


    Chapter Summary

    start of the 2013/2014 season








  Shane gets excited for the start of a new season for multiple reason the least of which is any connection to what is happening with him and Rozanov. Shane is totally not excited for them to see each other in their rounds again, and he’s not excited that his new place will be ready in time for the new season. 
They’ve been on and off for 3 years now, and well things are looking good. They’ve only got a few months left until the 2012/2013 season ends and he’s nervous to say the least. Montreal is playing game seven against California tonight. 
His girls are secretly cheering for Montreal on ‘her’ behalf in their chat, but in his own mind Shane knows he’s not going to get them to the finals. He’s made two goals tonight, and Olsson’s made one as well. 
But California’s made five. 
He watches on the sidelines as one of their players gets taken out for a penalty. Olsson skates over to him, “Hollander, we’ve got a minute on the clock, you and I both know this is where the run ends, but how about we run last power play before my retirement?” 
Shane smiles, because the thing is the next season Olsson is gone and he’s getting pushed for captain, and between their bouts of sex Rozanov has told him there are whispers of the same happening for him. The WAGS have not been subtly about it. 
“I’ve got your back Cap, let’s go out with a high note.” Olsson nods in what Shane hopes is respect and Shane skates into position at centre, Olsson on his right. They have the power play and are willing to send it. 
Shane wins the face off and flies it across the ice, it’s his last game with the man who taught him how to lead with respect, and it’s Olsson's last time on the ice for a while, and they’re both playing like it. California has just sadly played better tonight. 
Olsson passes back the puck and zips through for the clear goal opening, Shane sends it and he hears the stadium cheer. He swears he hears California fans in there too, they all know it’s the end of an era. 
Olsson is the first to celebrate with him, smothering him with a hug. The rest of Montreal clammers on top of him like they’ve won the playoffs while in another corner California does exactly that. 
While Shane is endlessly upset they did not win the cup this year he knows they will eventually, he’ll make sure of it. For now, he gets to celebrate a goodbye, one of the many he knows is to come. “Good job Holzy, you’ll do me proud!” Olsson screams over the rest of the Voyagers and they all cheer. 
They line up to shake hands on the ice and Shane doesn’t feel even the littlest bit disheartened, they played their best tonight, and they’re so close to the cup, he can taste that victory on the tip of his tongue.  
“Shane, man! Want to come to my house for dinner tonight, celebrate the new position?” Hayden claps him on the shoulder as everybody files into the locker rooms. “Are you sure you’re not just celebrating your promotion alongside me Hayd?” 
“It’ll be a little bit of that, but come on man, loosen up, I’m inviting J.J along so you better be there. I also have some exciting news.” Shane agrees, taking pity on a very high-strung looking Hayden, the following smiles is way more intense than Shane had been expecting. 
Then the room quiets at the clearing of Olsson’s throat. Everybody halts their actions, turning towards their captain, Shane only hopes to be able to carry the same respect. “Do not let tonight’s lose dishearten you! We came out here to play tonight and not only did we show up but we gave them a fight!” 
A roar of cheers echoes and Shane tries his best not to flinch. “I may not be retiring with a cup this year, but I believe the man I hand my captaincy over to tonight will bring it home to you. Shane Hollander has been running plays and manning training all year. He is leading our team in goals and assists.” 
Again, the room cheers and Shane can feel a blush rise on his face. “He will be your captain next year, and while I will not be here, just know that I will be watching you at home, I expect to see you destroy Boston, maybe not next year but every year after. Holzy, bring us home our cup.” 
The rooms screams and at some point someone has started to chant ‘Holzy’, Shane knows that that was probably Hayden. He raises his hands in a quietening motion. “Thank you, Captain. I promise I’ll look after you legacy, make you proud. Now I need this team to make me proud. We’ve got the summer off, do not spend your time lazing about because if you do training camp is going to hit you hard. We’re not going down without a fight; I’m not letting us!” 
He raises his fist in the air and the boys follow, for once Shane doesn’t feel like he’s so separate from the team, for once they feel like they are completely his, and extension of himself and his drive. Something for him to mould and adapt. And when they pull him in and hug him, and ruffle his hair, for once Shane smiles and lets it happen, because this time next season he hopes they’re not going to be out. 
<-> 
Shane drives to Hayden’s house straight from the game, he has a distinct feeling Jackie is already prepared. When he warms the door to the warm kitchen light and the smell of a freshly made dinner he knows he’s right. 
As he does every time, Shane unlaces his shoes and toes them off at the door, putting them the shoe rack. J.J’s are already there. “I don’t think it’s very safe for you to have your door open for any visitors to come knocking.” 
He jokes walking into the dining area, he looks at Jackie and he can tell something is off but shrugs it off and takes a seat, there’s already a ginger ale waiting for him. “Ahhh our poor captaine finally has time to grace us with his presence!” J.J half shouts, already clearly intoxicated same with Hayden’s slurred movements. 
“You both know I had to do the press junket!” He protests to the result of the most childish boos in all of mankind. The rest of the dinner goes exactly as such until both of the men have tired themselves out and he finds himself helping Jackie help them into their beds.  
As he walks away from Hayden’s room upstairs he sees a door slightly ajar. Curiosity gets the better of him and he pushes the door open to see the crib all set up. “You know I think Hayden was planning to tell you both tonight then kept drinking to soothe his nervous and well...you know.” 
“You’re pregnant?! How long have you known?” He asks as he scoops Jackie into a hug. “We got through the first trimester before the playoffs and then we were waiting until you were done, btu then it took much longer than expected.” 
“I see there’s a reason why you didn’t get up to greet me at the door, would’ve spoiled the surprise.” Jackie hits him with a weird smile. “You calling me fat Hollander?! Imagine if I posted this somewhere, they world would have you in chains.” 
Shane flushes, “shit, sorry I didn’t mean it like that. Um, you’re glowing? I mean I’ve seen you the past few months and noticed nothing so that’s something.” She’s fully cackling now and Shane hopes it’s fine. “Never change Shane. Now, please get out of my house, and do act shocked when Hayden tries to tell you tomorrow.” 
“Yes ma’am, call me if you need help dealing with J.J, and maybe your husband as well, they’re both monsters.” She laughs and pushes him down the stairs and out the door. Shane drives home that night and straight to bed, he only gets the chance to check his phone the next morning. 
 
<-> 
BOSTON WAGS UNITE 
Carol: rip Montreal 
Thought they were going to go all the way this year 
Lauren: you and Shane Hollander 
I’m shocked he didn’t look more disappointed 
Charlotte: he’s a rookie 
Getting this far was impressive for him 
And have you heard the news 
He’s getting passed captain! 
Mandy: oh fuck 
Not the hollanov captaincy rivalry 
Wow the NHL really does love pitting them against each other 
How are you doing Tiff 
Tiff: I’m great 
I’m so glad Sebbin is finally retiring, the kids are starting middle school this year 
Also he took that bad hit this season 
So just glad he’s still with me 
Tereasa: are you sure you have to leave the chat 
I'm sure Jane wouldn’t mind subsiding her captaincy 
Tiff: hear me out  
I’m done hearing about hockey 
Lauren, Mandy, Charlotte, Tereasa and Carol disliked this message 
Tiffany: You're all just jealous of my freedom 
Charlotte: yes but you didn’t have to snitch on us like that 
Now it’s too late for me and clearly Jane is busy so night 
Tiff: goodnight you poor jealous girl 
I’m going to have retirement sex with my husband now 
Mandy: just wait a year 
You'll regret not staying when we’re having victory sex 
Tereasa: yeah 
I’ve locked him down fully now 
(Sorry you couldn’t come to the wedding Jane) 
(Should’ve been in Boston locking your man down too) 
Lauren, Mandy, Charlotte, Tiffany and Carol Laughed this message 
You: Good morning ladies 
Thank you Tiff, rip Montreal 
Also no, I have been prepping for being the new Queen all season 
Don't steal that from me 
No, quick question is there anything you shouldn’t do pregnant? 
Carol: JANE!?!?!?! 
ARE YOU PREGNANT!!!! 
THIS IS NOT HOW YOU ANOUCE IT 
Mandy: girl you’re 21 
Baby no, you’re too young to have a kiddo 
Tiff: you know what 
Really happy to hand my captaincy over now thank you 
Get it Jane 
Tereasa: when I said you couldn’t come unless you locked him down 
I didn’t think you’d actually do it  
You: I see how this message was misinterpreted 
I am not pregnant 
Had dinner with a friend last night, she’s pregnant 
Carol: thank fuck 
Don't think I could’ve lied about being supportive 
Lauren: yeah love you girl 
But you a baby 
Mandy: would Rozanov have even liked the kid 
Oh wait would the kid have been Rozanov’s👀 
Carol: shockingly 
Rozy’s good with kids 
Like sometimes he plays with my kids I get baby fever 
Sorry not sorry Jane 
You: no hard feelings 
God I wish I could’ve seen that 
And yes it would’ve been Rozanov’s 
I still don’t have another boo 
Mandy: BOOOO 
Be a whore Jane 
You're not living to your potential 
You: It’s okay 
I’ll live to my potential in other ways 
Rozanov can confirm 
Carol: damnnnnn 
Get it girl 
Are we sure you’re not pregnant? 
Charlotte: trust me 
Double check 
It sneaks up on you 
If your friend is pregnant you might be 
It's contagious 
Tiffany: girls stop scaring her 
Jane I doubt you’re pregnant 
You: thank you for the backup Tiff 
Do not worry at no point did I think I was pregnant 
Now back on topic 
My friend is like in her third trimester by now she’s due soon 
WHAT SHOULD I GET HER!!! 
Carol: you can never go wrong with a stroller 
Mandy: please a good diaper bag is needed 
Maybe get like a month’s worth of diapers 
Hell if you’re worried give her money 
You: yeah.... 
She would not accept that amount of money I’m willing to spend 
It has to be in gift form 
Tereasa: Jane....girl are you rich 
You: I’m not just a pretty face 
I am also very loaded pockets 
And a good time 
That one has been peer reviewed by Ilya Rozanov 
Tiffany: ....anybody else 
Or is the only man for our new queen our captain 
Because just reminding you that he does not yet think the same 
You: I’m just a bit busy right now 
I have really been looking 
Charlotte: there aren’t any nice men in Montreal 
You: Char, love you 
Please look at the current man on my roster 
At what point is ‘nice’ what I’m looking for 
Mandy: okay but like surely you have an off day this summer 
Go down to the nearest club and pick up the hottest guy 
Carol: yes, please peer review Rozanov’s sex skills 
Do not just pick him and hope all goes well 
You deserve to be fucked more then four times a year 
Tereasa: the girls are right 
But also if you’re spending bank on your friend 
Get a stroller 
(also girl wtf is your job) 
You: thank you Tete 
I’m ignoring the rest of your advice❤️ 
Also I'm a little famous, so i can’t pick up anybody 
Lauren: boooo you whore 
Sorry *prude 
You: I will answer that at some point getting a call so stand by 
Tiffany: I doubt she’ll read up when she gets back 
But since I'm leaving after this summer 
I need you to make sure that everything is alright with Jane 
Mandy: don’t worry Tiff 
We'll look after her just like how we know she’ll look after us 
Plus, I have a feeling Roz is going to fuck up soon 
Then we can swoop in and convince her to fuck someone 
Carol: Love the plan 
But if Roz likes her enough to put her here 
I doubt he’ll let her go like that 
Lauren: she says she’s famous 
I doubt her name is Jane 
Celebs don’t last long 
Charlotte: well if they break up 
I’m keeping Jane in the divorce 
She stays in this chat as queen 
Lauren, Mandy, Tiffany, Tereasa and Carol liked this message 
Tiffany: yeah that’s fair 
She should get to stay 
I feel she needs friends 
Whereas I'm ready to fucking go 
I’ve got freedom to live 
You: alright I’m back 
Turns out it’s twins 
And i got a list of things they might need 
I am so getting the stroller 
Should I wonder what happened above 
Lauren: all good 
Just Tiffany suggesting boring retirement plans 
You: Tiff go to Italy 
God if I could go for a holiday anywhere it would be Italy 
Lauren, Mandy, Charlotte, Tiffany, Tereasa and Carol eyed this message 
Carol: ....honeymoon👀
Jane disliked this message 
<-> 
 
Ilya stares down at his phone before the game and bites his lip. It’s their first game against Montreal for the season; thank God they’re in Boston because the shitty Montreal weather had stopped him from seeing Shane a second time he would lose it. 
Svetlana had told him how he could win the season this year, and he is going to make sure of it. It's only October but he can feel it in the air, their victory is on the tip of his tongue, and hopefully if he plays his cards right another tip will be on his tongue. 
“You’re staring at your phone pretty intensely there, who are you talking to Rozy?” Marleau is smirking above him, and Ilya knows he knows exactly who he is talking to. He flips the phone face down. “Is nobody important.” 
“Awe Cap, are you saying Jane isn’t important, my wife will hate to hear this.” St-Simon drapes an arm over Cliff, “I think everybody’s wives will be devastated to hear this, they love their new Queen. You know she asks about the team before every game, has our girls check in. Lauren says she seems excited to see you today, is that not reciprocated.” 
“No, I always reciprocate. Is no Jane is very good with the girls, she is a leader, is why I make her favourite.” The boys laugh and at the same time Ilya's phone dings. He makes sure the boys disperse before checking his phone. 
 
<-> 
Jane🌸 
You: Jane 
If I win tonight 
We fuck 
Jane: I’m not agreeing to that 
You: why? 
You know you will lose 
Or you want results either way 
It is okay i will treat you 
Jane: no 
We're not doing this 
You're not sexting me before the game 
We’re captains I need to do press 
And then give a speech 
You: relax Jane 
You will do fine 
You always do 
perfect Canadian 
Jane: fuck off Lily 
You: but it is so much more fun when you are here with me 
I send you address for tonight 
Yes? 
Jane: fine 
yes 
You: it will be fun 
I warm you up now and then I make you all gooey 
The boys tell me that you tell their wives I am very good 
Carol is jealous 
Jane: first you won’t make me gooey 
That doesn’t happen asshole 
You: sure jane 
I no know the right spots 
Jane: Second! 
Those women are snitches 
Traitors 
I can’t believe they would out their Queen like this 
You: Queen? 
Are you important Hollander 
Jane: wrong name Lily 
And yes 
Since I'm your WAG and you’re captain 
I’m in charge 
You: oh yes 
I hear Jane has been checking everybody is good for the game 
Also i am glad you understand you are mine 
Jane: god you say that like I’m you’re property 
You: and would that be so bad? 
Jane: shut up and fuck off 
You: don’t worry 
I send address after we win 
We have a good time 
You brag to WAGS 
Jane: I’m going to destroy you 
You: you promise? 
😘 
Jane: 🗡️die 
<-> 
 
“Alright boys, listen up! Tonight, I have plans with a very pretty woman, she came all the way from Montreal to see me, I am very impressive yes. But! I need to win tonight to impress her, do not let me down boys.” 
There are a few wolf whistles thrown in amongst the cheers and they all take to the ice easily for warmups. Ilya can’t help but let his eyes wander across the ice towards Hollander. 
He looks almost graceful gliding across the ice, and when he gets into those stretching positions Ilya can’t help but let his mouth water just a little at the thought of sinking his teeth in for a bite. 
He has the hotel room already booked for tonight and he had gone in earlier to lay everything out perfectly. Now he just needs to get Hollander to relax enough to fully get him into bed. 
Once he gets Hollander under him then he can get over him. Then he can get him out of his head and forget this fling ever even happen. He can forget the bubbling feeling inside of him. 
He just needs Hollander. 
<-> 
Boston wins the game. The game went into overtime and Ilya can see the bite of anger in Hollander’s eyes as he shake his hands. Ilya easily skates over to his locker room and starts his chain of fist bumps. “love you, love you, is good game today, I am very proud. Love you.” 
“Oh we know why you love us Rozy, have fun with Jane tonight, can’t believe you’re keeping her all to yourself on the one night that she’s here.” Ilya clips the top of Marleau's head, “Jane is busy woman, barely have time to fuck, no time to see wives.” 
“Trust us Roz, all of our girls are either mad or little jealous.” He laughs this time, “awe marly, do you need me to help fuck your wife for you.” 
“Fuck off Rozanov! Go home to your girl, mine wouldn’t break girl code like that, she’s too busy trying to get Jane laid outside of you.” Ilya’s head turns at this. “What do you mean? Does Jane not sleep around outside of me?” 
“I don’t know man, Carol says she doesn’t. Says that jane says she’s too busy for that and it’s hard to find someone. They’re all wondering how she even found you.” 
“We ran in similar circles, now we are far away. Now I do press interview, maybe I should trash on sad lonely Shane Hollander.” The team laughs around him and piles into the showers; he can’t stop his brain from looping over the words in his head. 
Hollander has not been sleeping with anybody other than him. It is meaningless. It's will not matter and it does not, it changes nothing about the two of them. 
<-> 
Shane is in a mood after the game. He was so fucking close to winning. The whole team was relying on him to win that shootout, he’s the team captain, it’s all on him now. Deep down nobody is actual saying anything bad about him, but his mistakes linger in the back of his mind as he catches the cab to the hotel. 
It looks expensive and he can’t help but think about how much Rozanov has spent on just this single night with him. He takes the elevator to the right floor and quickly check his breath. It's not like it matters it will smell bad in a matter of moments. 
Shane feels shady as he steps foot onto the floor and makes a beeline for Rozanov’s number. He only has to knock once before he is pulled into the room and met with the crash of lips into his. 
“I won Hollander, will you be satisfying my end of the deal.” Shane pushes out of his grasp. “Fuck off, I didn’t agree to that Rozanov! We’re in a hotel; anybody could hear us here.” 
He rolls his eyes and it only serves to make Shane more pissed, pulling Rozanov into him if only to make him shut up, no other reason. “You are ready needy tonight, get on your knees, I deserve some reward.” 
Shane sinks to the floor and as he fumbles at the zipper of Rozanov’s jeans he can only think about what it would be like doing this with someone who actually cares about him. Those thoughts are quickly subdued by Rozanov pulling on his hair and thrusting into his mouth. 
He gets lost in this world, the soft push and pull of Shane taking Rozanov’s dick in and out. He enjoys the harsh tugs and he enjoys the way Rozanov seems to just lose himself to Russian mutters. 
He can’t understand every word, but he can understand the basic tugs and the ‘fuck Hollander's that slip out of his mouth. No matter how mad he is, the night is delicious, and when it’s all done and Rozanov returns the favour with equal enthusiasm, grip at his chest in just the right way that gets Shane going, well, Shane leaves tail tucked between his legs. 
He returns to his hotel room with Hayden and all he can think about is how his WAGS think he’s some confident model or actress and here he is foiled by a singular man who is craving one thing Shane is too scared to give.  
And what happens to them when he does, he doesn’t think he can keep going knowing his girls are out there without him. He’d hate to disappoint them, and at this point he doubts he can go a day without looking at their dumb messages. God is he completely and utterly fucked. 
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  Shane doesn’t know what he did wrong. It feels like everything is sort of just falling apart around him. He’s meant to go to the Olympics in a few months, he’ll be captain of team Canada, and he’s captain of the Montreal Voyagers now. He is at the peak of his career and yet everything is going downhill because of Him. 
It’s been a week since he saw Rozanov. He brought him to his new apartment building and after all of his begging, Shane had laid himself bare for the man, and now a week later Rozanov does not answer his texts. 
Shane has tried to entice him by suggesting he has information from his girls, and yet his texts to Lily always go unanswered. The hardest part is that Rozanov has read them, he’s looked and them and has decided that Shane is not worth it. 
Was he truly that bad at sex, we he unentertaining, did Rozanov just dread having to look at him the entire time. Was it because Montreal had won that night. Was the apartment too much, was he being too much by doing all of this just so they could fuck for the first time. 
Shane was probably being weird about the whole thing, and Rozanov is probably on the other side of the boarder embarrassed by all of Shane’s texts, because why would he be texting him. Shane has gotten too comfortable living a life with Ilya Rozanov in it. 
Shane has gotten too comfortable as Jane. Him being put in the Boston WAGS chat as Rozanov’s meant nothing back then and the only reason Rozanov hasn’t told him to leave is because he serves a purpose, nothing more. 
Rozanov does not love him like the rest of the Bears love their wives and girlfriends. Jane is simply another lay, he will never be anything more or anything substantial in the eyes of Ilya Rozanov. 
And maybe that is his fault for not trying hard enough, for not putting in the effort to be better, to learn. 
 
<-> 
BOSTON WAGS UNITE 
You: hey girls 
Back when you guys did hook ups how long between days would he usually text you back 
Just ask for a friend lol 
Carol: bitch please 
What the fuck has Rozanov done 
Mandy: girl we’re going to war for you 
My husband saw Ilya yesterday  
That man is fine, no reason not to text 
So what the fuck happened 
You: it’s not a big deal 
Just last time we met up we had fun like always 
I let him do something he’s been wanting to do 
Fully consensual, that’s not the problem 
Just we used to text everydayish 
But he hasn’t texted back all week 
Lauren: are you fucking kidding me 
Please Jane 
Tell us you’re joking 
Charlotte: Jane, my queen 
This is a huge deal 
Our captain is being a massive dick for no fucking reason 
At least he could’ve blocked you 
Tereasa: yeah he’s pulling you on a string 
Fuck him! 
You: no, don’t fuck him! 
That's what’s got me into this whole mess 
Mandy: and this man said you were boring 
Jane the Bears have practise tomorrow 
I’m sicking my husband on him 
Tereasa, Lauren, Charlotte and Carol liked this message 
Carol: on the other hand 
I’m hosting team dinner tonight 
(you know, jane’s job that Rozanov won’t give her because of this bs) 
You: (not my job, again I’m from Montreal) 
Carol: don’t care 
I vote blind side him! 
Tereasa: yes baby! 
We drag him into a dark alleyway and rob him 
Beat him up in the name of our Queen 
Our boys will bail us out 
You: I feel like that’s a bit extreme tete 
He's just not responding to me 
Charlotte: it is when you look like that 
You: Char...you don’t know what I look like 
Charlotte: yeah but Rozy only dates models so you’re obviously a ten out of ten 
Also, your vibe just screams I’m hotter than you’ll ever be 
You: I guess I’ll keep that in mind 
Thank you? 
Now can we get back to my real problem and not revenge 
Mandy: what real problem? 
You said your not-man isn’t texting 
We're offering to figure out why 
Tereasa: yeah! 
We've brought along solutions Jane 
He can’t not-dump you before Stanley cup sex 
Mandy, Charlotte and Carol liked this message 
You: bold of you to assume Montreal isn’t going to have a come back 
But more importantly I feel I did something wrong 
Like what if I was so bad he left 
I’ve kind of only ever fucked him 
Carol: ....Jane you’ve been around for 4 years 
That does not scream disappointment 
Rozy’s doing somethign weird here 
Mandy: buttttttt 
Hear me out now... 
Jane, if you’re feeling insecure 
Maybe it’s time you try and find a nice hookup for yourself 
Charlotte: 👀omg are we finally having this convo again 
Please Jane 
We're begging our queen to go peruse her kingdom 
You're a great catch!!!!!! 
You: I’m not sure about that 
I’m kind of boring and only focused on hockey 
Lauren: now I'm just saying names 
But like how funny would it be if you fucked Scott Hunter 
You: I can not fuck Scott Hunter 
Lauren: oh but you can girl 
And it would absolutely torture Rozy 
Carol: I’ve never met a man who hates Scott more 
Hearing you left him for an older man would be sooo funny 
Please Jane 
For us🥺🙏 
You: ....If the chance arises 
Maybe I'll get with Hunter 
Very unlikely!!! 
Mandy: if anybody could get that brick wall 
I’d believe it to be you Jane 
Tereasa: yeah I mean you got Rozy to blush 
And you’re like the only girl he keeps 
I can’t believe he’s losing you because of his own bs 
You: ...right losing me 
Charlotte: my queen 
Please tell us if he texted you today you wouldn’t make him beg 
You: he’s so good at sex 
It would be a wasted opportunity! 
Mandy, Charlotte, Tereasa, Carol and Lauren disliked this message 
Lauren: honey no 
Alright this is too sad 
Carol, we do your dinner plan we’ll hunt down Roz 
Jane, listen to me 
It's time you get laid from an outside source 
Pick the nearest good club to you and go vet a man to fuck in the bathroom 
DO NOT BRING A STRANGER HOME 
Carol: I got you Laur 
Mandy: even better! 
Jane if you don’t want to go alone 
Your friend had the baby yes? 
I’m sure she’ll love to hang out with you 
You: what is it with this chat trying to get me laid 
Also I'm not sure if the friend will want to come 
I'd have to tell them a lot about me 
I’d have to mention Rozanov and they hate him 
Tereasa: lol got to love Montreal 
And queenie if she doesn’t accept you for idk what you have to tell her 
Then is she a real friend 
Charlotte: Jane you do not have to mention Roz 
In fact it’s better if you don’t 
Just be like 
“sorry I lied, I in fact do fuck, come to a club with me” 
Carol: i imagine this is how you picked up Vetrov Char 
But she’s right Jane 
A real friend is going to stick by you 
Like we are now 
You: okay 
Thank you girls 
I think I’ll talk to her 
I'll have to say goodbye for now 
But best believe Ill be back with all of the details 
❤️ 
Mandy, Charlotte, Lauren, Tereasa and Carol liked this message 
<-> 
 
So, Shane lied to the girls, well not really lied, it’s more that he put on a really good face. He pulled off a lie that he could not do if anybody even looked at him for a second. They’re all pushing for him to talk to Jackie, and he loves Jackie, but to tell her would he’d eventually have to tell Hayden. 
He can’t ask a woman to keep a secret like that from her husband, it could tear them apart. Hayden would also ask so many questions about Shane bringing Jackie to a club and not him. It all just sounds like a total disaster waiting to happen. 
So, he sits and waits. He lets the clock tick by, seconds turning to minutes. Just him sitting there in his house staring at a blank wall trying to control his breathing. The worst part is that in this moment the only person he’s thinking about is stupid fucking Ilya Rozanov. 
Shane’s stuck thinking about his perfect curls and how good his mouth feels when it drags on the side of Shane’s neck. He's thinking about that stupidly hot deep accent he has and the way that Rozanov has known him so long that he just knows the right buttons to push. 
Shane doesn’t want to be normal right now, he doesn’t want to find a woman he wants to find a man that he can drag into that fucking condo and get railed by so that he can forget the disaster of a situation that was what ever happened between him and Rozanov. 
Shane stands and he feels the panic fade away, not to nothing, it’s still there like a buzz underneath his skin, but something is very different his time. He has a fucking challenge; he is not going to let Rozanov just fucking leave him high and dry. 
He isn’t going to let that man treat him like Shane was just a chore to fuck and get over and done with, no that’s bullshit. Carol is right, if Rozanov looked fine at training then fuck him, if he hasn’t lost his phone and he’s fine to go along to a team dinner then fuck him, or preferrable fuck somebody other than him. 
Shane that his phone from the kitchen table and find a semi-comfortable chair in his house. He can not be too relaxed when he tries to plot out his master plan to Jackie. He is getting laid tonight, and he knows for a fact that Jackie will be on his side. From the amount of times, she’s brought up her male cousin’s boyfriend around just him, he’s got just a bit of an inkling. 
 
<-> 
Hayd #35 
You: okay I know this is weird request but you’re going to have to trust me 
Hayd #35: well 
That's not news I want to hear at 7pm 
You: can I please have Jackie’s number 
I might also need ot borrow her for the night 
Hayd #35: ....man 
If I didn’t know you had no game I’d be worried 
You: can I have her number or not 
Because I will bug you until I get it 
Hayd #35: damn, now I really am wondering what you want it for? 
Are you going to seduce my wife 
You: no literally the opposite 
I need a wingman for tonight 
Hayd #35: EXCUSE ME 
DUDE I HAVE BEEN TRYING TO HOOK YOU UP FOR YEARS 
AND YOU’RE LETTING MY WIFE 
WHAT DOES SHE HAVE THAT I DON’T 
You: do you really want me to answer that? 
Hayd #35: ...no 
I've seen how you are when you critique us in training 
I do not want that heat 
You: good choice 
Now give me Jackie’s number 
Then give her privacy so that we can talk to each other 
Hayd #35: and then give her the night so that she can go to a club to pick you pick up chicks 
You: see, you understand 
Thank you so much Hayds 
Hayd #35: fine...here 
########## 
I'm shocked you didn’t have it before 
You: so am I 
But aren’t you glad we had this conversation 
Hayd #35: not even the littlest bit. 
<-> 
 
Shane looks down at the number and calls. He doesn’t want to text, he can’t have living proof that they had this conversation in case it all goes wrong. He laughs hysterically into the air and holds his head in his hands. 
He just needs somebody in his corner, somebody to know the full him. He knows that Rozanov had Svetlana. He can have Jackie, and if it all truly goes so well, then maybe he can have Hayden too. 
The phone barely has to ring before she picks up. “Surprise surprise Hollander. Care to tell me why you’re calling me and my husband has told me that he has to remove himself from the room, and that I need to prepare a clubbing outfit. It's a little short notice.” 
“I know Jackie,” he lets out a strangled laugh, “I just couldn’t take any chances, and I know Hayden is nice, but I didn’t want to risk my luck.” 
“You’re scaring me Shane, come on. I thought this was a fun call.” He nods to himself and pinches the bridge of his nose. “Jackie, you know how you’ve been telling me about your gay cousin...” 
There’s a soft gasp on the other end of the line. Shane can feel the tears pricking in his eyes, and he doesn’t know if Jackie hears the small sob he lets out. It doesn’t matter either way because she’s already saying ‘oh baby’ in the sweetest voice. 
“Shane, please tell me this is you...you know.” He gulps. “uh, yeah I'm coming out, not as like guy I just like guys, I'm pretty sure I like women still. I don’t know. That’s not really the point of tonight.” 
“What is then Shane, because you coming is pretty big, I mean Hayden and I had thought, but then you got Lily so...” 
“Lily’s a man, and we did hook up but he ghosted me. So um, tonight I need you to play gay wingwoman for me. I could get a woman, but I just need to replace him on my mind.” the batted silence between her answer almost kills Shane. Everything is flashing in front of him like a bed red warning sign. 
“Trust me Shane, I've had my fill of hate fuck hook ups. I'll drive over to your house then we can drive to the like one of two gay clubs in Montreal, I doubt anybody will know you. The lights will be too dark and erratic.” 
“I-uh, I don’t know how to thank you for this Jackie.” She lets out a comforting hum. “I won’t out you to Hayden, but I just want you to know that he’d be okay with you if you told him, and if not you’d get me in the divorce.” 
“You don’t have to lie to him Jackie, you could tell him now.” Frankly if she’s so certain he’d be fine with it then Shane no longer has the energy to care. He almost goes to hook up but Jackie stops him. “Shane Hollander, I’m not coming out for you. You need to be the one to have that conversation, but I can not explain your truth to somebody else.” 
“Alright Jackie, I’ll see you soon, do you need me to send my address?” She fully laughs. “God no, Hayden says it enough I know it by heart now. If I wasn’t secure in marriage I'd assume my husband was fuckign you.” 
“It’s never too late for us to be the ultimate three-way Jackie.” He doesn’t know why but something feels very off when he jokes about it, he can’t imagine anything worse than seeing Jackie naked. And that’s nothing to do with Jackie. 
“I fear the only person enjoying that would be Hayden, and I think we’d both rather see him suffer. Now, I’ll be there in ten, you better be in the hottest outfit you own!” Shane mock salutes where Jackie can’t see him and pulls out the only thing from his closet that had Rozanov on his knees when he first saw him. 
“I’ve got it Jackie.” Shane hangs up and curses every god that he can’t stop thinking about fucking Ilya Rozanov. 
<-> 
The club fucking sucks. It’s exactly like every other club except for the fact that there are infinitely more women here, and a lot more men in the most scandalous shirts he’s ever seen. Unlike him, Jackie seems to all but float on a cloud as she parts the sea of people for him. 
“Alright Shane. Are you bringing this guy home in an uber, or this a blowie in the bathroom kind of situation.” He looks back at her horrified. “Dear lord that gave m too much information about yours and Hayden’s bedroom habits. I uh guess I want to bring the guy home. I have a condo apartment complex built...”  
He drifts off as another guy walks past; his hands graze the back of Shane’s loose and very unbuttoned shirt. Jackie smirks back at him. “Okay, you’re very new at picking people up I see, at least Hayden wasn’t wrong about that. In other news, the fuck you mean you have a sex condo!” 
She orders a non-alcoholic drink, and he gets his ginger ale, for once the people don’t seem surprised someone is ordering it. “it was an investment Jackie, I rent out the other rooms. Don’t talk to me about how I spend my money!” 
She’s fully laughing at him now and before he can respond a thick and muscular arms breaks between them. He has dark skin and a very pretty face that is entirely focused on him. He feels like he’s being hunted down like he’s prey. It's exhilarating, it’s fucking everything. 
“I’m sorry to interrupt your conversation, I’m Micha.” His accent is fucking French, it makes Shane feel dizzy and weak in the knees and out the corner of his eyes Jackie keeps giving him thumbs up. “Uh hi...I’m Shane!” He holds out his hand and instead of shaking it Micha bring it to his lips. 
He can hear Jackie let out a soft ‘god damn’ but he’s going to ignore it. “Hello Shane, is there any chance I could invite you to the dance floor?” Shane looks at Jackie and she gives him a classic universal ‘are you stupid’ before he finds himself nodding and being dragged to the dance floor. 
He’s always found dancing in clubs dumb. There’s barely any space to move to do something traditional or flashy. Now though, no he completely understands the appeal. With everybody packed in the dancing is practically him grinding on Micha. 
It’s still awfully loud and everything is still incredibly sweaty, but that’s what you sign up for when you go to a club, so he isn’t too overstimulated from what he prepared himself for. More importantly with his hands on Micha’s chest and dick already half hard Shane almost loses it. 
The situation in his chest only gets worse when Micha has to lean down to talk to him, whispering so close in his ear that he’s practically kissing it. Shane feels like he’s weak to this man’s every advance. 
“You look absolutely gorgeous tonight, is there any chance I can get more than a dance tonight.” He says in that delicious accent. Dumbly Shane nods. “Yes, please. I have a place we can go to. Not a big fan of bathrooms.” 
Micha smirks and runs his hand through Shane’s hair before pulling him into a kiss. “My Shane, do you have big plans for tonight?” Shane feels the flush on his skin, but he swallows down the butterflies that a man saying his name elicits.  
“Maybe just a little. I’m not a big fan of clubs, so if you’re down, I can pay for uber, I just need to check on my friend.” Micha nods with that flashy smile and when he returns and Jackie is still at the bar, her drink downed now. 
What Shane doesn’t notice is that Jackie now has a better view of the man he is with. She goes impossibly still before impossibly giddy. “I see you’re good for the night, am I fine to go back to my man, feeling kind of horny now.” 
“I do not need to hear that Jacks, but yes, go home and make baby number three, actually don’t, we’re in the playoffs, this is more important.” She laughs and de-seats herself. “Treat him well Micha, Shane text me tonight when he leaves, or in the morning at 9 at the latest.” 
He looks at Micha and he rubs his hand. “Uh, I think I'll take you up on the second option.” She squeals and hugs him close. “Have fun, but not too much fun.” he laughs her off, and starts finding an uber. 
“One last thing before we go, I need to say goodbye to my friends too, do you mind?” Shane smiles and shakes his head, following Micha to a table in the back. He doesn’t know any of their faces but one of the red head girls looks up from her phone and just stares at him. 
“Rose, I'll be going home with my friend here, don’t wait up. Tell Adrian not to be too much of a whore.” Wordlessly she nods and Micha almost drags him out of the place before he can panic too much, that does not stop him from doing so when they’re in the fresh air. 
Micha just gently rest Shane’s hand on his chest, forcing him to breath with him. “It is okay, you are clearly famous I see, do not worry. Rose is a very good friend and knows better than to run her mouth. Nothing will happen tonight, just a good time.” Micha smiles, and for once Shane chooses to trust him. 
<-> 
Shane does not remember much about the car ride, there was a lot of crawling hands behind the driver’s back, and just his constant inner monologue of is he actually going to fucking do this. And well, the thing about Shane Hollander is, he is not a fucking quitter. 
Micha's mouth is still on Shane when he pulls him into the condo, when he drags the man all the way to his bed and pushes him onto that mattress. “Sacre blue!” Micha groans as Shane mouths over his pants. 
“Shane, i thought I would be doing the leading, you seemed...what is word...innocent!” Micha lets out a cry and Shane gently teases at the fly on his pants. Micha stops him and pulls his face forwards to kiss him. Shane breathes heavy. “You know what they say, it’s always the quiet ones.” 
Micha laughs and flips them around until he’s pinning Shane into the bed. “Tell me, did the man before me tell you how delectable you are, how your voice echoes in my mind and how cute I can already picture you will be when completely blissed out on my cock?” 
“No, my past...lover, did not indulge in such words, we were brief interactions.” Micha hum as he reverses the rolls and pulls on Shane fly and slides a hand down the front of his jeans, coaxing out a moan from Shane’s mouth only to capture it with his lips. 
“i will have to me very nice then, keep you coming back to men, qui? Even if it is not to me, I will be generous.” Shane does not get to agree with words his mouth already filling with curses as Micha caresses him as he removes Shane’s jeans. He might not say it but boy is he nodding along and meeting are gesture with the whole enthusiasm of his body. 
When Micha lubes up his fingers and circles around his whole, slowly opening him up like some great treasure Shane preens, he enjoys every lick of attention while running fingers down the man’s back. And when the moment is over they’re both tired and sticky, and yet still Micha takes the moment to grab a washcloth and clean him off, to hold him as he drifts off to sleep in the other man’s arms. 
When Shane wakes up in the morning it’s to the sound of somebody else’s alarm. He checks his own phone and it’s 10 minutes to 9, when he looks over to Micha he lazily smiles from where he has grabbed his own phone. “I thought you might not want your friend to worry. I also will need to be going, i have an early, don’t worry, I do not need to take my shirt off so your artwork is very welcome.” 
Shane flushes and simply watches the man pick up his clothes, he kisses him goodbye and watches him walk out of his life. They never exchanged numbers and Shane isn’t even that mad. Micha was just some man in a club, a good time, great fucking time. 
So, with his bedmate already having done the work of waking him up he opens his phone. He sees the onslaught of messages from the girls and almost has a heartattack about the dinner, but more importantly there is still nothing from Rozanov. How predictable. 
 
<-> 
Montreal’s Best WAG 
Jackie: have fun tonight, Shane 
Don't go too hard or you won’t play well for the game tmr 
You: me, going too hard, you must be kidding 
Anyway just checking in 
The guy has left, I think he was a model or something 
He say he had to go to a shoot 
Jackie: no Shane 
That was rising star Micha Frente 
They're filming that X-force movie 
You: THAT WAS AN ACTOR 
Jackie why would you let me bring him to the condo 
😭 
Jackie: lol you brought him to the sex cave 
Poor baby, was he unimpressed 
Or are you just embarrassed all of his coworkers are going to see your hard work today 
You: oh shush jackie 
Your husband is going to see all of his hard work today 
Jackie: oooohhhhh 
Shane Hollander has chirps 
Hayd told me you were a good boy 
You: only when a want to be 
Jackie: About Hayd 
When do you think you’ll tell him? 
You: want to do dinner tonight 
Jackie liked this message 
<-> 
 
Shane mentally prepares to have to deal with that awkward dinner, but at least now he gets to happily hold his two new nieces. At this age Ruby and Jade are cute, he has a feeling they’re going to turn into menaces very quickly though. 
Menaces much like the girls in the next chat he has to look at, and from what he can see it all has gone to shit. 
 
<-> 
BOSTON WAGS UNITE 
Carol: hello Jane 
Please have a great time fucking whoever 
We're going to kill Rozanov for you 
Mandy: “is it crime not to talk” 
“I tell you I am whore, Jane is aware, Jane is fine” 
Bitch please Jane is not even the slightest bit fine 
Tereasa: my queen 
We did good 
We didn’t make it a team issue, so no on ice icing out 
We're just giving him looks 
Charlotte: we told him to call you 
Please tell us he did 
Or at least texted back 
Lauren: ha! I doubt it 
Roz left and I've found somebody already posting about hooking up with him 
Shit sorry for putting this all out here Jane 
You: looks like all of you had an eventful night 
I’m glad you’re not saying shit your husband’s 
Never sabotage his game like that 
In other news I had a very good night 
Mandy: THAT’S MY GIRL 
What a lucky fucking man 
Lauren: awe our baby is all grown up 
(did Roz text) 
You: (no Roz didn’t text) 
Your girl got laid by a movie star 
Left enough scratches that I should be memorable 
Carol: DAMN 
How dare Rozy call you boring Queen 
I’m telling Cliff about this sexcapade 
And if it happens to get to Roz... 
You: you know what 
I’ll let that one go because he might get desperate and fucking call me 
Charlotte: Noooo! 
Jane are you still hung up on our shitty captain 
Girl you had a movie star 😭 
Tereasa: fuck... how good is Roz in bed 
Lauren: I hate to agree but tete is asking the real questions 
You: ...that’s the problem 
It's not about how good Roz was, the man I hooked up with was great 
Fantastic 
Fucking ten out of ten 
Just I fear I may like Roz for more than sex 
....a character flaw 
Carol and Lauren laughed at this 
Carol: oh baby 
We've all been there 
It's how I got my husband 
Lauren: can confirm it hapens to the best of us 
So what’s so sweet about him? 
You: absolutely nothing 
He's a massive fucking asshole 
But I fear I’ve grown attached 
Mandy: we’ll poor one out for you 
You and what I assume is going to be a dry spell 
At least til Rozy comes crawling back 
You: ...maybe not 
I mean, i didn’t mind my hookup tonight 
And it’s not like I’m picking up a stranger every night 
Plus I liked hanging out with my friend 
Tereasa: yessss get it Jane 
Carol: oh hell yeah 
Rozy is going to have to beg for you 
Mandy: we’ll be watching with baited breath 
Please keep us updated 
(and maybe give details if you sleep with another celeb) 
You: (I won’t give names, but I’m willing to rate) 
Don't worry, I think I can hold my ground against Roz 
Charlotte: I’ve seen that man’s puppy eyes 
You don’t stand a chance 
You: I know that Char 
Just let a girl dream 
Now want to hear details? 
Carol, Lauren, Tereasa, Charlotte and Mandy liked this message 





  
    Chapter End Notes

    I want everyone to know, we're going to be diverging from canon pretty hard, I hope this chapter is a good representation of that.

I would love to hear your theories and ideas for any upcoming chapters, I've got two more chapters in 2014 then we're jumping.


  


      

  












      Chapter 5: Olympians
  


    Chapter Summary

    I am not sorry about this chapter. I think I've gone insane and lost the plot of this fic, at this point I'm just letting Shane go crazy. The plot will hopefully come to me next time

anyway enjoy Scott and Shane lol
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  Life is shit, life is hitter then shit it fucking stinks and trudges everything around him down. Ilya can not fully explain the ways in which his life seems to be falling apart, and somehow it all revolves around Shane mother fucking Hollander. 
He hasn’t talked to Hollander in months, he probably won’t talk to him again for the rest of his life, only catching glimpses of the man when they pass each other like waring ship on the ice. It’s all just so cruel, and he has no one to blame except himself. 
That is not true, he can blame Russia, and even thought he does not want to, if it means he gets Hollander to come back into his waiting arms then maybe, just maybe he would lose it all for him. But that is just a fantasy, a child’s thought built on nothing, no a relationship, not love by any means. 
The point is everything sucks, and absolutely no one is taking pity on him. The boys do not know anything. They laugh and jeer in the locker rooms like there is nothing room with him. He puts on a smile and they perform. They will be going to the playoffs. 
But, just because his team do not know, does not mean their wives and girlfriends don’t. They rarely come to practise before this season, and if they did they sat and talked amongst each other, they did not make a habit to sit close to the glass. 
Now they do and it is infuriating. It their final game before the break for the Olympics and he worries he will not be able to go because he is going to kill one of these women. Based on how they talk it is going to be Carol or Mandy. 
Marly and Johansson will learn to forgive him. Jane won’t, but Jane is also the fucking reason he’s going to kill them. Coach is working on line drills, shifting them. He has to approve, but he has to watch first and Jane’s girls know this. 
Jane has probably told them everything a captain must do so that they can better formulate their attack. It’s hurts. Ilya can not believe for even a second that Hollander would sabotage him in such a way, but the golden boy plays dirty when he wants to. And he always wants to when it comes to Ilya. 
“I heard that Micha is in Montreal again tonight, do you think if we do the sleuth work for her we can convince Jane to go out?” It is Lauren, she is usually nice and put together. Ilya does not think she is anymore, not when she is setting up Jane with anyone else. 
“She already said she won’t do the same person twice,” Carol pauses as they nod, Ilya tries to act like he’s not paying attention, “but I think there’s a better play here.” 
He has to bite his tongue and hold on to every word begging them to stop. “Carol if you’re trying to set Jane up with Shane Hollander again, I think I’ll have to kill you!” 
“No, Char. I say we do one better. We keep mentioning players we think she could bag. Jane says she’s going to be at the Olympics, guess which handsome and single guy is there.” Carol wiggles her eyebrows and Ilya is mad at himself for losing so much focus that he notices that. 
“Please tell me you’re talking about Hunter, and not Rozanov!’ Mandy bemoans like Ilya is not the entire reason that she knows Jane. He gags at the thought of Hunter and Hollander. Would Hunter even be able to treat Hollander the way he likes, would he press him into the mattress, wall or floor at all the right spots. 
How quickly would he cum when in competition with his eagerness. Hunter couldn’t handle Hollander, he highly doubts any of the men Hollander has allegedly been with for the past months even compare to him. Hollander will still be a blushing virgin when Ilya comes back to collect him. 
“Of course I'm talking about Hunter! If you haven’t noticed Jane likes tall, competent and hockey, literally every guy she mentions has those attributes, and Hunter fits!” Out the corner of his eyes Tereasa is rolling her eyes. 
“If Jane wanted Tall competent and hockey I'm just saying, Shane Hollander is right there and very much the perfect match to piss off Roz.” Jokes on the WAGS, Ilya would pay to see Hollander look after himself. Maybe that is the subject of next time, he will get Hollander all spread out and begging for him. 
“Alright, well I'm alternative captain, and I say we concentrate our energy into this. More importantly Jane says her friends are trying to get her out there, a little to enthusiastically for her tastes, so we’ll be the voices of reason.” They all cheer quietly, stuck in their own world unafraid of who they hurt with their words. 
And that is the thing. Ilya is alone. He is alone and scared and must return to Russia to face the imminent threat of everything every year. Hollander was like him, he was alone and scared, but now he is out to friends. 
Now Hayden Pike, Montreal’s 15th best player, follows him around on the ice like a dog on a leash, and it is sickening. Worse even, Boiziau seems to know as well, glaring player’s words into submission. 
They get to touch and hold Hollander; they get to defend him and act crazy. The world already thinks pike and Hollander are fucking, why does he get to take this connection from Ilya too, what is so special about him. 
He slams his stick so hard into the boards in break, and he just lets it fall to the floor as he steps onto the ice. He shakes off the concerned looks and stands rigid next to the coach. No matter what he shakes off the anger follows him to the game and although he wins all of his mean keep staring at him. 
When he leaves and doesn’t promise to out with any of his Rookies he doesn’t notice the shared looks that pass between Marly, Kane and St-Simon. 
 
<-> 
BOSTON WAGS UNITE 
Carol: Jane how mad would you be if we fucked up Roz’s game tonight 
Like on accident 
You: accident or ‘accident’? 
Carol: first one 
We're so sorry 
You: don’t apologise to me 
It's clearly him that you pissed off 
So what did you do anyway? 
Mandy: we showed up to practise 
Sat too close to the change rooms while Roz was watchign for coach 
Then proceeded to talk about your hookups 
You: YOU TOLD HIM ABOUT THE HOOKUPS????? 
Charlotte: I thought you said we could? 
Wait fuck Jane 
Are you back together! 
You:  no we’re not together 
I’m not a cheater 
Just fuck, I kind of wanted to come to our next hook up better and shock him 
Yes I said you could tell, but like one time months ago 
Have you been bullying him for months?! 
Lauren: ...yes 
Respectfully, we thought it would be a taste of his own medicine 
You: Lauren, Rozanov is the most jealous man in the world 
And we both kind of suck at feelings’ 
Tease once fine 
Keep saying it and he’s never talking to me 
Tereasa: then we get a game plan 
Carol: yessss 
Mandy: we were joking about getting you to hookup with Scott Hunter 
Since you’re both at the Olympics  
(for some reason. WHO ARE YOU) 
But maybe instead you talk to Roz 
You: YOU SAID YOU WERE GOING TO GET ME TO HOOK UP WITH HUNTER 
Well, no wonder tonight’s game has been rough 
THEY’RE LITTERALLY PLAYING THE ADMIRALS 
Charlotte: alright yes, bad idea 
But Carol’s bad timing aside 
Getting you and Roz to talk in Russia is smart 
You: he will not talk to me now 
What makes you think he’ll even look my way in Russia 
Maybe I'll be too busy fucking Scott Hunter 
Lauren: yes get it girl! 
You: not the time Laur 
Lauren: right, sorry 
But come on 
Roz is going to want to talk to you 
Carol: yeah 
I mean just hearing about you made him break a stick against the boards 
You: fuck he did? 
God how weird am I that I find that hot instead of threatening 
Mandy: i think it’s more of a sign that you trust he won’t hurt you 
Which is weird since he’s hurting you right now by not texting back 
You: yeah....but like he’s defending my honour in front of you sooooo
Carol: Jane. For the sake of everybody in this chat 
Please get a life 
Or get laid 
Lauren: I’m a big advocate for both here 
You: yes, yes, I’m making bad choices 
Now, pick, option 1 or option 2 
Charlotte: fuck yes I love picking outfits 
You going to show pics 
Or still going to stay invisible Montreal jane 
(I’m still not convinced it’s your name, but Carol says Roz never stumbles with it sooo) 
You: it’s not outfits, now like my message 
Option 1 
Tereasa, Charlotte and Lauren liked this message 
Option 2 
Carol and Mandy liked this message 
Mandy: i like to be rebellious 
I don’t like losing 
You: maybe you would be a good hookup for Roz 
Anyway I guess we’re doing plan ‘talk to Rozanov’ 
Lauren: WAIT DID i JUST VOTE AGAINST FUCKIGN SCOTT HUNTER 
You: yes 😘 
Now I have a flight to catch for the Olympic s so hit here and wallow 
Bye bye! 
Carol: well now I’m wondering if i picked correctly 
Cuz like yes I love free Jane 
But also, she’s had months to find an actual partner 
It's just making me think she just wants Roz 
But also YESS GIRL GET IT 
Tereasa: Carol, she put Rozy as option 1 
Everyone knows what you really want is what you put first 
Mandy: that’s not true and you know it 
But what is true is that she chose what those options meant 
She could’ve lied to us about who she put where if she truly wanted to fuck Scott 
Charlotte: omg 
That's actually pretty deep 
@jane I know you won’t get most of this until you return 
Since Russia sucks 
But i think everybody here wants whatever makes you happy 
And if for some reason that’s a man who’s been ghosting you 
Then go get it 
Carol: true that 
God give you strength 
You're going to need it with Ilya 
Mandy: more like God give her stamina 
Have fun babe 
Logn live the Queen! 
<-> 
 
Sochi is cold, it is colder than the worst winters back in Boston, worse than when the power went out in his childhood home. Everything is stilted here; it is all quiet and neat and perfect. The only thing that roars louder than the crowd at games is Ilya’s own heart. 
He will have to go to some party after this, his father will parade him around as if he can still remember who Ilya is supposed to be. He will release him to the hands of Svetlana, and they will all act like nothing is wrong. 
He will have to act like a perfect prince, a loser who will be fighting for redemption, but he has nothing to fight for accept his own anger. He loves hockey but it is a harsh and bitter game. 
Russia is out before they even have a real chance to play the game. They lose spectacularly, and yet he is still expected to be presented around the arena, boost morale and watch other competitors. So, he picks a sport he can learn from. 
If he happens to pick one people online were saying they saw Shane Hollander at, then would that be such a big deal. Ilya does not think so, but if the world knew the true him then maybe they would. He watches from the rafts, his eyes drifting away from where the pretty men dance to Hollander. 
His eyes try not to catch on old man Hunter; they try not to talk in every look that passes between the two. He wonders if the WAGS have already persuaded Shane to try his luck, he wonders what cold dark hotel room is covered in the evidence of the two of them. 
Would Hunter understand the risks of Russia, Hollanders certainly doesn’t appear too, too wrapped up in that fleece that almost swallows him whole, leaving only a white Canadian rabbit in his place. A perfect rabbit that would look so good bouncing on his cock, swaddled in only his jersey, with his number and number plastered on his back like property. 
Ilya watches all that more intently when Hollander escapes his chair and leaves through a gate. He watches as Hunter’s eyes follow the man out of the building, if that is where he has gone, or maybe he waits in a bathroom for the other, sneaking around like a dirty secret. 
He is so consumed by the thought of the two that he does not realise he is the one Hollander has snuck out to see. Not until the man is standing next to him. He looks breath takingly gorgeous with the blue light reflecting off of him. 
He wants to feel bad to beg, but there is nothing he needs to beg forgiveness for. This is Russia, they cannot be seen together. They should not even be seen together as friends under normal circumstances. It could risk their whole future together. 
“Hey.”  
Hollander is the first to talk, because of course he is, he is stupid. “Not here.” 
“I saw you up here, I wanted to see how you were doing.” He looks so excited, like he is waiting for Ilya to say something specific, he can not. “I am fine, go sit down.” 
Hollander looks angry, but Ilya turns his gaze away to focus back on the skating, to look as if he knows what he is doing, what he is planning, when he truly knows nothing at all. “We are nothing, not here, go away Hollander.” 
“Are you okay?” 
It cuts through him like a blade on ice, and Ilya is left bleeding from a gaping wound that won’t close up. He closes his eyes. “Please. Go.” 
“You haven’t answered my texts.” Ilya feels life draining from him. “No, I have not answered your boring texts, now will you go?” Hollander has the audacity to laugh, but he does not turn, he does not walk away and Ilya hopes it means something, even when it shouldn’t. Not here. 
“I can’t believe the girls encouraged me to fucking talk to you, to try and get you to talk to me for even a minute. You’re a selfish prick Rozanov.” Hollander is so rarely mad, to have it directed at him is a treat, but not like this. 
“Da, but you must admit that you like that about me.” He tries to joke quietly, hoping his voice doesn’t echo in the cold stadium, but it does not land. 
“I’ve already admitted that a million times Rozanov, if you’d just talk to me you’d already know that.” Ilya feels his heart shatter and forces himself to turn back to the ice, watching the men take laps. 
“We can not do this right now, not in Moscow, maybe not even back home. Please leave Hollander. I do not want to see you again.” Hollander does not put up a fight this time, for once in his life he isn’t stubborn. 
But Ilya is not him, and so he keeps his eyes trained to the ice and tries to bite back the tears in his eyes. He wonders if Hollander took the chance to look back at him, or like Ilya he will just move onto the nearest warm body. 
Ilya couldn’t even blame him for it. He’d do it too if he could, if he could be safe and free at the same time. If he could be brave and not think about all he’d miss at home, the people and memories he’d lose alongside being brave. 
He will go home this summer, and he will find a way to go home the victor. 
<-> 
Shane is fuming, he has been fuming since the fucking Olympics, to be fair about that one they’ve only just finished. He’s mad and he’s sieving. He had trusted the girl’s messages, trusted that they were right about Ilya, about him wanting to be with Shane, about this all just being one big mess. 
But they were wrong, they were so fucking wrong. Rozanov had not wanted to look at Shane for even a moment, he had barely given him the time of day. He had told him to go away, to leave with a ferocity. 
Now he’s sitting alone and horny in the fucking Paris airport. He has a lay over from here to Montreal and then a good few days to himself back on his feet for the rest of the season. “Attention, flight QU12KLC to Montreal is delayed for the next day at 5am!” 
Well fuck that too. He’s stuck in this shitty airport for another 12 hours, fighting to get some rest on these stupid uncomfortable chairs. He just wants to have told the girls he got something from this trip. 
“I’m going to take a guess and say that’s you Rook.” Scott Hunter slips into the chair beside him. “My flight was the one delayed just before this, looks like snowfall in both our cities is pissing off the airports was the one delayed just before this.” 
Shane wants to say something, to joke back, but damn does Scott look good in this light. All his mind can piece together is the conversation they had about being gay in Sochi and the endless teasing from the girls in his chat. 
“Good thing we’re together then, we could find a hotel to share.” he looks away aiming for nonchalant. “Yeah, we could Rook. I’ve got a place that has a room free. Just, uh, one King bed, will that be a problem?” 
Shane turns back to him and by god is he willing to admit the mad is hot. They wouldn’t last well together, there’s not enough push and pull, even he can admit that, but Shane would in fact be down for a very hot hookup. 
“Yeah, Scott, that sounds good. You want to head there together then.” He picks up his carry-ons and moves to the exit, out stretching his hand to help the other up. He knows the other also only brought the small suitcase beside him. “We can go together Rook, we’re friends aren’t we?” 
When Shane looks up Scott is looking back down with a wolfish sort of smile, and by god is Shane willing to get eaten alive by this man. He’s willing to the point that he doesn’t care about the rest of the tired travellers around him, he leaves with Scott and it doesn’t feel like that big of a deal. 
He speaks French in the hotel lobby to secure their room. When they reach the door, almost instantly Hunter is trying to take his clothes off. “You know, I’d say take me to dinner first, but I somehow never manage to get to that part with anyone.” 
Scott blissfully laughs and Shane is happy to help remove the layers of clothing. Between the bread and the hard abs Shane is not too mad that his conversation with Ilya went poor. “God Hollander, you look gorgeous.” 
“You say that to every guy Hunter, or just the pretty ones?” Scoot is moving kisses down his chest and sucking hickies over his pecs, almost groping him in a way, but not as harshly as Ilya does it. Shane tries not to feel disappointed at that. He fails miserably. “Don’t worry, only the ones that are good enough to get into bed.” 
He moves further down and Shane arches to give him better access his body feeling like it’s running and mile. He lets out a moan when Scott finally puts his mouth around Shane’s dick. He finds himself sliding his fingers into Scott head. 
He tugs hard, and with it pulls the most delicious sound out of Hunter. Shane loses himself in minutes, cumming straight into Scott’s mouth, the other barely splutters, riding him through it and gulping down the mess. When he finally pulls off Shane pushes him into the mattress to return the favour. 
Scott is left a mix of breathy moans and pleads for god. It’s fucking refreshing. Neither of them talk about it after, they shower separately and crawl into bed, setting individual alarms for their flights in the morning. 
When Shane wakes up in the morning it’s to an empty room and a bright yellow sticky note on the top of his charging phone. ‘Tonight was fun, but I have a feeling there was someone you’d rather I’d have been. ######### message me ;)" 
Mentally he agrees and pockets the note for his flight home. He pays extra for the in flight Wi-Fi and turns on his phone for the onslaught of text message, and for once he takes the number of his late night hookup and adds it into his phone. 
 
<-> 
The Old Gay Dinosaur 
You: hey Scott 
This is Shane 
Dinosaur: hey Rook 
You finally got back to text me huh? 
You: yes, I had to rush to the airport 
Thanks for last night 
Dinosaur: you’re thanking me for sex? 
That's kind of sad 
You: oh no, you’re mistaken 
I’m thanking you for the hotel room 
Pretty sure I paid you with amazing sex 
Dinosaur: damn Rook 
I can’t believe everyone thinks you’re a prude 
Well I can because same here 
But wow 
I mean the skill of last night was evidence enough 
You: aweeee did you have a good time Scott? 
You feeling jealous that one of us is getting laid 
Dinosaur: wow okay 
You're a bit mean Hollander, never let anybody tell you otherwise 
And I could get laid if I wanted to 
I’m just so tired of that 
And I have a feeling you are too 
You want to talk about what the rest of my note said? 
You: fine, yes i did wish you were someone else 
Nothing against you, just he’s better 
Dinosaur: can I ask you who 
You: yes, but I need you to delete the message on your end, I’ll be deleting it too 
Rozanov 
Dinosaur: fuck, well that’s certainly something 
I would say I'm surprised, but I’ve seen you two 
You: you know what they say go big or go home 
Dinosaur: I did not need to hear about that implication 
You: no you really did 
he tells me every time we text so someone should suffer with me now 
Dinosaur: right, on that topic 
How many of your friends know about you? 
You: are you thinking of coming out Hunter? 
Dinosaur: not really, I have nothing to gain from it  
that would outweigh the misery  
I just am thinking about telling a few of the admirals 
You: Well, if the conversation in Sochi is anything 
Carter seems to be gunning for some gay friends 
If it helps, both J.J and Hayden know,  
and by extension Jackie, we went to get me a guy one time before Hayds knew, true ally 
They've been good about everything 
J.J keep trying to get me to help him get into gay clubs 
I don’t have the heart to tell him clubbing isn’t my thing 
Dinosaur: I’m glad to hear you’re not alone in this Rook 
And I see the boring rumours do hold up 
I was thinking Carter, I might do it before we come back 
I doubt the admirals are getting far into the play offs 
Your man might do good though 
You: god you’re as bad as the girls 
He's not my man, and what? 
You didn’t want to say Montreal could get it this year 
Dinosaur: Montreal (you) could get it anytime, call me ;) 
But no, really, he’s been going good 
and the loss this Olympics could send him 
Also who the fuck are the girls 
You: ahhhh well 
I'm kind of Rozy’s favourite hookup, at least was when we were rookies 
They asked him if he had a girl 
And well he saw and opportunity and put me down 
Well ‘Jane’ 
Dinosaur: Hollander. 
Please tell me you are not in the Boston WAGS chat 
You: I won’t tell you then 
Though I will say 
Since Roz hasn’t talked to me in months 
 they’ve been encouraging me to hook up with other players 
Highlights: 
Myself 
You 
Hayden 
Dinosaur: Are you the fucking head WAG?!?! 
You: they call me their queen 
Now bye bye Scott Hunter got to check in about the sex we had with my girls 
Dinosaur: oh god 
No wonder Roz played like a man possessed last game 
They talked about your hookups! 
Please never let them mention this to him 
I don’t want to die 
You: too late 
Roz already definitely thought we were fucking in Sochi 
So you’re like majorly fucked 
Dinosaur: WAIT A SECOND 
SINCE YOU WERE ROOKIES!!?!?!? 
COME BACK HERE HOLLANDER 
 
<-> 
BOSTON WAGS UNITE 
You: hey girls 
Guess who’s back from Sochi and can now talk to you again 
Mandy: yessssss 
Give us the news 
How was hot sex with Rozanov 
Carol: please tell us you and Roz got back together 
I don’t think Cliff can handle sad Roz 
Lauren: nobody can handle sad Roz 
Maybe Jane, I believe in our Queen 
You: yeah so...talking didn’t go well 
Basically laughed in my face and told me to fuck off 
But I have a feeling it’s to do with Russia, something else was up, not me 
Anyway moved on to plan B 
Charlotte: the anti-baby medication? 
I thought you didn’t fuck him 
You: no! 
I practise safe sex, no baby captains 
I meant I went and fucked Scott Hunter 
Tereasa: HOW?!?!? 
I TRIED TO GET HIM YEARS BEFORE KANE 
MAN IS A STONE STATUE 
You: I am very hot 
And very convincing 
I said ‘this will fuck over Roz’ 
And he bent me over easily 
Carol: some days I miss when you didn’t tell us shit 
Like please girl 
Love you tho, and more details 
Mandy: weak Carol 
Keep talking Jane 
I need new materiel for Ilya 
Lauren: this is only more reason to tease Roz 
Like who losses a girl to Scott Hunter 
I mean he’s a babe but like that man is stonewall 
Charlotte: laur I think you meant a stone wall 
Stonewall is the gay thing 
Lauren: I said what I said 
Now was Hunter any good 
You: I promised I wouldn’t brag too much 
But I will say damn 
Still would go back to Roz though 
Lauren: i love how this is every fucking conversation 
You're just here saying I fucked a man 
But boy did I wish I had fucked your captain 
Get a grip woman 
Carol: hold on a minute 
If you fucked Hunter 
Do you think he could put you in the New York WAG chat 
Mandy: could you imagine 
Lol 
We could unionise 
You: now that’s an idea.... 
Tereasa: Jane did you get his number? 
If so please ask 
Charlotte: were begging 
I want some new girls to harass 
None of the boys have permanent girls 
They also say we’re scary 
You: i do have Scott’s number 
It would be crazy to ask though 
And even crazier to just unionise both of our groups 
Carol: I'm meant to be voice of reason with you 
But like it would be so funny girl 
You would be head bitch there too 
You: Roz would murder everyone if they found out 
I could not open with I’m Roz’s whatever 
Mandy: but think about the chaos!! 
Tereasa: please my queen 
We never ask for anything 
You: you are always asking me to fuck men 
You got me into this mess! 
Lauren: yes and we’re going to get you Roz back 
On the power of pure jealousy 
You: I believe you’re all on crack 
But I fear this might also be genius 
<-> 
The Old Gay Dinosaur 
You: yes yes, since rookies get over it 
I’ve been gay, last night told you this 
Dinosaur: ahh so you finally return 
How were the girls? 
You: yeah so about that... 
Dinosaur: Shane did you tell them I sucked in bed 
If so rude, unless it was truly that bad then I'm sorry 
You: nah you were fine 
Dinosaur: fine?! 
You: Scott I fuck Ilya Rozanov 
You were fine 
Dinosaur: okay don’t get to full or yourself 
That's Rozanov’s job 
What did you want 
You: I’m ignoring that comment 
But you know, since we fucked and you need a beard 
How would you like to be hanging out with ‘Jane’ 
Dinosaur: are you asking to be put into the New York WAGS chat 
You: if I say yes are you going to add me? 
🙏🥺 
Dinosaur: This is the greed they mention in the bible 
I’ll add you after I talk to Carter 
You: never let the world tell you you suck at hockey scott
you're still my twentieth favourite player
Dinosaur: you suck
You: and swallow
thank you for your time Hunter
I can't wait to unionise
Dinosaur: WHAT?!?!
STOP SAYING WEIRD SHIT AND LEAVING
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  Shane gets the follow up text from Hunter a week later, it’s clear this has been weighing on his mind for a while. He had sat through Carter talking at the Olympics trying not to out himself with his own panic that he hadn’t seen Scott, but clearly Scott had seen him. 
They’d been talking on and off for the past week, Scott had been asking how it felt to be sort of out, and Shane didn’t know how to say it didn’t really feel like he was. The thing is, sure he’s been hooking up with men in clubs and bringing them to the condo, but these men never know him. 
Nobody he seems to bring back matters, not in the way Rozanov does. Scott was a fluke, a one-off bit of semi-revenge sex which Shane regrets having because he much prefers to be his friend. Annoyingly he can’t regret the night, because without it he wouldn’t know that he isn’t the only one. 
But Rozanov doesn’t know this. He won’t call Shane back and he won’t text him. No matter how many hookups Shane finds himself under, all he truly wants is to have that connection back, somebody familiar he can fall into. 
He misses every bit of it, the ease of simply knowing one another so wholly. Other men have been good, they’ve been fine, but they don’t know how to work him yet, Rozanov didn’t need to be broken in like that, he just went along with Shane and eased him through. They grew and changed together, and he would give anything to have that again. 
And so, when Scott had asked him how it felt to be semi-out, all Shane could respond was that he imagines there is no reason to face the threat of coming out unless the gain was great enough.  
Deep down, although he would never admit it and never want it to come true, Shane would sacrifice his entire hockey career if it meant that he could keep Ilya. But, he has to be realistic to himself, Hunter will find a reason to come out before Shane ever has Rozanov, and so he formulates a plan. 
 
<-> 
The Old Gay Dinosaur 
Dinosaur: alright Shane 
I’ve been feeling carter out 
You: not that I think you needed to 
He gave a good speech at the olympics 
Plus you live in New York 
Dinosaur: yes yes, I’m in a better city then you 
Unless you’re trading 
Shush 
Anyway, we’re going to lunch tomorrow 
I’ve accepted adding you could be funny 
You: right, well here’s the thing 
We need a plan, because if you come out 
Three of us fall 
And I can’t do that to Ilya, not when he doesn’t know 
(which is his own dumbass fault for not talking to me) 
Dinosaur: poor baby in his awful situationship 
But yes, i agree 
Do you have a plan 
You: I’m Shane Hollander 
Of course I have a plan 
What if you add me as one time hookup, now permeant friend, Jane 
Dinosaur: The WAGS are not believing that 
You: they are if it was revenge sex for Rozanov 
Dinosaur: wouldn’t that still imply you’re a man when it’s released? 
You: Scott.... 
I’m going to queen so hard they have no choice but thinking I’m a woman 
They'll just think I’m the coolest woman 
I’ll be like: yeah we fucked but I realised he was gay, choose to stay friends and play beard 
Dinosaur: that’s actually a pretty good strategy  
You: people say that to me all the time 
I'm shocked they haven’t learnt that I’m smart already 
Dinosaur: blah blah blah 
something about Shane Hollander’s hockey IQ 
You: don’t act like you don’t know my statistics 
It's how most women try to seduce me 
You should’ve tried it 
Dinosaur: Did your boy? 
You: duh 
What kind of question is that 
Fastest way to get my clothes off 
Reminding me I’m better then him 
Dinosaur: This is too much information 
You: awe poor virgin baby 
Now I got to film another ad 
Add me to the New York chat tomorrow 
Tell carter I’m a friend too 
NOT BOYFRIEND 
DO NOT ASOCIATE ME TO YOU  
EWWWWW 
Dinosaur: WE LITTERALLY SLEPT TOGETHER 
You: WE ALL HAVE REGRETS 
Dinosaur: fuck you 
I’ll add you to the chat 
Dick 
You: yes, it’s great 
<-> 
 
Shane decidedly does not panic about his plan, he has everything together all of the time thank you very much. Okay so maybe he panics just a smig. He thinks about telling the girls in Boston about his new promotion in New York first, but he knows that would only serve to have them begging for him to join the chats together. 
He would be giving them too much power, and he doesn’t need the stress of trying to make that work right now, he can spend a day where he isn’t playing hockey that night doing that. For now he actually needs to focus on the hockey of it all, just let the world fade away and beat the shit out of Toronto. 
“You look tenser then usual, had something finally happened with Lily?” Shane almost jumps out of his skin and scans the room to make sure nobody has heard. “Could you please keep it down?!” He pleads. 
“Shane man, it’s Lily, nothing else just your girl.” Hayden emphasises the word girl and places his hand on Shane’s back rubbing comforting circles. Shane breathes. “It’s not Lily, hooked up with someone and now we’re kind of friends.” 
“Friends, or friends, captaine? Because I think it might be nice to move on from Lily, she does not respond.” Shane thought he was paying enough attention after Hayden had snuck up on him, he feels defeated when J.J does the same. He elbows the man to keep his voice down while glaring at the both of them. 
“Just friends, normal friends. I’m just helping them with things, they want to talk to their friends too, like I did with you two. And Lily is not that bad, just an asshole.” They both nod, but neither move away. “No offense Holzy, but you’re too tightly strung tonight for that to be the only thing going on.” 
“It is Hayden, or at least that’s the most I can tell you without spilling other’s secrets, and you know better then to force my hand there.” Hayden seems to take the hint and back off further into his own changing cubby.  
When Shane turns to shrug J.J off, he’s still looming over him grinning. “Does this mean you are not spoken for tonight? Would you be interested in coming to a club.” He knows what he’s doing when with the last part he almost screams the words for the entire locker to heard. 
Every single one of the rookie’s heads turn like predators watching prey. “Don’t even think about it kids, you can not drink! And you all have a curfew tonight before we hit the road tomorrow!” 
He hears the chorus of groans and he swears that Kerkes and Taylor are dragging each other to the floor to reenact dramatic death scenes for themselves. He simply shakes his head and thinks of plays for the game in his head. 
When he hits the ice for the game everything straightens up and his world becomes solely focused on hockey and not what’s to come tomorrow. Nonetheless, he sends a prayer to whoever is listening that nothing goes wrong with NY tomorrow, it can’t not after all this time. 
 
<-> 
The Admiral Avengers (NYC WAGS) 
Gloria: Alright girls 
We're doing this again 
Laura: who the fuck got a girl 
Greg hasn’t told me about anything 
Gloria: you’re never going to guess 
Maria: Andersson?  
Gloria: nope 
Scott fucking hunter 
Martine: please tell me this is a joke 
Like there is no way 
Gloria: okay yes 
It's a little bit of a joke 
Jane is not Scott’s girlfriend 
Supposedly they’re just friends who hooked up once 
“it was a mistake” to quote Scott 
Anyway, Carter says he wants to put her in here so that somebody can update for him 
Hunter sounds a little lonely 
Maria: awe!!! 
Please add her 
We know the routine  
Laura: hold it 
If we add her, is she taking your position? 
Gloria: I don’t think so 
She lives in Montreal so it’s unlikely that we even meet her 
Carter says he hasn’t even met her 
Martine: okay, good warning, we’ll play nice 
Gloria: thank you 
Gloria has added Jane to The Admiral Avengers (NYC WAGS) 
Gloria: Hello Jane, I’m Gloria, Carter’s girlfriend 
Maria: Maria here 
I’m Jalo’s girl 
Laura: Laura, Greg huff’s wife 
Martine: and I’m Martine, Breezy’s wife 
I heard you’re from Montreal so it’ll be nice to have another French girl 
You: you know Scott told me he was doing this today 
And yet I still feel blindsided 
It’s very nice to meet you 
Gloria: yes yes 
Let's play nice and act like we don’t have burning questions 
Who cares, Jane what’s up with you and Hunter 
You: wow, you’re much more straight forward then the other WAGS 
Laura: other WAGS?????? 
You: don’t worry Scott and I are on the same understanding 
We hooked up to spite my situationship 
(Goodluck with that next week) 
And now I’m here because he’s decided I’m a good friend 
Maria: that’s kind of sweet 
We have all been wondering about him 
He keeps to himself a lot 
Martine: good to hear, just ummm 
Other WAGS 
You: my usual hookup is Rozanov 
But he’s been a bitch for the past few months 
So you know revenge sex in Paris 
Gloria: girl, first of all, DAMN ROZANOV WOOOO 
Second, damn girl, Rozanov sad, he’s a whore 
Why would you think he’d stick around 
You: gloria I am in the Boston WAGS chat 
He added me as his favourite hook up in his rookie season 
More importantly he doesn’t have to marry me 
Just fucking respond to my texts and break up like a man 
Maria: fake a pregnancy test 
That usually works 
Just don’t use it too often or it won’t 
You: what is up with WAGS and trying to get me pregnant 
Martine: to be fair 
She's not trying she’s suggesting you fake it 
Laura: plus with a guy like roz 
At least he’d send you money 
You: I always forget how good his PR image is lol 
If I said I was pregnant that man would buy me a fucking house to keep us in 
Gloria: I’m failing to see the problem with this plan 
You know, except for lying with the biggest shit stirrer in the league 
You: he knows I won’t be pregnant 
And I have other plans, I didn’t sleep with Scott for no reason 
Laura: omg you’re expecting a fight on the ice 
For your fucking honour 
Girl you’re insane 
You: I’m practical 
He’ll be visiting Montreal after 
So, he can get fucked by Shane Hollander then by me 
Gloria: lol why are you an icon 
Martine: gloria I fear I like her more than you already 
She makes good plans 
Laura: I would like to second this 
Gloria: by all means she can take over 
Jane you want to be Head WAG? 
Since you’re Scott’s it’s up for grabs 
You: oh god 
How have I managed to do this twice 
Maria: oh fuck 
You're head wag for Boston aren’t you 
You: they like to call me their Queen 
Gloria: .....you’re technically in control of two WAG chats now 
Are we sure you’re not the queen 
You: please don’t speak my suffering of corralling every WAG, into existence 
Martine: wait you say Scott is revenge sex 
Shane Hollander is right there 
If you need to do round two I suggest you become queen of Montreal next 
You: I want you to know that he was Boston’s first pick 
But Hollander is unfortunately picky 
Hunter was somehow easier 
But should the opportunity arise I will enter that chat 
Laura: I think greg would understand if I slept with Hollander 
Like I mean you just got to look at him for a second 
Maria: I would like to second this motion 
And I guess good luck for Montreal tonight Jane 
<-> 
BOSTON WAGS UNITE 
You: alright girls 
Guess who’s in the admirals chat 
Mandy: YEESSSSS 
GO QUEENIE BREAKING BARRIERS 
Carol: have they been nice 
Are you the head girl 
You: don’t worry my place as Queen has been cemented 
Now it’s time for operation get him back 
Lauren: more like get him to text back 
You: oh who cares 
Just start brining up Hunter and the WAG chat 
I want this man fucking frazzled 
Tereasa: and what happens if he doesn’t go to you? 
What if he find another goal 
You: He’s playing Montreal soon 
He's going to have to talk to me 
Charlotte: alright we’ll do it then 
So be our duty to the Queen 
Mandy: to the queen! 
To getting her fucking laid! 
Carol, Charlotte, Tereasa, Jane and Lauren liked this message 
You: to getting me fucking laid 
Lets go ladies 
Carol: and to hopeful victory 
<-> 
 
The following weeks pass by so quickly. Shane watches the Boston and Admirals match religiously, Rozanov has never looked so good. It's a complete shut out with Rozanov not letting Scott score a single fucking goal. 
At the face off everytime they zoom into the two it looks like Rozanov is going for the kill. It frankly looks like all Rozanov is trying to do is murder everybody on the ice, he’s basically forcing them into the boundary walls.  
It was a messy game, and Shane could not have been more excited. The harder Rozanov decides to play the more he’s practically bouncing for their own game. Sure, ‘Lily’ has still not texted him before this game, and there’s only half an hour before they’re on the ice, btu surely he’ll talk to Shane, he has to. 
Shane isn’t sure what he’ll do if this plan doesn’t go through, if everything just falls apart in his hands because he chose to look after himself, to taunt him. He’s already faced ribbing from all of his girls for the Boston-New York game.  
Everybody saw it and knew exactly what was going down. The Admirals had taken screenshots of Rozanov’s face and sent them to the chat with ‘he’s so down bad’ and ‘I see you Jane, I’d fuck him too’. It feels oddly comforting that they don’t question his taste in men. 
He breathes for a few minutes and start forming the warm up training and then the lines for the game. When he steps onto the ice Shane forgets it all in favour of searching for Rozanov. He orders his team and circles around before doing his stretches at the border line like usual. 
He waits and waits, this time Rozanov does not come up to talk to him, he stays firmly on the other side. Shane shakes it off and moves on, maybe he’s just being held back by his coaches. He doesn’t realise anything is wrong until he slides up for the first face off the game and there is only harsh silence. 
“You don’t have anything to say Rozanov, you already know we’re beating you?” Shane jokes, waiting for that cocky smile and return, but it doesn’t happen. Shane doesn’t hear Rozanov talk to him for the entire game, he chirps at everybody else on Montreal, but the second it looks like he has something to say to him he pulls away. 
Shane’s head can not stop thinking about it. When the game ends with Boston winning Shane can’t help but wonder if this is Rozanov’s season or if he had a bad game. He gets his answer sitting on Hayden's couch a month later. 
He watches as Rozanov skates around the rink and holds the trophy above his head, praising his mother. Something sharp pierces his chest, and he can’t quite name it. He just has to sit and watch as Rozanov stands alone as family comes onto the ice, he can spot each one of his girls, and he hopes that while he is cheering for all of them, he’s he’s proud of Rozanov the most. 
When plates are picked up and put away he slips away for the rest of the team and into a corner, he pulls out his phone. For some reason the NYC girls are congratulating him, Shane doesn’t know how to feel. It’s not his win and if Rozanov has his way of never talking to him again, it never will be. 
 
<-> 
BOSTON WAGS UNITE 
You: congrats girls 
From me and the Admiral WAGS 
Carol: ahhhhh hi queeen 
Thank you 
Sending your well wishes to husbands now 
They're very grateful, Roz looks very shocked at hearing your name 
I think he’s pretending to be angry 
Mandy: we’re sorry you’re not here 
Don’t worry Johansson and I will have enough victory sex for the both of us 
You: don’t have too much 
The timing for a baby right now would suck 
Charlotte: we gave you so much shit about babies 
Is it finally time for your revenge 
You: I’ve been having my revenge all year 
Maybe next year will be calm 
Lauren: you and Roz are still not talking 
So I highly doubt it 
Tereasa: let her hope 
One of these days Roz is going to appear with a diamond crown for her 
Carol: I just had the thought 
I feel so bad for Tiff 
SHE NEVER GOT VICTORY SEX 
Mandy: we couldn’t have got here without Roz 
Her sacrifice was made with honour 
Maybe she’s having some in solidarity now 
Charlotte: maybe, I heard Sebbin’s doing an award for vegas 
So maybe that is victory 
Speaking of 
Jane 👀 you coming 
You: ....yes 
I will be cornering Roz in a dark alleyway so don’t worry 
Lauren: huh maybe next season is looking up 
You: hell no 
Hollander's coming for your blood 
Mandy disliked this message 
<-> 
 
The awards show is held in Los Vegas and Shane is so fucking nervous. He’s up for a few awards but he doubts he’ll win anything, which is frankly, for once his preferred way of being. He has one objective for the night, and it’s going to be getting Rozanov to fucking talk to him for once. 
He’s so focused on this goal that he can feel nothing else in his bones. He gets to where he and Rozanov are doing their little presentation early. He’s so early that he almost worries that Rozanov isn’t going to come at all. 
“Wow nice watch, I didn’t even notice it was you.” unsurprisingly the first thing Rozanov says to him after months of silence is a fucking chirp. “Where the fuck were you, we’re on in five seconds.” 
“Ahh twenty-five seconds.” 
“Where were you?” He asked breaking the stilted silence. “I was busy.” the next question slips out of Shane without a thought. “With who?” 
He does not get a response, just a look passes between them. He can’t tell want it means, the lights are too bright, and all of the cheering is far too loud, everything just feels too much right now, and he can’t remember his fucking lines. 
Then their names are called out. 
Shane comes back to the world mid speech with Rozanov’s hand trailing down his back. He looks up to the positioned phone and he tries to smile but everybody is watching and it feels like he is a show monkey. 
Shane does a lot of things on stage, he does ads and he could probably do this just fine, he just can’t do it with Rozanov standing right beside him, still so unclear about everything between them. 
“Great give me your number, I’ll text them to you!” Rozanov smiles and Shane does too, it’s all rehearsed and he hates that these are the only words they are saying to each other after so long. “No chance...” 
He opens the envelope, reads the name and gets the fuck off that stage. In the corridors where nobody can see them he turns to Rozanov. “Was that script right, do you really need my number? You haven’t texted me in months.” 
Shane can’t breathe, and now that it’s at the forefront of his mind he knows what was wrong about this whole thing, he’s have a fucking panic attack. So, Shane runs, he runs as well as one can when they can’t feel themselves breathing. He runs to that fucking bathroom. 
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  Ilya doesn’t care that he has won the cup, he could be ruler of the entire fucking world, and he would not care about this stupid little cup. All that seems to matter right now is this stupid Canadian in front of him. 
Hollander has been plaguing his mind for months, he has barely seen him in those months, and they certainly hadn’t talked in months, and yet he persists. He remains in Ilya’s mind, rotating like some sort of holographic presentation of what he is fighting for. But he is not fighting for Shane Hollander, the world has made that clear for him. 
It was bad enough to know Hollander had been fucking other men while in Sochi, it was like being stabbed in the back while being at home. It was worse to hear from his girls that Jane had somehow managed to drag Scott fucking Hunter into bed with him. 
Ilya does not know what Hunter could possibly have to offer Jane that Ilya does not already posses in much greater droves. He is young and fit, and seems to match Hollander so nicely, so why would he go off and fuck Hunter. 
Surely Hollander understands that he is focusing on his cup right now. Surely Hollander knows that Ilya can’t help but come back to him, that the only barrier between them is the continent of Russia. 
Why can’t Hollander understand this. 
They did it in Paris. That’s what Carol had said when Ilya had come to dinner the week before and now he has to stare at Hunter right across from him on the ice. From the way Hunter stares during warm ups Ilya knows exactly what he’s done. 
Just like Hollander does, Hunter stretches close to the boundaries, waiting for Ilya to skate next to him. Ilya can’t help himself. “Do you enjoy taking things that aren’t your old man?” He hopes that Hunter can’t hear the desperation in his voice. 
“Jane didn’t seem all that much yours when she says you haven’t talked to her in months.” Hunter shoots back spitting onto the ice. Ilya feels his veins go cold and prays that none of his team hears. “Jane understands I am on cup run cup, I need focus. She is just hookup.” 
“You keep telling yourself that Rozanov, but between you and me, she’s in two WAG chats now. Who do you think she’s picking, a guy that talks to her, or one that runs at every chance.” Ilya moves quickly and fucking Marleau moves faster. 
His entire team has to pull him gently back from the barrier line. He wouldn’t count it as a fight, but Hunter looks frightened nonetheless. “What was that Roz, sounded like Hunter knew one of your girls?” 
“He is familiar with Jane.” He shouts an order to one of the rookies to fix his shock while Cliff remains frozen. “Wait Jane, as In Montreal Jane, the queen of the WAG chat. Rozy did you fucking fumble that? Actually, how is she still a WAG?” 
“She is still a WAG because I will talk to her again after we win, Da? Good, now win for me Marly. I need to punch the man who decided to sleep with her.” Ilya glares across the ice and Cliff’s hand finds his shoulder. 
“Do not fucking fight Hunter, not today. Jane likes hockey right? I think Jane’s going to be more interested in you if you play a clean game.” Ilya raises an eyebrow, “she is expecting bloodshed, your wife and the WAGS expect this.” 
“Yeah, well show her that she means nothing by not reacting. Play a clean game and tell her that her little adventure with Hunter is nothing on your radar. Hell let’s go party tonight. Then she can look at the Instagram pictures!” 
A few of the players around him cheer and Ilya lets himself relax into the role of captain. He pushes the team hard the whole game. He does not give Jane the satisfaction of chirping Hunter about her, and when Hunter tries to bait him he remains strong. Jane means nothing to him. 
<-> 
Somehow Hollander means everything to him. His sad face after Ilya ignored him on the ice was devastating, and the entire team ribbed him for not going out to see Jane that night. He couldn’t bring himself to do it. Somehow the knowledge that Jane sleeping with other men felt like a betrayal. 
If he heard about Hollander’s casual flings with women, maybe it wouldn’t hurt so much, still knowing he himself is the only man that will ever satisfy him. But no, Jane is actively seeking men. Men who are good at staying hidden and would be good for Hollander’s image if they got out anyway. 
Men who are not him, not the dirty Russian who players and fans love to hate, who most detest. Men who are not bound by the laws of their country. Men who if Hollander so desired, he could come out instantly and publicly be with. 
Ilya hadn’t really believed most of the WAG rumours were true until it came to Hunter, and now he feels sick at the thought of sharing Hollander. He wonders if this how he has felt when Ilya parades around women, surely Hollander knows they mean nothing, he does not keep their numbers like Hollander appears to keep his long list of hookups. 
Ilya raises the cup at the end of the season and for some reason it feels hollow. He dedicates it to his mother and he feels her spirit touch him as he kisses it and laughs with his team but he feels so fucking alone. There is nobody cheering him on, there are no seats in the audience that are filled by his family. 
Sveta is Russia and will only be flying in to be his date for the MHL awards. Maybe in another universe Hollander is here with him. Maybe he’d be in the stands, coming down oh so slowly to step on the ice to kiss Ilya. Maybe they be on the same team and Hollander would score the winning goal and Ilya would get to rush over him and take off their helmets and kiss him in front of everyone. 
But this is only the fantasy of dreamers. What is not a fantasy is his win. While he may not have somebody here to celebrate him, he will stand with his team as they celebrate each other. He will take the rookies to the best bars in Boston, and he will listen to the older guys drone on about going home to their wives and he will wonder if he will ever get to experience that feeling. 
The wondering does not last long, it is drowned out by alcohol, cigarettes and women. He does not go home alone. That does not mean the women are gone by the next morning and all that is left is the quiet of his penthouse apartment. 
Nobody invites him over to their house; all of the group chats are quiet. The worst part is that Jane’s contact remains quiet too. He had given up on getting replies from Ilya after Sochi. They communicate through the WAGS, if anything. 
Ilya knows he still watches all of his games; he snitches to the WAG chat when Ilya is favouring one side over the other because somehow the coach knows and Marly gives him a regretful look. It hurts to know that Hollander still cares, but he does not care enough to show Ilya that he does, he will not say it. 
<-> 
The week leading to the MHL awards is silent. Everybody is too busy with people that care about their victory. He does not blame them, he simply blames life for giving him this fate. So, he waits until he finds himself at the Los Vegas airport picking up Sveta the day of. 
He knows she knows something is wrong. She is smart enough to leave it be until they are both dressed and simply waiting for the cab to show up to take them to the awards hall. She looks beautiful, but should he get what he truly wants tonight, she will not be the one he sees naked in his bed. 
“Ilyusha,” She starts, looking his outfit over, he knew it was too much for just awards. “Who are you trying to impress?” He is thankful for the Russian; he could not put his feelings into proper words. “Jane.” 
“You have not mentioned a Jane before, what club did you meet her at?” He shakes his head and adjusts his bowtie. “Not she, Jane is not Jane. We did not meet at a club, she is old friend.” She hums at the word friend, they both know. 
“Will you be leaving me for him tonight?” 
“Yes, I am sorry, but I have been ignoring Jane for months now. If I do not talk tonight we might not talk again. It will be too much work to find a better dick.” Steva gives him a look and tells him he’s not fooling anyone, he’s barely even lying well to himself. 
“You have not talked in months? Ilyusha, in what state did you leave this man?” He looks away and prays for the speed of this stupid American car. “He finally let me fuck him, he bought fancy condo for us, just for us. I do not think that is the case anymore.” 
The second part is said quietly, to the point that Sveta does not hear it. Just by looking at him she at least knows not to ask him any further about it. “When did this start?” 
Ilya doesn’t know the answer. When did he start liking Jane? 2007. When did they first hookup up? Summer before Rookie season. When did he realise he could not live without him? The day he found out somebody else had him. 
“The summer before Rookie season.” The cab is a minute away. “Who is Jane, is he a player?” Reluctantly he nods. Sveta takes it and he watches as she starts to calculate and piece everything together. “Hollander is very pretty, good job Ilyusha.” 
He is not shocked that she figured out so fast. “You do not wish to tell me I am a fool, that I am stupid for picking him?” 
“No, if I was his type, I would have tried to take him too, but I fear I do not have the right parts for him. But you do, and yet here you are Ilya standing around pouting like a sad dog, as if you are not going to have hot rivalry sex tonight.” 
“He has been sleeping with other men.” 
“And do you not sleep with everything in Boston? You said you have not talked in months; you leave him alone after he gave you something precious. He is right to find someone else; you want him back Ilyusha, do not pretend you don’t. So, you will get on your knees and beg for him.” 
“I do not beg; he would not find that attractive.” 
“Fine, you give him your focus, your attention. You treat him like he is only thing in the room tonight. If you will not beg then at least show that he is worth something to you, and if he rejects you then I am in your corner in a very pretty dress that should be ripped off tonight.” 
Finally, the cab pulls up, he will be late, and that will not be a good start for impressing Hollander tonight. “Thank you for offer Sveta, I will introduce you to WAGS tonight, if you like you can go into WAG chat. Then I will not have to worry about Jane corrupting them.” 
“Jane is their queen Ilyusha, they will not replace her anytime soon. I will simply have to join forces with her terrorising her. Maybe even share a few tricks, coordinate a threesome.” He grunts and she laughs and they slide into the cab. She turns the other way when he passes the driver money to speed to the event. He needs to talk to Jane. 
<-> 
Hollander is running from him, no not him, the world. Maybe. No, it probably is his fault. Holander had looked him dead in the eyes, tears already welling up. He had no right to look so pretty as he said that to him. 
‘Was that script right, do you really need my number? You haven’t texted me in months.’ 
For lack of a better word he had looked heartbroken. Now as Ilya stands alone in this hallway he feels Sveta’s words crawl up his spine, so he follows. He will not beg, Russian do not do this, and he can’t do it for a man that is just a hookup. He will simply do as he has always done, prove to Hollander that he is still Ilya's favourite 
He walks to the same bathroom Hollander has just entered and checks the hallway for spectators. It is completely empty, only presenters pass by here, and they’re too busy right now. 
Shane is pressed in front of the mirror, his breathing shallow and his face bright red, not just the kind from tears but from anger. Ilya eases himself off the door and goes to touch Hollander, he flinches and Ilya shoots his hands away backing himself against the stupid hand drawer on the wall. 
Hollander still does not look at him. 
“What the actual fuck do you want from me?” Hollander’s voice breaks, he looks as if he is falling apart right in front of him. “Well?’ 
Ilya prizes himself in not being tripped up, so he powers through. “I want you to suck my dick.” 
“Oh fuck you, you’re unbelievable, you haven’t talked to me in so long and now you only come for sex and to gloat, you suck my dick!” 
Ilya walks forward like he is stalking his prey. He is not sure how Hollander can look so very pretty right now without doing anything expect look sad. He grabs at his chin and brings it close until Hollander is looking up at him with those wet doe eyes. “Maybe ask nicely.” 
He knows Hollander will fight, it is part of the game. But he doesn’t. He nudges into Ilya’s hand, and he almost wants to tear it away. “Please,” Hollander begs like he does not know what sort of effect his face has on Ilya. 
“If you want me to get on my knees on this filthy bathroom floor and suck your dick you will have to ask nicer than that.” The words feel foreign in his mouth, yes he most certainly wants this, this is hotter than he could have ever imagined getting tonight. But he should not be able to get this so easily, not after the year he’s had. 
“Please get on your knees, on this filthy bathroom floor and suck my dick. Please.”  
Ilya almost gives in, his is fully willing to sink to the floor right there and then. But in this state Hollander is not paying attention to the world around him. He does not hear the bustle outside, but he does. 
He pulls Hollander in close and wishes he could do more now, but he would not want that, not truly. “No.” He says into the smell of his hair. “What?” he feels heartbreak to repeat it. 
“No. We will go back to our seats, watch the rest of this boring show and go to boring party after. And then when you have been waiting allll night, you will come back to my hotel room and then I will maybe, maybe, do more than just suck your dick.” 
He continues to hold onto the back of Hollander’s head, almost bracing himself against the man, holding them both up in a way. Then he doesn’t have to, Hollander seems to comes back to it all with a smile, real or fake he does not know. “When did your English get so good?” 
“i read the New Yorker now.” he jokes. 
“Really?’ 
“No. It is boring.” He almost regrets saying it as part of Hollander’s smiles seems to fade away. “My dad loves it.” He lets out a laugh to squash the silence. “Ah, so being boring is genetic.” 
It seems to bring back a smile. So, Ilya does what works best, a bet. “Tell you what, if you win MVP tonight, I will do whatever you want, blow you, fuck you.” 
“And if you win.” Hollander shatters what little restraint Ilya has left, causing him to pull the man into a kiss. If the world ended right now he might even say he’d be happy to die here alongside Hollander, just for this moment. But he can not let himself get caught up in this again. 
He pulls away and exits back to the main seats. He finds Svetlana and for some reason all of the women at the table seem to be looking at him, not in admiration but in calculation. Sveta would quell anything bad, so he lets it be. 
When he wins MVP award he smiles knowing exactly what he will be doing tonight. It’s the type of smile in which Sveta instantly knows why later that he’s leaving her in the company of his friends while dipping out early. 
He has so deeply missed Jane. 
<-> 
Ilya almost rushes to his room to be waiting for Hollander before the chosen time. The room is quite beautiful, he could fuck Hollander against the glass, press him there for all the world to see how much the man is his. It would be delectable. 
But then the door knocks and he lets the man in. He looses all sense of the English language. Hollander has lost his suit jacket and that shirt he’s left wearing is sinfully tight in all of the right places. He watches intently as he toes off his rooms, leaving them right next to Ilya's. Perfect. 
“So, uh, where do you want me?” He is nervous like a rabbit and Ilya can only imagine what kind of vision he would be in Ilya’s jersey, maybe that will be next bet. “Follow.” he takes the back of one of the comfortable looking chairs and drags it to the next room. 
Like a good pet Hollander follows. “Get on the bed.” he raises one eyebrow but continues to take orders, it makes Ilya delirious. He doesn’t know how Hollander is the only one with this kind of capability. 
He takes his seat directly opposite and it is low enough that he has the perfect view of Hollander’s crotch. He waits patiently while Ilya’s sips on his drink. When he looks up Hollander is there, anticipating, waiting for permission. “Touch yourself, go on. Play with yourself like you do when I am not there.” 
He tries not to think about the way rumour suggests that Hollander gets on just fine without Ilya, he bites down the bile in his throat to watch the show. From the red flush, Hollander at least is a little needy without him, maybe Scott Hunter did not please him the way he should. 
Ilya watches as Hollander sneaks a hand down his pants, watches the way his face changes. It's all just so electrifying, magnificent. No, mesmerising. “Take your pants off.” He demands, he is slightly shocked Hollander hears it in his state but he does as comanded. 
More importantly like a cheap prostitute he throws his underwear at Ilya all while continuing his performance. Ilya is not ashamed when he puts the garment in his mouth a taste all of his efforts. It's heavenly. 
“Ilya!” Hollander gasps, and Ilya almost shatters his glass in his hand, the urge to meet him on that bed and kiss him stupid and propose marriage is too strong. So, he contains himself, lets him loom but not touch, suffer like he has the whole season. 
 He hears the exact sounds Jane usually makes before he is about to come and downs the rest of his drink and pulls Hollander’s hand away from himself. He looks him so close in the eyes. “Good job dorogoy, I take care now.” 
He does not reach to kiss the man, the pet name was already too much tonight. Instead, he gives as good as he gets. He moves down to meet Hollander's dick, and it is leaking and perfect, everything that he has wanted for these past months. 
He sucks on the tip taking in the taste before he takes the full length, relishing in Hollander’s gasps and moans as he withers underneath him. He fucks him into the mattress soon enough then has Hollander on his knees sucking him off one last time before they end tangled in bedsheets. 
And the thing is Ilya is having a good time, too good of a time. He can’t talk to Hollander, or everything will spill out and he will not want him again. So, he takes the risk and pulls out a cigarette. 
As predicted Hollander scrunches up his face and Ilya tells him he can leave if he wants. It hurts more than anything when Hollander chooses to leave him. It hurts more when he takes that little moment to say ‘goodbye’. It only means Hollander sees him as a person worth saying goodbye to. 
At least now Hollander will be happy with him, and they can continue texting again and the WAGS will be happy. Tonight was a success no matter how much he wishes he could just hold onto Jane for just that little bit longer. It is a shame he will have to stay in Russia this summer. 
<-> 
Shane almost falls apart in the elevator. Tonight, has been awful, it’s one thing for him have to lost but it’s another for Rozanov to completely detach him of any affection. Maybe he was wrong to believe he had a special place in lily’s heart. 
In-between his blurry tears he finds Lily’s contact among his starred conversation. Slowly he types out ‘we didn’t even kiss’. He stares at it for a moment then more tears fall. He hasn’t looked at any of his texts in the past months. 
Shane had to completely fall apart in front of him to get his attention. No matter if he sends this or not, Rozanov will not care, he will not come running to kiss Shane, that is a ridiculous fantasy. 
He presses the backspace button over and over again, a red note with something about there being no message lets him know he can exit the chat. He leaves the elevator with puffy eyes and heads straight to his room. He isn’t up for anything tonight. 
Somebody doesn’t get the message as his phone keeps lighting up and pinging. When he checks he’s a little shocked that the Admiral WAGS have something to say at this hour. Then his stomach drops. 
He sent that text to the wrong fucking place, more importantly he sent it. He voiced his weakness to the world. And the worst part is, it’s not like any of them can help him right now. It all just hurts. 
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  Sveta knows for a fact that Ilya is going to fuck up her advice. Not for lack of him trying, she is very sure he is going to try his best, she blames both halves of the equation. She does not know Shane Hollander, but she has heard enough to put together the glaringly obvious facts spread out in front of her. 
Shane Hollander is Canada’s golden boy, a shinning symbol of perfection that is trying his best to hard the parts of him that are less than ideal in this world. He does not drink, he does not fight, he does not party, and before this year he did not sleep around. 
She does not know if Jane likes doing any of these things. Ilya has snuck away now, leaving her to the clutches of the Boston WAGS and she can’t help but wonder if these ladies pushed Jane into their antics. 
They are all getting wine drunk and giggly about encouraging Jane to go out, to snag a new man, to make Ilyusha jealous. A very pretty brunette, Carol if she can remember, has been reprimanding her husband for stopping Ilya from fighting Hunter during the game. Sveta wonders if they care about the game or if they had gotten so used to winning during the season they would not have minded losing their captain for that game. 
What she more greatly can’t understand is that these girls clearly don’t know Jane, or maybe she doesn’t know Hollander, because it makes no sense for him to go out a risk everything for a hookup. He has been happy to only briefly have Ilya for years, she knows the ghosting was harsh but surely he could see the win on the horizon too? 
She feels like an imposter at this table. While all of the women, like always, are cordially polite, Sveta knows that she is not wanted here, not as a replacement to their precious Jane. They all see her as a threat that she is most certainly not. She does not want Ilya, that man can’t communicate for his life. 
But, she would be remised to say that she does not wish to stop Hollander from running into the arms of another. Him and Ilya are clearly made for one another, they just don’t see it yet, but she can remain patient. Maybe while they stay in Russia she can persuade him to change his mind. 
Slowly all of the men leave the table and she finds herself facing off against five very scary looking women. Carol fingers the rim of her glass then makes eye contact with the others before they slowly shift to block Sveta in. She wants to roll her eyes and simply walk away from their intimidation tactics, but she has a feeling this will get her far. 
“So, Svetlana. It’s nice to see you again. I don’t know if you’ve heard of her, but do you have any news on Jane.” She sighs and takes a sip of her wine. Ilya will not be coming back anytime soon. “Da, I know Jane. I’m shocked that you have met her, Ilya is very private about it.” 
“Oh, we haven’t met her, we’d love too, but she’s just in the WAG chat.” The woman is all smiley and on the shorter side. “What Tereasa is trying to say is that we love Jane, and we believe Rozy might love Jane too, even though they both won’t admit it to each other.”  
“Men are stupid. I have told Ilya tonight that he must do something to please Jane, so hopefully she will be pleased.” The blonde nods almost wickedly, Mandy, Jane must be obvious about his feelings if she knows. “Good for her, we finally got her her Stanley cup victory sex.” 
Sveta snorts up her wine when she takes another sip. She has a feeling that if Jane has anything to say about it next year they will be partaking in it again, and maybe the year after that. If he is anything like the way Ilya describes him then they’ll be competing for that cup for years. 
“I think this hardly counts,” Lauren says while waving her hand, “is it a victory if you did not come on his arm tonight, she’s still just some secret. I say she should go back to Hunter.” 
“Do not make her go to Scott Hunter, that will end in a homicide.” Surprisingly the women are not afraid to laugh with her. Charlotte raises her glass, “let us toast and prey that Jane and Roz tie each other down tonight, because I do not think I could stand it if New York won Jane.” 
“Ughhh yes, they’ve already been bragging, they came to that game just to talk about how nice it is to have their queen, like Jane wasn’t ours first.” Mandy grumbles. Now that is interesting, to have Jane in both chats, and have them be aware of each other is quite the risk if one or the other comes out. 
“Does it not take much to enter these chats now? If sleeping with a player was all it took Ilya should’ve added me long ago.” While many of the girl side eye her, Carol laughs. “Sveta, the man has to choose, for soem reason Ilya chose Jane, sorry.” 
“Oh I am not offended he did not choose me, I could not imagine anything worse than being queen wag. I do not like him like he and Jane love each other. I simply want to be able to talk to Jane.” 
“Do you not have Jane’s number?” Tereasa asks. Sveta shakes her head. “No, I was told about Jane today. It was like he was giving me a press briefing.” 
Again, they all look to each other as if they can read minds, they must have been friends for a very long time. As is becoming a pattern Carol is the elected spokesperson. “How would you feel if we could get you into the chat. We’d just need to ask Jane first.” 
“So long as Jane is fine with it, I would love to help you all conspire. I may be the only to be able to actual talk Ilyusha into his feelings. But I will be in Russia for the summer, contact me when we are back, here, I’ll give you my number.” 
Svetlana takes Carol’s outstretched phone and puts in her number, when it’s returned the nearest woman hugs her, while the other laugh and clink their glasses. The night slowly fades away and for a brief moment between his presentation and award receiving Ilya comes back to tell her he is leaving early tonight. She is happy to have booked a separate room. 
Before the partying can start and night is over, she just happens to pass a table labelled ‘New York’. The WAGS now seem to have accepted her as some project as she has both Charlotte and Lauren clinging to her arms. They halt very abruptly at the table. 
“You know I don’t think you’re much of a Jane, but sometimes parents do make mistakes. Any chance we can get you back with Scott tonight?” A very tall woman in an exquist dress comes over and hugs her out of reach of Lauren and Charlotte. The latter of which snaps instantly. 
“Wow, Gloria. You don’t even know your WAG queen, this is not Jane. She’s just Ilya’s friend.” Gloria pulls away and the rest of the table looks at her, she does not look the scrutiny but holds her head high. “I am sorry I am not Jane, sadly though there is still hope for Ilyusha to get her back tonight, I have no reservation about going home with him.” 
“I’m sorry for accosting you then. I simply wished to properly welcome our Queen. We’d welcome you into the group, but we can only accept one Boston traitor, and you’re sadly not cool enough for that.” 
Sveta laughs and when she sees smiling faces look back at her she understands that it truly is no offence. “Don’t worry, I quite happy on the hotter side of the river, I will take comfort in my Boston girls.” 
Charlotte takes her hand and pulls her back. “Yes, well goodbye Gloria, it has been great to see you. Maybe we’ll talk about Rozy’s new permanent girlfriend at the next game.” 
“Maybe we will, or maybe Scott will get a chance to try again and find himself not just as a simple friend to her. Best wishes.” They all smile and glare when backs are turned. While usually Svetlana would not bother in participating in acts, it is fun to find herself giggling along with Lauren and Charlotte. She has yet to make friends in America. This is a relief. 
<-> 
It takes half an hour for Sveta to find Ilya again, he seems to be avoiding everybody in the crowd to get out, and spending every waking moment away from the judgemental glares of the women at the Boston table. Not that she can blame either side, the girls don’t know the full story and Ilya is too dense to do anything. 
She eventually ends up finding him next to a potted plant, looking extremely shady. “Are you looking for Jane?” She asks in Russian, searching the room for the Canadian in the nice suit. 
“Da, but I will see her later tonight, we can still go out and party, i promised you a good time.” She bows up to straighten his bowtie. “Ilyusha, we both know you want to see her more than me, I can find somebody to show me a good time tonight. Just tell Jane to meet earlier, The Boston WAGS are counting on you.” 
“You talked to the WAGS, they did not seem like your type of friends.” She shrugs and backs against the wall beside him. “They were nice and funny, hard not to get along, and they have a lot of plans to get you two together. I promised to help if they could convince Jane to let me into the chat.” 
“She would add you without complaint.” She digs her nails into his arms to get him to look at her. “Ilya, Jane thinks you are fucking me. You are because the thing with her isn’t serious, but I doubt she wants the woman in the way of you two in her chat.” 
“Jane knows we a just friends. This will not be a problem.” Ilya is intentionally ignoring her, but it will be fine because she can just tell Jane that everything between them is platonic once she gets ahold of his number. 
“I know I will see you at parties tonight, but promise me you’ll meet with me in the lobby tomorrow for our flight.” 
“Do not worry Sveta, I will have nothing to preoccupy me over the night, I will be ready.” She just hums and they walks with the crowd, breaking off to different bars. “Are you going to miss having limited access to Jane this summer.” 
“It has always been like that, this summer will be no different.” 
“Aren’t you trying to make up for ghosting.” Ilya nods, “yes, but she will understand that I can not contact in Russia.” 
“Will she? The girls tell me that Jane has not been happy about the ghosting this year, you must have a good apology tonight.” he smirks and Sveta already knows he has lost. “Of course I will treat her well.” 
Svetlana prays to all the gods that will hear her that Ilya Rozanov has a brain in there somewhere. If he does not and she has to return to America after her summer to an exploding WAG chat then she might just help Jane put Ilya’s head on a spike, then they can run away together and genetically produce perfect hockey babies while he brings home men. 
It's what Ilya would hate, and frankly if he stuffs it again, it’s what he deserves. Maybe she’ll try talking first. 
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      Chapter 9: Lets Unionise
  


    Chapter Summary

    the chapter you have been waiting for, we're starting to get the plot back on track



    Chapter Notes

      
        See the end of the chapter for notes
      






  Shane stares at his phone and finds himself barely clawing his way back to his suite. The place is crawling with hockey players and yet his not too surprised that at this hour nobody is roaming about. His chest is tight and the entire room feels blurry, just out of focus, drifting away from him. 
This was meant to be a fun night, he was going to reconnect with Rozanov and get things back to how they are, to how they have been working. But it’s almost as if the man was pulling away though the entire interaction. It was as if Shane was not an object of affection but rather a chore that he must go through to please those expecting it of him. 
Sure Rozanov took great pleasure in tearing him apart, but he didn’t kiss him. He didn’t try to hold onto him, to hug him and comfort and care the way he just so rarely does. Shane shouldn’t have expected that care, but it hurts worse to know that he is not worth anything for so long. 
He can’t believe he has gone through this entire shitty night and that message sits at the top of his phone with the word ‘sent’. The Admirals WAG chat is alight with fire, with speculation, confusion and most importantly anger. They're willing to go to war for him, and they don’t even know that he’s a him. 
He wants to throw up. 
 
<-> 
The Admiral Avengers (NYC WAGS) 
You: we didn’t even kiss 
Gloria: hey um jane what the fuck is this 
Do we need to fucking kill Rozanov 
Laura: girl??? 
Are you going to respond 
You can’t post this then dip 
Maria: Jane please respond 
Matti’s staring at me like I’m insane because I screamed 
Fuck you’re not going to answer, are you? 
Martine: worse, she’s not answering 
And we can’t get in contact with any other WAGS since everybody is home for the night 
Or so spread out that it would be insane to try 
Laura: you underestimate our channels 
We could totally get in contact with Boston to bully Rozanov 
Gloria: and to think Boston was so sure they’d get back together tonight 
Team Jott for the win 
Maria: I fear that is a terrible ship name 
Now tell Carter to tell Hunter to get his ass together 
We got to stand for the queen 
You: nobody is standing for anything 
I didn’t mean to send this here 
Just ignore it 
Laura: like hell we are 
You're telling me you were at the awards tonight and said nothing 
And then this comes up 
Girl be serious 
You: I am serious 
Just leave it be 
Gloria: fine, we’ll contact the Boston WAGS 
You: don’t do that?! 
Then they’ll tell Roz and then I’ll look pathetic 
Martine: .....pathetic 
....for askign for him to kiss you 
My Queen.... 
Scott Hunter is right there and he’d probs get on his knees to take you back 
You: no thank you 
I’ve sadly chosen this one 
Maria: alright, well if you’re going to be like this 
I’m issuing and ultimatum 
I have Lauren’s number from way back (Boston) 
You spill the deets behind the message or we riot at dawn 
Gloria: I would take her seriously 
She's a little bit insane 
You: I can’t believe you’re doing this 
You're just going to send it to them anyway 
Maria: okay if you tell us we promise not to tell them over the summer 
Rozanov goes to Russia right? 
So there’s nothing they can do 
We'll revisit this when the season starts 
You: fuck it, you drive a hard bargain 
I was at the awards tonight for my own reason, I did not come with Rozanov 
Gloria: damn it I really thought you might be that Svetlana girl 
She was cosy with the WAGS 
You: Svetlana was there? 
Actually, you know what I’ll deal with that later 
I had a panic attack in the bathrooms at some point, barely remember not really important 
Then we made a time to meet up at his room 
We fuck but it feels disjointed, still good as all hell 
just he usually kisses me and praises me 
This time he did not kiss me once and when we were done he pulled out a cigarette 
He knows I hate them 
It felt like he wanted me gone 
Laura: oh baby!!!!! 
I'm just now remembering that you’re only like 23 
Crazy, but all the lack of communication makes sense 
Martine: why didn’t you ask Roz to kiss you? 
From what you’re writing he would have 
You: i just had a panic attack in front of him 
I’ve been yelling at him for 6 months to talk to me 
And I’ve turned the WAGS against him 
I really did not want to seem desperate 
Gloria: you know what, i respect it 
But girl, if he doesn’t care about what you want and calls you desperate 
Then he is not the one 
You: oh he did not call me desperate 
I feel desperate 
And I’m kind of worried if I say anything it’s done for ever 
And I really like what we have 
Maria: OOOHHHHHH 
You're in love with him 
You: that’s ridiculous 
I just want him for the sex 
We don’t do anything else 
Laura: honey 
This conversation started with you posting ‘we didn’t even kiss’ 
I’m pretty sure that you’re at least a little bit in love with him 
And that’s alright 
I think we give up our Jott dreams  
Gloria: I hate to not support Scott 
But fuck it 
Jane we’re going to help you lock down your bad boy 
You: HE IS NOT MINE 
There's nothing to lock down 
I’m not in love with him! 
Martine: Jane listen to us 
Do you enjoy spending time with him? 
Do you like talking to him for more than sex? 
Could you see a future where you’re together? 
You: yes I do enjoy the time we spend together 
And yes when we did talk it was fun, he made me laugh and I miss that 
But Rozanov and I both know that there is no world in which we can be together 
I don’t know if I love him 
Because it does not matter 
We can not be together 
Maria: I’ll take it 
I won’t be contacting anyone from Boston 
Not yet 
Enjoy what’s left of your summer Jane 
Try to think about what you’re doing with Rozanov 
You: thank you Maria 
I’ll try to think about it 
But I promise you nothing 
And I’m doing a silent retreat after this 
So don’t expect much 
Gloria: please take care Jane 
And message us if you need to key his car 
Laura: I’m always down for murder 
Or like a conversation 
Maria: we love you queen 
(you’re in love with him) 
Martine: have a good time 
I’m still willing to go for team jott 
You: thanks girls 
I love you 
I hate the name Jott 
Gloria: yeah but is jilya better 
You: no that’s shit 
Obviously we’d put our last names together 
Gloria: and that would be???? 👀 
You: none of your business 
Have a good summer ❤️ 
Martine, Maria, Laura and Gloria liked this message 
 
<-> 
BOSTON WAGS UNITE 
You: I thought I’d text this at a reasonable time 
Enjoy your morning hang overs from victory 
Now who was going to tell me you were thinking about adding Svetlana to this chat 
And why did I have to hear it from the Admiral WAGS 
Carol: AAHHHHH JANE 
How was your night 
You: kinda shit, but I’m boarding a plane for my silent retreat 
So you’re not going to deflect 
Svetlana, go! 
Lauren: well I’m no longer feeling optimistic with ‘kinda shit’ 
But Roz brought Sveta as company for the night 
She says she knows about you 
We asked if her and Roz were together and she laughed for a while 
So I don’t think you’ve got competition 
You: well that’s nice... 
Just um, if she’s not dating Roz then why would we add her to this chat? 
Carol: it’s early and we’re all pretty dead 
But if I remember she suggested that so long as it was okay with you 
She knows you live in Montreal and can’t do much to bully Roz into things 
So she wanted to act as an enforcer 
You: right 
So you guys were just going to add her to this chat 
Carol: god no! 
You're our queen and if you’re uncomfortable it would never happen 
Here's her number ######## 
She's in Russia right now  so wait until summer’s over 
But she wanted to talk to you first 
We all felt you might get along 
You: okay, I’ll try 
I’m going on a silent retreat now but when the season starts back up 
I’ll talk to her 
Carol liked this message 
<-> 
 
Shane’s summer is chaotic and awful in the best possible way. He spent the entirety of his summer retreat thinking over the facts of his relationship with Rozan -no Ilya. Somehow, after six months of being ghosted and tortured by this man he is stupidly in love with him. 
Shane has managed to fuck other guys and gain numbers from who knows where and yet the one stupid man who wouldn’t even kiss him has captured his heart. Shane doesn’t know what to do with this, so he’s been panicking. 
His mother had commented about fives time for the two days he had stayed with them that he’s looking very tired and acting weird. How does one tell their mother that the reason they’re acting strange is because they’re in love with their arch-rival who they’re on a strict friends with benefits contract. 
The point is, he can’t talk to anyone about this. Sure, the WAGS would all support him, they’d be so nice about it all, but they don’t know that he’s Shane. Their advice would be strictly for a woman that Ilya could be with publicly, one that could perfectly satisfy his wants and need. 
A woman that sexts back correctly and doesn’t feel like a burden on Ilya. Somebody perfectly tuned to Ilya, maybe that’s Svetlana and he’s just holding himself back for Shane’s sake, but that’s stupid and Shane should just let Ilya fly free. 
The point is Shane has not had a stress-free summer; all it has done is give him an aneurysm. His mind has been working over time to focus on maintaining his hockey skills and trying to figure out how not to die of embarrassment. 
Now he’s sitting in his car outside of Hayden’s house dreading his life. He can’t believe he has to go to this fucking party when he could be running through drills again. This is Montreal’s year, he just has to prove it. 
A knock inturrupts Shane’s thoughts. Hayden makes a motion for Shane it either roll down his window or step out of his car, reluctantly he chooses the latter. “You were really just going to sit here for another half an hour debating, weren’t you great captain.” 
“Don’t call me that Hayd. But yeah maybe, you know parties aren’t my thing.” Hayd claps him on the shoulder and starts dragging him to the door. “I know man, but trust me, I've got ginger ale and we’ve got a big backyard, just hold onto Arthur for jack and I and then you have an excuse not to talk.” 
“I will take you up on that offer happily, give me your child Hayd.” They laugh and Hayd happily steals the baby from Jackie. “Here you go, one people ignorer coming right up. We’ve got to stop phrasing me handing you my children that way.” 
“What, you don’t want to get me pregnant Hayd? Rude, I’m totally hot enough.” Hayden shoves him off and Shane finds himself drifting towards the world, simply watch his team get along. Every so often a teammate will come talk to him about the upcoming season, but they leave soon enough. 
The only people who keep talking for longer than 10 minutes are the rookies who take great pleasure in having Shane tear down their skills. Shane takes a little bit of pride in helping them develop their skills, but is frankly more happy when the party drifts outside and because of Arthur he has more than enough reason not to join. 
He takes a seat on the couch and just relaxes, sorting through his emails. Sadly, sitting with a baby alone has opened him up for attack. “I take can Arthur back if you want to hang out with the boys Shane.” Jackie says, plopping herself on the couch right next to him. 
“Jackie you know I would tell you if I needed a break, and I’ve heard enough of the crying from Arthur over the phone to know this is probably the quietest his been in weeks.” She smiles and pulls away but stays sitting close to Shane. This is when the error of his ways sinks in. 
Shane Hollander should really know by now that if he sits alone long enough at these events the girls descend onto him. 
“Soooooo, you going to be inviting anyone new into our chat this year?” Miranda sits down on his other side and effectively corners him in while the rest take their seats. “I don’t know, maybe.” Frankly Shane’s being honest for once. If he and Ilya do figure this out then he has to add him to the WAGS. 
“What do you mean maybe! Shane is there actually somebody you’re seeing?!” Jackie is clutching to his wrist, and he has to glare and pointedly look down at Arthur to stop her from blowing his eardrums.  
Jackie is giving him a sneaky look, she knows he’s gay, she should not be risking everything by saying this, but he wants to give in and tell her, even if he can’t say Ilya’s name. “We only really meet up to, you know...but I think I might be in love with her.” 
Every single one of his audiences looks shocked and he’s not happy about it. “You can not tell your boyfriends and husbands! Okay, if this ends badly I do not need that on my mind. I don’t need the ribbing.” 
“We can hold our tongues, we’re cool like that. But, is there any chance you’ll tell us a little bit about her?” He shakes his head at Rhea, causing groans to erupt. “You can find out things about her when there’s something to actually know.” 
“I for one am happy you’re thinking about tying things down with Lily.” Jackie smirks when he splutters. “How on earth do you know about Lily!?” 
“What, you think my husband doesn’t notice that every time we’re in Boston you sneak off to go to Lily’s. Plus you told us, remember. God, now I just want to ask the Boston WAGS if they know the girl. If only we have a way to contact everyone.” 
It’s an interesting thought. One he could probably work on, god knows the admirals and bears both want to talk to each other if only to get him to talk to Ilya. The rest of the conversation passes on without him. He chimes in with gossip every so often, and sometimes the guys look at him funny when they grab a drink. 
Shane is ready to go home, and ready for the season to finally start. Now he just has to convince both Boston and New York not to do anything stupid. That’s going to be impossible. 
 
<-> 
BOSTON WAGS UNITE 
Carol: hey gorgeous ladies 
Are we ready for the preseason and to win our back to back cups!!! 
Lauren: girl I am so ready 
I got a new jersey this year because my last was fraying 
So I will be chic 
Mandy: yeah I'm probs ready for the season 
But who cares 
@jane get over here 
WHAT HAPPEN IN VEGAS 
You: isn’t there a whole saying about not snitching? 
Like I feel that that’s a thing 
Charlotte: yes but come on 
The last thign you texted about before the retreat was Svetlana 
None of the idiots awake thought to ask you about how your night went 
You: uhhhhhh 
Give me a second 
I need to talk to the Admiral WAGS first 
Tereasa: wait my queen 
DID HE FUMBLE THAT BAD??? 
Lauren: Jane? 
Oh, she’s definitely gone 
 
<-> 
The Admiral Avengers (NYC WAGS) 
You: right, so preseason is coming 
Just going to put this out here 
I think I’m in love with Ilya Rozanov 
Laura: Fuck Yes I called this shit 
Gloria: awe we’re proud of you Jane 
Poor Scott losing you 
Couldn't play the game 
You: I’m going to tell him you said that 
Iconic.  
As for a plan, hear me out 
Maria: I’m will bring my shovel to bury bodies 
You: thank you but, no 
You're going to download this link for me 
https://erbgtjignfritbef4tm  
Martine: and what is this Discord thing 
You: it’s a chat forum thing 
Instead of having a million numbers on your phone we use this app  
I have a sever link here: https://erbg8956y80dbfcvmkgjjk  
Gloria: Why does this thing have locked group with all of the different teams 
You: alright, so I’ll add you to the Admirals section 
But here’s how this works 
The main sever is for everybody 
You guys will be in the locked Admirals WAGS just for us 
But I'm putting you in a planning group 
Laura: and what exactly are we going to be planning? 
You: here’s where you have to hear me out 
Thoughts on going a on a sex strike to bully Ilya into having a whole conversation with me? 
Maria: this is an insane decision 
But I’m kind of in love with you for it 
Like this is incredibly hot and sexy 
Keep talking 
Gloria: I did not realise this was an option 
Please enlighten us 
Martine: I’m in if you think it’s going to work 
You: alright, as it stands Boston and New York are the only chats the know about me 
But I have friends in Montreal 
I’m thinking all three of us unionise 
You guys play each other the week before he comes to Montreal 
We all go on a strike leading up to Boston v. Montreal 
Then both teams just raze him 
Gloria: I’ve never been more sexually attracted to a woman in my life 
Laura: I’m in 
I have both hands and toys 
It'll be just like a roadie 
You: that’s the spirit 
Now I just need to tell Boston 
By the way if you have friends from other WAG chats 
Send them the link and message me with their team 
Martine: I have Jackie’s number 
Want me to send across to her while you do Boston? 
You: that would actually be great 
Wasn't sure how to explain I had her number 
Maria: you want to tell us? 
Because that sounded shady as hell 
You: no, this is so much funnier 
Anyway, we’ll reconvene once I have my girls in the new chat with everything explained 
Thank you so much for helping 
Gloria: don’t stress 
You're our Queen 
Laura: I’m kinda living for the chaos so you’re good 
Long live the Queen 
Maria: preach the revolution! 
 
<-> 
BOSTON WAGS UNITE 
You: alright, do not inturrupt me 
I have three things to talk about 
1.Download discord, I’m adding you to the WAGS sever here: https://erbg8956y80dbfcvmkgjjk 
2.I have figured out that I am sadly in love with Ilya Rozanov 
3.Last time in Vegas we fucked and he didn’t kiss be once, now it’s time for a revenge plan 
Carol: you know what I trust my Queen 
What's the plan 
You: we’re finally unionising 
We're going on a sex strike 
Lauren: of all the things you could’ve said 
Mandy: I am ride or die for you girl 
Let's fucking get your man 
You: good attitude 
We're starting with a unified front 
Don't be mean 
Carol: we’ll try our best 
 
<-> 
Queen Jane and Her Sex Strike 
You (Queen): who decided to name it this when I wasn’t looking 
Mandy (Boston): guilty! 
I think it’s a good name 
You (Queen): alright and what happens when other WAGS see the name 
Are they going to try and be a part of the strike 
Jackie, Mandy, Charlotte, Carol, Lauren, Tereasa, Gloria, Laura, Maria, Martine, Miranda, Rhea and Poppy eyed this message 
Oh I see 
Message received 
You guys are trying to make a league wide sex strike 
insane 
Jackie (Montreal): says the girl who is organising this between three teams 
May as well try for the best 
You are going after Rozanov 
Miranda (Montreal): she’s right 
That's crazy behaviour 
Rhea (Montreal): fuck while we have you here 
Hollander is dating somebody named Lily 
Boston girls, you know anything? 
Carol, Tereasa, Lauren, Charlotte and Mandy thumbs down this message 
Jane liked this message 
Jackie (Montreal): JANE?!?!?!?! 
WAIT, DM ME NOW!!!!! 
Poppy (Montreal): wait Jackie we want to know about lily too 
Jackie (Montreal): NOPE 
This is between me and...Jane 
You (Queen): ahhhh I see 
Anyway, I’m going to talk to jackie now 
Please discuss your plans for the sex ban 
I will be getting Ilya Rozanov to fall in love with me 
Or at the very least talk to me 
Gloria (NYC): I really admire her confidence 
Like damn that woman 
Lauren (Boston): if she weren’t somehow in love with Ilya 
Baby i would lock down for a threesome 
Carol (Boston): and I think that’s enough talking from my lot 
Somebody please say something else 
Maria (NYC): idk who Lily is 
But damn is she lucky 
I’d ride Hollander like a horse 
Rhea (Montreal): you get it girly 
We had a barbeque last week and him holding Jackie’s baby 
If I was Jackie I would’ve left Pike 
No offense Jackie 
Miranda (Montreal): we do love Jackie 
I think we’ve all just accepted we’d leave our men for Shane Hollander 
Carol: surprisingly I’m not sure what I expected when i asked for a topic change 
But you be right 
We'd all fuck Hollander 
You (Queen): what the fuck did I just come back to? 
Jackie (Montreal): Now this is great 
I’m screenshotting this for later 
You (Queen): I hate you 
Jackie: Sure honey 
 
<-> 
Jane and Jackie 
Jackie: Shane Hollander 
Are you fucking Ilya Rozanov 
You: yes 
I am sadly also in love with me 
Don't tell Hayden yet because otherwise he might kill me for this whole sex strike thing 
Jackie: Shane 
I love you 
I think this might be the craziest you’ve ever been to me 
You: thank you 
I feel this strike might get us the Stanley cup 
Jackie: lol how? 
You: just wait until I get the whole league involved 
Jackie: this is weirdly hot even though you’re gay 
Wait is Scott Hunter gat?  
You: damn, I really just keep outing these men 
And as far as you heard, we’re just friends 
So....no 
Can't believe I have to tell the dinosaur about this 
Jackie: okay I see how you and Rozanov are together 
It makes sense now 
You're both little shits 





  
    Chapter End Notes

    people I need you to hear me out on Ilya, he is just very Russian and repressed and they're both so bad at communicating.

Don't worry next chapter Shane is going to communicate to the max. No Svetlana for this chapter sorry, the season hasn't started yet but I think I'm keeping Sveta out of the WAGS but her and Shane are going to become unlikely friends


  


      

  












      Chapter 10: To Ilya With Love: Fuck me and Fuck You
  


    Chapter Summary

    As always Shane is one step ahead of the game and Ilya is constantly doubting himself



    Chapter Notes

      
        See the end of the chapter for notes
      






  The first game of the season is this weekend, and Shane has two goals before Boston has to play. He’s going to bite the bullet and call Svetlana and sort that out, and then he’s going to see how much chaos one gay man can cause for the NHL. 
He pulls out his phone and looks at the contact be sitting down and just staring at it. He doesn’t know what’s stopping him from pushing that call button. He just can’t seem to bring himself to do it, to find out if he’s already lost his chance with Ilya. 
His girls had said that Svetlana was nice, and that she has blatantly laughed when they asked if she was with Ilya, if she was replacing him. So, that should be that, he should be able to press this stupid call button and move on, but his heart is hammering. 
What if she decides he’s not good enough for Ilya, not hot enough, not funny enough. Ilya already calls him boring. They don’t even use each other’s first names during sex, what if she decides that there is no real connection between the two of them, what if he is just truly blinded by lust. 
In his haze, he presses the call button, there’s no point in wallowing, nothing gets better if he does it. Somewhere in the back of his mind he can hear Ilya’s soft and soothing voice, and oh boy isn’t that pathetic. 
“Hello who is this?” He’s never heard Svetlana speak before, but at least the voice is feminine. “Uh, hello Svetlana, I’m Shane Hollander.” 
The other end of the line goes very quiet followed by some rustling and then he can almost here the clear silence. “Hello Shane Hollander, I have been waiting to talk to you all summer. You tracked when i would be in Boston, didn’t you?” 
“Guilty as charged, sorry. I know if you’re like Ilya Russia wouldn’t be a good time to talk.” 
“No, you are right it wouldn’t. You call him Ilya now? Do you knwo that he calls you Hollander or Jane all of the time?” 
“Yes, well the Ilya thing is new for me.” 
“For you? Did you not give him permission to call you Shane, because that would be very funny. I heard you are funny, from your girls.” 
“Trust me, I’m not, I kind of just say things that get interrupted in certain ways,” She hums and he continues to talk, this time feeling like a weight has been lifted off of him through the simple fact of not yet being rejected. “About the girls, I may have figured something out over the summer and want to run it by you.” 
“Hollander I am good at selling cars and understanding hockey. I’ve read about you, you do not want the first and you do not need my help with the second, so what has Ilya done.” 
“I think I’m in love with him, which sucks because I know he doesn’t feel the same.” There's a curse in Russian on the other end of the line before Svetlana comes back into focus. “Jane what do you mean he does not feel the same.” 
“I think it’s pretty self explanatory. Last season he finally got to fuck me then fully ghosted me. Then when we talked again it was in Vegas to which he couldn’t bother even kissing me.” 
“What? Hollander, blayt, you two are both morons. Ilyusha told me he would sort this out!” On her end she sounds completely frustrated and done with this and it kind of makes him want to curl up and hide. “Do you need me to hang up, say goodbye. Was he meant to cut ties with me last time?” 
“Hollander, I told him to look after you!” time freezes and everything stills in his mind. “You told him to look after me? Why would you do that?” 
“Because ilyusha is a stupid man who is in love with you but keeps denying himself. He stopped talking last season because things at home with Russia were awful, not because of you. I told him to be nice in Vegas, to talk to you. I will slap him for this.” 
“Wait, Svetlana-” 
“Sveta, just call me Sveta. We are going to be friends now, you seem more receptable to feedback than him.” 
“Right, Sveta. You’re saying you think Ilya would be open to maybe just dating me, like only me.” 
“Yes, I am sure if you laid it all in front of him he would take the bite.” 
“Right, well I have a plan for that. The only problem is Ilya is dodging my messages again, but he did that before, only texting the week of our hookups.” 
“He is dodging because he is a coward who won’t admit he likes you and thinks if he has a real conversation everything will fault apart.” Shane sighs, annoyingly Ilya's stupidity makes him somewhat endearing. 
“Unfortunately, that is him. But don’t worry, I have something he can’t ignore. I’m adding you to the WAGS discord server, and you’re going to help me unionise these women.” 
“Shane Hollander, are you starting a sex ban?” Shane smiles while biting his lip. “Maybe?” Sveta laughs on the other end and it evolves into full cackling. “Oh this will be fun. I will help cockblock Ilya while you throw off his team. How many women so far?” 
And well, isn’t that the question. The answer is frankly more than Shane ever thought he’d manage. At this point he’s kind of worried for Ilya’s safety on the ice against their sex deprived husbands. 
 
<-> 
Queen Jane and The Head WAGS 
lacy (LA): okay, so like I’m the head of LA 
And the girls were wondering what the ‘sex strike’ chat was 
Like hello 
Who's Jane? 
Jackie (Montreal): lol 
Jane would be a girl who’s fucked both Rozanov and Hunter 
They both added her to their respective WAG chats 
She’s trying to get Rozanov back 
So we’re going to drive the teams insane with a sex strike to bully him into talking 
Lacy (LA): okay but when do you stop the strike? 
You (Queen): I live in Montreal 
That's why their WAGS are here 
So the strike ends at the Boston Montreal game 
Either he talks to me or I get over him 
Lacy (LA): you know what 
I’m on board 
Gloria (NYC): well that was quick 
I really shouldn’t be surprised by now 
Mandy (Boston): oh thank god 
Another person to terrorise Roz 
Lacy (LA): ....I’ve told my whole team and they’re on board 
You (Queen): Lacy, I love you 
Not as much as I’m afflicted with my illness of loving Roz 
But like you’ve defiantly got me on your side whenever 
Diana (DC): okay, so Lacy messaged me and half of the western conference 
The ones with game with Rozanov before Boston v. Montreal are in 
We're on your side queen 
Lock down that play boy 
You (Queen): oh fuck 
Have I actually started a professional sex strike 
Jackie (Montreal): girl you had to know this was going to happen 
Oh and I got most Canadien teams on your side 
Gloria (NYC): and I got most of the American Eastern Conference 
Carol (Boston): hey! 
I helped Jane 
You're still our girl 
Even if you’re everybody else’s queen aswell 
You just have to love us the most 
You (Queen): this is insane 
But thank you 
(don’t worry Carol, Boston remains on top in my heart. Montreal is winning this year though) 
Lacy (LA): you’re rooting for Montreal?!?! 
But trying to fuck the captain of Boston 
You (Queen): that would be dumb 
I’ve already fucked the captain of Boston 
I’m trying to marry him 
Gloria (NYC): we already tried to pimp her out to Hunter 
And then asked Montreal if Hollander was single 
You (Queen): trust me Gloria 
Hunter and I weren’t compatible 
Jackie (Montreal): I see what you’re doing 
Lol ‘weren’t compatible’ 
How did you sleeping with Hunter even go for Roz 
Carol (Boston): my stupid husband had to stop him from murdering the man 
All of Boston was waiting for the fight of the century 
Then my Hubby fucked it up 
Jackie (Montreal): couldn’t be me 
If Shane has a girl and did half this shit 
Which, lmao as if 
Then Hayden would’ve understood the assignment 
Gloria (NYC): yes we all know about your perfect husband Jackie 
Carol (Boston): please stop talking about your man 
We get it he has super sperm or some shit 
Jackie (Montreal): damn, can’t believe I joined a sex strike 
And you won’t even let me put my frustrations here 
Like that’s bullying 
You (Queen): babe, please keep it together 
Montreal has a free weekend after the Boston game 
You can fuck like rabbits then
 
<-> 
Jane and Jackie 
Jackie: me fuck like rabbits?!?! 
Shane do not lie to me 
Your desperate ass is organising a sex strike to force a man to talk to you 
You: yeah but like 
Who has more children here 
Jackie: Shane, baby, if you were a woman you’d be pregnant 
You: no, clearly I’d be playing hockey 
I can’t be pregnant and play hockey 
So Ilya would have to wait 
Jackie: I love how your brain works 
It freaks me out 
You: don’t worry it scares me aswell 
Sadly for you 
I fear Arthur may be little bit too much like me 
Jackie: damn, I had your baby by osmosis 
Hayden is going to be so jealous 
You: your response makes me think you have a secret Shayden fan account 
Jackie: HOW DO YOU KNOW WHAT SHAYDEN IS!?!?!?! 
You: the team reads them on the road sometimes 
The people on twitter are bold 
They dm hayden and I fics 
Jackie: ..... 
Right 
Well I use my shayden fan account for normal things 
Like trying to spread the word that the NHL is clearly one big polycule 
You: I’m starting to realise why hayden never likes to leave us alone together 
Jackie: our collective husband would throw a fit if he found you here 
You: wait? 
You haven’t told him about me and Roz? 
Jackie: no! 
I wasn’t going to out him like that 
And I know my husband 
He has a big mouth 
You: For both of our sakes I’ll pretend not to see the euphemism in that 
Jackie: you’re fucking ROzanov 
I’m not shocked that’s all you saw there 
You: I am your Queen and Canada’s prince 
Don't insinuate I’m dirty 
Jackie: uh huh 
And how are you feeling for the upcoming Boston game 
You: exhilarated 
I’m ready to watch my future husband get obliterated 
Jackie: the future husband bit was sweet 
Everything else 
Less so 
<-> 
 
Ilya is a little confused. He is not sure when it happened but for some reason Sveta has chosen to stay in Boston for a little longer while the rest of his team have started to give him looks. Not his Rookies or the lone wolves, but rather every single married man. 
Which means something has happened with Jane. 
Hollander can’t be complaining about the no contact in Russia, he knows how dangerous and difficult it would be. So what exactly has he fucked up. The first game is tonight and every married man on his team is giving him a massive stink eye. 
They have thirty minutes before the game to sort this out and every time he has tried to talk to one of them they’ve all said that he has to wait for the game. It is infuriating. If there is a problem people should just tell him about it and let him fix it. 
The clock ticks down, he’s done his pre game interviews and he is certainly ready to utterly destroy the first game of the season against Buffalo. Coming off the cup win everybody is prepared for them to demolish and he said as such. 
“I have just talked to press. Is exciting game today, we ride high as champions tonight! Do not let Boston down, they have bled for you. We will win tonight because I said so. And when we win Marly you must tell me what is wrong.” 
His speech is crude but it still has the rookies cheering and turning their backs to set up their gear while Marly, Victor, Kane, Vetrov and Johannson all wince. He stalks over to them very slowly and Marleau fucking gulps, almost flinching. “What is it that you mumbled. I am captain, speak freely.”  
Ilya watches as Cliff stands up straight and gives him an almost pitiful look. “I said you’re going to find out before the end of the game.” 
“So you will tell me now?” Marly shakes his head and pats Ilya on the shoulder as he moves past for warms ups. The rest of the men share similar looks and glances before leaving Ilya to stew in his own thoughts. 
Not for long. The game is more important than feelings. He does not need to be taking any calls tonight, and Sveta is in the audience. He will score for her, and maybe for Jane if he is watching along at home. Who is Ilya kidding. Jane is the best, of course he is watching, analysing every player. Maybe next time he sees him, Ilya will ask to be dissected like how Jane looks at the ice on game day. 
The energy during warm up is weird. He does not stretch near the barrier line, he needs to focus and get in the zone. But that does not stop half the players on buffalo from staring at him like he has ruined their nights. Ilya can’t help himself from unconsciously seeking shelter in Marleau. 
“You say you will not tell me what is happening before this game, but tell me, does it have anything to do with why Buffalo is trying to kill me!” He whisper-shouts and tries not to look too mad. He does not need to give commentators ammunition. 
“Roz, I'm sorry, we only found out it had spread to the other teams this morning. We couldn’t tell you and throw you off your game, btu I guess we fucked that up too.” 
“Just tell me what it is Marly!” 
Ilya wants to say he has great control of his team, but that control is clearly slipping as Cliff hesitates. He gets this wide smile, dangerous. “I think it’s going to be more fun if you find out on the ice. It’s about to be a tough few games for you.” 
The whistle blows and they have to skate over to the coach, but Ilya’s eyes do not leave the back of Marleau’s head. He is watching the rest of his merry married men just as closely. They all look like they’re walking to their own funerals. He just can’t put a pin on why. 
Unsurprisingly, he is put on the ice as first line. He gently skates to the centre line and is ready to chirp at Lawrence when the older man just sighs. “I was going to ask if you were retiring soon, but is clear on the horizon.” 
“Yeah yeah, talk Rozanov. Hey, here’s a tip, half of the guys on this team have a message from quote ‘your favourite hookup’. Jane says to fucking call her.” In his shock Ilya loses the puck drop. Buffalo doesn’t score. 
Ilya fights the entire game just to score a single point. He gets a few assists, but what does it matter when every fucking time he is pressed into the boards a member of buffalo has something dumb to say about Jane. 
How on fucking earth did the most boring and unsociable man on the planet get a message all the way to buffalo?! 
Boston claws itself away from the game, scraping by with a 2-1 win. It’s shameful. They were playing against animals, it was terrifying. Shaking hands down the line is even worse. All of the married men have only one thing to say; “talk to Jane”, and well isn’t that just making him want to do the opposite. 
Though in some hungry part of his body the thought that Hollander had somehow set up this entire match just to get a message to him is making him want to catch the nearest flight to Montreal just to ravage him. 
How is Shane Hollander this unfairly hot and pretty, that’s his job. 
The locker room is silent. He gives the Boston mvp award to Marly for his goal, and so now they’re both waiting media to start. “You chose not to warn me about the Jane thing, every single chirp was about her.” 
Marly has the audacity to laugh. “Man, you’ve got to give the girl some credit, she’s a bit of a master mind.” 
“Yes, using the WAGS to talk to Buffalo to be mean, very smart.” Cliff shakes his head and a pool of dread forms in his stomach. “Nah Roz. Jane has created a WAG network across the entire league in which they can all talk to each other. She is their elected queen. More importantly man, she didn’t tell them to send this message, she forced their hand.” 
“How does she force their hands. No matter her connection, word alone is nothing special.” 
“Roz, your girl has created a league wide sex strike. She reached out to Boston, NYC and Montreal first to start the ban, then every other WAG group saw it and thought it was funny enough to participate. Jane has stopped all League sex, just to get you to talk to her.” 
Getting people to send messages is one thing, creating a sex strike is another. Ilya feels as if he is holding something precious in his hands. But he only feels this way because he wants to. Hollander is doing this to remind Ilya to text him, he certainly does not care this much about Ilya, that would be absurd. 
“I am about to get murdered on ice, jane words will kill me Marly, and you laugh. You do not get fucked either, i can go to bar and find someone tonight. Jane is not so special, she will not force my hand, we will continue as always.” 
“Yeah, and that’s where the media and rest of the team come in. You know, Jane’s talked to Svetlana too? Trust me Roz, Jane is smarter than you, and is about to make the month or so leading up to the Montreal game living hell for you.” 
“Marly, what do you mean media?” Ilya does not like the way Cliff smirks, but they’re gestured onto the stage and he can only watch as all of the reporters gain a sort of feral glint to their eyes. 
“Captain Ilya Rozanov, do you have anything to say about Lawrence’s statement that there is a league wide sex ban forming due to the actions of one woman who would like to talk to you.” 
Cameras flash and Ilya is still processing the English when his brain comes up with a stupid plan. Two can play at this game. “I will say this once, and only once. Jane, be patient, I will see you when I beat Montreal.” 
More questions are shouted but he sits back and can tell Marly is biting back a smile. Ilya knows he has played straight into Shane’s hands, but maybe that is exactly where he wants to be. 
<-> 
Shane wakes up the day after the Boston game ready for his own tonight against Toronto. Of course he had watched the game last night, watched in glee as Ilya was thrown against the boards, knowing every time somebody was passing along his message. 
He had watched the post-game interview and had sent a message to Buffalo to treat their men well tonight, because by god had Lawrence sold his plot spectacularly. Of course, by treat them well that was dinner and dessert, not breaking the strike. The sisterhood remained strong. 
Shane had almost split his lip from biting when Ilya had shown up to the interview shirtless, and his was already halfway down his pants when he had shown up on screen. Hearing his name on Ilya’s lips when the final jerk he needed to push himself to the edge. Screaming the name of the man who owned his heart into his sad and empty house. 
The point is. Today is a new day and he’s kind of excited to be asked about the sex strike in interviews, his way to talk back if Ilya doesn’t want to play. But now coming back from his run, it looks like he doesn’t have to. 
Set up neatly on his porch step in a beautiful array of colours is a bouquet of Lilies and Miss Jane roses. He recognises them instantly from one of his obsessions years back, flower language. 
There’s a little note attached, the card is in the Boston colours, it’s frankly garish but Shane can appreciate the sentiment. ‘ugly land cows told me you wanted to talk – Lily' 
It’s nothing, it’s kind of insulting, like Ilya does not realise what Shane is trying to do here. It’s so dismissive and dumb and fucking Ilya Rozanov. His heart palpitates, and he pulls out his phone to capture the flowers in a photo, tucking the egregious note away, when he spots the notification. 
 
<-> 
Lily ❤️🌸 
Lily: I see you are so desperate for me that you create sex strike 
What? No sex for you 
No sex for everyone 
You: Yes Ilya 
I am in fact that fucking desperate 
Lily: sarcasm and anger aren’t pretty on you 
When I come to Montreal 
I fuck you good to stop strike 
You: not sarcasm 
I am truly doing this to talk to you 
Lily: do not make me laugh Hollander 
We do not talk 
You: no, but I want to 
Lily: and what do you suggest we talk about? 
Hockey for the thousandth time? 
The weather? 
No maybe ‘your girls’ 
Or how you are manipulating hockey games 
This is dumb 
You: YES!!!! 
Any of those topics 
Just talk to me Ilya! 
Lily: you do not want to talk to me 
I am not good for talking 
You should know this by now Hollander 
You: well I don’t because we don’t talk 
Which is why I started this strike 
Lily: is stupid I would talk to you by Montreal game 
You: yeah, well... 
If my plan’s so stupid then why did you send me flowers 
Lily: goodbye Hollander 
You: goodbye Ilya 
I do want to talk to you 
Just so you know 
<-> 
 
On the other side of the US-Canadian boarder Ilya stares at his phone. This whole sex ban is just some big stupid prank. He's not sure why Sveta has gotten onto it, but this all feels so cruel. Shane does not love him the way that Ilya does. 
Shane does not want Ilya the same way he wants Shane. He could not possibly love him with the amount of restrained affection Ilya is feeling. Shane is just simply looking for a more stable line of communication with he his hookup. 
Shane Hollander is too good for Ilya Rozanov, and that is a simple fact. He does not deserve all of the baggage that comes with dating Ilya, frankly nobody does. 
 
<-> 
Queen Jane and The Head WAGS 
You (Queen): Buffalo ladies 
You are tonight’s favourite 
*insert image of the bouquet* 
Carol (Boston): holely shit 
I was not aware Roz knew how to flower arrange 
Gloria (NYC): okay I can see how you might like him’ 
That shit looks expensive 
And it also looks fucking specially picked 
Wtf????? 
Shannon (BUFF): lol you’re welcome queen 
Glad to be of service 
Lawrence wants to relay to you that the entire team is having a hoot about this 
You (Queen): well give them my love 
They did well 
Yes the flowers were specially picked 
And it got Ilya to text me 
Though I think something’s up with him 
Carol (Boston): want me to tell cliff to ask 
You (Queen): if it’s no trouble 
For all that I’m trying to rile him up 
If this strike is actually hurting him 
I would have it stopped 
Jackie (Montreal): damn you really love him 
Hayden is going to be sad to hear this 
Carol (Queen): you’ve got it queen 
Gloria (NYC): yes and if this relationship falls through 
You knwo who is waiting for you 
👀 
You (Queen): you know what 
I respect your game at pedal pushing 
As for you Jackie 
Tell Hayden to get fucked 
Gloria (NYC): it’s an art 
Jackie (Montreal): I would 
But then it implies the strike is over 
You'll just have to do it for me 
You (Queen): why am I friends with you 
Jackie (Montreal): we match our freaks 
You (Queen): yeah... 
We do 
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  Ilya is fuming right now. His entire back hurts from being pushed hard into the glass and frankly his ego is more shattered. They’ve played Detroit, Florida, and now Tampa, the game in three days is against New York and then they fly out to Ottawa then Montreal. 
At this point the bears have accepted that they’re not going to make it to the cup again. And while Ilya wants to curse Hollander for this, he knows that even without the sex ban the Bears would not be beating Montreal this season. 
Hollander has been playing like a man possessed and on a mission, and it’s fucking hot. “Ilyusha, you’re moping around, what is wrong?” Sveta drapes herself over him. 
“Nothing is wrong Sveta; I am just mourning loss of cup.” She doesn’t seem to buy this as easily as he had hoped. “Right, this has nothing to do with Shane. Why would it?” She smiles a little and he grunts before turning away. 
“This has nothing to do with Hollander; you don’t even know him.” Sveta rolls her eyes and pulls out her phone scrolling through her contacts list to get to his name. “I know Shane quite well. We have good talks, about hockey, about you. Tell me what’s wrong so I can tell him.” 
“Hollander will not care what is wrong.” That earns him a slap on the head. “Ilya! Shane calls me every day after your games to make sure you weren’t hit too hard, since you won’t do the decent thing and answer his texts. Something you told the team and press you would do.” 
“Hollander does not want to text me, he is putting on a front for the WAGS, he merely wants to make sure I will see him in Montreal. Is stupid, he is best thing in dumb city.” Sveta groans into her hands before gripping onto his shoulders and shaking. 
“Maybe if I say this in Russian it will get through your head! Ilyusha, Shane Hollander has created a sex ban not to get you to text but to get it through your head that he cares about you. He is trying to say look what I would do for you! He is trying to you show you how much he loves you!” 
“He does not love me Sveta! Stop!” Ilya rises from the couch in a rush and moves to the kitchen island, bracing his head against the cool surface. Sveta’s hand comes over his shoulder and rubs gently. “Ilya, Shane is not Russia. You do not have to hide from him, and he does not lie to you. We both know how bad he is.” 
A broken noise escapes Ilya's lips and he feels weak. If Shane is in love with him then it will be everything he’s ever wanted, but does he deserve to hold onto that. He was such a dick last year, he ran away after their first time together. 
In that moment it felt smart, running before things could get even more complicated, more complicated than rivals fucking; love. Shane had looked so soft back then, Ilya could almost picture every inch of their future together. It would be beautiful. 
Now though, that future only looks more tangible and as much as Ilya wants it, longs for it. The guilt at his actions eats away at him. Who is he if not a Russian menace, a playboy, a free spirit. What is he if not a testament to loneliness. 
“Sveta, I want to tell him I love him too.” He admits in Russian, it’s easier. “But I do not know if I could be worthy of him.” He feels one hand leaves his back and the following noise of soft typing. The phones rests again on the counter with a clinck. 
“You’re going to have to tell Shane that yourself, bare yourself to him. But maybe I can get you some reassurance.” He looks at her with his bloodshot eyes, and she smiles right back, reassuring. Like always Ilya will trust her with his heart. 
 
<-> 
BOSTON WAGS UNITE 
Carol: alright ladies 
I've run the numbers for this mission 
Sam from Detroit said her girls are all in line 
Though she feels Leah might waver soon 
The Florida teams is all good according to Vicky 
Tampa’s on a tight shift thanks to Sally 
Charlotte: so we’re looking all good 
Carol: not quite 
I'm half sure that Toronto have not been able to do anything 
Tereasa: well Kent isn’t married 
So what hope did they really have 
Carol: well Lisa says she’s certainly making Wyatt suffer 
I feel she should lay off 
Poor man is already a part of Toronto 
Mandy: ehh the point of the strike is that even the good suffer 
I feel like this is character building 
Carol: yeah, I'll toast to that 
Anyway the next games up are: 
New York 
Ottawa 
Then the finale in Montreal 
Lauren: anybody else’s partner bringing them to Montreal for this shit show? 
Because Victor bought me some good plane tickets 
Mandy: mine did the same 
It’s a long weekend baby 
I'm pretty sure all our men will bee happy to end this strike 
Lauren, Carol, Tereasa, Charlotte and Jane liked this message 
You: well I see you all have your plans sorted for the up coming weeks 
Thank you for striking hard ladies 
Now I’m going to ask if you’re willing to do a favour for me 
Tereasa: Jane we are currently doing a sex strike 
I fear you could ask me for a kidney and I’d say yes 
Mandy: what she said 
You: right, well I need you to tell your men to corner him 
alongside New York 
I organised the other side 
Carol: and why are we doing this? 
You: because Sveta said Ilya isn’t understanding why I’m doing this strike 
I need your boys to tell him it’s more than making sure our arrangement is still on 
I need you to figure out what’s wrong 
So I know how to fix it when he’s in Montreal 
Carol: you are doing far too much for this man 
You: yeah well I love him 
So you’re going to have to work with me here 
Lauren: yeah but does he love you 
I know we’ve been supportive over this 
But he still hasn’t texted you back 
You: here’s the thing 
I know he loves me 
Because not only did Sveta say so 
But because he would only care this much to run away 
And yet still have my name and number 
If he loved me 
Mandy: damn girl 
Got me crying over here 
Charlotte: I guess we’ll get our men on board 
How bad could it be 
You: Talk to the rookies 
This need to be a private teams assault  
So no publicity 
Tereasa: oh great 
This is going to be messy as fuck 
Love our confidence in our abilities Jane 
You: you got this guys 
You manage to get me to sleep with someone 
And you’re helping with the strike 
This will be a piece of cake 
Carol: ....sure 
For you my queen 
I’ll try 
Lauren, Tereasa, Mandy and Charlotte liked this message 
You: thank you 
It's all I’m asking for 
<-> 
 
For the first time in a while he is feeling nervous about a game. New York isn’t particularly good, but right now every single team is playing against Ilya with an unhinged amount of ferocity. Even the members of his own team are giving his sidelong glances. 
They know he is lying when he says he’s trying with Jane, because they can go home to their wives and girlfriends and just ask him. They are somehow slowly icing him out and yet sticking to his side. And Ilya knows why, it’s the Boston spirit, no man left behind. 
“Roz, you’re looking a little sick today, everything good?” He wants to shove Cliff into the nearest wall, of course he is not fine. “Just disgusted they let old dinosaur play, is animal endangerment.” 
“wow, who taught you that one?” It’s become an infuriatingly common question, as if he is incapable of learning on his own, of trying to get better. The name slips out in his anger. “Jane.” 
The locker room goes silent and he mentally curses himself for his stupidity. “Are you talking to Jane, Roz?” Victor looks almost hopeful; Ilya can imagine that if he is that only means that they get to0 have sex back sooner. 
“No, she taught me that long ago, we do not text.” A sock hits him the back of his head and his glare lands on a very angry looking rookie. Oscar Rowan. “Is there something you wish to say Rowen. We are in locker room, do not throw shit.” 
Ilya relishes in watching Rowen gulp, but he does not stand down. “Captain, with all due respect, ‘we do not text’ is entirely your fault. You sound sad talking about it, but she clearly wants to talk to you.” 
“You do not know Jane, not like I know Jane.” Grumbles erupt and echo and Ilya feels the walls closing in. His team would understand if they knew Jane was a man, he could tell them the risk with Russia. But they know Hunter has slept with Jane. 
He can not out another man in his quest to ignore somebody. In his mission to ignore his stupid feelings. His feet lead him to the exit of the rink, where fans are already cheering. “Roz, you can’t just run away from this conversation!” 
“Cliff, I am not running. I need to bring an Admiral here. Let me move.” his grip loosens just a smidge. “You better come back Roz.” Ilya gives him a warm smile back. “I have yet to give big speech. I am captain, is my favourite part of job.” 
He skates across the rink and straight over the blue line and grabs the back of Hunter’s jersey, pulling over to the Bear’s half of the rink. Weirdly none of the Admirals move to save their captain, as if they are all under orders to let this happen. Umpire whistles are blown, but Ilya only lets go once they’re safely on his side. “Call off the guards, I need to talk to you.” 
Hunter can clearly see the desperation in his eyes given that he does not have half of the protective gear on. He waves them off, Ilya tries not to notice the refs guarding them closely. “Okay Rozanov, what do you need from me?” 
“My team is trying to talk to me about Jane. They think it has simple solution, just get with Jane woo no problems. You know who Jane is. You see all the problems. Tell me, Svetlana and the WAGS seem to believe Jane is in love with me, I do not think it possible.” 
“I was the last person Jane slept with that wasn’t you Roz. She kind of went through the motions with me, it was enjoyable but there wasn’t a spark there. When I finally got it out that it was you she had fucked before it was like the flood gates opened, you could hear the fondness in Jane’s voice. Jane is in love with you Rozanov, she started a whole fucking sex strike to talk to you, she’s in love with you.” 
“I do not deserve it, I will only mess it up-” hunter does not let him speak, waving his hand shushing him. “Yeah we both know you don’t deserve Jane after ghosting her for months, but here’s the thing, Jane chose you. So, if you like her too then you need to take the chance.” 
“Hunter, I can not take that chance. I am Russian.” For once Hunter seems to take in what Ilya is saying. “And yet you took that chance whenever you started your arrangement. Deep down you already chose to risk it all for Jane. Tell me, if there’s a possible future with Jane, forever, together, do you want that? Or would you rather go back to Russia in your summers and never see him again.” 
Ilya would choose Shane a million times over and that’s scary. He would sacrifice hockey and his life for Shane. He would lose it all and live in poverty if it meant he would live with Shane by his side, openly in love. 
“I want to choose Jane. I would risk it.” Hunter smiles but Ilya does not return the gesture. “But, the second I choose Jane the team will want to meet her, but I can not be honest with them, even if I believe they are safe because we also hold onto your secret now.” 
“Yeah, you know Jane thought of that too? Jane has a billion plans and strategies, you should know this by now.” Ilya wants to roll his eyes at Hunter’s laugh, but as everything always is when he thinks of Jane, he can’t stop smiling. 
“What is Jane’s big plan, tell me.” 
“Well, Jane’s been repeatedly telling the Admirals that we are strictly friends. Jane thinks it will be easy to tell everybody that we did not fuck, that they just reached out to me to get into another WAG chat as part of Jane’s big plan. And if that fails, only the Admirals and Boston know about this, I've been putting out feelers, my team is good, and if you’re planning on telling yours they should be the same.” 
“I do not want to force you to come out for the sake of me.” Hunter shakes his head. “It would not just be for you; I recently met someone. It would be nice to introduce him to people in a few months, just send me a text warning me when you do it. Pro tip, wait until after you and Jane confirm if you’re in this together.” 
“I will, and I will tell you Hunter, or most likely is Jane’s job. Thank you for your help. Now will you go easy tonight since is clear I will fix things with Jane.” 
“Not a chance Rozanov, my...partner, may not be in the WAG chat but they are very much on the side of unionised justice, I’m part of your stupid sex ban now.” 
“Poor old man, have fun losing. I must let you go and give speech to my boys; we demolish you tonight with the power of love.” Ilya relishes in almost making Hunter fall on his ass from laughing too hard as he skates back to his team. 
In the locker room his team is dressed and waiting for him. “You ready to talk it out now Cap?” Cliff says it while helping him quickly dress for the game. “Da, I will say this only once. I will talk to Jane in Montreal, tell your wives her sex strike has worked.” 
“Roz we want to hear what has changed your thinking.” he shakes his head while the room murmurs. “No, I can not explain it now. The only person who knows Jane is Hunter. I ask him because he understands what is at lose if I mess this up.” 
“Captain, didn’t he sleep with Jane.” Ilya swallows the bile in his throat at Rowen’s question, but he laughs to go along with the plan. “No, Hunter is liar who was helping friend. Jane thought making me jealous would get me back, it worked quite well. But was unhelpful for helping me introduce you to Jane.” 
“So, Rozy, does this mean we can tell our wives that you’re talking to Jane in Montreal, that you’ll hear her out when she says she loves you.” 
“Yes Victor, go home and tell Lauren that you do good job. You all go home and tell partners you do good. Jane will worry without backup confirmation, you see what she does when she is bored.” 
The boys all laugh and his gear is fully in place now. “Now! Enough of Jane, is time to fight. GO out there and fight like you mean it! I fight to prove that I am serious about Jane, you are going to back up my claim. I need to shoot many goals tonight, pretty ones, so lets go!” 
“Wait why the goals!?” Kane asks as her reaches for his phone and shoots off a simple text. “Because every goal tonight is dedicated to Jane, now time for practise. We will not lose tonight.” 
That night Boston plays with utter ferocity and on live cameras Ilya makes sure that Shane knows exactly where he stands. “I win hat trick tonight, thank Jane. Is for her, always.” 
 
<-> 
The Old Gay Dinosaur 
Dinosaur: good news Hollander 
Looks like your boy is down bad 
Bad news 
I think we have to implement plan H 
You: oh I'm aware of how down bad he is 
He’s already working on Plan H 
Thank you for your help 
Dinosaur: wait? 
How did you already know 
You: Scott, he texted me before the match 
*screenshot of text ‘I am sorry for ghosting//tonight each goal is for you//WAGS will get over husbands scoring for you’* 
Dinosaur: HE APOLOGISED!?!?! 
He forced the team to dedicate goals to you 😂 
Only Roz could do that 
Wow you have that man whipped 
You: yes I do 
And I know you are not watching the interview 
But he also said it on TV 
Dinosaur: right, we really are going to have to do Plan H then 
You: actually, Plan H is we come out and so do you 
Ilya and I were thinking Plan G 
We come out and you’re just a good friend 
Dinosaur: wait both of you, are you talking now? 
You: yes, we’re texting 
He says he told his team you never fucked 
You were just lying to rile him up 
Thus if we come out 
You'll just be a chill ally 
Dinosaur: I’m starting to realise that you’re both insane 
Like you’ve started a sex strike 
And he’s rewriting the narrative 
You: The rest of the NHL doesn’t realise how smart he is 
And everybody always underestimates how insane I am 
Dinosaur: i have a feeling if you’re outed you’re taking everyone with you 
Aren't you? 
You: you know it 
In Montreal you can record conversation without all parties informed 
If Crowell wants to start shit I’m ready 
Dinosaur: in another universe we’re together 
And we’d plan the most insane coming out 
You: lol no 
I’m picking Ilya in every universe 
Dinosaur: well 
ouch 
You: it’s not you 
I literally fucked a movie star 
When he ghosted me 
I’m just fully in love with him 
Dinosaur: awe you sap 
Imagine being that in love 
You: yeah imagine? 
You want to talk about your new boyfriend? 
Or you going to let me go back to sexting my future husband 
Dinosaur: I sense I’ve made a mistake 
Enjoy your future husband 
Also you say that like you have the ring picked out 
Mr. Sex Strike liked this message 
SHANE WHAT DOES THAT MEAN?!?!?! 
WHY DO YOU KEEPING DOING THIS?????? 
You: 🙃 
 
<-> 
Lily ❤️🌸 
Lily: I am sorry for ghosting 
tonight each goal is for you 
WAGS will get over husbands scoring for you 
You: i see you chose to you due on this promise 
A whole three goals dedicated to me 
That's certainly better than flowers 
Lily: No no, we win 5-2 
You get five goals 
You: you’re counting Cliff and Rowen’s goals? 
Lily: Yes 
They say I need all the help I can get 
You: well they’re right 
I’ll forgive you just a little since you did say all this on TV 
But please tell me why you ghosted me again Ilya 
Lily: Shane I am scared 
I do not have the word right now to explain properly 
And I do not think text is best answer 
Are you willing to wait until I see you in Montreal 
You: I have waited this long for you Ilya 
I can wait just another week 
Lily: I will beat Ottawa for you too 
You: well I’d hope so 
It's Ottawa 
Lily: yes 
Also I start plan you talk to Hunter about 
The one where we don’t out him too 
If I tell my team about us 
Tonight I told them he was just good friend riling me up for you 
You: You know about my plans? 
You're actually using them 
Lily: it is a good plan 
You should be proud 
You: thank you Ilya 
You know, I've really missed you 
Lily: I missed you too 
Nobody knows half as much about hockey 
And nobody plays me like you do 
Or makes me laugh like you 
You: oh 
Thank you 
I love hanging out with you too 
Lily: I will see you in Montreal Jane 
Then i can say what I really mean 
You: I’ll see you in Montreal Lily 
Just one more week 
Lily: just one more week 
You: ❤️ 
Lily: ❤️ 
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      Chapter 12: Shane Hollander: WAG Queen pt1
  


    Chapter Summary

    time for the ottawa game and a few big reveals



    Chapter Notes
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  Queen Jane and The Head WAGS 
Cassie (Ottawa): hey Jane 
We're looking all good for the match tonight 
Just warning you 
While I think the older boys are just playing around 
Some of the middle ones might be going a little too far 
You (Queen): thank you so much Cassie 
If your husband could tell them to cool it that would be great 
Reminding @everyone that the strike is over in three days 
No need for your boys to do stupid things 
Jackie (Montreal): well.... 
Have you gotten word from Rozanov? 
Like what if he decides to be a jackass 
Then we reward him with no strike 
Gloria (NYC): please do not put that into the world 
All of our teams are playing weird 
Except for yours 
Thanks to this strike 
You (Queen): yes the whole fact after this weekend it’s the playoffs factored into my head 
But I think it also helps that he’s been texting me all week 
And he sent chocolates this morning 
Carol (Boston): YESSSS Boston stays winning 
What kind of chocolates? 
You (Queen): I googled, they’re really fancy ones 
From like France or something 
Cassie (Ottawa): do you think if we bully him enough 
Will Roz give our boys fancy chocolates? 
Gloria (NYC): if he does it for you guys he’d have to do it for the whole league 
Cassie (Ottawa): that man is a millionaire 
You (Queen): he won’t be after buying all those chocolates 
Cassie (Ottawa): HOW MUCH WERE THEY 
GIRL WHO IS THIS MAN 
You (Queen): they were really too much 
But hey, if he does the chocolate thing 
Then I will still have enough money for both of us 
Carol (Boston): I forgot this side existed for you 
No wonder Roz is choosing you 
 
<-> 
“I’m sorry he’s been texting and calling you, girl!” Jackie is grabbing his arm and accosting him into a corner of the room. She’s whisper shouting so not to be overheard, but between J.J and Hayden's shouting at the Tv as they decimate each other in Mario cart, Shane doubts they’re hearing anything. 
“I hate that you know I’m Jane, but yes, he’s been texting.” She manages to somehow squeeze tighter with an even wider smile. “Oh my god, he totally likes you back, I really thought this might end in tragedy.” 
“You thought this would end in tragedy and still let me do it?!” She waves her hand in the air. “I mean not really, there was a chance, but like, you’re Shane Hollander, at no point did I think you would lose.” 
“That’s the only reason you thought this would work? I would either get the man or kill us both trying?” He lets out a small laugh, and she is clearly holding back a louder one. “I mean Shane, come on, it’s you. I’m sure your joint suicide plan would have been expertly thought out with all of the bells and whistles attached to it.” 
“You mean my several plans, from A to Z Jackie, do not minimize my ability to plan.” The laughs slips out. “I’m so sorry Shane, never underestimate you, rookie mistake.” 
“Big rookie mistake, it’s why I don’t name them, they have to earn being named. Do you want me to call you WAG number five?” 
“Excuse me, number five? We only have four full WAGS. And when you win the cup this year, you better call the Rookies by their names.” Shane rolls his eyes and leans against the corner wall. 
“Obviously I’m including Ilya as WAG number five, but now he’s above you. And yes, I’ll name the rookies, they just have to prove themselves.” 
“Okay, Ilya is not better than me, he was ghosting you-” 
“And now he isn’t.” 
“Fine, yes, he’s better now, not better than me though. Also, I fear those Rookies are going to kill themselves trying to impress you, dangerous stuff there.” Shane smirks to himself, but Jackie is right there watching. 
“Shane Hollander, do you want the Rookies to try to kill themselves impressing you?!” He looks away, a tad bit guilty. “I mean, is it a sin to want people to fall over you?” 
“You fucking dog!!” 
“Jackie is everything okay?!” Shane and Jackie both snap to attention where Hayden is staring them down from the hallway. “Shane, I know you’re gay, but stealing my wife into a dark corner is not helping me believe you.” 
“Hey! I didn’t steal her, she stole me!” Shane reaches his hands out exasperatedly, chucking them in the air for good effort. “He’s right I did steal him, only because he’s a dirty liar who didn’t tell me shit!” 
Jackie points a finger right into his chest at each word as he grumbles. “It’s not lying when I just don’t tell you things.” Hayden’s eyes are playing tennis between the two of them. “Right, J.J Shane has gossip!” 
“Fuck Yes!” 
Shane stares at his friends with intense judgement. “I was not aware you were all this obsessed with my love life?” Jackie snorts and he makes sure to give her the biggest side eye possible.  
“What was that for Jaxs?” Shane feels the panic set in as they both dramatically still. “Oh, I was just saying that you know, he’s Shane Hollander, the world is constantly obsessed.” 
Hayden raises his eyebrow and crosses his arms over his chest. Similarly, J.J has now turned around the chair he’s sitting in, looking kind of like the worst PTA parents you’ve ever met trying to scold their children. 
“Shane, capitaine, do you want to give us your turn of events?” It’s a question, but there certainly isn’t any choice involved. Jackie is holding onto his hand and even still his heart is beating. 
These are his friends, they don’t care that he’s gay, surely they won’t care about this. He’s fine everything is fine- 
“I AM THE JANE THAT STARTED THE WAG SEX STRIKE!” the words tumble out of his mouth at a hundred miles an hour and he watches as both Ruby and Jade just giggle in place of the overwhelming silence. Menaces in the making. 
Jackie stays by his side, inch closer to wrap her whole body beside his arm. “Okay, um, just to get this right. You would be the Jane that we’ve all been cursing out in the locker room alongside Ilya fucking Rozanov.” 
“Yes Hayden, I started a sex strike to get Ilya Rozanov to talk to me.” Hayden nods in a robotic kind of way and collapses onto the couch. J.J though is staring at him intensely. “Rozanov, why did you choose him, no nice men in Montreal?” 
Shane breathes in through his mouth.  
“I really love hockey J.J, but do you know what I love more than Hockey? Winning. Sure, there are hot men in Montreal, I've certainly had my pick, dated a few actors, but I’m going to tell you this now and you’re never going to ask again. I have chosen Ilya Rozanov because nobody can compete with him, because the only one doing so is me. He is my opposite and my equal, nobody in this world will ever compete with him. I tried; I really did. But he’s it for me.” 
“You would marry him, wouldn’t you Shane?” he feels a tear slide down his face at J.J words. “Yeah, yeah I really would.” 
J.J takes it in stride and stands opening his arms before wordlessly wrapping Shane in a hug. Getting the memo Hayden joins in. When they all step back Shane’s face is red and puffy, but nobody needs to know that. 
“Right, well if you’re going to marry him then lets get you a fucking ring.” three heads turn to Hayden with unbridled confusion. “Oh don’t look at me like that, I've read the articles. Jane and Ilya have been on and off for a while. And if you’re sure he’s a one then lets get the ring. You don’t have to propose right away, btu at least you’ll have it.” 
“You know what, fuck it. I helped you with Jackie's ring three months in, you can help me after six years.”  
“Wait six years!?” Shane ignores the cacophony of voices in favour of rushing to the car and letting them follow. He’s getting this man a fucking ring whether he likes it or not. 
 
<-> 
Queen Jane and The Head WAGS 
You (Queen): Hey Cassie 
Just reminding you 
Please tell the players not to be too aggressive tonight 
Based on his actions the sex strike ends in two more days 
Cassie (Ottawa): I’ve passed on the message 
Cailin and Selena all confirm their men are fine 
Not sure about the rest 
Hopefully Zane can keep them under control 
They're probably trading aware from after this 
I swear one guy is gunning for Toronto 
Lisa (Toronto): if it’s the goalie 
He can come swap with my man 
Wyatt seems dead tired with his idiots 
Cassie (Ottawa): it was in fact the goalie 
You know what, we can sort this out after the strike 
You (Queen): yes, I'll help you with that 
But for now thank you all so much for your help here 
You've all done fantastic work 
And I couldn’t have gotten Ilya if you didn’t help 
Carol (Boston): i remain believing he was always yours 
I think we just sped up the process by like two years 
You (Queen): yeah but imagine how messy those two years might have been 
You ladies saved me a lot of work in the long run, thank you 
Jackie (Montreal): aweee no thank you Jane 
I'm about to have a weekend of mind-blowing sex 
You (Queen): ....Jackie 
Jackie (Montreal): Here’s hoping to baby number three 
Jane disliked this message 
PRUDE!! 
Carol (Boston): love that you drew the line with Jackie 
Like the entire Boston Wags chat hasn’t been trying to get you pregnant 
Jackie (Montreal): WHAT!!!! 
You (Queen): they really thought that baby trapping was the way to go 
You know, back when I was 19 
Gloria (NYC): Carol girl 
Who front ran this idea?! 
Carol (Boston): we didn’t know she was that young?! 
This was like on day one of meeting her 
And obviously it was Mandy’s idea 
Jackie (Montreal): DAY ONE!?!?! 
😂😭 
JANE what was your fucking opening line to deserve this?? 
You (Queen): I had to make a name for myself somehow 
And look at me now 
I’m your fucking queen 
Everyone liked this message 
<-> 
 
Ilya’s whole body is rattling the longer the day streches out. They’ve got the game tonight then he’s planned to drive straight to Montreal by himself. He needs to get to Shane as soon as he possibly can. He's had enough waiting for a lifetime. 
He feels a little bit stupid. Burning a weight in his mind is something he shouldn’t have on an impulse. That’s not to say that he didn’t want to buy it, or that it won’t be useful, but for some reason his traitorous mind made him pack it for the flight from Boston. 
The weight of the thing has been burning a hole into his travel suitcase. It haunts him in the back of his mind. He should be focus completely on the game about to happen, but his thoughts keep looping back to the thing in his bag.  
It isn’t even in the suitcase anymore; he can’t part from it. It’s been nestled nicely into one of his gym bag pockets and zipped up for safe keeping. He would call himself a loser, pathetic even, if it wasn't for the fact that he knows if Shane knew what he had got then maybe all would be forgiven. 
But he can’t just hand Shane what’s in the bag. He needs to beg, to apologise, to come clean and tell Shane that he loves him. And God does Ilya love him, more than life itself can seem to contain. He knows no words to fully explain it, and yet everybody around him seems to know that shift, they say it’s in his smile. 
Ilya wonders if there was a point in his life before meeting Shane that he has ever smiled so wide. Maybe back when he had his mother, but that was a long time ago, and the feeling long forgotten. 
“You’ve been jumpy all day Roz, what’s been going on, please don’t tell me you’ve fucked shit up with Jane again.” the locker room still as the boys start putting on their gear, horrified heads turn at the sound of Cliff’s voice. 
“No marly, I am not that stupid. I am simply nervous about seeing Jane this weekend. i worry that I will not be able to say everything I want to say. That I will not apologise for all that need apologising for.” 
Victor rattles the seat next to him when he sits down. “Roz, the fact you’re nervous is a sign that everything is going to go over well. She’ll understand okay.” He looks at his team nodding along and decides it’s time to do something risky. 
“I need to tell you all something. You can not tell the WAGS yet, you can not tell the world, this stays between us.” men from all ages, rookies to those older than him nod and ease into the benches. Waiting for him to talk. 
Marly squeezes his arms before moving to guard the door. “I am bisexual, I like women and men.” The room is silent, but Vetrov breaks it. “You know I won’t say I had a feeling, but in retrospect, I can now see why you might not have told us about Jane.” 
“It makes sense why you’re mad about him running this whole strike thing.” Victor claims, nodding along and staring down the team who Ilya is shocked to say don’t look all that perplexed. 
“Victor I am not mad at him for the strike, the strike is sexy. You would not know because you do not have person so obsessed they need to stop the whole league from fucking to make a point. No, I am simply explaining my actions. Russia will kill me for being gay, I do not have citizenship. You have not met Jane because I could not risk life for something casual.” 
“What are you saying Cap,” it is one of the rookies, they all look worried not mean. “I am saying if this weekend goes well, Jane is it for me, I will propose one day, and I will maybe introduce you to him before that. If he say yes. But Victor, Vetrov. I will not be going home again.” 
“Ilya, you do not have to make this choice now.” Ilya brushes off Victor’s worry. “No, I have been holding off. Jane has been mad at me because I refuse to choose, and in doing so have chosen to ignore him. I love him more than I love Russia.” 
He does not get to wallow in this statement for long, the same rookie as before flies into his arms for a hug. The rest of the three rookies follow. Very quickly this turns into a team group hug with Ilya at the bottom of the pile. He keeps trying to shove off his laughing team, but he is not successful. 
“I don’t know what I’ve walking into boys, but you’re on the ice in seven, get your asses in gear!” 
“Yes Coach!” They all shout back to Leclaire who is very unimpressed by the turn of events. He lets his boys go onto the ice one by one, clapping them on the back as they all smile back at him. Still their captain, and the world hasn’t imploded yet. 
Lastly he gets to his right-hand man, Cliff. “Roz, don’t look surprised. We’re from Boston, we are known for loving the gays.” He laughs out loud and pulls Cliff in for a hug. There is nothing quite like this feeling, and he’s ready to win tonight, just for Shane. 
<-> 
Ilya doesn’t get to know if they win the game, they probably do, it’s Ottawa. But by the end of the first period, he learns a lesson in not underestimating his opponents. He stupidly hadn't been paying enough attention to the game, he thought victory would be a given. At least he had thought that until when one of the players checked him into the board from behind and caused him to crash headfirst onto the ice.
he thinks he can remember the man chirping him all game, clearly pent up. In the moment he had laughed about how well Shane's strike was going. But now everything around him is fuzzy and the corners of his vison are closing in. He feels scared. 
Intermittently he can remember blinking in and out of consciousness on the ice. He can remember all of the yelling and screaming, the sound of fists colliding, and he remembers calling for Shane. It was a slurred speech, nobody around him would’ve picked up on it. 
Then he remembers the darkness. He hopes the Shane understands that he didn’t mean to mess this all up. 
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  Shane Hollander plans for everything. So, when things start to fall apart, he’s reverting to plan 43, except he doesn’t have a plan 43 for this. Well, that’s not entirely true, you see, he had planned for Ilya to get injured at some point, hockey boys are stupid, he did not plan to find out halfway through his own game.
Shane doesn't feel like himself before the game. He was playing his heart out but it was all just in anticipation for Ilya. It feels like everything now just surrounds Ilya.  Shane barely knows how to feel when he makes a grab for his phone during the intermission.
His phone starts angry yelling at him with the amount of buzzing it’s doing. “Cap, is your phone trying to kill itself.” He doesn’t acknowledge Drapeau’s comment, but the boys around him snicker, all except for J.J and Hayden.
Like always they wait patiently for a goo ahead, he’s endlessly grateful for it. In a softer voice than Drapeau, Hayden looks over his shoulder. “Seriously Hollywood, everything good on your end? Or is it just the ….you know…getting excited over something Boston Lily said?”
“Well it is them who are blowing up my phone, just give me a sec to catch up.” Hayden pats his shoulder and both of his best friends position themselves on his either side, guarding his back as he scrolls through the texts.
When he drops his phone straight into his bag, silent tears already building in his eyes, J.J turns his head fast enough that he almost snaps it off. “Shane, Shane buddy, hey what’s up?!”
J.J is thankfully quiet about it but the rest of the locker room slowly turns and hush their conversations. Hayden rests a hand on his loose arm, both of them are making eye-contact through Shane.
“I fucked up, the plan, it all fucked up it back fired. He’s- he’s-” He lets out a loud broken sob and the room is dead silent, just letting him stand their and loose control over the room forever, just like he has potentially lost Ilya forever, just because he was desperate to have Ilya know he loves him.
“Okay, Okay, you’re in no place to play out the rest of this game, Jackie’s in the stands, I’m going to call her and she’s going to help you get changed.” Shane tries his best to stop the tears but his chest heaves an ugly noise.
“No, no, Hayden I can finish this game.” He tries to push past but J.J just grabs him by the shoulder and levels him a hard look. “Capitaine, if they die tonight, gods forbid man, but if they do, you would be beating yourself up over this decision forever, go be with them man.”
“J.J’s, right, we’ve got this, I’ve texted Jackie. We’ll tell coach it’s a family emergency.” Hayden goes to move as the whistle blows to bring the teams back onto the ice. J.J stops him first, pulling them both into a tight hug. “It’s going to be alright Shane, you know Lily is a fighter. Don’t forget the box in your bag, we did not buy that for you not to pop the question at some point this week.”
Shane lets out a wet laugh. “Are you sure this week isn’t a little too soon.” The boys laugh and while J.J nods along Hayden shrugs. “I don’t know man, you were the one who started the strike, you said it your, he’s the one. Why wait?”
 
<->
BOSTON WAGS UNITE
Carol: Jane do not watch tonight’s game?!
Ah fuck who am I trying to kid
You love hockey, of course you’re watching
Tereasa:  that did not look good
It’s never good when they don’t get up
fuck
Charlotte: shit you’re telling me
I didn’t think it would be Ottawa
They’re like nice as fuck
Mandy: well okay this is shit
I regret choosing to watch the Montreal game for action now
jane please call us
tell us you’re okay
we’ll update if the boys learn anything about Ilya
Carol: yes, and for now
Please jane, tell us you’re okay
We’re worried
Lauren: I can’t believe the universe did him like this
We were just about to get the conclusion to our years long love story
Mandy: does this mean the strike can’t end!?!!
Carol: NOT THE TIME LADIES
WE CAN SORT OUT THE STRIKE LATER
Mandy: sorry sorry
I just don’t know what else to say
I want to distract Jane
Charlotte: we know that’s what you want to do Mands
Just maybe now’s not the time
When we hear from jane then we can laugh
Lauren: Hold it!
It says read
Jane is everything okay?!?!
Tereasa: Jane sweetie, we got you
Are you good?
Carol: alright Jackie from Montreal just messaged me
She’s got Jane
She’s going to be alright
We’re just going to have to wait for that update
Charlotte: why was Jane with Jackie?
Carol: she was at the Montreal game
Mandy: and somehow Jackie has met Jane before us
Ohhhhhh
Jane….i see
Tereasa: why do I think Mandy has had an epiphany
Carol: I don’t know what she could’ve possibly figured out
Because I don’t know what she’s on
Mandy: don’t worry it’s nothing
I’m just going back to the game since intermission is over
God Jane
<->
 
Shane doesn’t remember having a shower or getting changed, he just comes too in the passenger seat of the Pike family van with Jackie at the helm and Ruby and Jade babbling to each other in the back, they’re only a few years old but he smiles knowingly at the terrors he knows they’ll be.
“You finally back to the land of the living Jane?” Jackie smiles while she says it so she must be happy to see him. ‘Yeah Jackie I’m back, just what happened?”
“Mummy said you had a big feeling and now you need to go see someone, so we’re going on a road trip.” Ruby squeals at the end with a big smile. Jade claps her hands. “Thank you, uh where is my gear, and where exactly are we going?”
“In the boot, baby. As for where we’re going, you should know this freeway.” He looks out the window as they pass familiar road statues and gas stations. “Jackie, are you driving me two hours to Ottawa?”
His voice cracks as he stumbles over his words, the tears threatening to come back at the amount of relief he feels coursing through his body. Jackie takes one hand off the steering wheel and moves it to clasp his.
“Of course Shane, you’re family, one of my bigger grown-up kids, right alongside J.J. I would do anything for you, even a spontaneous road trip.” Shane laughs and the girls giggle in the back. Deep down he feels a little bad since Jackie is pregnant, it’s only first trimester so she says it’s not too bad, but he’s heard the things pregnancy does to a woman.
“I love you so much Jaxs. Fu-dge, I need to check my phone, I need to tell the girls to tell their boys that I’m coming, I need his hospital location!” Jackie’s hand squeezes. “Don’t worry, the girls know that I’ve got you, I text Carol that you’re making the trip over with me, I’ve got the location, the boys have been braced to deal with my two rascals.”
“Three rascals Jackie.” He corrects, causing her to let out a cackle. The bubbles of joy don’t stop her from taking the right exit off the freeway. He truly must have been out of it for a good ninety precent of the drive since they’re already coming off the long drive and breaking away to city streets.
“Shane, maybe text the girls anyway. I’m sure it’ll be a good stress relief, I don’t know Ilya’s condition, it might be good for you. And if you don’t want to talk to Boston maybe just give an update on the strike to the rest of the girls.”
He nods, the numb sensation of reality clawing its way back into his chest.
 
<->
Queen Jane and her Head WAGS
Cassie (Ottawa): fuck jane
I’m so fucking sorry
That rookie is getting traded or suspended after tonight
That was so fucking dumb
Ottawa is very sorry
Carol (Boston): we know this has nothing to do with Ottawa as a whole Cassie
Jane knows
She will be out for that rookie’s blood though
Gloria (NYC): and she won’t be alone in that
13 people liked this message
You (Queen): cassie it’s okay
I know this isn’t on you
I will be plotting his murder
After I find out whether Roz is okay
Carol (Boston): our boys are relaying everything for us
You (Queen): I know, thank you
But I’m coming to Ottawa
I got a friend to drive me
Gloria (NYC): god for you Queen
Wishing you all my love from New ork
Martine, Luara and Maria also wish you love
You (Queen): thank you
Tell them that I love them so much
As for you Cassie
Tell your rookie to run
Cassie (Ottawa): Will do 🫡
Let me tell you, if you don’t kill him
My boys definitely will
Lisa (Toronto): my boys (Ughgghghg) will as well
Though let me tell you it’s not in solidarity of the strike
They just fucking hate Ottawa
You (Queen): Don’t worry Lisa I’m well aware
At this point I don’t care
That rookie will pray for Toronto to kill him after what I’ll do to him
Carol (boston): you know, I forgot there was a time we debated why Roz chose you
You clearly are a perfect match for him
Go get him tiger!
You (Queen): don’t worry I will
And for all those wondering about the strike
You’re standing strong until I have a conversation with ilya
32 people liked this message
<->
 
Shane is almost too quiet as they pull into the hospital. It’s bad enough that he himself notices that maybe he should be talking. But he’s just so tired of asking meaningless questions. Ilya could be dead, who the fuck cares about some sex strike.
He loves his girls, they’re ride or die for him, and he loves them for that, but he needs more than that from them right now, and the only ones giving that to him is Boston, because they’re in mourning too.
“Alright, get out here Shane.” He looks up, “this is the drop off zone?”
“Yes, I am in fact aware of where I am driving, the baby has not affected me that much Hollander. I said get out.”
“But don’t you need help with the kids.” She rolls her eyes with a force unimaginable. “Shane Hollander, Ilya’s room is level three number 13, you know it by the pile of bears lurking around. Don’t wait to reach him Shane, every second counts.”
The earnest desperation in her voice is what spills him over the limit. Especially as he hands him the box from his Hockey bag. Subconsciously he thinks about Sveta, she was meant to be on a flight tonight because she had business in Russia, he wonders if she knows already. Shane doesn’t move to call her though, instead his body pours out of the Pike’s van and starts running like at hell through the hospital doors.
In his imagination Shane looks like a mad man, pushing over hospital staff and jumping over moving beds until he finds the right door. In reality he sprints to the nearest elevator and presses the button and waits.
When it finally arrives he waits for everybody else to get off before he can get on. The air inside smells like a specially brewed canister of sickness and death. He presses the button for floor three, and then he waits.
There’s no music in this elevator, just the loud whirring of the machine as the numbers slowly climb and his anxiety builds. It stops on the first floor, two people get in, one with a cough and again they press a number and he waits again.
Shane Hollander will wait as long as it takes to get to Ilya Rozanov, he’s already waited six years, what’s a few seconds more.
The next stop is his. Shane tries to act calm stepping off of the elevator, but he can’t stop himself. He moves fast like an unrestrained hurricane. He sweeps down the hallway with a clacking gait that alerts everybody of his presence.
Room 13 is on a corner, which leads him to the most awkward meeting of his life, but he just can’t help not be even the little bit ashamed about it. He’s out of breath and clearly still sweaty and uncomfortable from his hockey game, even if Jackie helped him shower.
“Please, please tell me his going to be alright.” The heads of every single Boston bear turns to him in perfect sync. Shane’s eye latch onto Ilya’s best friend, Cliff Marleau. The man is looking back with wide eyes.
“Fuck,” a voice small voice from the corner says, “Jane, Shane, you two didn’t even try to hide it.” The rookie takes a step back into the wall when all eyes turn to him but they eventually drift back to Shane, like one big defensive hive mind. With a crack of his knees Marleau gets off the floor and looks down at him.
“Jane…You’re Jane, aren’t you Hollander?” Shane painfully closes his eyes and nods, “I know I’m not who you were hoping for, maybe some nice Canadian girl, but please just tell me he’s okay. I’ve given his so much, he can’t leave me like this.”
Whispers start to mutter as he rubs at his face, he feels arms wrap around him in a hug. More than one set. “hey, hey, no Shane. Nobody’s disappointed, we just wanted to make sure, fuck, we’re not mad.”
Connors’ voice is undeniable. But Cliff’s arms as strong as he gives one last squeeze and they both let go. As he rubs through, he tears and looks up Kane and St-Simon are smiling. He cocks an eyebrow and Kane smile widens.
“You know, it’s really no wonder our wives seem to love Jane so much, I think we’ve all heard about how they would leave us for a chance with Shane Hollander.” The almost pray like way he says Shane’s name sends him over the edge with laughter.
“I can promise you, I am too in love with your captain to give a single thought to your wives, but I’m sure they’re very nice.” Wet laughs echo down the hall, but silence prevails again. In the silence he asks the question again. “Do you guys know anything, just any update.”
Cliff shakes his head and so Shane plants his back against the wall and slides down in misery, head in his hands and just lets the tears flow. This can’t be how it ends, he saw the picture of them pulling Ilya off the ice, he saw the bloody trail he left behind him.
He clearly isn’t hiding his sadness very well, because cliff squeezes in right beside him and pulls a familiar looking gym bag close to him rummaging through one of the pockets until he finds something, he doesn’t pull it out yet though.
“Hollander-”
“Shane.”
“Right, Shane, can you look at me.” He’s a mess, eyes all puffy and red but Cliff still has the decency to smile when Shane makes the effort. ‘There you are, hey Roz is going to be fine, he’s going to come back to you. And let me tell you, Roz has been waiting for weeks to come back to you, that man is obsessed, your little strike has been very impressive, got that man wrapped around your finger.”
Cliff takes a break to breathe and lets the laughter of his team fill in space. “And let me tell you, we’re all very grateful for that, he’s so much nicer when he’s in love. Here’s the thing Shane, on the behalf of Roz we’ve got to ask if you feel the same.”
Shane gives him a withering stare, but the team just look back with anticipatory gazes, they know the answer they’re just waiting for him to confirm it all.
“Yes, I’m in love with him, so much. I don’t know what I’ll do with myself if he’s not alright after this, nothing will be the same if he’s not there beside me to give my commentary. I started this strike with the mere hope to see him, now I want to shout from the rooftops that he is mine. But I can’t, because he’s not a Canadian or American citizen and the risk of Russia is too great, I could never pull him away from his home.”
Cliff smiles and moves, reaching into the gym bag at the same time, pulling something out so quickly and hiding it behind his back that Shane can’t tell what it is. “Hollywood, I’m going to need you to stand up, and team you’re all going to take a knee behind me, we do this together, for cap.”
They all move in sync really quickly, and Connors is happy to help Shane to his feet. He stares at the group of kneeling men in obvious confusion. The rookies are practically bouncing with excitement while Cliff coughs to clear his throat with his one good hand.
“Shane Hollander, I can’t believe I’m the one doing this instead of Roz, but he was clearly so nervous about asking you that he wrote it all down.” Cliff smiles as he increases a page lovingly used. As the words start to flow Shane can picture Ilya reading them out to him.
“Shenya, there are not enough words, English or Russian, for me to express how sorry I am for all that I have done to you. You should not have had to start big strike to get my attention, I should have just seen you, just like I saw you when we were 18. I could not risk telling you then, but when you spoke to me I was so distracted by your beauty that I was very rude.”
Cliff chokes on his laugh, but for some reason it doesn’t ruin the moment, the bears are still kneeling all smiles. “Shane, I don’t think I’ll ever be enough to fully deserve you, but these past few months have shown me what I am without you, and I am nothing.” Shane wants to fight and tell Ilya that he deserves everything, but Ilya isn’t here right now.
Cliff folds up the piece of paper again and puts it on the floor. “I know for a fact Ilya wanted to do this in person, but this is an emergency Shane. So, on behalf of Ilya Rozanov, we, the Boston bears, are asking you to please marry him.”
He pulls out the black box from his pocket and presented the perfect gold band like a hidden treasure. “Yes,” he replies softly, reaching for the box. Of course it was going to be yes, there’s a matching box burning a hole in his pocket.
“Oh thank god you said yes, because none of us are his emergency contact and Svetlana is in Russia, we kind of need his fiancé here.”





  
    Chapter End Notes

    jackie is in fact just sitting in the van going 'I wonder how much time I should give him before I follow?' mean while mandy is at home watching the Montreal game going 'shane hollander I know who you are, an icon"

Anyway, this is the most batshit proposal I could pull out of my ass, i'm not even sorry. I can just picture Shane Hollander looking clueless in a hallway as all of the bear pout like 'shane please marry our captain, be our step captain, we love you!!!!"

And if you're wondering about reactions to the whole Shane is Jane thing with the bears they're all in shock, that'll come in following chapters

AN: hey so just letting you know bye the way, writing's going to slow down a bit from here, my Uni just started and I have a new shift at work, so I've got to figure out all the scheduling for my writing, but hopefully I'll get a chapter out by next Sunday at the latest
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  Shane stares at the bear, his eyes are still puffy and red and all he can think about is how stupid their plan was. Expect he can’t really call it stupid, since it most definitely worked on him, and now they’re all praying it works on the doctor walking down the hall with the fancy looking clipboard.
“Alright Hollzy, you got this mum. Just pat your pretty eyelashes and wave the ring and if you really need to show your text threads. Or maybe not, knowing Roz those are a crime to humanity.”
Cliff rubs over his shoulder blades like they’re actually about to go into a game and play for the win. Shane isn’t nervous, totally not. “I can do that, I’m great at acting, so great, yep so good. I can also pretend not to hear that comment Cliff”
The concerned looks the Bears send each other does not help hype him up. “Dude you’ve been playing our wives for like five years now, I think you’re a good actor.” Vetrov is leaning against the wall and smiles, they’re all still a little giddy from the proposal, especially the now clingy rookies.
“Yes, but that was behind a screen. They couldn’t read my face, and I tripped up so many times in that chat. I can’t do that in person, I do not have the confidence.” Cliff hums, “but you did such a good job at that skit at the last awards show, cuz like in retrospect you were pissed at Roz from what the girls tell us about Jane…”
He trails off, awkwardly rubbing the back of his neck while Shane flushes. “Oh, I was thinking about how I would get fucked into a mattress after that.” The words slip out of Shane’s mouth at a horrifying speed.
He has the after thought to look embarrassed and cover his mouth in abject horror. It does not stop everybody else around him staring at him with their mouths agape. Cliff does not have this problem as he clutches his stomach laughing.
“Shit Hollander, we might just make a Bear of you yet. Now, come on, you need me to give you a supporting kiss, I promise I won’t be mad if you think of Roz.” Shane scoffs and rolls his eyes, shoving Cliff. “Ew, I can’t imagine anything worse.”
Amongst the laughter Shane doesn’t notice the clip clop of heels on the ground stopping. The doctor clears her throat. “Hello there boys, I see you have not chosen to move despite forewarning.”
Shane smiles as the bears all look like little boys being scolded by their mother. “Apologies, Doctor Riley,” Connor takes over stepping forward with a charming smile that Shane can’t even blame women for loving, despite him being a bear, “we were just waiting for our captain’s fiancé to get here, we can migrate to the waiting room now.”
Doctor Riley turns to Shane with a raised eyebrow and does a gimme gesture. He folds immediately, very proud to showcase his sparkling ring. He put it on so quickly and was instantly distracted with all of the commotion that he hadn’t had the chance to take it all in.
It’s a pretty basic design, but he can’t help but smile looking at the little snowflakes etched into the gold. “It’s a very pretty ring, but he wasn’t wearing one when we brought him in. I know many couples don’t do it for both partners, but…it is weird you aren’t listed anywhere.”
He knows what she’s implying. “I know, we only got engaged a few months ago, and our jobs have both been so demanding as you can see,” he jokes while fumbling around in his pocket for the box. “But, we were also just waiting for the other right to come in. I hope this is sufficient evidence.”
Everybody on Ilya’s team snaps their gaze to the ring in the box. It’s very obnoxious, but Shane knows his future husband well enough to know that he loves a spectacle, otherwise the sex strike wouldn’t have worked half as effectively as if has.
“I see, I like your little snowflake engravings, they match perfectly for Canada and Russia.” She hands him back the box and only know does Shane realise how well their rings compliment, working in tandem and yet competing at the same time. Perfectly them.
“As it stands your fiancé is fine, he just has a concussion and a broken nose. Nothing too bad that won’t be fixed soon, but he’s going to be out for the standard concussion time, no hockey for him.” Shane counts in his head, Ilya will be back in time for the playoffs, and based on the bears they might be able to get there with out Ilya, but it would be a struggle.
“Right, can I please see him?” The doctor smiles, “of course you can, you can stay as long as you like. As for the rest of you boys-”
“Visitors Room, yes we know!” They chorus as they pat Shane on the back and walk out of the room. When the hallway is finally quiet Doctor Riley smiles. “Your fiancé didn’t want visitors in his loopy state coming off of the surgery, it’s why you had to wait so long, but I think hell be happy to see you.”
She pushes open a black out door to a dim room. “You’ve got a very handsome visitor Mr. Rozanov, I trust you to treat him well.” With that she walks away with a secretive smile. “Trust me Brianna, none of those boys is worth your time!”
“Not even me Ilyusha?”
At the sound of Shane’s voice Ilya’s eyes snap open with a force that has Shane wincing with a phantom concussion. He moves quickly to Ilya’s side when the man groans, and at a much slower pace opens his eyes again.
“You are here, really?” Shane nods, barely containing tears and a wide smile at the sight in front of him. “Yeah, I’m here Ilya. Jackie, uh Pike, she drove me here.” Ilya’s shaky hands rise up to his face and runs his thumb right under his eyes.
The hand moves, touching Shane the whole way down until he reaches Shane’s left hand. Shane watches with rapt attention as Ilya feels the ring and slowly looks down at it. “I am too late? How you already found another, someone better?”
The wet voice hits Shane like a ton of bricks. “No, no. Baby, do you not recognise the ring?” And for a horrifying moment Shane thinks this was all one big prank by the Bears and the universe, maybe they’re one in the same.
Ilya takes his hand and pulls it closer to inspect. Shane wants to remind him about his concussion, but it would only hurt Ilya more. “I picked this ring, it is mine. Btu why do you have it, I have not proposed yet. I was meant to do it this weekend, after I had made everything better. I had a big speech prepared.”
“I know Ilya, this is your ring. I Heard that speech, but I’d like to hear it again from your lips when you’re better. You team proposed for you, I’m sorry you didn’t get to, but it was the only way to get into this room with Sveta in Russia.”
Ilya nods, btu Shane knows him now, he can see the tears. “Did marly at least get on his knees for you?” Shane gives a wet chuckle, “yes, he did, your whole team did. But that’s not the point Ilya.”
“I-, it might be wrong for me to say this Ilyusha, but I am glad you could not propose.” Ilya tries to let go of his hand, but Shane tugs back on it, “no, not, I accepted the ring you dummy. No, I’m glad because it means now I get to do this.”
His knees feel hard on the hospital floor as with one hand still clinging to Ilya, he again fumbles the box out of his pants and presents it like the Stanley cup. He hears shoes walk by outside, btu pays them no mind.
“Ilya Grigoryevich Rozanov, I don’t know if you’ve seen this, but for the past months I have run a very successful sex strike all to get your attention. At the end of this week I had hoped to tell you how much I love, but I know that is not enough now. I bought this right last week, I think it was a sign, especially since they match, they’re perfect for it other, just like us. I can not live my life without you right beside me, fighting me for every great achievement.
Ya lyublyu tebya, Ilya, ty vyydesh' za menya zamuzh? (I love you Ilya, will you marry me?)
Shane holds his position on his knees, panting with nerves at Ilya’s gaze pins him to the floor. It doesn’t last long before a smile cracks through. Ilya practically pulls him into a bruising kiss, and doesn’t stop.
“Yes, Shane, da, I will marry you. And I will propose better than the bears when I am recovered, a thousand candles!” Shane slides the ring onto his hand and softly brings it to his lips. “That sounds like a fire hazard.”
“Yes, but it would be a fire in your name.” Shane notices the yawn and the sluggish movements, “rest Ilyusha, I will be here when you wake up.” He watches as Ilya’s eyes slowly drift close then he pulls out his phone which almost combusts with messages.
Not only has the WAG discord fully imploded with messages, but his texts aren’t safe either, it’s as if the whole world has turned their eyes to him.
 
<->
The Shane Hollander Fanclub
Wifey: okay update peeps
Shane has gone into the hospital
I’ve found a good park and now am in the commoner’s waiting room
Mind you, with all of the Boston Bears team
lol
Mistress: ARE THEY BEING NICE
I WILL FIGHT THEM
WE ARE DRIVIGN TO OTTAWA NOW
Bestie Boo: we’ve stopped for a rest stop
Ignore your stupid husband Jaxs
Hayden, I don’t think you can fight any of the Bears
You: I think you’re underestimating him
I feel like if they did something stupid his mothering instincts step in
Bestie Boo: you know what, you’re right Shane
Hayd you totally could
But we don’t want that, so jaxs please tell us they’re fine
Mistress: YES TELL ME
I CAN FIGHT THEM
If they say something to you, or to Ruby and Jade
I will murder them
Wifey: calm down
The bears are fine
The rookies are just letting Ruby and Jade buly them
*picture of two rookie being climbed on and having their hair pulled into different styles while a third laughs their ass off*
Mistress: I hate that that is kind of a cute photo…
I’m still going to beat them next week
Wifey: lol, only if Shane and Roz leave the hospital anytime soon
Anyway, I think they’re all trying to figure out if I know about Jane
To which, Shane, do I have your permission to ask them the same
You: yeah, though you should hear from me first
*Picture of Shane and Ilya’s hands intertwined with the rings*
Bestie Boo: WHAT THE FUCK HOLLANDER
I THOUGHT THAT RING WAS FOR MONTHS LATER!?!!?!
Mistress: congrats man, I taught you so well
I can’t believe you bought two of them, I only remember the one
Wifey: AAAAHHHHH CONGRATS
But I’m also pretty sure that you only bought one
You: I did only buy one
🙃
Bestie Boo: omg, you did the gay thing and proposed at the same time
Total cliché man, you’re better than that
You: worse
The Boston Bears got on their knees and read out the speech ilya wrote for me
Wifey laughed at this message
They needed to get someone into the room
Mistress: WAIT THAT MEANS HE BROUGHT THE RING TO HIS GAME
HE WENT ON THE ROAD WITH THAT RING
AND THEY FUCKING MATCH
Bestie Boo: okay damn
You two are soulmates aren’t you?
I know we were a little weird about finding out about the him thing and the gay thing
But this is cute
You: apology accepted J.J
And yes they match, and he’s already sworn he’s doing a proposal
So long as he’s medically cleared
Wifey: of course he is, I’d say lock that man down but you’re already on it
Anyway, I assume this is permission to talk to the bears about Jane
Also you might want to update the WAGS
I’m not sure I agree with you waiting to speech to him instead of cancelling the strike
But you need to call it off now
You: yeah, in retrospect that was kind of shit of me
But my head was a little bit muddled and stressed
I thought saying continue instead of stopping and explaining everything would just be easier to deal with
Bestie Boo: ooooff we get it man
But yeah, maybe tell the WAGS
I’m sure they’ll sort out the parameters if you tell them you’re a little stressed
Wifey: JJ is right
I’m sure you’ve learnt this from the bears chat
But us girls stick together and now you’re one of us
You: yeah, I know
Thank you jaxs
For the support and driving me here
You’re a legend
Mistress: I know isn’t she just perfect ❤️
Wifey: love you too Hayden
But I’m gonna go talk to the bears
I’ll probably start with the rookies on the floor
Mistress: BYE MY DARLING
You: bye Jackie <3
Bestie Boo: this is becoming a Jackie Pike fan club
I’m completely fine with that
Bye gorgeous
<->
 
Shane goes to open the WAGS chat to call everything off, but a new notification pops up at the top of his screen. Foolishly, he thinks it will be just a quick fix. Unsurprisingly he is completely blindsided.
 
<->
BOSTON BEARS UNITE
Shane Hollander (AAAAAAHHHHHH MUM) had been added to the chat
Connors: alright everybody be nice to Hollander
Dw it will probably a temporary addition
hammersmith: I mean Roz put a ring on it…
he could be a permanent addition
You: I think if you talked to any member of the Voyagers
They’d tell you how much you don’t want me permanently
St-Simon: dude you’re Shane Hollander
Who wouldn’t want you?
You: I’m also the man with enough dedication and sway to start a sex strike
I’ve been told my training comes from hell
Connors: OKAY THIS WAS NOT THE POINT OF HIS INTRODUCTION
Hey Hollander, how is roz doing?
He was out for a while
You: oh the big baby is fine, a concussion and broken nose
You weren’t allowed in because he didn’t want people to see him loopy
Marleau: awe, because he’d totally spill that he’s dating you
Trust me, as his roommate, he’s been bubbling with energy to see you
You: really?
That’s nice
Connors: thank you for the update
Now ignoring how weird it is that you don’t know how much Roz really cares about you
What’s up with the matching rings? 👀
You: I bought the ring a week or so ago
It just called to me
I had no idea about his
The matching was certainly a surprise
Marleau: only you and Roz would find perfect matching rings
also can’t believe they both have snowflakes
Carmichael: shut up Marly, I think it’s cute
Connors: it’s really cute
Speaking of cure, have you seen our rookies
You: oh I’ve seen your rookies
Jackie has sent pictures
If you go to the next game against us
Just know that Hayden will be chirpping
Cayden: don’t worry
Feller and I are very aware of this
We will just have to be the best uncles
Feller: second best
I don’t think we’re beating Hollander
But I think I can beat Boiziau
You: you know
I believe in your endeavour
I’m sure you can beat him from another country
Seeing the girls only four times a year at best
Marleau: says the man who was wooed under the same conditions
You: touché
But I don’t think you have Ilya’s charm to pull this off
Connor: nobody has that level of charm
Feller: then I guess we’ll die trying
You: cute
By the way, are you boys aware you’ve copied the WAG chat name?
Marleau: we were here before the WAGS
THEY COPIED US!!!!
You: not from my perspective Marleau
From my side of the club you’re all whipped
Don’t worry, Ilya will join you
Hammersmith: damn, walk him like a dog Hollander
Carmicheal: you know what
The sex strike should’ve tuned us into this dynamic
It’s still weird though
Connors: I still don’t know how Roz got THE Shane Hollander to fuck him
Shane Hollander (AAAAAAHHHHHH MUM) liked this message
Like please Hollander What did it take?
Marleau: Connors’ right
What on earth do you see in him?
You’re Shane Hollander
How did this even happen?
Feller: you’re too cool to be dating our captain man
Like please reconsider life choices
You: lol, okay, you want that answered in the order it was said or?
Marleau: PLEASE
You: it took a bunch of charming smiles and good sex, like really good
You heard Ilya’s speech, behind all of the layers he’s good. That and he’s kind of my only competition, it’s hot
your captain propositioned me in a bathroom after filming a CMM commercial
no I will not be entertaining leaving him
now other people are blowing up my phone
so debate my life for him and vice versa on your own
<->
 
Shane flips off the chat, his phone still buzzing over and over again. He’ll answer the WAGS first; he can placate them quickly if need be. He’ll answer whoever’s left after.
 
<->
Queen Jane and her Head WAGS
Carol (Boston): alright, for everybody wanting an update
The boys have all confirmed that jane is seeing Roz in the Hospital now
Gloria (NYC): so what, T-minus ten minutes until we get an update
Carol (Boston): yep, that’s about right
From the pretty happy texts I’m going to take a guess and say Strike victory
Cassie (Ottawa): I’m still so fucking sorry
We kind of fucked up everything
AND THERE’S NO HOLLANDER VS. ROZANOV FACE OFF THIS WEEKEND
😭
Lisa (Toronto): girl neither of them are your team?
Cassie (Ottawa): trust me, if you live in Ottawa you root for the centaurs and Shane Hollander
I’m sure that it’s a law by now
Carol (Boston): awe see, over here you root for Rozanov
And then burn a statue of Hollander
Gloria (NYC): yeah yeah, but like…
If Hollander ever propositioned, you
You would totally hit that? Right?
Carol (Boston): Oh yeah deffo, if I wasn’t married to cliff
Even now, if we were both at a club and this happened
I think he’d see it as divine intervention
That or you know, paris
You (Queen): what on earth have I come back too?
You know what, I don’t care
I have messages to check
I came in here to tell you all that the strike is over
He wrote a proposal speech and the bears proposed to me for him
Just so I could get into the hospital lol
Anyway we talked, everything’s good
Love wins!
Bye!
Carol (Boston): WHAT
JANE COME BACK HERE
WHY DID MY HUSBAND NOT TELL ME?!?!!
Gloria (NYC): I’m cheering for you Jane
Truly
But I’m gonna have to come back in an hour
SEX IS BACK ON BABY
BY DECREE OF THE QUEEN!!!!!!!!!!!
32 people liked this message
Cassie (Ottawa): you know what
Love this for you
But I’m echoing Gloria here
Gonna go get fucked
BYE!
Carol (Boston): I know for a fact half of us are going insane with their boys on the road
But you know what
I love this for the rest of you
Lisa (Toronto): fucking finally
GOOD FOR YOU JANE
Ladies lets never do this again
Carol (Boston): agreed
 
<->
The Old Gay Dinosaur
Dinosaur: HOLLANDER
FUCK HOLLANDER
TEXT ME BACK!!!!
You: god what is going on old man
Yes I know about Ilya
I called off the strike
Dinosaur: DUDE I DON’T CARE
HAVE YOU LOOKED AT THE INTERNET RIGHT NOW
You: No? What’s going one
Dinosaur: *link to a twitter text in which there are images of Shane with the bears*
You: shit
Dinosaur: yeah shit
I guess this congratulations on your proposal
You: not the time Scott
Dinosaur: I know, but I didn’t know what else to say
What do you do when somebody’s been outed
You: man fuck if I know
I think I’m going to stay in this hospital room for the rest of my life
Dinosaur: yeah, but then how would you get married?
You: Ilya would marry me in a hospital room
Dinosaur: fine, how would you play hockey
You: fuck
I’m going to have to call my manager
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  @OTTAWAbaddie
UHHHHH can somebody tell me if what I’m see is real???? Are the Boston bears proposing to Shane Hollander!
*insert image of bears in the hallways*
@Holyfeckles
omg that’s shane WTF is going on in hockey
@Bostoncupbaby
Ilya’s grave isn’t even fresh WHY ARE YOU TRYING TO FIND A NEW CAPTAIN
@TouringToronto
Only the Boston bears would try to get a new captain in a weird proposal
@BRADsummers
This is so obviously photoshopped, no team would all go to their captain’s bedside, that’s gay
- @FuckMontreal
   You don’t have a lot of friends do you Brad?
<->

@MimsHollanov
Okay I don’t know if we all saw @OTTAWAbaddie‘s post, but like ummmmmm WHO DO YOU THINK THE BEARS WOULD PROPOSE FOR!!! HMMMMMMM
@ SIGNoftheHollanov
No no, girl you’re so correct I see the brilliant vision your mind conjured
@Shay4life
Is your guys first thought really this shit. Hollanovs are insane
- @SIGNoftheHollanov
   Girl, you ship SHAYDEN
         - @ Shay4life
            They’re besties!!! It makes more sense than your thing
@24+81
Dw girl, I’m standing with you
@Kittywrites
I WROTE A FIC OF THEM BEING CUTE https://archiveofourown.org/works/78470151
- @SarsGuard
   Yes katie baby you are the best
@HornFlakes
I just know Shane and Ilya have matching rings. They probably carried them to every game just in case
@MichaelJJ
You shippers need to shut up. If this is real I’ll eat my own hat
- @SIGNoftheHollanov
   You know what I’ll be holding onto this post for when they come out

<->
@ESPN
Only a few hours ago an image by @OTTAWAbaddie of the insane of the Ottawa general hospital has been taken. It seems to show the Boston Bears all kneeling in front of Montreal’s captain Shane Hollander. What does this mean for Hockey?
Read more here: adhfsjbsfqwenbsgfnrweif
@HockeyHolly
Why does this read like ESPN is asking if Shane is Marleau and Rozanov’s third
- @SIGNoftheHollanov
   Actually, Cliff is Hollanov’s third
      - @HockeyHolly
         You know what, yeah that checks out, they’re competing to prove themselves to him
@BUFFALOOOOOO 
This can NOT be a serious article THEY ARE NOT PROPOSING
- @TakeMeToParis
    In what reality are they not proposing!?!?!?! Why else are they on their knees!!!!
       - @SIGNoftheHollanov
          …to suck dick
@PuckBunnies
So ummm, is Hollander considered the first gay of hockey, or is it the Boston bears
- @Hornyanddown
   Yeah this is the real question, I don’t care about it Shane is moving to Boston (lol as if) I want to know if this proposal means Shane is higher gay rank or what
@HollanderGold
Lol you know what, imagine if the bears are asking shane to join them with their Stanley cup ring
- @FuckMontreal
   It’s no secret that Hollander has been on a cup run this year, I’d try and steal him too
       - @Shay4life
          Yeah but like he’s not going to leave for just some ring
               - @SadiePlays
                  Ewwww RPF DNI you freak
                        - @Shay4Life
                           You are literally responding under and ESPN proposal speculation post, shut the fuck up

<->
@24+81
You know what I haven’t seen any of the big news corporations talk about and may be the big reason no hockey player is online right now. WHAT HAPPEN WITH THE STRIKE! WHO IS Jane!
@Blueberrybaby
Omg we’re so stupid, Jane=Shane. The prince of Canada is the queen of the WAGS
- @HitMeWithThatPuck
    If Jane=Shane then I fear I will become the biggest Hollander supporter that is too iconic
@Ilovejane
I love that this implies the strike is over and every WAG is too busy fucking to look at the news
- @MarlyMandy
   Lol not all of us, let me tell you us Boston girls have migrated to the same house waiting for news
         - @CarollikeChristmas
            We talked about this Mandy
               - @MarlyMandy
                  Yeah, well boooo tomato tomato
@WAGUnionSupporter
I love how the WAGs being here kind of proves hollanov
- @CarollikeChristmas
   Yeah…no, we’re just as confused as everybody else, waiting for jane to respond to our messages
        - @MarlyMandy
           Or our Husbands/boyfriends, just any response from the world of the Ottawa hospital would be nice

<->
@MontrealVoyagers
We have seen the photo circulating online; we are looking into this. As it currently remains we request that the public reminds themselves that our players deserve privacy too.
@24+81
Did Yuna Hollander put a gun to their head to write this? Like just say if Shane got proposed to or not
@BRADsummers
Montreal if Hollander is a fag you better trade him, it has no place in hockey
- @Ilovejane
   Well you’re a lot of fun at parties
@MimsHollanov
At this point I don’t know what I’m rooting for more, Hollanov, poly Bears or Shane stealing Roz’s cup ring to replace him as captain

<->
@BostonBears
Yes we’ve seen the image, no like you we have no clue what’s going on. We’ll report back to you soon, but for now we’ll just go with love is love!
@MimsHollanov
Uhhh did the Boston PR team just give up
- @24+81
   I have a feeling they are currently too busy trying to get in contact with the team to focus on us
@Ilovejane
Yes go girl, give us nothing
@ SIGNoftheHollanov
Boston bears being pro-gay love? Fork found in kitchen.
@HollanderGold
Boston Bears I’ve grown quite fond of you
@ MichaelJJ
Don’t do this shit, it’s hockey not fairy hollywood

 
<->
They circle like sharks. There’s a million different stories coming from just this one image and absolutely none of them are correct to the point that it’s starting to become funny. “Look at this one moya Lyubov! They think bears are on big sex group.”
“That’s nothing Roz, I’ve got one saying we pick our rookies based on sex appeal.” Shane feels his head exploding but it doesn’t stop Cliff and Ilya. “Then why are our rookies so ugly marly, that is stupid theory!”
God Hayden and J.J need to get here already. “On the upside, the internet really is stupid because absolutely no one has figured out the Jane of it all. Like some people are getting Hollanov, but they aren’t really putting two and two together.”
Jackie winces as she says it, she’s aware it’s not that helpful. “Thanks Jaxs, I think I’m going to take a walk, call my parents, wait outside for Hayden and J.J.” he hand checks his pockets for everything.
“You’re not worried about things getting worse than this?” Cliff asks, stopping him by the shoulder. Shane lets out a tired chuckle. “I don’t think it can get any worse, people are just confused right now, but they figure it out soon, photos are going to help speed that up but at this point I don’t have the energy to care.”
“Alright, call us if you need help Jane.” Shane rolls his eyes, but the name calling is worth it to see Ilya’s bright smile. “Goodbye my darling fiancé Jane, make sure they take a photo of your hand next time, let them know you won the sex strike!”
“Uh, just quickly, should we be worried about the WAG’s reactions?” Shane gives Jackie a sly smile. “Aside from those with husbands on the road, I told them the strike was over and I was engaged and they all left to have sex.”
“Ah women after my own heart, if only I could also fuck my fiancé after long sex strike.” Ilya dramatically collapses onto his bed. “Right, well he’s your problem now you two, I got to get away from here, god knows I need my strength to deal with my Mum.”
They both give their best of luck, along with a hug and kiss goodbye from Ruby and Jade. The twins seem to understand a lot about what’s going on around them, but it’s not like any of them can stop anything right now.
Shane drags his feet throw the hallway, he doesn’t know where he’s going, he didn’t really scope out the hospital on the way in, and it’s been so long since he was here when he was a kid. The walls are painted a different shade, no longer that sad chipping grey that was toxic.
No, the walls have been stripped down and replaced by a bright shade and stronger foundations. These new walls can take the hits that the world throws at them, they don’t collapse under pressure and they make it work.
He finds his way to the elevator; he presses for the highest button and is spat out on the roof. The hospital’s not that tall, but it’s still a good view. Shane walks to the edge and sits on the balcony wall. There’s a duel raise situation so nobody can see him up here except for the birds.
His phone buzzes in his pocket again, Shane wants to ignore it but that wouldn’t be fair to Farah or his mother. In this case it’s a latter, and for some reason that’s both the best option and the hardest one. He clicks accept and puts it on speaker phone.
“Shane! Baby, we’ve been trying to call for hours (Yuna give him some breathing room) I know, Baby, please talk to us!” She isn’t spewing mean words; she doesn’t seem to hate him just yet. The feeling just breaks him, tears leaking through the façade, he doesn’t really do this. “I-I’m sorry mum.”
He hiccups and stumbles over the words, he’s glad he doesn’t have to watch her reaction. “Shane honey, what are you sorry for?” He knows the question isn’t meant to sound like it but it feels rhetorical, like he’s already in trouble.
“I’m gay, I’m sorry Mum. I tried I really did.” The other side lets out a gasp and he can hear the static crackle of the line shifting hands. “Oh Shane, your mother and I are so proud of you, a little confused, not about the gay thing, we kind of thought that might be the case, but about the images.”
“You’re not mad?” he whispers to himself as a reassurance, but it’s picked up by the phone and more importantly his Mum. “We could never be mad at you for something like this, we know well enough that love isn’t something you can control, just look at how your grandparents reacted to your father.”
He lets out a wet chuckle, it’s cynical, there’s no secret behind why Shane hasn’t met his mother’s side of the family and barely sees his father’s. “You’re right, I should’ve know you’d be accepting.”
“No Shane, your father and I should have been more vocal in our support especially when we thought you might be gay. Now not to diminish this conversation, I do need to talk business.” Shane hears a chastising ‘Yuna’ on the other end but he takes comfort in a good plan.
“No Dad, I need this. Let’s get this plan on the way!” He can feel his father rolling his eyes from the other side of Ottawa. “Right, I need three things from you; what was happening in that photo? Who exactly you’re dating? And last but most importantly, do you want to go public with your sexuality? There are about 500 different stories circulating right now, you don’t have to be out.”
Shane breathes in and out and switches to shoot off a quick text to Ilya, he needs to know what is happening, this isn’t his choice to make alone. “Uh, the photo is of the Boston Bear’s team, or well most of the team, proposing to me on the behalf of Ilya, uh Rozanov. He’s my fiancé now, I proposed back to him when he woke up, I bought the ring months ago. And I need to talk to him about going public, because I couldn’t do it without him.”
“Okay baby thank you, I mean I’m not sure about Rozanov but-” She’s cut off by his Dad snatching the phone, “Shane, have you and Ilya been seeing each other for a while? If so, do we need to fight Jane?” Shane lets out a hyena laugh spooking the birds around him. “Really, ‘do I need to fight Jane?’ not are you Jane? Dad, come on, who else would be able to mastermind a league wide Sex Ban.”
“Ahh I should’ve known, you truly are your Mother’s son. Now, we’re driving down to Ottawa general, we’ll be there soon, you need to talk to your fiancé, then we’ll deal with Farah and the public, we’ve got this Shane, you’re strong, you’ll survive this.”
He nods to himself and hums along, letting the call click off before taking and breath and walking towards the elevator. He doesn’t stop on Ilya’s floor instead he walks to where he said he was going, front desk. Like he had suspected Hayden and J.J look absolutely dishevelled from the drive over.
“Did you both forget any form of ID in the rush?” They snap their heads towards him and rush over. “Fuck, Shane man, have you looked online, who am I kidding you looked wrecked of course you did.” He doesn’t appreciate Hayden’s tone but it’s the truth.
“We came as soon as we could, I will say, I don’t think the team likes the idea of you being gay. But the internet is loving the idea of you being Jane, big win for spiteful gays like yourself.” He clips J.J’s head with a swift swat.
“Yeah yeah, great conversation you’ve brought with you, now come share that with the Bears.” He guides the two of them to Ilya’s room if only to kick everybody out, including two very pouty two year olds, he feels about that and pregnant Jackie, but there are other seats and he needs privacy.
When the room is quiet Ilya waits for him to start the conversation. “my parents know, they’re supportive. Um, they asked me something important and I know with your concussion you might not have read the text but-”
“I read the text, I want to come out with you Shane. Russia will already see me as linked to gay, is too risky now to go home, may aswell go in for the million in for the billion.” Shane feels guilt well up in his stomach, his negligence has cost Ilya everything, has cost him family.
“You and I both know you know that’s not the saying,” he replies wetly instead, he takes the easy out Ilya is giving him if only as a reprieve. “I want to come out with you too Ilya, I love you and I want to show the whole world, not just have them assume I’m now becoming part of the Boston polycule.”
“But you would look so pretty in our colours,” Shane raises an eyebrow, “yeah but do you really want to share me with people?” Ilya glares then winces in pain. “You know I would hate it, do not tease Shane, it is mean asshole move.”
“I’m sorry, not just for the teasing, but the fact you can’t go back to Russia. Are their members of your family who would move here?” it’s a long shot and from what he’s heard he hopes none of Ilya’s family would move here. The question pulls a blanket of cold on the room.
“Da, my mother, I would hope if she was alive she would come live with me.”
“She died?”
“Yes, by accident, she accidently swallowed the whole bottle of pills. I was the one who found her. I will miss going to visit her grave but she would understand, it is for love.” Shane finds his hands running through Ilya’s curls as he talks. “What was her name?”
“Irina.”
“That’s beautiful Ilya.” He can picture naming their kids that, and isn’t that just hopeful. A short sharp knocks breaks their warm embrace, Hayden, Shane knows it anyway. “Is it important Hayden?!”
“It’s your parents, I’d say yes but I don’t know about you man.” Out the corner of his eye Ilya sits up a little bit straighter. “Send them in, then go make sure your wife isn’t giving birth.” There’s laughter followed by a click and his hand is still in Ilya’s hair, bodies pressed against one another.
“You know, I really didn’t believe it, but now I’ll be a hashtag hollanov stan.” He has no clue what his father is saying, but it sounds supportive, whereas his mum’s eyes are just darting between them. “Hi, I am Ilya Rozanov, captain of the Boston Bears, best hockey player in the world.”
All three Hollanders pierce their gaze onto Ilya and Shane hopes he feels somewhat scared for that remark, but his parents fail him as they burst into laughter. “Oh, he’s perfect baby,” his mum says as she walks closer with outstretched arms kissing both of their heads.
“Now, did you make a decision?” Ilya seems to choke on the tonal shift before smiling, “oh you are very similar Ms Hollander, da we have made a decision.”
“Mum, Dad, we’re going to come out, and we’ll see you at our wedding in the summer.
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  @ShaneHollander24✅
Lately I have been made aware of a photo circulating online. I just want to dispel the rumours quickly before I go back to waiting around a hospital room for somebody to be discharged. No I am not;

	Leaving the metros for the Boston Bears because Rozanov got knocked out

	Fucking Cliff Marleau

	Having a threesome with Cliff Marleau and Ilya Rozanov

	Fucking the entire Boston Bears team


On this note I am however:

	Gay

	Fucking Ilya Rozanov

	Now happily engaged to Ilya Rozanov


I hope everyone has a good weekend! ❤️😘
Oh and I forgot; Hello I am Jane and you’re watching the end of the greatest NHL sex strike!!!! 😘
@HollanderGold
Oh I just know that Mama Yuna did not approve of this message
         @YunaHollander
            He did not want me to, Shane did not appreciate the invasion of privacy
                   @SIGNoftheHollanov
                      You know what, he’s kind of iconic for that
@WAGUnionSupporter
JANE!!!! HE’S JANE WHAT A FUCKING LEGEND
@PuckBunnies
You know what, I fucked Rozanov a year ago and I’m just going to say good for Hollander but he’ll be back with me soon babes…maybe I’ll start a strike
        @SIGNoftheHollanov
           Honey…are you aware you look like Shane Hollander
@ScottHunter✅
Respect to you Shane, I was happy to help in your plot
        @CarterVaughn✅
           How on earth did you help, what joining the sex strike?
         @ScottHunter✅
            Nah, I found out Hollywood was gay then added him to the Admirals WAG chat because it would get back to Roz and he would think we slept together
          @CarterVaughn✅
              !?!?!?! excuse me?!?!! WAIT DID YOU KNOW WHEN I WAS TALKING ABOUT BEING GAY IN SOCHI!?!?!?
           @ScottHunter✅
              I found out after that, and let me tell you, so funny in hindsight
            @BlueberryBaby
               Congrats to Scott Hunter, ally of the year!
@Shay4Life
NOOO WHAT ABOUT HAYDEN, HE WAS RIGHT THERE?!?!?!
          @SIGNoftheHollanov
             Girl stfu nobody cares bout you
@Tiffany42
As the former head WAG of Boston, let me say what a legand Jane. Sorry for the amount of times we thought you were pregnant
         @CarolLikeChristmas
            Omg I’m just thinking about baby 19 year old Hollander on the other end of us complaining about our men
          @MarlyMandy
             Ok first, I was right, and second; Carol you’re not thinking hard enough. He contributed to those talks, I think what you need to think about Shane Hollander now being so petty to start the strike
          @JackiePike
            Mandy, I knew who Jane was before you, and let me tell you, I was living for every minute of this

 
<->
@IlyaRozanov81✅
My darling fiancé said it best but I would just like make sure you know rules. Women of Boston lose my number, unless you want to fight Shane Hollander. You will lose it will be funny. Next, gay men lose my man’s number you don’t deserve him. And Lastly, Marleau I will not forgive you for proposing in my place, I understand but is very rude! 😠
Also very not sorry to the men of NHL, the strike was very funny. And I am not gay, I am Bisexual!
@ShaneHollander24
This was not the PR approved message
          @IlyaRozanov81
             Yes but you love me for it, do you want to match names? 🥺
          @ShaneHollander24
             Sadly I do. Our names kind of already match but okay

@ShaneHollander24 has changed to @ShaneHollanderRozanov24
@IlyaRozanov81 has changed to @IlyaHollanderRozanov81
 
@LucaH2481
I have been dreaming of this day
@CliffMarleau7✅
They’re not even married yet and they’re acting like this
         @ConConnors✅
            Do you think we can still convince Shane to join us
         @IlyaHollanderRozanov81✅
           I will work on it
         @ConConnors✅
             I don’t like where that is going…. Also those new handles are a mouthful
          @ShaneHollanderRozanov24✅
             I want you to know I confiscated his phone before he made the obvious joke. Seriously Connor?
           @ConConnors✅
              Sorry Mum 🥺
@MimsHollanov
I love this new look for Roz. Lock him down Hollander
@FuckMontreal
Am I going to have to become a Hollander fan, or worse, a metros fan?!
@HockeyHolly
RIP the club scene in Boston, they’ve lost the best soldier
         @Blueberrybaby
            RIP the GAY club industry in Montreal, let me tell you Hollander was there
         @ShaneHollanderRozanov✅
            And you were all so nice to keep your mouths shut
          @Blueberrybaby
             Dw gorgeous, I watched you take one that one really hot guy a year or so ago and thought god I wish it was me. I would die for you
@MichaLanely✅
Damn, does this mean I won’t get a repeat performance Shane?
        @IlyaHollanderRozanov81✅
          Read the post, then my handle. Answer is no, go away!
        @ShaneHollanderRozanov24✅
           Sorry Micha, I’m a kept man now (I will say I did not you were famous when we hooked up)
         @MichaLanely✅
           What a shame (I did not know you either, Rose had to explain to me)
         @RoseLandry✅
             Let me tell you, I was very jealous of Micha. And very shocked about the gay thing, I wanted to shoot my shot that night
@RoseStanningIsLife
SHANE HOLLANDER PULLED MICHA AND ROZANOV!?!?!?!!? WHAT!!!?!!?! AND ALMOST THE QUEEN ROSE LANDRY!?!?!?! WHO IS THIS MAN!?!?!!

 
<->
@NHL✅
We are aware of Shane Hollander and Ilya Rozanov’s coming out. We will be looking into details for cheating and will see about them getting back onto the ice.
Comments on this post have been disabled
 
<->
Shane lets out a sigh of relief; the post is done. The texts will come in soon, calls from their managers, their coach’s, teammates, heads of industry, hell even probably Roger Crowell. “You did good, you can rest now baby.”
“No Ilya, I have so many people I need to call and respond to. I can’t just ignore the world.” He looks stern, his own phone resting on the table charging. “Why not, you are Shane Hollander, the world waits on your time.”
“Clearly today is evidence enough that the world does not care about what I want, aside from our proposal the whole day has been a dumpster fire.” Ilya laughs and tugs on his hands. “Yes but is that not enough proof that something good is happening. We no longer must lie to friends; we are free Shane.”
“Yes, but at what cost. What is going to happen with Russia Ilya?” A cough from the doorway breaks them apart, his mother stares them down with a weary smile. “Actually, honey, I’ve got that all covered. I got a hold of Farah and we’ve started Ilya’s emergency asylum case, it’s looking pretty strong. Sadly, you won’t be able to leave Canada anytime soon, but with that injury it might be best if you stay with us anyway.”
“Stay with you?” Ilya looks so confused, Shane kisses his head, “well, I’ll be on the road for the next few games, or maybe not if the NHL has their way. But either way I might not be here, so of course they’ll look after you.”
“You and Mr Hollander do not know me.” His mum smiles, “yes, but Shane does. He chose you, and thus it’s now our job to get to know you. My son wouldn’t start a sex strike for just anybody.” Shane politely ignores the soft sob that Ilya’s lets out, instead gently stroking his thumb over their intertwined hands.
His mum moves across the room and places a kiss on both their heads, her hands lingering on Shane’s face. “Baby, I love you and I’m so proud of, and so is your father, he’s just been roped into responding to comments with the Bears. We’re both in your corner. I know you’re going to keep cleaning up messes today. Respond for an hour and then take a break, you deserve it.”
He nods and when she leaves Ilya pats a spot on the hospital bed next to him. “Come, we will answer them together, you type, I judge. It is preview for future.” That rips out a laugh and Shane turns on his phone, dread is already forming.
 
<->
BOSTON WAGS UNITE
Carol: I knew we had a Metros fan in this chat
Didn’t realise you were the fan Jane
You: lol, sorry carol, and the rest of you girls
I’m sure you can understand why I kept this all a secret
Everything would be ruined if this had gotten out
I can never repay you for all the help you’ve been in this chat
I can’t imagine how much longer Ilya and I would’ve danced around each other
Mandy: girl don’t worry
Wait sorry
Dude? Don’t worry
We still love you, and I kind of figured it out already
Can’t believe the team proposed
You: you can keep using girl
You’re the majority in this chat lol
And trust me the proposal was rough, I did it better though
Tereasa: drop the ring photos GIRL
You: fine fine, here
*Same ring photo from last chapter, the matching design is clear*
Mandy: oh they are so fucking pretty
Carol: I can’t believe they didn’t match on purpose
Charlotte: this is so sweet, you sure you won’t join our team
You: well I’m not really sure
I haven’t opened the team chat
I kinda don’t want to deal with that
Lauren: and that’s you provocative Shane (oh that’s weird)
Now let’s talk about something else
Like maybe Scott Hunter
👀
Mandy: 👀
Carol: 👀
Charlotte: 👀
Tereasa: 👀
You: what can I say, people experiment at the Olympics
That and he’s a great ally
Mandy: oh I think he’s a little more than an ally
You: well I won’t be saying anything more
He’s just an ally
Lauren: gotcha, we’ll wait for the boyfriend in the WAG Chat
And the coming out post
Shane CAPTAINFUCKING Hollander-Rozanov like this message
Oh and reminder, we got your back Shane
You’re still our Queen
Charlotte, Carol, Tereasa, Mandy and Shane CAPTAINFUCKING Hollander-Rozanov liked this message
You: I know, thank you ladies
I love you too
Just not like that
Charlotte, Carol, Tereasa, Mandy and Lauren laughed at this message
 
<->
His WAGs are the easiest. He knows that they would understand, they were excited at the prospect only an hour earlier and they’ve been supportive of his strike. He just wishes he could’ve told them from the beginning.
“You do not have to keep going, if you tell the girls to spread the word they will do so.” Ilya peppers kisses between his words. Shane can’t give up just yet though. “No, I need to keep going, we’re going to use the sandwich technique.”
“What is this sandwich”
“Slices of good to muddle out the bad.”
 
<->
Montreal’s Finest
Comeau: I can’t believe you’re a fag Hollander
Drapeau: I can I mean have you seen his gay skating
I’m shocked it’s Rozanov
But I guess the degradation is kinky for you Hollander
Pike: I want o to remind you that gay skating has been winning us games
Drapeau: of course you’d say that Pike
He’s probably letting you hit on the side
Comeau: and your wife was in on the strike
Let me guess, you got off the hook for that
bastard
Boiziau: fuck off you two
Who cares if he’s gay
He clearly wasn’t enough of a problem for you to notice before
Miitka: So what JJ he’s just had free reign creeping on us
I’m not going to share a locker room with him
Drapeau: agreed I vote to kick him out
14 members liked this message
You: oh I see, is that how we’re doing it children
I wasn’t aware we just voted captains and it wasn’t only skill and merit
Or are you suggesting the GM trades me
Because what team do you want to give that advantage to?
Comeau: I’m sure your master will take you
You’d like being passes around the Boston team wouldn’t you
whore
Drapeau: I’ve seen the posts about you and Marleau
You can have your little fag threesomes
Berkes: maybe we can send him to New York
Then he can turn Hunter gay for real
Fuck up the game of two teams
Pike: you are all insane
We’re going to loose without Shane
Boiziau: this team is going to be shit
Miitka: we’re already loosing with him
Who’s to say he didn’t forfeit the playoffs to give Rozanov the cup
You: you have all played UNO with me
You should know that would never happen
Second we never played them in the playoffs so how would I forfeit
You are all so stupid
Drapeau: No Hollander, we’re finally awake
We want you gone and you just can’t handle that
Fucking fag pussy
You: loving how contradictory that statement is
 
<->
“Do you have any openings in Boston, I know they joke, but my options are between Boston, New York and Ottawa, and if I go to Ottawa right now I think I’m going to murder a rookie.” Ilya nuzzles his head into Shane’s shoulder and nuzzles. He can feel the soft shake.
“No, with your price tag and mine, we would not be able to play together. Boston could not afford. I do not think Admirals could either. I am sorry moya Lyubov.” Shane lets his head rest backwards. He’s going to be kicked out and traded to fucking Ottawa.
He’s never going to see a cup in his lifetime, and if he does it’ll be years down the road after he’s scrapped together whatever hidden talent is in that team. At least Ilya will be there to win for the both of them, he’ll look good in those WAG jumpers, just after he’s left everything on the ice.
“I guess the cup is going to be yours again this year.” Arms wrap around him as he lets the tears fall. “I am so sorry, I wanted to beat you, always, but not like this. But is only one year, you will raise Ottawa out of ashes like phoenix, and you will be hailed prince of hockey. Now, is time to complete sandwich.”
 
<->
The Admiral Avengers (NYC WAGS)
Gloria: shane Hollander you absolute icon
Imagine being a hot talented liar
You got every man in the NHL hot and bothered because you couldn’t get some
Fucking mad lad
Laura: you’re thinking about that
I’m still thinking about ‘we didn’t even kiss’
Like imagine going to an award show, having to act on stage with a man you haven’t seen in months, losing and then he doesn’t kiss when you fuck
Just plain rude
Maria: I had completely forgot about that
Even though it was like the big reason we got into this mess
Martine: well I don’t think our queen forgot
Actually can we still call you that Shane
Because like you’re kind of just one of us now
You: yes you can still call me that
You have majority and you’ve been calling me it for a year
Cloria: thank god, you’re staying ‘Queen Jane’ in my contacts
I’m pretty sure Carter is changing his now too
You: omg I just realised how many people are going to be changing my contact now
Laura: I can’t believe you had us all fooled
I knew you knew too much about hockey
Only Shane Hollander could know those facts
Maria: so real
Like I was confused, not because women can’t like hockey
But because nobody likes hockey that much
You: the press has been known to call me a robot
I guess you know why now
Gloria: a smoking hot robot
If you and Roz ever want to perform for an audience I will happily take a seat
Martine: second
Maria: third
Laura: no girls, sadly that position goes to ultimate ally
Scott Hunter
You: first of all no viewing, soz
Second please tell me that is your nickname for him now
Gloria: oh hell yes
He’s such an icon for just rage baiting Roz into talking to you
Shame it backfired
Maria: I can’t believe we thought we lived in a world where you would pick Hunter over Rozanov
You: I can’t believe the ship name was Jett, when Shott was so much better
Gloria: FUCK
I’m getting Carter to text Scott
You: if I receive a shitty pick up line you’re dead
Gloria laughed at this message
Count your days
Gloria: love you too Shane
we’re taking you for drinks when you come to NYC
<->
 
“Shane, what is ‘we didn’t even kiss’ text, what do they mean.” Shane jolts out of his typing, Ilya is staring intensely at his phone screen. “Oh, it’s just that you know when we hooked up last summer, well that night, you didn’t kiss me in the pent house, you were just kind of mean about it then kicked me out.”,
“Why didn’t you say anything Shane, why did you not try to kiss me?” he looks away, unsure how to put it. “you were in charge that night, I just thought maybe that was what you wanted.” A hand wraps around his face and brings him in for a soft kiss.
“I am sorry, you did not deserve that. I understand why you need big strike to get me to talk to you, I was not nice last time we met, was bad of me. I will send rest of life making it up to you. Now, was that good text, finished the sandwich da?”
Shane laughs, sure, the Admiral girls not believing him trying to not call Scott gay, sure great. “Yeah, I guess it’s not all bad. Now I’m going to handle the last of my WAGs, then I’m putting the phone down, I can’t deal with Crowell today.”
“Leave it to me and you will never deal with Crowell.” Shane runs a hand through Ilya’s hair, “we can’t kill him, not yet.” He hums, Shane switches tabs, nobody has said anything yet, they’re all waiting for him, and isn’t that just daunting.
 
<->
Queen Jane and The Head WAGS
You (Queen): Hey ladies
Now I completely understand if you’re mad at me right now
But you’ve got understand it all
I never asked to be added to any WAG chat
I have never used them to cheat or anything
And you were all genuinely my friends
Jackie (Montreal): As the first to know
Montreal stands with you
Not the guys because they’re petitioning to get you traded
But us girls love you and many are filing for divorce
If you get traded you can be Hayden and J.J collective WAG
Coral (Boston): Boston loves you too, obvi
And sorry wait, THEY’RE TRYING TO TRADE YOU
YOU!
SHANE HOLLANDER
WTF????!?!?!
Gloria (NYC): oh that’s just ridiculous
And you’re still my Queen Shane
Also Shane-Jane
You’re not slick
You (Queen): don’t blame me for that
The names were Ilya’s idea
He’s lily in my phone
And yeah I think I’m getting traded
Lisa (Toronto): ahh that sucks
Why do mean suck, not you Queen
Cassie (Ottawa): shit, that’s not good
I’m so sorry still
I can’t believe this happened because of ottawa
You (Queen): yes speaking of Ottawa
They’re kind of the only good team that can afford me
Cassie (Ottawa): I’m hearing you loud and clear
I’ll murder the rookie tonight
You (Queen): No! no that’s not what I want
Just scare him a little bit okay
I’m sure it was just a misunderstanding
Cassie (Ottwaw): lol, that’s what you think
Anyway talked to Zane, the rookie’s getting traded
Hopefully for you my Queen
You (Queen): you know what, sure
I’ll take it
Lacy (LA): Hey late to the party
I was busy lol
Anyway I think I speak for everyone here
We love you Shane and at this point you’re too much of an icon to kick out
Diana (DC): seconded
I just now need to have Rozanov in this chat
I think it would be funny to see the chaos
You (Queen): He is reading this over my shoulder and begging to be added
I’ll do a poll later today when I fix everything on my end
But if you do choose to add him
He is like a termite
He will never leave
Lacy (LA): says the man with a matching ring
You (Queen): I never said I wasn’t a termite too
I did start a sex strike to force him to talk to me
Shannon (BUFF): god I’m so in love with you
In a purely platonic way Queen
Lisa (Toronto): oh trust me my crush isn’t platonic
If you leave your husband I will pimp out mine
Gloria (NYC): I’ve already tried that
He doesn’t take the bait
Lisa (Toronto): fuck
<->
 
The WAGs can sort themselves out from there and so Shane switches to the last good texts waiting for him before he is inevitably notified about his trade to Ottawa. “Oh you think old man is bad meat in sandwich.”
“Nah, more like a sweet treat for dessert, want to rage bait him with me.” Ilya smiles sharply and Shane wishes they were in their own home right now. “I would want nothing more.”
 
<->
The Old Gay Dinosaur 
Dinosaur: I can not believe this is how you came out
You couldn’t have done something more dramatic
You: what?
Did you want me to make out with him on the ice
After I hypothetically won the cup at the end of the year
Dinosaur: I mean yeah
That’s what I would do
You: that’s too predictable old man
And it sounds cheesy
Dinosaur: of course you think that Hollander
You know your PR message is bland and boring
You: wow…so rude scott
And to think I’ve been spreading the message that you’re not gay
Dinosaur: Yes…about that
You: DO NOT COME OUT ON MY COMING OUT
YOU BITCH
Dinosaur: DON’T CALL ME A BITCH
I GOT YOUR GAY ASS INTO MOTION WITH ROZANOV
THANK ME!
You: booooo!
The Boston wags were already doing that job you aren’t special
Now pick a different time to come out scott
Do you even have a guy on your roster?
Dinosaur: …no
But I didn’t like being called ‘ally of the year’
You: oh get over it
If you don’t have a man then you have nothing to gain by coming out
Like it will only cause you misery
I already have death threats from Cowrell
Dinosaur: yeah well fuck Cowrell
And don’t worry
I’m not going to come out on your day
I’ll make sure my locker room is fine first
How’s yours
You: kinda shit
I think I’m going to be traded
Dinosaur: fuck but you’re on a playoffs run
You: yeah
Well that doesn’t matter when you’re gay
Dinosaur: Shane, please
Do not make us play against the first husbands of hockey
You: don’t worry the Boston cap is full, and so is yours
No husbands of hockey or mistress
Dinosaur: huh?
Wait does this have to do with a message from carter telling me to
‘shoot my shott’
You: Omg I love Gloria so much
But no, I’ll probs be going to Ottawa, which sucks
But hey, at least I can make out with my husband in public now
Dinosaur: right, getting the message loud and clear
I’ll postpone my coming out until I have someone to do it for
I do not want to go to Ottawa





  
    Chapter End Notes

    I hoped you enjoyed this chapter, I think it'll be one more chapter then done, so stay tuned for that.

Now I just wanted to address some things that have been happening online. So first of all I fucking hate AI, I write and I draw, my passions are being over run by AI slop and I hate it, I would never use Ai I would rather die. Second, I have experienced this, thank god, but for those rating fanfics, please go online a google fandom etiquette because you're ruining this space for everyone.

Lastly and importantly, because I have experienced this, please do not come into the comments to complain about spelling mistakes. Don't read my fic and count paragraphs so that you can tell me all the ways I'm wrong in the comments, it's just rude. This is a hobby for me, I do this for free, I am busy with things and sometimes miss mistakes in spelling, sorry. But that is not an excuse for you.

Now most of you have been wonderful and supportive of this fic and for that I am so very grateful and happy to have you here, and if that is you then ignore this message. Anyway, I really hope you like the chapter, I hope it's funny, and I can't wait to post the finale soon
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  Shane doesn’t remember falling asleep after dealing with all the texts, but he wakes up to somebody shaking his foot like they need to do the DRS.ABC’s. When he blinks open his eyes the doctor from before is smiling back.
“Hello Mr Hollander, I see you and your friends pulled a fast one on me. Imagine my surprise to fine out the internet broke this morning because of the couple I just let in to see each other.” He smiles sheepishly. “Apologies Doctor Riley.”
“Don’t worry, I’ve had worse. Now wake up your boy, I shook his foot for much longer, but he doesn’t want to join us in the world of the living.” Shane turns towards Ilya and just starts ferociously poking him in the face until there’s movement around the eyes.
“There we go, thank you Mr. Hollander, as for you Mr Rozanov, let’s talk about your injuries, and recovery process.” Ilya yawns and gives a quick thumbs up, moving his head being a little much right now.
“Right, well I know last time I was here I said that nothing was too bad, and that’s true. Sadly, I think the recovery time is going to be much longer if you want to stay on the ice in the future, so we’re recommending you stay out for the season.”
Dr. Riley keeps talking, and Shane pays attention to all the medication and the recommended resting times, but truly his mind is elsewhere. There’s probably a dozen calls waiting from Montreal, and should he even bother driving back if he’ll just be back in Ottawa next week.
“Solnyshko, what is wrong? You have gone quiet, did not even say goodbye to Doctor Riley.” Ilya rubs a comforting arm up his back and Shane finally lets the tears he’s been holding back flow. “Ilya, I’m going to lose my team and you’re out for the season, what if Crowell edges us out of the MHL for good.”
“I do not know, but we are best players in league, they can not get rid of both of us, they will have big fight ahead of them.” Ilya kisses the tear tracks, and Shane wipes away the last dregs of evidence from his eyes. “I should go tell your team what’s going, one of them can tell your coach.”
“Leclaire is here, you tell him too, or if it is too hard you send him in here and I explain, it will be okay Lyubov, we are together now.” Shane takes the squeeze of his hand and extracts himself begrudgingly, going to the bathroom then out to the waiting room.
The place is scattered with hockey players, it’s around 10, so they’re clearly all coming back in from their hotel rooms. Just like Ilya said, Leclaire is boxed into his own chair, looking just about as uncomfortable as every other player here. Shane coughs into his hand and the Bears roster comes to life.
Cliff has to whistle to get the team to give him the floor. “Alright, I hope everybody had fun yesterday with Ilya and I’s announcement, I have some good news and bad news. Good news; Ilya isn’t dead and should be fine to play hockey again. Bad news; the again part comes with the asterix of next season, so you’re out of a captain and a star centre.”
The four rookies flop to the floor in dramatics, and some of the younger men all start to mumble. The bears need their star centre and captain like any team would. In his corner the coach is clearly mentally going through his roster to make the team better. He doesn’t see the way some of veterans start to look between each other.
He makes eye contact across the room to Hayden, J.J and Jackie, striding over. “What’s the verdict with you Shane, who have the metros chosen to support?” Shane pulls out his phone instead of answering Hayden, allowing them to just scroll through the hate from the metros and even angrier texts from coach and the manager.
“Take a wild guess Hayd, I think they’re going to trade me, so to Ottawa I’ll be headed.” J.J pulls him into a hug and Hayden engulfs him from the other side. He looks at Jackie over their shoulders and smiles. “At least you won’t be too far away if we need to call you for babysitting, and maybe home will be nice.”
“Yeah, plus, they’ve got a high enough cap for both Ilya and I to play together one day. I don’t want to tear him away from Boston, but it’s hard to be far apart.” J.J laughs, “I can not believe you are this in love capitaine, I have spent years trying to get you to party and turns out all you needed was Rozanov. Or maybe just good dick.”
“You can’t talk J.J, Jackie and I have been setting him up with women forever, turns out he already had a roster of women on his phone and only one guy in his heart, still can’t believe it’s Rozanov, he’s such an asshole.” Shane shoves him a little. “You think I don’t know that Hayd, it’s part of his charm, I’m sure Jackie can attest to that, she’s been hearing all about my woes.”
J.J laughs egregiously, and so does a voice from behind him, Leclaire, flagged by Cliff looking like an excited puppy. “Trust me Hollander, all of us are wondering how you got the WAG chats to unionise, certainly something only you could do. But right now I have a proposition for you.”
Wyrley Shane looks to Cliff who gives a big thumbs up in the background. “You seem to have a raving review behind you Coach, please, go on.” Leclaire chuckles.
“I couldn’t help but overhear that you’re most likely getting traded out of Montreal, well us Bears are out of a star centre for the season. We have a few first round picks to give up, and a few boys who want to live in Canada, go home. My offer, waive your no trade, or change it to include Boston, or some secret third option. Come here, play for us. Win us the cup, we’ve got some Vets leaving at the end of the year, we can fit you in with Roz. We’ll look into the contract details next year, but we can make it work for now. Come play for us, prove you’re as great as the world knows you are.”
Tentatively, Leclaire reaches out an arms, Shane doesn’t need to think twice as he takes it. He’ll hash out the details with Ilya, he’ll talk to his Mum and Farah, he can do this, he can win for himself again.
<->
“Now, we’re going to walk into that office with your head held high Shane, you owe them nothing.” His mum kisses his cheek and the three of them step out the car, marching in unison marking death for Montreal.
His Dad is back in Ottawa looking after Ilya, should everything go well, Shane will drive down to Boston by the end of the week. “The metrics look good, no matter what happens today, you’ll leave the metros with high engagement, while public perception of them will drop.”
Farah has been running the numbers all morning, he knows exactly how popular he is right now, that’s the only reason he has enough audacity to do this. He pushes the doors open first and the cool metal of the meeting room table separates him from some very angry looking faces.
“Mr. Hollander, I believe you know why you have been called in. We, as an organisation, believe you just aren’t gelling with the team right now, you left halfway through last game due to a conflict of interest and you don’t hang out with team members. We believe it is in everybody’s best interests with we trade you.”
Shane stays silent, allowing Farah to do her job. “What options do you have for us regarding a trade?” he hears the sinister chuckle under one of the manager’s breaths as they slide over the file, one. Just one team.
Ottawa.
“Right.” Shane says, halting conversation, “you didn’t send your feelers out very far did you? I think you’ve forgotten who you’re talking to, I didn’t start a sex strike through nothing, I have the backing of every WAG in the league, I have good public support, and more importantly, I have screenshot of hundreds of degrading messages from this team and management. We both know I’m leaving, I either do that peacefully, or with the rage of a thousand suns.”
He pauses and nods to Farah, she slides over their own document. If the metros decide to sign it he would have full freedom to choose any team he wants. “Now, you could sign this and I could pick any team on the market, hell I don’t need the money, I could just play a year with a team I think is going to win the cup for shits and giggles. Or… I have it on good authority that Boston will be making you a good trade offer if you ask. For your sake I hope you get something out of this.”
The document is slide back, Farah swaps it out for one much smaller, assuring that the only trade option will be Boston. Everybody signs it. Shane leaves that office high, his first win of the season, sooner or later he will be raising that cup with his team.
They’re halfway through the parking lot before Farah breaks down into laughter. “That was too fucking easy, thank you Shane Hollander.” She kisses each of his cheeks in celebration, “you’re free kid, now go pack for Boston.”
<->
Shane does exactly that. He calls a moving van and in the hour everything is packed up into boxes with the efficient help of Yuna, Jackie, Hayden, J.J and the rest of the Montreal WAGs who were more than happy to fuck over their soon to be ex-husbands.
A week later he’s being ushered through the Boston stadium, given his new uniform, a tour, and full command of his new team. Despite not wanting to steal Ilya’s captaincy, the Bears said that they would only accept him on the team this season if he takes the C.
What was more of a fun surprise for the audience was him coming out in the black and yellow uniform for the first game of playoffs with S. Hollander-Rozanov plastered across his back. “Don’t you think all 17 letters was a bit much Rook,” Scott had chirped.
Shane just smiled back, leaning down ready to take the puck, “and yet you wish it was you.” Shane had scored a hat trick that game, he stole all three of the pucks to take home from himself, each taped as winning goals.
The media didn’t hesitate to drown him as he was dragged out and paraded around like a show pony. He made sure the ring on his neck was able to be seen from outer space, and he wore his best smile. He was going to win this season, nobody could tell him otherwise.
<->
TRANSCRIPT: 2015 Stanley Cup Finals Commentary
Paul: And that’s Shane Hollander-Rozanov, number 24, captain of the Boston Bear raising the cup over his head like a champion! Wrapping up the end of the 2015 season Boston wins back to back and Hollander his first cup
John: He’s certainly earned it. The bears made the right choice to sweep him up from Montreal’s grasp
Paul: Well it’s not like it was hard to do so John, we all heard the rumours going around about that locker room, just happy to see that Hollander has really thrived in this team
John: I can’t believe at the start of the playoffs we were all wondering how the team would gel and now look at them, they had five wins in a row, we all knew this cup was coming.
Paul: I can’t believe we thought they would fight, hell the team proposed for him and Rozanov. I mean, if we put an officiant on the ice right now, I think Hollander would be fine having this be the ceremony
John: I mean, just him, his team, his family and that Stanley cup.
Paul: He could use the Stanley cup as a bouquet!!
John: Genius! Somebody call the chapel we need to get them on the ice
Paul: we need to get somebody on the ice because at this point Hollander and Rozanov are making out so passionately that you could tell me they’re trying ot morph into one person and I’d believe you
John: Please Paul, Rozanov is clearly trying ot get his husband pregnant. It’s impossible, but you’ve got to give the man credit, he’s really trying hard.
Paul: it’s Hollander and Rozanov, do they do anything halfway?
John: No Paul, No they don’t
Paul: Gosh, I’m just tearing up now. I can’t believe this all started with Shane Hollander calling a sex strike, if you told me at the start of the season that Jane was Shane Hollander I think I would’ve called you crazy
John: We did call people crazy for that; I mean theories were wild back then. Now I just can’t imagine them with anybody else
Paul: They’re truly made for each other, and if we thought the sweep at the end of this season was bad, I just can’t wait to watch them demolish next season
John: Who, the other teams or each other, either way I’m down
Paul: Is it too early to call a Boston dynasty
John: With Hollander and Rozanov, no way!
<->
@HockeyHolly
OMG Shane Hollander-Rozanov just won the fucking cup
@SIGNoftheHollanov
And now he’s making history by making out with his fiancé, icon
         @24+81
            Dear lord when will it be me

<->
@BUFFALOOOOOO 
Please tell me somebody is listening to the commentary
@TakeMeToParis
No because why are they sad that Mpreg doesn’t exist
       @SIGNoftheHollanov
          Somebody get these boys on AO3

<->
@PuckBunnies
I’m still confused who’s the WAG this season, like ilya was off the ice, but Shane is one of the girls
@Hornyanddown
I feel like he would resent being called that
@HollanderGold
They’re both WAGs, sadly Hollander is Queen WAG while Ilya will just have to be head of Boston

<->
The MHL awards come a little too soon for Shane’s comfort, but as captain of the winning team he not only has to go, but he needs to prepare multiple speeches. He’ll win the MVP tonight, without Ilya there’s no other real competition no matter how much Crowell doesn’t want to give it to him.
Both his girls and his boys have been speculating all break what he’s getting so far they’ve pegged; MVP, Prince of Wales, Conn Smythe, Hart memorial, Art Ross, Lady Byng, Maurice Richard, King Clancy and Mark Messier.
He thinks that the entire list is ridiculous, sure some are shoe ins, like the Art Ross, purely because Ilya really isn’t here to fight for it, although he is standing by his side, but the rest are up to anyone.
All he knows is that this awards night is different from the rest, this time he gets a speech and a little bit of a gag presentation award. Mentally Shane goes through the motions of that speech. He talks about bravery and what it means to come out, but he didn’t come out, he was forced out of that closet.
He didn’t feel brave, and he still doesn’t now. He remembers the sleepless nights fighting for Ilya’s asylum case. He remembers the panic and the words said on the ice. The speech is fake and the people who truly know him see through it like a light in the dark.
Where he gets to shine is at the end of the night. He watches as each of the team Captain’s wives break away and sneak behind the curtain. “Now, for the last portion of the night, we have a one time, potential permeant, award that certain members of the community insisted was necessary, so presenting tonight’s award that will be named later online, is Carol Marleau.”
Cheers and whistles erupt from the Boston table, but they’re just as loud from every woman in attendance. “Hello, now I don’t usually handle awards, that’s my husband’s job, but this last one is special. This award goes to the most active member of the League’s backbone community, the Wives and Girlfriends committee, we really do need to update it, but the person we’re updating it for keeps hating our suggestions.”
A chorus of laughter circles the room and Shane watches as Carol untenses. “This award represents the barbeques hosted, the hungover rookies picked up from bars, and most importantly the ideal of collaboration. I think it is no surprise who tonight’s award goes to, so if you will, give a round of applause as Shane Hollander, makes his way on stage.”’
The claps are deafening and the curtain lifts to reveal 32 women draped in sashes with ‘Miss._________’. Gloria is holding two sashes and Carol walks over and takes them. She throws one over her head smoothing it down across her dress and stepping back.
He stares confused as he makes his way closer to the stage, who is giving him the award if not her. Shane understands when he gets to the steps and at the same time he rises Tiffany comes out from behind the curtains.
She gives him and soft smile and is holding a very gorgeous trophy in one arm, a mic in the other. “Shane Hollander, I have the privilege of welcoming you to the Boston Bears WAG chat a little over five years ago. I was there when you were insisting you and Ilya were just casual, and I remember you being nervous to hold the reigns of head Wag. It’s been two years under your lead now, and look at you, you got so pissed at your man you started a league wide sex strike.”
A few men in the audience jeer and Shane can feel his face freeze up from all the smiling he’s doing. “Jane, nobody deserves this more than you. You infiltrated two WAG chats just to piss off a known manwhore.” The Admirals Cheer and raise glasses like hooligans.
“More importantly, you were the founder of the WAG network discord. So, to our current reigning Queen, Jane Hollander, we give you this award. Congratulations on your engagement, if he tries to run, you can always take the advice we gave to 19-year-old you and just baby trap him.”
He takes the award with care and pulls Tiffany into a hug. He whispers so quiet that the mic doesn’t pick it up. “Thank you Tiff, your advice and kindness has meant more than anything else.”
When he pulls away a sash is draped over him and he’s pulled back to the on stage stands for a photo, the WAGs surround him and he shows one true smile. It’s taken five years, but these are his Ladies, every single one of them.
<->
@NHL
We are proud to present the first ever winner of the Jane Hollander award for Community excellence: Shane Hollander
*image of Shane surrounded by the head WAGs*
@IlyaHollanderRozanov✅
Smash, next question
@HitMeWithThatPuck
Imagine being such an icon that your secret identity gets an award
@Ilovejane
I’m still not over the fact he was in two WAG chats. I think he should’ve kept going
       @MarlyMandy
          Alternate universe, we convince Jane to find every gay man in the league
                  @CarollikeChristmas
                     Mandy I remember us fighting the Admirals for a year on who had rights to Jane, do you want to do that again?
                            @MarlyMandy
                               I would do it forever, for Jane
@WAGUnionSupporter
Obsessed with how much the WAGs love him, like they fully invented this award just for him
        @BlueberryBaby
           It’s so cute, now could anybody tell me who that hotty cheer at the admirals table was?
                  @Hollanov4Life
                     Do you mean Scott Hunter
                           @BlueberryBaby
                           To quote @IlyaHollanderRozanov✅smash, next question






  
    Chapter End Notes

    I have had so much fun writing this, So i hope you enjoyed last chapter's red herring for the ending, you know I couldn't do that to Shane after all his hard work. Now he and Ilya have won one cup each and will be fighting over who retires first lol.

I have been loving all your comments and support for the fic, thank you so much. I don't plan to currently do any oneshots for this fic of just like random moments; however, if I do find myself bored I might come back and do little one offs.

Anyway, thanks for coming on this journey with me, I had so much fun. I think my favourite part of writing this was there used to be like five WAG shane fics when this started and now there's so many, so if any of you are writing them I love you so much and just thanks for contributing to my fav tag <3


  






  










Afterword


    
        
          End Notes

          I do not leave works unfinished.
This will be updated by next week at the latest, but expect there to be a conclusion always!


        


    


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








