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Unhinged love

    by Madfordinos

      Summary

      Cliff: You want me too break your nose?! (Ilya is on a sex ban and would do anything to get out of it. Anything.)

Yuna: She can't stop herself from peaking, to make sure Ilya can calm Shane down - she see's something else. (Shane has a meltdown and Ilya calms him down through the power of a biting kink)

Scott/Kip: What do you mean i remind you of your brother? What do you mean you don't know your a bottom? (Ilya and Scott finally talk and become friends. Shane and Kip are talking about sex. Kip introduces the concept of BDSM. Kip has regrets.)

Hayden: First he fails at convincing Shane to become his third, then walks in on him getting his back blown out, then Shane gets kidnapped. Oh no.

Svetlana: Plane crash rewrite - somehow this leads to Svetlana following Shane up a mountain in hopeless rescue attempt

Ilya: My dick too big and my bitch too hot (Shane is in SubSpace then the hotel fire alarm goes off, the team finds out something new)

Luca: what’s a BDSM relationship? (Luca sees some stuff that sets of an internal alarm)

Harris and Troy: Recording shit they shouldn’t

Or a collection of one shots of people clocking how unhinged Ilya and Shane are for each.



      Notes

        Hello everyone!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!

Hope you enjoy my fic about Shane and Ilya being completely unhinged about each other.

After all who doesn't want an obsessive relationship ? No, that toxic, i don't want that..................

On a different note, Please be kind as i have extremely serve dyslexia (ironic i know) so if you see a word written wrong, or completely different word than you think it should be, please tell me in the comments so i can correct it!


        
          See the end of the work for more notes
        



  






      

  












      Chapter 1: Cliff Marlow: You want me to what?
  








  Cliff couldn’t stop his cheer as Ilya walked into the bar, practically dragging Shane by the hand, who already looked like he was regretting every single life decision that had led him there.
“Rozy!” Marlow shouted, hauling him forward into a bone-crushing hug.
Rozanov pushed him off, laughing. “Marlow, you big bastard!”
The two of them shoved and grappled for another minute in the sports bar, completely ignoring the increasingly irritated looks from nearby tables full of hocky and football fans.
“Ilya,” Shane sighed, sliding around them to claim a seat, “please don’t get us kicked out before we even order.”
Rozanov smirked, jabbing Marlow in the ribs one last time before dropping into the seat beside Shane, effectively blocking any retaliation. Ah, Rozy. Nice to see he hadn’t changed.
Marlow finally sat opposite them, turning his attention to Shane. “Hollander. Nice to see you again.”
“And same to you,” Shane replied, that perfectly pressed smile softening into something real as Ilya threw a heavy arm around his shoulders. “How have you been?”
“Good. Busy. Getting ready for the play-offs. You know how it is.”
“Yes, I—”
“Ah, yes, play-offs,” Rozanov cut in, smirking as Shane rolled his eyes. “Much harder without your star player, yes?”
Marlow barked out a laugh. “Rozy, you dick.”
Hollander leaned into Rozanov’s side, where Ilya had tucked him under his arm. “Ilya, be nice. We travelled in early to catch up. Don’t go falling out with your old teammates in the first five minutes.”
“Ahh, don’t worry your pretty little head, Hollander,” Rozanov said, leaning down to press a loud kiss to Shane’s forehead, ignoring his grimace. “Marlow knows better than to expect to actually make the play-offs.”
“You’re an arsehole,” Marlow shot back — but the slight smile gave him away. Even Shane’s usually stoic expression softened, fondness breaking through.
The waitress walked up, marlow ordering a real ale and rozanov ordering a triple shot of their more expensive vodka of course.
“I’ll just take a beer, please.” Shane asked with a polite smile.
“No, no,” rozanov waved his hands, stopping the waitress from writing it down. “He’ll have a ginger ale.”
“What? No, ilya I want-“
“No you don’t, you hate beer and getting drunk in public” rozanov said divisively, shaking his head. “Я же тебе говорила, перестань себя заставлять, дорогая.”
Cliff didn’t know what he’d just said, but if someone had taken over his order like that, he’d be pissed. However, whatever it was that Rozanov said made Shane slowly nod, a slight blush creeping over his face, letting Ilya take over his order.
Cliff squinted.
That was… interesting.
It had been three months since Marlow had last seen Rozanov — an Ottawa home game — but almost a year since they’d properly hung out. And honestly? Cliff damn well missed Rozy. Switching teams was just part of NHL life, but it still sucked going from seeing someone every day to being on opposite sides of the country.
Marlow had barely been out of his rookie season when the coach had pulled him aside to unofficially assign him as the eighteen-year-old Russian’s “buddy”. It had turned into Cliff’s first real friendship on the Bears. They still texted and called, but distance definitely took its toll.
When the news broke that Rozanov and Hollander were together, Cliff had sent supportive messages to both of them. It hadn’t felt like enough, but he’d been trying not to invade their privacy. God knew they already had enough of that.#
As the night got later, drinks flowing, it wasn’t long before Cliff’s filter completely disappeared.
“Wow,” Marlow shook his head, still unable to believe just how soft Rozanov was around Hollander. “I know it’s been a while since the news came out, but it’s still wild seeing you two together.”
“What? Thinking of us, Marlow?” Rozanov shot back. Yeah — Cliff should’ve expected that.
“Ilya,” Shane sighed, then smiled at Marlow. “Yeah, it’s been an adjustment. But I like to think everything’s settling now. Getting back to normal.”
At the time of the leak — fucking Pike — Cliff hadn’t known how to react. In hindsight, though, it made sense. Rozanov had always been borderline obsessed with Hollander. Always watching him with a little too much… something. Hunger? Heat? Cliff had never quite found the right word. It was more than just the heated rivalry the league pushed.
Rozy ran hot with everyone — but with Hollander, it was different. Like an aggressive dog who couldn’t tell the puppy they were obsessed with wasn’t playing, it was running away to hide. yet said puppy couldn’t help but come back to continue the chase.
“Nothing normal about us, моя любовь,” Ilya declared, raising his glass. “We’re superstars. A fucking power couple!”
He shook Shane where his arm was still wrapped around him, ignoring Shane’s half-hearted attempts to push him away. Shane finally shoved his arm off with a huff — only for Ilya to reel him straight back in and lick across his face.
“EW! Ilya! That’s gross!”
Rozanov just laughed, leaning in closer, ignoring the hands trying to shove him away, a dirty smirk on his face. “That’s not what you said last night.”
Shane immediately blushed, burying his face in his hands.
“Oh my God, please stop,” he groaned, muffled — but Cliff could hear the near-whine in his voice, which only made Rozy’s grin wider.
Cliff burst out laughing. “No fucking wonder no one knew. Swear you two fight more than a thirty-year-old married couple.”
Rozanov smiled then — an actual smile, not just his usual smirk — reaching up to hook a finger under Shane’s chin and tilt his face up until they were making eye contact.
“Only another sixteen years, малыш, yes?”
Cliff couldn’t stop his mouth from falling open. “Wait — you’ve been together fourteen years?!”
He was swiftly ignored.
Cliff just stood there, staring into space, trying to replay every memory he had of them interacting. Fourteen years? Fourteen fucking years??? Cliff hadn’t managed to make a relationship last longer than four months, never mind fourteen years.
Memories started rearranging themselves in Cliff’s head. Every time he’d found Rozanov scrolling through the Hollander hashtag. The ‘Montreal girl’ — oh my god, Jane = Shane, those nerds - that was the only constant person Ilya had ever really been in contact with from the very start of him joining.
The way Rozanov always defended Hollander — not just from the press, but from his own team. Even knocking a couple of teeth out of some old third-liner because his chirping had crossed into straight-up racism. At the time, Cliff had thought it was just respect. Admiration for the only player who could really match Rozanov on the ice.
But now? It all made sense.
The way Cliff could never find him after games against Montreal. The All-Star weekends where Roz just disappeared. Cliff had assumed he was up to no good — but looking back, it was obvious. He’d been with Hollander.
It all made sense.
Said men were too busy ignoring Cliff’s borderline mental breakdown, lost in each other like no one else in the world existed. Cliff was half-tempted to set a fire, just to reflect his internal state — but one look at them showed how impossibly close they were, and he doubted anything short of an act of God could force them apart.
Shane scoffed, but tellingly leaned further into Ilya’s hands, letting him hold his head up. “Oh yeah? What makes you think I still want to be married to you in sixteen years, you arsehole?”
Ilya just cooed. “You gonna leave me? Me? All alone and cold? How am I meant to survive, дорогой?” He pulled Shane even closer, grinning wickedly. “Besides, sweetheart — как ты теперь будешь жить без моего члена?”
Shane turned bright red, immediately shoving Ilya away and standing up. “Перестань говорить! That’s it. I need another drink before I lose it. Marlow?”
“Nah, thanks, Hollzy.”
They both watched Shane disappear into the crowd toward the bar.
“You two are cute, you know that?” Marlow said.
“Thanks,” Rozanov replied, still scanning the crowd, clearly trying to spot his husband. When he finally looked back at Marlow, there was something uncertain in his expression. “It’s been nice, you know? Being able to show it. To… be out. You know?”
Marlow softened immediately. He knew how physically affectionate Roz was — had taken the full brunt of it during his rookie season. The young Russian constantly hanging off him, falling asleep in the same bed more than once after a night of drinking, just to wake up with a six-foot-four athlete draped over him like a sweaty weighted blanket.
“Yeah,” Marlow chuckled. “I can tell. I don’t think you’ve let go of him for more than thirty seconds since you walked in.”
Rozanov leaned back, smirking. “What can I say? He’s mine, and I can finally show it.”
Cliff just nodded. Rozanov had always been possessive over the things — and people — he considered his. The fucker wouldn’t even share his toothpaste when they roomed together. Cliff doubted that had changed.
“It’s been years, yes?” Rozanov continued. “Just watching. Never able to touch. Having to watch other people touch.” He scowled, then softened again. “After all these years, I can finally show it. Show the world just how much I love him.”
“Aww, Rozy,” Cliff said, almost in tears. “That’s adorable — which is a word I never thought I’d use to describe you.” He sniffed dramatically. “However, I feel it’s my duty to inform you…”
Rozanov raised an eyebrow.
“You’re fucking whipped, dude. Like — literally. This is borderline obsession.”
“I am obsessed,” Rozanov said flatly.
Cliff waited for the punchline.
It didn’t come.
Rozanov just stared at him, dead serious, taking a casual sip of his beer.
“Bro,” Cliff said slowly, “you do know what obsession means, right? You’re not meant to be—”
A shout cut him off.
Cliff turned toward the bar just in time to see Hollander take a step back from a tall, slightly overweight man who was clearly well past tipsy. The man’s yelling was slurred, his hands waving wildly.
The screech of a chair made Cliff whip back around — Rozanov was already moving, blowing past the table at near-full speed. He looked like the fucking Terminator on a mission.
Fuck. This wasn’t going to end well.
Cliff jumped up after him. Whatever was happening, it was clear Hollander was uncomfortable — and Rozanov was not about to let that stand. And Cliff would always back his best mate.
“I’m just trying to get a drink,” Shane was saying, hands up in a placating gesture. “There’s no need to escalate this. Let’s just go our separate ways.”
“Shut the fuck up, you bitch,” the man slurred, stepping forward. “I told you — this bar’s for real men, not fucking fag—”
He lifted his hands — to shove, to swing, to do something — but he never got the chance.
A six-foot-four Russian launched himself forward.
The man practically bounced off Rozanov, clearly not expecting the impact. He stumbled back, nearly going down, colliding with what Cliff assumed were his friends based on the matching football shirts.
Rozanov surged forward again, fire in his eyes, ready to add a few fresh bruises to the lesson.
“Ilya, wait!” Shane rushed in, grabbing him by the shoulder and yanking him back into his chest. “Ilya, don’t! He’s just drunk and pissed his team’s losing.”
Rozanov tried to shrug him off, eyes still locked on the man. “So he take it out on you? His team so shitty he needs reason to feel like a big man again? That sound fair to you, Hollander?”
“Ilya, it’s not like that,” Shane said quickly. “It’s not a big deal. He’s just drunk—”
“Мне всё равно,” Rozanov cut in. “Никто не будет тобой помыкать. He wants a real man — I’ll give him a real man.”
The whole bar seemed to go quiet, anticipation building up as more eyes turned towards the rapidly increasing tension.
The drunk man puffed himself up, clearly gearing for another go. Cliff weighed his options. On one hand, there was a game in two days, and Rozanov fucking up his hands was not ideal, especially considering cliff had been waiting for the game for weeks. On the other hand…
Rozanov never lost fights.
From the start of his career, his fights had been legendary. All hocky players knew how to throw a punch of course, part of the culture of the game, both fans and players expected it. But rozanov was just different. He didn’t just expect it, he wanted it. instigating it with chirps that always seemed to land on the sore spots, practically jumping up and down in excitement whenever a player would snap. And then, to rub slat into the wound, he would always come out on top. Fans tuned in just to see his best attempts at turning the rink into a fucking cage match.
Cliff still remembered the first time nineteen-year-old Rozanov got a much bigger, much older defence player on his knees by the jersey, smashing his front teeth out while smiling. Blood on the ice. Blood on Roz’s jersey. Blood on his chin.
When Cliff had asked if he’d had professional training, Rozanov had just laughed.
“Training? I need no training. I am Russian.”
Cocky fucker
Back in the bar, Cliff leaned against the counter and ordered another drink, eyes never leaving the scene. The bartender looked too stressed to intervene. Cliff stayed ready to jump in if things went sideways — but honestly? This was premium entertainment.
(However, he hoped rozanov wouldn’t start smiling when the blood starts flowing, he’d never quite got over how creepy it made the Russian look)
Hollander clearly didn’t agree.
He stepped around Ilya, putting himself between him and the drunk, making direct eye contact with his husband. “We have a game in two days. I want to win. If you fuck your hand up fighting some stranger who doesn’t know when to shut up, I’m going to be pissed.”
“Who the fuck you telling to shut up, you pansy!” the drunk bellowed, face turning red as Shane continued to talk, the implication that Rozanov could whoop his ass in front of the whole bar just made him even louder.
Shane flinched but didn’t turn around. His focus never left Rozanov.
“Ignore him,” Shane said quietly. He slid a hand down, loosely circling Ilya’s clenched fist. “His words mean nothing. He means nothing. Leave it.”
He stepped closer, both hands now rubbing slowly up and down Ilya’s arm. “Пожалуйста. Для меня?”
Cliff didn’t understand the Russian — but it worked.
Rozanov’s gaze finally shifted away from the man. His expression softened. His hands unclenched.
Huh.
No one talked Rozanov out of a fight. Not teammates. Not the refs. Not even the fucking coach. Once he decided someone needed a lesson, he was all in. And cliff could see clear as day he was fucking committed as he stormed up to the bar, unstoppable.
Except, apparently, for Shane Hollander.
Canada’s golden boy — who had only ever gotten into two fights on the ice in his entire career — had just done what no one else could.
He’d stopped Ilya Rozanov.
“All you fucking immigrants! Need to go back to your own country, you chin—”
He never finished the sentence.
The full force of a six-foot-four Russian fist connected with his face, snapping his head sideways and sending him straight to the floor. He didn’t even try to catch himself. One second upright — the next, out cold.
Oh well. At least, Hollander had come as close as anyone in the world possibly could to stopping Ilya Rozanov.
Cliff slammed his drink down and burst into laughter as the entire bar seemed to freeze, every head turning toward the unconscious man on the floor. More than a few people had clearly been gearing up for a proper bar brawl — especially since, on the surface, both men looked physically equal.
The fact it had only taken one punch was… something.
Hollander stared at the body for a long moment, then let out a slow, tired sigh that Cliff felt in his bones.
Rozanov turned to look at his partner — maybe waiting for praise, maybe bracing for a bollocking. Cliff honestly couldn’t tell.
Shane didn’t say a word.
He just turned and walked out of the bar.
Didn’t even look back.
Rozanov scrambled after him immediately, excuses already tumbling out of his mouth, completely forgetting about his friend of over eleven years.
Cliff rolled his eyes, then coughed loudly and dramatically to get his attention.
“Oh shit — Marlow.” Rozanov whipped back around, though his eyes kept flicking toward the exit. “Uh… we meet up again soon, yes?”
Cliff laughed. “Yeah, sounds good, Rozy. It’s been nice seeing you. Always a party when you’re around.”
He swallowed the rest of his beer and slammed the empty glass down on the bar, jerking his head toward the door. “Go get him, tiger.”
Rozanov flashed him a quick smile, then practically sprinted for the exit, panic already creeping into his expression.
Cliff glanced back at the unconscious bloke one last time. No one had bothered to move him. People were already stepping over him like he was an inconvenient rug while ordering drinks.
Ah. Boston. Never change.
Cliff headed for home, still smiling to himself at the thought of the grovelling Rozanov must be doing right about now. That was rare chirp material — barely anyone ever got that kind of ammo on Rozanov.
He’d make damn sure to use it during the next match.
 
Two days later, Cliff was busy warming up on the rink, fully locked in on one goal: beating Ottawa.
A sharp spray of ice smacked him straight in the face. Cliff spluttered, blinking it out of his eyes — only to find Ilya Rozanov standing over him.
Of course.
The Russian was already smirking as he wiped ice from his own skates, but there was tension behind it. Something tight in his shoulders. Something off.
“Cliff,” Rozanov said.
Interesting. He only ever used his first name when he wanted something.
“I need a favour.”
Called it.
Cliff leaned back from stretching his hamstrings, snorting. “What can I do for you, Roz?”
“I need you to punch me.”
Cliff stared.
He stared some more.
“I mean… I was already planning on it?” he shrugged, gesturing vaguely around the rink. He was a defenceman for a reason. Taking and giving hits was literally his job.
“No, no, no.” Rozanov shook his head. “Not normal play. I need you to break my nose, yes?”
“What?! No. Not yes!”
“Yes.” Rozanov nodded firmly. “Please. I owe you favour in return.”
“Bro.” Cliff stared at him, searching for the joke. Rozanov didn’t blink. Oh my god. He was serious. “Why?!”
“You don’t need to know.”
“I feel like I absolutely do.”
Rozanov puffed out his cheeks, looking like an annoyed Russian fish — whatever that meant, Cliff was convinced Roz fit the description perfectly. He glanced around to make sure no one was close enough to overhear.
“Fine,” he muttered. “Shane is mad.”
“…Okay,” Cliff said slowly. “And breaking your nose would somehow help with that?”
“No,” Rozanov admitted with a sigh. “Shane is mad at me. He make me suffer in revenge. When I am injured, he let me stop suffering.”
“Suffering?” Cliff echoed. “How is he making you suffer? And why does being injured make him stop?”
Rozanov scowled. “Too many questions. You trust me, yes? Just break my nose.”
Cliff honestly wondered if he was hallucinating. He loved Rozanov — but god had he wanted to punch him in the face more than once over the years. Maybe this was for all his good karma. Or a gift from God. Hell, maybe even from the tooth fairy to make up for all the teeth he’d lost over the years.
“Bro,” Cliff shook his head, half-laughing in disbelief. “I’m gonna need more than that if you want me to actually break your nose. That’s a penalty. Maybe even a misconduct.”
Rozanov snapped, clearly running out of patience. He lowered his voice even more.
“Shane hasn’t let me fuck him since the bar, it’s been too long and he always rides me when I have to see the medics.”
A beat.
Another beat.
Then Cliff absolutely lost it.
He doubled over, laughter ripping out of him, hands on his knees, tears instantly springing to his eyes. The whole rink — hell, probably the entire arena — turned to stare as Boston’s defenceman wheezed like a dying dolphin.
“Marlow.”
Cliff couldn’t breathe.
“Marlow, stop.”
He shook his head, gasping.
“Marlow, everyone is staring. This is embarrassing for you.”
“I— I— wait—” Cliff wheezed, trying to straighten up. “Give me a minute.”
He turned away, trying to get control of himself. He took two deep breaths. Turned back.
Nope.
He immediately turned away again, god to honest giggling.
“Marlow,” Rozanov hissed, patience clearly gone. “We are running out of time. You will break my nose, yes?”
“Oh my god, you crack me up, Rozy.” Cliff wiped a tear from his eye and clapped a hand on his shoulder. “What do you mean too long? It’s been two days since you punched that bigot.”
“Two days too long.” Rozanov groaned, then grabbed Cliff’s arm. “Marlow, please. If you have any love left for me from when I took you to the Cup, you will do this for me.”
“One, fuck you, arsehole, that was a team effort,” Cliff shoved him lightly. “Two, this is making me seriously question how often you two are going at it if you’re willing to get your nose broken after two days.”
“Yes,” Rozanov said proudly. “It is sexy to think of us. I know.”
Oh, fuck off,” Cliff laughed. “But seriously, dude. You that desperate?”
“Yes,” Rozanov groaned, throwing his head back. “A man has needs.”
“Sex is not a need, bro. Hunger is a need.” Cliff snorted, then glanced across the rink. Hollander was squinting in their direction now, clearly trying to figure out what was taking so long. “Also, your man is getting suspicious.”
“ебать,” Rozanov muttered, following his gaze. He turned back with a downright desperate look. “Please. I promise you, I need Shane more than food. I am begging you.”
Aw. That was almost sweet — the idea of loving your partner so much you could survive on them alone.
Then Cliff remembered Rozanov was currently begging him to break his nose just so his admittedly way-too-pretty partner would ride him into the sunset.
Romantic. In a deeply unhinged way.
Guess he wasn’t being dramatic when he said he was obsessed in the bar.
Cliff thought about it for a moment, the Russian still staring at him with wide, hopeful eyes.
“Fine,” Cliff sighed, half in disbelief at the situation and half at the fact he was actually agreeing to it. “But…” He pointed at Rozanov. “What are you giving me in return?”
“I give you favour in return.”
“Nah bro,” cliff shook his head, “I’m gonna need more than that if im risking the chance of being benched for the next game.”
“Okay,” the Russian said, nodding firmly. “What you want? I will get.”
Cliff hummed, buying himself time. What did he want? What would Roz actually give? The man looked genuinely desperate — even if Cliff couldn’t wrap his head around it. Two days was nothing. And yet Roz was acting like it was life or death.
Was it bad that Cliff was a little curious about how intense things must be between them? If this was Rozanov’s reaction to being cut off, the sex had to be unreal.
Wait. No. He was straight.
He was definitely straight.
“Cliff!” Rozanov waved his arms, impatient. “Tell me what you want. We are running out of time.”
“Uh — money!” Cliff blurted out, mostly to stop himself from saying something much, much worse. Like if they had a sex tape. Who was he kidding, it was Rozanov, they definitely did.
He couldn’t ask for that.
Could he?
Wait no! He was straight!
But maybe? Just to watch it once of course.
“Yes, yes,” Rozanov agreed immediately, relief already creeping into his face, ignorant to cliff internal state and maybe bi- awakening. “Fifty thousand enough?”
“Fifty thousand?” And no, cliff did not squeak. “Bro, that’s insane. I was thinking like… five?”
“No, no, no.” Rozanov scowled, offended. “мой ребёнок is worth more than just that.”
Cliff blinked. “Just fifty thousand,” he muttered. “You’re crazy. But I’d be crazy to turn that down. You want me to try to break it, or definitely break it?”
“As hard as you can,” Rozanov said thoughtfully. “Just don’t clip my cheekbones. I’m too pretty for that.”
Cliff laughed and shoved him. “Fine. One broken nose coming up. Don’t come crying to me when Hollander sees through your act.”
“No,” Rozanov said smugly. “We have deal. If I’m injured, I always get what I want, whenever I want it.”
Oh, that was interesting. That was very interesting.
“Oh, actually fuck off,” Cliff groaned. “Don’t make me more jealous than I already am.”
Rozanov skated away with a snort. “Some day, you the beast will find your beauty.”
“I’m going to break your nose now if you’re not careful.”
“Last set, yes?” Rozanov called over his shoulder. “Don’t want to actually piss моя любовь off.”
Cliff just shook his head, watching him skate back to his team — and his husband, who was very clearly trying to figure out what the hell they’d been talking about.
Oh, what Cliff wouldn’t give to be a fly on the wall for that conversation.
Forty minutes later, Cliff gleefully slammed Rozanov into the boards, angling his elbow just right. He felt the unmistakable give of bone.
Amazingly the ref decided it was a Clean hit but he still got a 5 minute penalty.
From the penalty box, Cliff watched Rozanov stumble down the tunnel with the medic — practically bouncing with joy. Rozanov turned once, threw Cliff a wink, satisfaction absolutely oozing off him.
Cliff shook his head, laughing to himself.
This fucking kid, man.






      

  












      Chapter 2: Yuna
  


    Chapter Summary

    Shane was, and always had been, perfect.

Shane was hers from the moment they placed that little baby on her chest.

She could never apologise enough for the pressure that she accidently put on him.

But maybe if it led to him finding a Russian partner perfect for him, it might just be worth it.



    Chapter Notes

      Hello!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!

Shane definitely gets his psycho from his mama like all good boys do.

Love the concept of Yuna secretly being batshit but hiding it behind organisation and plans

Enjoy!


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  Yuna knows from the second Shane walks in, Ilya behind him with a slight frown, that today is not a good day.
Autism had been a hard diagnosis to accept for Yuna, not because of what it entailed, but because of what it meant. The looks from other parents when they spotted Shane’s little green headphones. The sympathetic ohs from teachers who did not understand there was nothing to feel sorry for. That horrible paediatrician Yuna had switched from immediately, who had recommended “therapy” that read more like torture, all because Shane could not make eye contact.
Shane was, and always had been, perfect.
While Yuna knew she was probably heavily biased, she doubted there was anything in the world that could happen that would change her mind — and she knew David felt the same. She and David had tried for years to have a baby. Failure after failure had discouraged her, almost made her give up. Almost — if not for David.
Her David, who was always so gentle with his mountain of younger cousins. The way his tone would immediately soften towards them. How he could soothe any cranky baby straight to sleep. Yuna had never been fussed about children. Never wanted to babysit or coo over her friends’ babies. The so-called maternal spark had never really flickered on.
She had never dreamed of being a mother, too focused on her career in retail estate after realising her dreams of becoming a professional female hockey player would never come true. Quite honestly, she did not even think she would be a good mother — too focused on her own disappointments, too focused on her work, not affectionate enough for a little baby who would depend on her for everything.
But David would make an amazing father. He had always dreamed of being one, even as a child, according to her mother-in-law. Yuna had wanted to give that to him. After everything he had done for her — leaving his hometown, letting Yuna move them from place to place following her work, cutting ties with racist family members, even his ageing grandmother, with whom he had once been so close — Yuna wanted to give him this one thing.
If only it had been that simple.
It had taken seven years.
Seven years. Four miscarriages. One stillbirth. Years of hormones and all the side effects that came with them. David had been by her side through everything. Helping her inject those painful syringes into her stomach every week. Holding her in the shower while she cried as another chance slipped through the drain. Never letting go of her hand while she pushed a little baby into the world who would never greet it.
David had wanted to give up after she had delivered their angel. Yuna had never been able to name what would have been their daughter — she had come too early, too small — and David had never pushed her to. She would never tell him, but it was watching him rock their angel in a soft yellow baby blanket he had been so excited to pick out, silent tears running down his face, the look of utter devastation in his eyes, that cemented her decision to try again. Despite the grief that felt as though it could crawl out of her at any moment and drown her.
Shane had been a surprise, in a way. They had taken a break from the hormones after the stillbirth, Yuna arranging a re-honeymoon that had them travelling all over North Asia for two months, so they could just focus on each other. Shane had been a quiet child even in pregnancy, showing virtually no symptoms. The only reason she had taken a test was because David suggested it after watching her devour a family-sized pack of pork crackling drizzled with chocolate sauce, a disturbed look on his face.
She still remembered the excitement and fear that erupted the minute she flipped the test to reveal 4+ months. David had immediately burst into tears in the airport bathroom, drawing more than one concerned glance from strangers.
The fear of losing the pregnancy had kept her up at night. From the way David’s hand barely left her stomach in the following months — waking to a warm hand rubbing slow circles over the baby below — she knew he felt the same fear. It faded slightly once they hit the eight-month mark. The knowledge that the baby was now viable was a huge relief. But she had never got this far in a pregnancy before, and now there was something more dangerous than fear: hope.
She wished almost every night to Inari Ōkami and Kichijōten, praying for this baby to be born with light in their eyes. The anxiety almost consumed her, if not for David, who was always there with “allowed” food and medicine, in accordance with the pregnancy spreadsheet she had made at the height of her anxiety.
When labour started, she was unsure who was more scared — her or David — and for how many things could go wrong. It was excruciating. The pain. The way she could feel her body shift and tear to push a little life into the world. An experience she would not wish on her worst enemy.
But then, afterwards, they placed Shane — so little yet so warm, still covered in God-knows-what — onto her chest, and she practically felt her heartbeat connect to his. She did not notice the placenta being removed. Did not notice David’s silent crying, or the nurse taking what felt like a thousand photos.
He had a little tuft of inky black hair slicked back on his small head. Little fingers curled into her skin as if trying to get closer. Big eyes that, when they finally opened, showed brown — almost black — unlike the blue she had seen in most newborns. She could not stop touching him. Tracing his tiny hands and feet, his little chubby cheeks. Feeling his rabbit-fast pulse with just one finger, afraid of breaking him. Her little Kiseki no akachan.
She finally passed him to David, who still had not stopped crying. Neither had Yuna. Right there, watching David slowly rock the sleeping baby — their sleeping baby — she decided this was perfect. This little family was perfect. Shane was perfect. And nothing would ever change that.
And nothing did. Not when Yuna noticed Shane never interacted with the other toddlers at playdates. Not when he hit milestones behind his peers. Not when he became so overwhelmed he would lash out, breaking things around him — or worse, hitting himself. He would always be her baby boy. And therefore, he would always be perfect.
So she had done what she did best: planned, researched, and followed through. Spreadsheets on food, clothes, textures, stimming toys. Emotional and social coaching. Yuna wanted the best for her baby, and she made sure he got it.
So when she saw how Shane’s little brown eyes lit up like nothing she had ever seen when she finally took him to his first hockey match (home game in Montreal, of course), she made more plans.
She was well aware that she and David had absolutely spoilt Shane growing up. Anything he displayed interest in had them tripping over themselves to get it for him. “No” was an extremely rare word in their house — from his choice of movies, to food, to even what they were going to do on the weekend.
So of course she immediately enrolled him in little league hockey and figure skating. Private rink hire so Shane could focus on the ice without the overwhelming noise. Consultations with nutritionists and trainers to establish the best diet and physical performance. Waking up at 4 a.m. to drive Shane two hours to the best hockey coach in the area. Not to mention Yuna quitting her job to dedicate herself as Shane’s manager and agent when scouts began to take notice.
Their lives became centred around Shane’s hockey. A worthy sacrifice, in Yuna’s and David’s eyes, despite the grumbling from extended family
And Shane — her perfect Shane — had flourished because of their sacrifice.
Second in the draft. Rookie of the Year. The Richard Heart Award. Three Stanley Cups back-to-back. Arguably the best player in the league. A once-in-a-generation talent.
Well. Almost.
If not for Ilya Rozanov.
Fucking Ilya Rozanov.
Cocky. Rude. A playboy with what seemed like a constant revolving door of women. Borderline aggressive with the press and getting fined as a result that he seemed to think was the cost and not a punishment as intended. Constant penalties on and off the ice. Unofficially known as the league’s biggest shit-stirrer — sorry, chirper. Not to mention his conduct on the ice, as if he had taken it as a personal mission to become the living, breathing opposite of sportsmanship.
And on top of all that, he had the nerve to be obscenely talented at hockey.
Winning the Cup in his first year as captain. MVP. The Rocket Richard Trophy. Ending season after season with the most goals in the league.
Not as good as Shane, of course. But — painfully — also a generational talent.
So when Shane got into the car after meeting Rozanov for the first time, calling him an arsehole without hesitation for perhaps the first time in his life, Yuna couldn’t stop herself from laughing. She had honestly thought that would be it. The closest her family would ever come to knowing Ilya Rozanov.
She was wrong.
Because then David had walked in on Rozanov’s tongue down their son’s throat, his hands on Shane’s arse like he owned it.
Shane was such a reasonable boy. So perfectly behaved. Always had been. The unofficial golden boy of the league. Which was why she simply couldn’t understand it. Out of all the men in Montreal. In hockey. Hell, in the world.
Why him?
Why Ilya Rozanov?
And then they had arrived not long after David — Shane pale, Rozanov tense — both of them standing in the living room like two teenagers caught doing something they knew damn well they shouldn’t. David still sat on the sofa, flushed, his head in his hands.
Rozanov tried to hide his nerves.
He failed.
She tried to pretend it didn’t endear him to her — the way he so very clearly tried to make a good impression. Letting Shane take the lead. Staying slightly behind, only there to support. His manners were almost too perfect, so careful they felt forced.
He only forgot himself when David brought out his “world famous” chicken parmesan. She couldn’t hold that against him. It was damn good pasta.
It was only when Shane was clearly building towards a panic attack — and what was wrong with her? She just kept pushing and pushing, ignoring the signs, ignoring that her akachan was getting overwhelmed, that she was hurting her baby — that she watched, jaw dropped, as Rozanov brought Shane back to earth with four sentences.
Four sentences.
She hadn’t been able to do that since Shane was still a child. His panic attacks had only grown worse as he got older, to the point of life threatening, nothing like the episodes Yuna still experienced herself. She would never forget the sensation of Shane going limp in her arms, his lips blue, passed out from lack of oxygen.
He had only been sixteen.
There in the bathroom of their house, panicking over a bad test result that might bench him from his high school hockey team — silly boy, Yuna would never have let that happen — with tears streaming down his freckled face, he had looked no different from the childhood photos hung all around the house.
She held onto that image as she somehow managed to deadlift Shane over her shoulders, dragging him to the car as gently as she could. Rushing to the hospital in a panic, with only David on the phone reminding her not to run red lights.
To this day, she still didn’t know how she had managed to carry him through the house. Shane had been taller and outweighed her by the time he was fourteen. But in that moment, she could have sworn he weighed no more than the tiny baby first placed on her chest.
(Her back the next morning, however, had heavily disagreed. Painkillers were her best friend for the next week.)
So to watch Rozanov calm him down in less than a minute?
She didn’t know whether she wanted to laugh or cry in relief that Shane had finally found someone who just got him.
It had been a worry she and David had talked about for years. How despite all of Shane’s success, all his victories, he always stood alone on the podium. At twenty-six, most hockey players were married, or at least in long-term relationships. Shane’s only relationship after high school had lasted three months.
They had met Rose. She had seemed perfect for Shane — even if Yuna had been surprised by how indifferent he was to the paparazzi that seemed to constantly follow her. Yuna had been heartbroken when they broke up. Not because she had liked Rose all that much, but because she had seen Shane’s chance at a real relationship, to not be alone, slip through his fingers.
Well. Not completely alone.
Yuna and David would never let their baby stand alone as long as they were alive. Hell, Yuna wasn’t convinced she wouldn’t crawl out of her grave — shared with David, of course — just to sing happy birthday to her chiisana akachan.
But she wanted more for him than the unconditional love of parents for her kiseki no akachan.
She wanted Shane to experience what she had been lucky enough to have.
She wanted Shane to find his David.
And he finally had.
And Yuna had missed it.
She was self-aware enough to know she was over-involved in her son’s life. A momager, so to say. She had crossed boundaries many mothers wouldn’t — and worse, she had justified every single one as being for his own good.
From arranging modelling shoots in nothing but underwear, to rearranging his wardrobe for the “sexiest” look. From having access to all his contracts, to monitoring his bank account, to curating his social media presence. Not because he had asked her to — but because she had made herself indispensable. Because it was easier for Shane to let her handle it than to fight her.
Hell, even Shane’s short stint on dating apps — which she had managed to convince him to join — had come with her advice, her edits, her quiet steering of who was “right” for him.
(And her baby was perfect, but God, he was awful at flirting over text.)
She told herself it was protection. She told herself it was support. She told herself it was love.
But love was supposed to make room for a person to grow.
And somehow, without ever meaning to, she had filled every available space. Until Shanes only true moments of freedom, moments where he could truly and openly be himself, could only be found in hotel rooms after dark with a 6’4 foot Russian built like a tank.
And yet despite her overinvolvement in her sons life, she had still missed the most important thing of all: her baby falling in love.
And then her akachan had the nerve to apologise.
To look at her with those big, wet, beautiful brown eyes that always showed more than what he said and say “sorry,” as if he had anything to apologise for.
As if Yuna didn’t feel the crushing weight in her chest as she realised Shane had tried to shape himself into her “perfect boy.” Not only for her — but for the image she had spent most of her life building and promoting into the wider world.
As if he had learned, somewhere along the way, that being easy to manage was the same thing as being loved.
As if being gay meant he was anything less than perfect.
So yes — Yuna had accepted the famous Ilya “asshole” Rozanov into her family and into her heart before they had even left that first dinner. She was still unsure, but she knew, just from the way Shane looked at him, that Ilya wasn’t going anywhere any time soon.
That was her look, after all.
The same look she had thrown her own mother when she had tried to forbid her from seeing David. When her mother had threatened, in a steel voice, to send her back to their homestead in Japan.
Yuna had steel in her voice too, when she threatened to burn the homestead to the ground if her mother dared to follow through.
She had picked David. And she hadn’t let anyone stand in her way. Not her mother. Not David’s family. Not her own racist relatives. Not wider society as a whole. Hell — not even David himself could stop her from moving in and marrying him within four months.
It had been a whirlwind. Heated. Reckless. Certain. And nothing was going to stop Yuna from locking down a once-in-a-lifetime love. She knew she would never find it again.
And really — what was one little fire compared to that?
Which was why she didn’t try to stop the Russian from burying himself into her heart right next to Shane. She knew he wasn’t going anywhere. Knew that Shane wouldn’t let him — even if he had to handcuff them together.
She had started making wedding plans the second they left that first dinner, ignoring David’s it’s too soon, darling. Silly man. He didn’t know what he was talking about.
(She tried to hide her smugness when Ilya ran in to shout that Shane had proposed only two months later.)
All of this to say — when Shane walked in, tense and uncomfortable, clearly on the edge of being overstimulated, but trying to push through, she didn’t push.
She didn’t start laying out instructions. Didn’t begin making an internal plan for when — when, not if — the meltdown started.
No.
She looked at Ilya.
Ilya, who was already staring at Shane.
Of course.
She walked over to Shane, smiling — because it was always good to see her baby — making sure to leave her arms open so he could choose whether he wanted a hug.
He reached forward, giving a quick embrace that Yuna could barely feel the pressure of, but he smiled down at her as he leaned back into Ilya. Even so, she noticed the subtle flick of his wrist, the way he almost shook off her touch.
She didn’t take offence. She knew sometimes just the air against Shane’s skin could be overwhelming.
She looked to Ilya next, whose eyes were still on Shane until he realised she was watching him.
“Yuna,” he said with gusto, immediately pulling her into the circle of his arms, lifting her slightly off the ground with the force of his hug and making her let out a shocked giggle.
“Ilya,” David lightly scolded, humour threaded through his voice as he walked into the hall from the kitchen, still in his apron covered in something red. “Let her go, she can’t breathe.”
“Oh no, my dear mother-in-law,” Ilya pretended to repent, before turning to David with a grin. “Guess you’ll have to join her.”
Before David could react, Ilya darted forward and repeated the same enthusiastic hug, despite the significant weight difference between the two of them.
Shane watched from near the door, his expression flat and unreadable. Yuna didn’t bother trying to read into it — Shane had always lacked visible expression from a young age. It was always his eyes that showed the true story.
A loud laugh made her turn back to where David and Ilya were now playfully roughhousing, David somehow managing to push Ilya towards the dining room with a light smack from a wooden spoon he’d apparently had tucked into his apron. That can’t be sanitary, she thought.
She walked past David, brushing her hand across his shoulders as she went to join Ilya, letting David greet Shane with a similar hug to the one she’d shared.
Before she knew it, they were all sat at the table, eating chicken parmesan — Ilya’s favourite of David’s cooking.
It was delicious as always, but Yuna found herself too distracted to truly enjoy it. Too busy watching Shane.
Watching the way he played with his food. The grimace as he finally bit into it, only to meet the crunchy-but-soft texture of a cooked onion, or the way the sauce was too heavy and creamy. The way he ran his fingers up and down the metal of the fork, flipping it repeatedly in an effort to get a comfortable grip.
She patted David’s leg, hoping to offer him a small bit of comfort as she watched him recognise the same things she had.
She knew David would be beating himself up later for not cooking one of Shane’s comfort foods. He had taken great pride in crafting a menu of meals Shane would always find safe to eat when he was a child, spending hours in the kitchen experimenting with different flavours and textures that Shane would accept.
He had started to venture further away from those foods when Shane had moved out. They finally weren’t restricted to a certain menu as when shane lived with them, both of them had hated the idea of having different plates from their son and risking him feeling more other.
Most days, Shane enjoyed the food.
But not on days where he was so clearly overwhelmed.
The way he stared at his plate in an effort to avoid eye contact. His voice and face expressionless, too overwhelmed to put in the inflection he was so used to forcing in his tone.
The most revealing, however, was Ilya. How, for perhaps the first time, he kept his hands to himself. So used to seeing Ilya holding onto Shane in one way or another, it was almost unnerving to see him so self-contained.
It was Shane who was reaching out.
She watched with slight disbelief as Shane pressed his arm up against Ilya’s, both of their forearms resting on the table. She watched Ilya push back into the contact — but not advance it.
The second Shane pulled his arm away, Ilya didn’t follow. Instead, he simply carried on his conversation with David, their tones low and slow paced as to not overwhelm Shane even more.
They avoided the elephant in the room, speaking quietly and ignoring the increasing tension radiating off Shane. All of them knew that mentioning it would only upset him more — being the focus of attention and conversation was the last thing he needed.
Yuna’s phone then went off, shocking her. She could have sworn she’d put it on silent the second she saw Shane. The specific tone was high-pitched and wobbled up and down in volume — not a pleasant sound. Which was exactly why Yuna had chosen it: it could go off anywhere in the house and she would hear that irritating jingle.
Which was also why Shane hated it. She could always see his flinch, the involuntary twitch of his neck.
In her shock, her hand jolted forward, scraping her fork against the plate — the sharp noise joining the phone’s jingle. David, startled, fumbled for her phone where it lay face-down on the table, accidentally knocking it to the floor with a bang against the wooden boards.
The short event was loud. It was unexpected.
And if it had happened at any other time, Yuna was sure Shane would be laughing at the domino sequence of events. But right now, funny was the opposite of what it was.
Shane shot up from his chair, his head already twitching towards his shoulders. His hands shook slightly as he rubbed frantically at the pockets of his jeans.
“Just— just give me a— just give me a minute,” he stuttered, rubbing at his eyes before escaping out into the hallway, heading for the back door.
There was a pause before Ilya got up to join him, not even looking towards his parents-in-law. He headed in the same direction as Shane, determination in his steps.
“Oh, no,” Yuna placed a hand over her mouth, looking towards David guiltily. “I swear, I thought I turned it on silent mode.”
David reached for her hand, bringing it up to place a slow kiss against her knuckles. “Shh, it’s okay, dear. It was an accident.”
“An accident that’s probably just pushed Shane into a meltdown.” She took her hand back, unable to give herself that comfort when she had just hurt her akachan again. “I’m going to go see if I can help.” She pushed her seat out.
“Darling, I don’t think that’s the best idea,” David said gently, raising an eyebrow as if trying to hint at something. “He’s with Ilya. He’ll be perfectly fine in a couple of minutes.”
“Nonsense.” She dodged David’s hands, too easy after years of practice, when he tried to guide her back into her seat.“I think you’re forgetting who was best at talking Shane down before Ilya got involved.”
“My dear,” David sighed, visibly giving up as he slumped back with a knowing look, “I don’t think talking is Ilya’s go-to method.”
Yuna shot him a bemused look. What on earth was that silly man going on about? What else would Ilya be doing — interpretive dance? Honestly.
She walked swiftly towards the back door, turning the corner — only to realise they hadn’t made it outside like she’d thought.
Shane was pressed up against the wall, Ilya fully against him from head to heel, speaking low and soft in Russian. Even without understanding every word, Yuna could tell it was thick with love and devotion.
She’d only started learning Russian in the past couple of months. She’d decided to after one of Shane’s many rants about the frustration of so many people missing how smart Ilya was, just because he had to translate everything he said into a language he hadn’t learned to speak until he was sixteen.
Her pronunciation was awful, and reading or writing was a lost cause — but the hours of studying meant she could just about follow along.
She pushed herself back behind the wall, thankfully unnoticed, but she couldn’t stop herself from listening. There was something achingly intimate about seeing them when no one else was meant to be watching.
“Всё в порядке, дорогая, всё хорошо,” Ilya whispered, leaning forward to nuzzle his nose gently across Shane’s face, ending at his neck where he placed a feather-light kiss. “Я здесь, я никуда не уйду, моя любовь.”
Shane whimpered softly, eyes scrunched shut, his hands tightening further into Ilya’s tank top.
“Я знаю,” Ilya murmured — cooed, really. God, Yuna wondered what the hockey world would think if they could see the Russian like this. “Я знаю, прости, солнышко. Я знаю, это больно.”
“I– I– I don’t— Ilya, please!” Shane managed to gasp out, his breathing visibly speeding up. Yuna could see the signs of a severe panic attack coming — and so could Ilya.
“Shh, sweetheart,” Ilya soothed, reaching forward. “Иди сюда, я знаю, что тебе нужно.”
Shane let out a protesting noise, his head shaking rapidly as he switched between pushing Ilya away and pulling him closer.
“It’s alright, my love,” Ilya repeated. He took Shane’s hands that were reaching up for his hair, clearly about to twist his fingers in his hair and tug and tug, something he had done since he was a young child that often led to bruises. He guided them between their chests, pressing closer so they were trapped between them, his own hand cradling the back of Shane’s neck while the other held his hip firmly — grounding, steady, unmistakably protective.
She couldn’t stop the scrunch of her nose at such a possessive hold. Shane had been hers for so long, ever since they placed the little Akachan on her chest. The overwhelming maternal feeling of ‘Hers’ had never made her more aware humans were just animals at the end of the day then in that hospital room.
She’d been awfully possessive over Shane, looking back. She’d barely let anyone — including family — look after him. She’d even extended her maternity leave so she didn’t have to enrol him in nursery, basically kept him with her 24/7 until he was old enough for primary school. She’d even moved Shane into a different class after his teacher had called him her “precious boy.” He was no one’s but hers.
It was something that had simmered down as Shane had gotten older, but something in her had always been pleased that Shane was still hers, even when she was worrying over his lack of a love life.
She had talked with her therapist about it, who had concluded it was due to the years of infertility and how desperate they were for Shane. He was her little miracle. Her little miracle who was a grown man and didn’t need his mama anymore. Yuna refused to admit she had cried about that more than once.
But watching Ilya hold Shane like there was no doubt in universe that Shane whole body and soul was ‘his’ and always had been was a harsh reminder of those buried feelings.
Shane let out a breath of relief under the heavy pressure of the six-foot-four Russian player. The slight height difference allowing him to sink his head into the corner of Ilya’s neck.
He nuzzled back and forth for a moment, visibly relaxing the longer he traced his nose down across Ilya’s broad shoulders, the tank top allowing full skin contact.
Yuna watched from around the corner with an unknown emotion building up inside her, finding herself unable to look away from the intimate scene. She couldn’t quite describe it — watching her son lose all the tension in his body from something as simple as being surrounded by Ilya’s scent and presence.
It was remarkable. It was beautiful.
“Ilya,” Shane mumbled. “Ilya.” He seemed to be repeating the name for the sake of it, and Ilya stayed quiet, as if showing this wasn’t the first time this had happened.
Shane flexed his jaw, his nose crinkling as he fidgeted. He ran his face back up Ilya’s shoulder until he was once again tucked into the corner of his neck, still flexing his jaw, his tongue moving as he searched for a comfortable position.
God, how Yuna wished Shane would still use stimming toys. He’d always had an oral fixation, even as a toddler. They hadn’t managed to wean him off pacifiers until he was four, always wanting something in his mouth.
He’d originally taken to his pendant chews — shaped like a hockey stick, of course — like a duck to water. For years, it was rare to find Shane without it, either hanging around his neck or between his teeth.
Until he started primary school. Until other kids could see the pendant hockey stick and what he was using it for.
And kids could be so mean.
Yuna’s heart had broken a little that day, watching Shane climb into his car seat calmly without his necklace. His face had been serene — but his eyes told the true story.
She hadn’t managed to get it out of him until the next day. One kid had called him a baby when he saw the necklace in his mouth. The others had joined in.
Yuna had tried to tell him to ignore them. But nothing she said had worked. Shane had already decided he would never use that necklace again.
And he hadn’t.
Ilya hummed as shane, now pressing his open mouth against ilays pulse point, began to almost suckle on ilyas skin, tasting the slight perspiration.
Yuna couldn’t stop the slow growing blush.
“Ничего страшного,” Ilya practically purred with a knowing smirk, “I know what you want, Ты можешь укусить, детка”
Shane just let out a quite whine, shaking his head but tellingly didn’t remove it from where he was pressed face up against his neck.
“Shh, Всё в порядке, я справлюсь.”
“Ilya, no!”
Ilya just hummed knowingly, “Sweetheart I know you want to, you need to.” He paused leaning back slightly to try and make eye contact but was interrupted by Shane letting out an almost sob before yanking him and more importantly the weight back. “извини, извини.”
“Please baby,” ilya didn’t try to lean back again but did tighten his grip on shanes neck, smiling softly when it caused shane to let out a sigh of relief. “Please? Я хочу, чтобы мой милый маленький мужик оставил на мне свои милые следы от зубов.”
Shane let out another slight whine, clearly undecisive.
Yuna…..shouldn’t be watching this. Yuna definitely shouldn’t be watching this. She had a feeling this was about to advance to something no mother should see her son involved with.
Yet she couldn’t walk away. Couldn’t walk away from perhaps her only opportunity to see if rozanov could truly support shane and bring him back into the light from any situation.
Ilya used the hand on shanes neck to push him further in, “I am Russian sweetheart, your bites wont hurt me, a bear is much worse,”, he joked, Shane let out a slight scoff at that, which caused ilya to smile further, happy his plan worked. “I love it when you bite me, Когда ты впиваешься своими красивыми зубами, когда ты заставляешь меня истекать кровью. Когда я даже не могу до них дотронуться, потому что моя кожа так болит.”
Shane completely let go, tension leaking out like a busted pipe, clearly done arguing against ilya.
“Tell me if it hurts.”
“Sweetheart, you could never hurt me.”
Yuna watched with bated breath as shane learned down slowly, trailing kisses up and down ilya shoulder, before placing an open mouthed kiss against a spot on his chest just below the line of where a t-shirt would go.
Shane bit down hesitantly, before growing stronger as ilya didn’t react.  All tension left his body, now letting ilya hold his full weight, as his eyes fluttered once before in clear bliss.
“давай, мой любимый” ilya teased, “You can go harder than that.”
Shane shook his head but didn’t remove himself from ilyas skin.
“Yes,” Ilya scowled, “I want it to last. I want it to sting.”
Ilya ignored Shanes increasing whine while he shock his head side to side. Yuna didn’t know how he wasn’t reacting. That had to be painful.
Ilya slid his hand up shanes neck to bury into his hair, caressing it gently before suddenly tightening his fist and yanking shane head away from him, forcing eye contact with the other hand on his jaw.
“Shane,” Rumbled out around the room, “Shane, bite me properly. I won’t ask again. Это ваш последний шанс.”
“But I – I don’t want – your gonna bleed, I need – “
“Sweetheart,” Ilyas voice immediately softened, “I know what you need, yes? Not your job to think about what you need” He now cooed, cradling his face with one hand, thumb tracing over Shanes freckles. “I am telling you I want it.”
“It might scar.”
“I want it to scar
“Ilya,” Shane sighed, still shaky and fidgety from his near panic attack.
“Моя любовь, I don’t know if you’ve noticed, but I fucking love you baby. Theres nothing I wouldn’t do for you.” Ilya pressed a quick but deep kiss against those plumb lips, “Being a chew toy for my amazing, sexy husband is not something I would call a sacrifice.”
Shane still looked unsure causing ilya to let out a loud and dramatic sigh aimed towards the ceiling.
“Fine. You know what? I’m going to get another tattoo.”
“What?” Shanes voice was monotone but yuna knew he was scrunching his eyebrows in confusion at the apparent topic switch.
Ilya shrugged, faux causal, “I decided I want a tattoo of a bitemark. Will be sexy, make me even sexier.”
Shane continued to frown at him in confusion but didn’t speak. Ilya clarified further at Shanes non-verbal request.
“I want your bite, солнышко, but I want a tattoo more.” Ilya practically purred, leaning forward to nuzzle their noses together before leaning back with a smirk. “If you don’t bite, I guess ill have to ask Svetlana”
Shane immediately froze, even seeming to stop breathing. His hands were still trapped between their chests but Yuna knew if they were free they would be curled up into fists. He made eye contact willingly for the first time that evening, fury clear to see.
“The fuck did you just say, you asshole.” He snapped, now trying to struggle out of ilya grip. Ilya just laughed, tightening his grip even further and almost lifting Shane off the floor with how much he was pushing him into the wall. “Stop fucking laughing you ass, I can’t fucking believe-“
He was cut off with a violent kiss, and wow, what a kiss. Yuna could see the tongue from here, and if not for the slight feeling of disgust at watching her son swapping spit with the Russian, she would be impressed.
Ilya finally leaned back, stopping the kiss with a wet sound that made Yuna grimace.
“You look gorgeous in green, котенок”
“Who the fuck taught you that metaphor?”
“Svetlana.”
“Fuck you!” Shane once again pushed him away, this time ilya let him and yuna watched as shane immediately tensed, breath hitching as he became unmoored. Ilya’s eyes widened as the playful atmosphere that had been slowly building shattered, tension snapping back into place. He stepped forward quickly, letting Shane tug him back in, pressing him against the wall once more.
“Прости, прости, прости, моя любовь, я не хотел отпускать.” He soothed, using one hand to tug Shane back against his neck. “Please котенок, bite me.”
Shane let out one last slow whine, before opening his mouth.
From her position, Yuna couldn’t see him bite, but she could tell when he did. Tension she didn’t even know Shane held immediately dispersed, his knees buckling, only Ilya holding him upright now.
Shane hummed in what seemed like pure relief, not even reacting to Ilyas slow hiss. Whether he was hissing in pain or pleasure was unsure and quite frankly Yuna didn’t want to know. Shanes hands reached around to wrap arounds his partners waist, tucking one hand into the waistband of his shorts. His hands were still, no longer shaking or frantic tapping. He looked to be at peace. Truly at peace.
Yuna couldn’t stop the tears welling up at the sight. Her baby had done it. He had found someone who suited him in all ways, someone compatible with him in every situation he needed.
He had found his David.
Yuna had known it from the first time she met Ilya. But seeing the physical evidence in front of her stripped away the last of her doubts, lighting her heart in ways she hadn’t even realised she’d been holding back.
She rested her head back against the wall from where she had tucked herself fully back around the corner when she realised there was a chance she was about to start sobbing. She took a deep breath then another, neither of the boys knew she was there and she doubted either would appreciate her interrupting by bursting into tears.
A thump, then a moan echoed around the hall making Yuna jolt up, bittersweet happiness running away to be replaced by embarrassment.
Good God. She could never tell either boy what she had witnessed. Not only would Shane most likely die of embarrassment, but Yuna would probably have to turn herself in to the police for invasion of privacy just to make amends.
She already knew Ilya would probably find it hilarious — but she doubted he wouldn’t take every single opportunity to tease her over it. And she doubted she could last long against Ilya’s skill at being an asshole.
She walked back to the dining room, her face burning to the touch, only to find no David. She found him in the kitchen, standing over a pot on the stove.
More of the same pasta they’d been eating boiled in the pot, the butter tub open beside it. In the wake of Shane’s meltdown, David had clearly decided to make him buttered pasta — his favourite as a child.
“David.”
He turned with a smile, as he always had ever since their first date. But one look at her face — bright red with obvious mortification — and he burst into laughter, one hand clutching his chest.
Good. Yuna hoped he had a heart attack.
“Don’t say it.”
“My darling,” David wheezed, face turning red as his hand slapped against his own stomach. “I hate to tell you this—”
“Then don’t.”
“—but I told you so!” he finished gleefully.
He turned to one of the kitchen drawers and pulled out a small black notebook, love hearts drawn across the cover in purple marker — a design David had added while drunk almost twenty-five years ago.
“That’s another win for me.”
“What?! That does not count,” Yuna argued, trying to swipe the book out of his hands as he danced playfully around the kitchen. “We didn’t agree on any set terms.”
“My dear, I told you Ilya wasn’t ‘talking’ Shane down,” David said, using exaggerated finger quotes, “and I told you that you wouldn’t want to see it. And I was right. That counts as a win according to you.”
Yuna rolled her eyes but relented, letting David dodge out of her reach as he grabbed a pen and opened the book. He flipped through page after page until he nearly reached the back.
Yuna couldn’t stop a flicker of nostalgia as pages of tally marks flew past — two neat columns on each page, marked simply with a ‘Y’ and a ‘D’ at the top.
The book had been David’s idea after too many arguments over who held the winning streak in cards when they had first started dating. It hadn’t taken long before they started marking every ‘win’ — from actual games, to bets, to jogs that had turned into races.
The sight softened her. She stepped up behind David and wrapped her arms around his waist, pressing a soft kiss to the nape of his neck as he added a new line to his column.
“Fine. I’ll let you have this one.” She kissed him again before adding smugly, “It’s not like it matters. I’m still beating you by forty-three, honey.”
“Nuh-uh.” David wagged one finger as he turned to wrap his arms around her. “Now it’s forty-two,” he said proudly.
She couldn’t stop her giggle. God, it had been decades, but David still managed to make her feel like a schoolgirl — staring across the rink at the quiet, talented hockey player she’d fallen for all those years ago.
“Only forty-two?” she gasped dramatically, hooking her fingers into the waistband of his trousers to pull him closer. “You poor baby. How are you ever meant to catch up?”
He just nodded with a pretend expression of sadness, one hand reaching around her to cradle her neck under her hair, pulling their faces even closer together. “Yes, I am a poor baby.” He agreed with a heated grin, “How are you going to make it up to me?”
Yuna just hummed, placing a slow but deep kiss on his lips, god he always tasted so good. “I think I can find a way.”
She twisted them around quickly so her back was to the counter, David hands automatically ending on her waist to lift her on top of the counter, spreading her legs to fit himself in between them, where he belonged.
They had the time, she doubted shane was going to let ilya go anytime soon, she knew she wasn’t letting go of David.
Her perfect boy had found a partner who was just as perfect for him.
She couldn’t stop the smiling as she kissed David like they were still teenagers sneaking around to make out in the sports storage room. God, she loved him so much it hurt to breath sometimes. It was horrible. It was wonderful.
She had always felt a deep aching sadness for the people who never found love like this. The people who couldn’t find a love the buried deep into their bones, who knew them truthfully and brutally honestly.
She had been so worried for Shane growing up. That he wouldn’t never get this type of love, never understand the true feeling of complete intimacy.
But he had, thanks to a Russian man that yuna had spent years hating.
Funny how that worked out.





  
    Chapter End Notes

    Russian translate :
its ok sweetheart, everything is alright = Всё в порядке, дорогая, всё хорошо.

I am here, i'm not going anywhere my love. = Я здесь, я никуда не уйду, моя любовь.

I know = Я знаю

I know, i'm sorry sunshine. I know it hurts = Я знаю, прости, солнышко. Я знаю, это больно.

come here, i know what you need = Иди сюда, я знаю, что тебе нужно.

Its ok = Ничего страшного

you can bite baby = ты можешь укусить ребенка

It's ok, i can take it = Всё в порядке, я справлюсь.

Sorry, sorry = извини, извини

i want my pretty little husband to leave his pretty teethmarks on me = Я хочу, чтобы мой милый маленький мужик оставил на мне свои милые следы от зубов.

when you dig thoses pretty teeth in, when you make me bleed. When i can't even touch them beacuse my skin is so sore. = Когда ты впиваешься своими красивыми зубами, когда ты заставляешь меня истекать кровью. Когда я даже не могу до них дотронуться, потому что моя кожа так болит.

come on my beloved = давай, мой любимый

kitten = котенок

sorry, sorry, i'm sorry my love, i didn't mean to let go = Прости, прости, прости, моя любовь, я не хотел отпускать.

 

Now give me comments please, i love reading them, its my validation (◕‿◕✿)


  


      

  












      Chapter 3: Scott and Kip pov; What's a Dom/Sub relationship
  


    Chapter Summary

    “Shane,” he said slowly, “I know you’re not chronically online, but I didn’t realise you were living under a rock. Please tell me you know what ‘top’ and ‘bottom’ mean.”

Shane hesitated.

Kip then watched – In a sense pure disbelief only experienced by the man who discovered the earth wasn’t flat – as the man looked down at his shirt and jeans.

“…Like. Jeans and T-shirt?”

.........

“Uhm,” Shane started after it was clear kip wasn’t. “So…Fun fact. Did you know we were in a Dominate/Submissive relationship?

Scott spat his drink across the table.



    Chapter Notes

      I don't know what happened. This wasn't meant to be more than 6,000 words and somehow i doubled that.

Ilya and Scotts bromance came out of no where but to be honest i'm just impressed with myself.

Less impressed with the kinks that just jump out but ¯\_(ツ)_/¯

Enjoy!


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  The rink lights reflected off the ice, forcing Scott to squint slightly as he warmed up with his teammates. They were facing Ottawa today — a home game — which meant Kip was somewhere in the stands.

Scott hoped he was wearing his jersey. That always led to a fun night.

He hummed under his breath as he continued stretching, distracted by thoughts of later, even though — as captain — he should have been focused on strategy. Strategy was a necessity when facing a player like Hollander. Or a player like Rozanov.

Just the thought of the Russian made Scott’s blood pressure spike. He could practically feel the vein in his temple beginning to throb.

If asked, Scott could go on for hours about every microscopic way that man pissed him off. Cocky. Rude. Arrogant. Annoying. Insulting. A professional-grade rage-baiter. Just a straight-up asshole, really.

However — and Scott hated this part — there was nothing truly horrible about him. Yes, he was a dick. But he didn’t come anywhere close to the worst the NHL had to offer.

Scott didn’t even have the excuse he used to have of thinking the man was homophobic. You couldn’t blame him after all, the man was from Russia! And he held such a confidence that only rich, straight, white men had that Scott was sure no one would blame him for the dislike that was so out of character for him.

But rozanov even manged to ruin that for him by coming out as bisexual and getting married to a man who he seemed devoted to.

Scott never thought finding out another player was queer and not in fact homophobic would cause him such pain.

Fucking Rozanov. Always ruining things for him. Not even homophobia was safe from him.

There was just something about him. Something in his face. His posture. The way he carried himself. It slipped straight through the shields Scott had built over the years. It was unexplainable, the way Rozanov manged to piss him off like no other. You had to have thick skin on the ice. Chirping was as much a part of the culture as the puck itself, no matter how much Scott sometimes wished it wasn’t. Losing your head over every insult simply wasn’t sustainable.

But Rozanov was an elite sniper — not just at goals, but at getting past Scott’s defences.

Scott forced his focus back to the ice, squinting again. Maybe he needed glasses. He was getting older, after all. Light sensitivity increased with age, right? He’d ask Kip after the game.

Hopefully they’d go straight home where kip would either lay back in the mountain of pillows like a god to let Scott celebrate his win or let Scott lay back in the pillows to consol him for a couple of hours.

A shout echoed across the rink, dragging his attention up just in time to see the Russian menace stick his tongue out at his husband with a laugh.

Shane Hollander merely rolled his eyes, continuing his stretches as Rozanov looked him up and down with an exaggerated heated expression.

Disgusting.

Scott still did not understand how Rozanov had convinced Hollander to date him — never mind marry him. Sometimes he still struggled to believe they were married. And he had attended the wedding. Begrudgingly.

Scott liked Hollander. From the first time they’d met, Hollander had stood out — overly polite, shy, almost painfully respectful of the veterans. Too many rookies were too self-absorbed, too high on their own hype to recognise that older players held knowledge you could only earn through experience. Scott could admit he’d been similar in his youth — but one conversation with the previous centre of the New York Admirals had changed that quickly.

Now, being a veteran himself, mentoring younger players was one of Scott’s favourite parts of the job.

It wasn’t the most popular opinion in the league, but Scott liked knowing his experience could help someone. And after he’d won the Cup and publicly shown his love for Kip, that mentorship hadn’t just been about hockey anymore.

When Hollander had sent him a generic congratulatory message over Instagram — about the Cup, about Kip — with a badly concealed subtext about what it might mean for him personally, Scott had nearly cried.

Because it was proof. Proof that representation mattered. That it gave people permission to live honestly.

Scott had replied with thanks — and a carefully worded encouragement to be true to himself. That the relief of being out was always worth the fear of backlash. They had kept a somewhat constant contact since then, just quick messages about hocky or congratulating a birthday.

There hadn’t been any real surprise, not in hindsight. Hollander had always been a little different from the average player. Not just in terms of his hockey skill and his technical precision on the ice — but… softer, for lack of a better word, as much as Scott hated perpetuating stereotypes.

He was similar to Scott in that way. Rarely engaging in the more aggressive aspects of hockey. His chirps were measured, almost gentle. His fight record was practically non-existent — the only one on record being with Scott.

Hell, he was even so quick on the ice that he was rarely shoved up against the boards at all. His skating was infuriatingly advanced, ducking and weaving through defensive players with effortless grace to avoid physical contact. It pissed everyone off.

Scott had screamed into his pillow when Hollander and Rozanov’s relationship went public.

He had never thought he would regret being an inspiration.

But he regretted every single damn word of encouragement he’d sent that day.

It wasn’t like Scott didn’t understand it. Shane Hollander was an absolute catch.

He was completely infatuated with Kip — utterly, irreversibly gone for him — but he still had eyes.

Eyes that he could, shamefully, admit had lingered on Hollander’s freckles. The way they scattered across his tanned skin, making his eyes look even brighter beneath thick, unfairly long lashes. The silky black hair that always looked annoyingly soft cut short enough to reveal the slight point of his ears that somehow manged to be cute.

His face could only be described as pretty. A precise balance of masculine and feminine features that somehow worked too well together. And those lips — full, expressive, impossible not to notice.

And his build?

As if personally sculpted by God. The perfect ratio of muscle to softness. Not an inch of him neglected in conditioning. Defined muscle layered over a narrow waist, broad shoulders, thick thighs and an even thicker ass.

Not as well defined as Kip, obviously. Scott could happily eat every single meal off Kips abbs for the rest of his life.

But there was a reason Hollander had been voted Sexiest Man in the NHL three times. Two of those consecutively.

So yes, Scott unfortunately understood where Rozanov was coming from. Anyone would be lucky to date Hollander.

But Rozanov? The Russian demon Rozanov? Ilya “Insults People for Breathing” Rozanov?

The man who had unofficially won the “Sean Avery Award” five years running while playing for Boston. The same man who seemed to collect the “Raffi Torres Award” every other year — though, admittedly, he hadn’t won in some time. Scott still couldn’t decide whether that was due to age finally catching up with him — which would be extremely ironic, and Scott would absolutely never let him forget it — or because he now played on the same team as his husband, who was famously known for dragging his teammates into a cleaner style of play.

And fine! Sure, Scott could admit that the Russian was extremely conventionally attractive, but still. Rozanov was the league’s biggest ass – and Scott meant that both ways. He had proven it time and time again. There were literal YouTube compilations of his worst behaviour. One channel had even created an eight-part series dedicated solely to every time Rozanov had creatively told an opponent to retire and become a Zamboni driver.

Eight parts.

(It took over an hour to watch them all. An hour. Scott hated to admit it, but by the end he was mostly impressed at the many different ways Rozanov could personalise calling someone a Zamboni driver.)

And Hollander — sweet, gentle, famously boring Hollander — had chosen to marry him.

Forget the Big Bang Theory. This was the real unanswered question of the universe.

“Hunter!”

“Oh no,” Scott groaned, tilting his head back to stare at the ceiling of the rink. If there was a God, now would be an excellent time to prove it. One oversized light falling directly on top of him would suffice. Hell, let the whole roof cave in.

He would become deeply religious. Pray daily. Join a monastery — that was the male version of a nun, right?

Please, God. Deliver him from the devil in human form currently skating towards him.

Carter, who had been warming up beside him, glanced over at the groan just in time to witness Scott’s deeply unhelpful appeal to a deity that clearly did not love him the way church preachers insisted it did.

He followed Scott’s gaze and snorted when he spotted the Russian approaching with a lazy smirk. Carter patted Scott’s shoulder with mock solemnity.

“Good luck,” he whispered dramatically — before skating away at speed to escape the Russian’s insult radius.

Fucker. Scott knew Carter was lying when he claimed he would stand by him through anything.

“Rozanov,” Scott nodded evenly. He was a professional. He could act like one.

“I was wondering, Mr Fossil—” Rozanov began, smirking as Scott’s face fell into a deadpan expression.

“I am not a fossil. I am only nine years older than you—”

“I was wondering, Mr Fossil,” Rozanov repeated louder, shamelessly talking over him, “are you excited?”

“What?” Scott frowned then grinned. “Excited to beat you? Nice to see you’ve accepted your fate already.”

Ha. He could chirp too.

Rozanov’s eyebrows drew together — then his entire expression shifted into something Scott could only describe as delighted.

Oh no.

“Kip didn’t tell you?” Rozanov asked, downright gleeful.

Scott’s stomach dropped. “Tell me what?” he drawled slowly, though his eyes were already widening. “Wait. How do you know Kip?”

Rozanov gave a soft, almost giddy laugh and tilted his stick toward the stands — toward the exact section where Scott knew Kip was sitting.

“Your much younger and much hotter boyfriend invited me and my малыш to dinner,” he said smoothly. “At your little gay pub.”

Scott felt the blood drain from his face.

“What?!” he spluttered, already shaking his head. “No. Not happening.”

“Yes. Is happening.” Rozanov nodded once, smug. “I have already chosen outfit. I think you will enjoy it, da?”

Scott scoffed. “In your dreams, Rozanov.”

“Mmh. Yes, in my dreams — but not with you. Your boyfriend is better option. Still young enough to keep up.”

“Rozanov,” Scott warned, skating closer.

He had prepared himself for slurs when he came out. For homophobic chirps about his boyfriend. He knew how to handle that, had expected it.

What he had not prepared for was defending his boyfriend from another player openly flirting with him. Specifically this player. This wasn’t even the first time Rozanov had brought Kip up and Scott still couldn’t control the immediate surge of rage.

God, he almost wished Rozanov was homophobic. At least that would be predictable.

Rozanov’s grin widened, satisfaction lighting up his eyes at the visible irritation. He opened his mouth —

A sharp, professional whistle cut clean through the air.

Both of them turned, Scott expecting to see a referee stepping in before one of them earned a penalty before puck drop.

Instead, Hollander stood at the edge of the rink with his arms crossed. Expression unimpressed and glare firmly in place.

If he hadn’t been wearing skates, Scott was certain he’d be tapping his foot.

Rozanov flinched.

Actually flinched.

For a split second, he even looked remorseful. He cleared his throat and turned back to Scott.

“I will see you after the game, da?” he said awkwardly, already skating backwards. “Uh… good luck.”

Scott felt his jaw physically drop.

Rozanov knew the words good luck?

“Wha— I mean. Yeah. Good luck to you too,” Scott managed, years of drilled-in sportsmanship dragging the response out of him before his brain could catch up.

What.

Was that?

Scott had genuinely believed it would be a cold day in hell before Rozanov uttered a single kind word in his direction.

Oh my God.

He was dying.

That had to be it. Undiagnosed terminal illness. A few months left on the ice. This was Rozanov attempting to rehabilitate his legacy before the end. There was simply no other explanation for him suddenly being civil.

Scott nearly gagged at the thought. Rozanov and nice did not belong in the same sentence. It was like mixing water and oil.

He watched, dumbfounded, as Rozanov skated back to his husband, throwing his hands out to the side as if to say, I did it. Hollander rolled his eyes but said something Scott couldn’t hear before turning and skating back toward his team’s huddle. Rozanov followed immediately, leaning in to catch whatever quiet reprimand was being delivered.

Whatever it was made Rozanov nod with exaggerated solemnity.

Then he grinned.

Without warning, he slid his stick neatly between Hollander’s skates.

Hollander — clearly expecting it — hopped over the stick with figure-skater grace and continued toward his team as if nothing had happened.

The swelling roar of the crowd finally dragged Scott out of what might have been the most confusing five minutes of his adult life.

That was weird.

That was very weird.

Scott looked down at the ice, half-expecting it to be melting as the earthly plane shifted into hell.

The ice remained solid.

“Captain!” Carter called, waving him over now that the threat of stray fire had passed. “Time to huddle!”

Scott shook his head sharply, trying to dislodge the last five minutes from his brain.

This was psychological warfare. That was all. Rozanov was getting inside his head before puck drop.

There was no universe in which his amazing boyfriend had betrayed him by arranging dinner with the one man who could make that vein in his temple throb on command.

No.

Kip was a good boyfriend. Nice. Funny. Sweet. Made his smoothie every morning. Even made the bed most days.

No.

Kip was too kind to do that to him.

 

…

 

Kip was a monster.

That was the only thought running through Scott’s head as he stared at his Judas of a boyfriend.

This was betrayal.

Scott had always assumed the highest form of betrayal would be cheating. He had never once thought Kip capable of that.

But this?

This was worse. Betrayal of the highest order.

“This is a betrayal.”

“Scott,” Kip replied, sounding deeply unimpressed, “this isn’t a betrayal. This is getting dinner with our friends.”

“Ew. Don’t say Rozanov is my friend.”

Scott couldn’t see Kip from where he was sulking on the edge of the bed while Kip finished getting ready in the bathroom, but he could feel the eye roll.

“Also, since when are we friends with Rozanov?” The confusion in his voice was very real.

“I told you — after the Cup. He messaged me and we kept in contact. So when he suggested dinner, obviously I said yes. We’ve never actually met up before, so this is exciting.”

“Obviously,” Scott mouthed silently, staring at the wall in disbelief. Then, louder: “Babe, I love you. I listen to you. I would absolutely remember you telling me you were friends with fucking Rozanov.”

Kip walked into the bedroom then, looking entirely too amused — and unfairly attractive in his good jeans. He crossed the room and slid into Scott’s lap like this was not a declaration of war.

“Okay, fine,” Kip smiled, reaching up to scratch gently at the hair at the nape of Scott’s neck — a dirty tactic. “Maybe I didn’t tell you I was messaging Ilya. But that’s not my fault. You get weird whenever he’s mentioned.”

“Ilya?” Scott echoed, incredulous. “Why is my boyfriend on a first-name basis with a man who never misses an opportunity to insult me?”

He hadn’t meant for the hurt to slip into his voice.

It did anyway.

Kip’s expression softened immediately. His arms came up around Scott’s neck, pulling him into a tight hug.

“Oh, baby. I’m sorry.” He leaned back just enough to meet Scott’s eyes. “I didn’t mean it like that. I’m not a fan of how he treats you on the ice either. I swear, when he first messaged me, I was fully planning on blocking him.”

Scott’s hand slid up the back of Kip’s fitted shirt, rubbing slow, absent circles against warm skin.

“Then why?” he asked quietly. “Why have you been messaging him? And now apparently going on a double date?”

“It’s not a double date,” Kip huffed. “It’s friends getting dinner.”

“We’re not friends.”

“But we could be,” Kip said pointedly. “I swear, Ilya is completely different off the ice. I was going to block him, but then I actually read his message. He congratulated me. Said I was brave for being the first boyfriend of an NHL player and dealing with all the criticism. He said I was just as much an inspiration as you are.”

Kip was avoiding his eyes now, glancing over Scott’s shoulder with an uncertain expression.

“It was nice, you know?” he said quietly. “Sweet. He was the only player who messaged me something supportive in the middle of everything. I mean—” Kip rushed to add, “it was nothing compared to what you were dealing with. But I still got my fair share of hate comments. Ilya was the only one who told me to keep my head up.”

Scott’s grip tightened instinctively.

“Oh, babe,” he said softly. “I didn’t know you were getting hate. Why didn’t you tell me?”

Kip shrugged lightly. “It wasn’t anything compared to what you were facing. I didn’t want to pile more on. And it wasn’t unbearable or anything — I just had to put my socials on private. That fixed most of it.”

“Still,” Scott murmured, brushing his thumb along Kip’s jaw. “You should’ve told me. I want to be there for you like you’re there for me.”

“I will.” Kip’s hand came up to frame Scott’s face, thumb stroking gently over his cheekbone. “I’m sorry. I should’ve told you.”

Then his expression shifted — softened into something hopeful. Mischievous.

“But you can be there for me now?” he added cheekily.

Scott let his head fall back with a long, dramatic sigh.

Unbelievable.

The things he did for love.

“…Fine.”

“Fine?” Kip repeated, a slow grin spreading across his face.

“Yes, fine,” Scott grumbled. “I will go meet your new secret bestie. Ilya fucking Rozanov.”

“Yay!”

Kip launched forward, pressing a firm, excited kiss to Scott’s mouth. Scott hummed despite himself, kissing him back because apparently he had no spine when it came to this man.

“God, I love you,” Kip breathed.

“I make no promises,” Scott warned as Kip slid off his lap to finish getting ready. “When he says something — and he will — I’m saying something back.”

Kip just laughed. “I expect nothing less, babe. But I really think you’re going to be surprised. Ilya is completely different off the ice. And besides, Shane’s going to be there. I know you like him. Ilya’s told me so much about him, but I’ve never actually talked to him properly. It’s exciting.”

Scott exhaled slowly.

“…I guess it would be nice to catch up with Hollander.”

“I actually think Ilya’s doing this for Shane.”

Scott blinked. “What? What do you mean?”

“Well,” Kip said, tugging on his jacket sleeve, “he mentioned it would be nice for them to actually be friends with another gay couple. He made it sound like Shane doesn’t really have any other gay friends. Like he’d just… appreciate the connection, you know?”

Scott’s irritation faltered.

He’d always had a soft spot for Shane. Most people did. And Scott knew what that isolation felt like being a gay man in a heavy-contact sport and all the discrimination that seemed to go down to the core of the NHL. He wouldn’t wish that on anyone.

Not even someone dating a Russian demon.

“You should’ve started with that,” Scott muttered. “I would’ve agreed with significantly less complaining.”

Kip snorted, leaned in to steal one last kiss, then tugged him off the bed.

“Go get ready. I don’t want to be late.”

 

Thankfully, it wasn’t busy at the “little gay pub,” as Rozanov had so eloquently put it.

Kip immediately disappeared towards the bar to say hello to his friend working that night, leaving Scott to scan the room for a strategic table. They were ten minutes early — and if Scott knew anything about Rozanov, punctuality was not in his skill set.

He aimed for a table near the door. Easy escape route. Always plan ahead.

Except—

Hollander was the type to consider on time as late.

Which explained why both he and Rozanov were already seated in a booth, heads bent close together in quiet conversation.

Scott sighed.

Just the sight of the Russian exhausted him. A full evening of chirping awaited. Maybe he could still escape. Fake food poisoning. Sudden migraine. Mild but dramatic ankle injury.

Kip could handle the disappointment.

“Ilya! Shane! You’re here!”

Goddamn it, Kip.

Before Scott could pivot toward the exit, Kip grabbed his hand and dragged him across the pub, practically shoving him into the booth first to prevent any attempted fleeing.

“Kip,” Ilya greeted with a small smile.

Then his gaze shifted.

“Hunter,” he added, the smile sharpening into something smug.

“Rozanov,” Scott replied flatly.

Kip coughed lightly — diplomatic damage control already— before turning to Shane and reaching across the table.

“Shane, it’s so nice to finally meet you. Ilya’s told me so much.”

Shane shot Rozanov a suspicious look. Rozanov merely grinned back, entirely unrepentant, before Shane shook Kip’s hand.

“It’s really nice to meet you both,” Shane said warmly. “Ilya’s been saying we should do this for ages.”

Then he looked at Scott, his smile turning more relaxed.

“Hunter. Good to see you off the ice again.”

“Rookie,” Scott shot back with a grin.

Hollander snorted. “I haven’t been a rookie for years at this point.”

“Doesn’t matter,” Scott shrugged. “Anyone who calls me Mr Hunter is a rookie for life.”

A faint blush crept up Hollander’s neck as he laughed. “I was nervous! You were one of my inspirations growing up.”

Scott barked a laugh and opened his mouth to continue teasing him—

“Yes,” Rozanov cut in smoothly, “my малыш has always had a fondness for dinosaurs. Since childhood.”

Scott’s smile dropped. “Really, Rozan—”

“Oh my God, you were a dinosaur kid too?” Kip gasped, leaning forward immediately. “So was I! My whole room was basically prehistoric-themed. I had books, posters — everything. I was fully convinced I was going to become a palaeontologist. When I moved in with Scott, I even brought a couple of dinosaur plushies I’ve had since I was little—”

Scott stopped listening to the words and just watched him instead.

He loved this. Loved when Kip went off on one of his tangents, hands moving, eyes bright. He knew not everyone had the patience for it — especially when the topic leaned toward what some people might call childish.

Automatically, Scott glanced across the table to check the reaction.

The tension he hadn’t realised he’d been carrying eased instantly.

Hollander’s shoulders had dropped. His expression was open, engaged — relaxed in a way Scott had never seen on the ice.

Rozanov wasn’t looking at Kip at all.

He was watching Hollander.

And he looked deeply, smugly satisfied.

“Oh — sorry,” Kip cut himself off abruptly, cheeks flushing. “I didn’t mean to ramble. I’m terrible for that. You can always just tell me to shut up.”

“No, no,” Hollander said quickly, almost alarmed. “I liked it. You’re right — I was a complete dinosaur kid. Obsessed until I started taking hockey more seriously.”

Kip beamed. “Okay but important question — favourite cretaceous period dinosaur?”

Scott and Rozanov fell silent, left watching their respective partners lean closer together over the table, already deep in debate.

Scott glanced sideways at Rozanov.

Rozanov didn’t look smug anymore.

He looked… soft.

Huh.

Maybe this wouldn’t be so bad.

The waitress appeared, and Kip greeted her with an easy smile as she handed out menus.

Scott didn’t bother opening his. He already knew what he wanted — the advantage of frequenting the place far too often. It was a traditional English pub, nothing fancy, but he could personally vouch for at least half the menu.

Rozanov decided quickly after a brief, almost suspiciously polite, “Is good?” directed at Kip.

Hollander, however, was clearly struggling.

He studied the menu like it contained exam questions. His eyes skimmed back and forth, teeth worrying at his bottom lip, shoulders slowly inching higher with tension.

Scott frowned slightly.

Rozanov looked over, assessed the situation in one glance, and said decisively, “Five more minutes or I pick.”

Hollander’s head snapped up. “What? No, Ilya, I can choose. I just—”

“Today is your cheat day,” Rozanov interrupted, one eyebrow lifting. “We agreed you would stop skipping them.”

“Ilya.”

“Shane.”

They held each other’s gaze.

It wasn’t angry. It wasn’t even particularly hostile. It was just… charged. Like an entire conversation was happening silently between them.

Scott stared.

He would never, in a million years, have pegged Rozanov as the type to immediately recognise when his partner was spiralling over a menu.

He glanced at Kip, ready to share a subtle what the hell are we witnessing look—

But Kip wasn’t looking at him.

He was watching the couple across the table closely, eyes flicking between them, something thoughtful clicking into place behind his expression.

What he had figured out, Scott had absolutely no idea.

“Fine,” Hollander huffed at last, visibly conceding as he handed his menu over. “But no—”

“Yes, yes,” Rozanov waved him off. “No onions. No cooked peppers.”

Hollander narrowed his eyes. “And—”

“I know what you eat,” Rozanov said simply.

And just like that, the tension drained from Hollander’s shoulders

“The lasagne’s good,” Scott offered, glancing at Rozanov in what could generously be described as a peace offering. “No onions or peppers. Comes with broccoli and carrots.”

Rozanov looked genuinely surprised.

Then he smiled.

Actually smiled at him.

“You like lasagne,” he said to Shane with certainty before looking back at Scott. “Thank you.”

Huh.

Maybe this wouldn’t end in disaster.

It had been nearly thirty minutes and Rozanov had only insulted him twice. One of those times he’d even grimaced afterwards, like it had slipped out by accident.

That was a personal best.

Maybe Kip was right. Maybe there was a softer side to the Russian menace.

The conversation started to flow after that. Scott found himself genuinely smiling as Rozanov launched into an aggressively detailed critique of the bar’s vodka selection, so creative in its devastation that Scott couldn’t stop laughing.

Dinner came and went; it was delicious as always. Scott had noticed out of the corner of his eye that Shane had tried to slyly put his cutlery down with only half the plate finished, but rozanov had simply picked it back and put back into Hollanders hands without stopping his conversation.

“You know what,” Scott said eventually, leaning back in his seat, “I’ve actually been thinking about buying this place when I retire.”

“Really?” Shane asked.

“Yeah. Kip’s close with the owner. When he mentioned wanting to retire in a couple of years, Kip brought it up.”

“Scott Hunter,” Rozanov mused lightly, “not only gay hockey player, but gay bar owner.”

Scott laughed, ready with a retort—

“Wait.” Shane’s smile faltered slightly. “You’re retiring?”

“Yeah. Not next season, probably. Maybe the year after.”

Rozanov’s grin turned wicked.

Scott braced immediately.

“Da, better to leave before—”

He was cut off mid-sentence by a sharp elbow to the ribs.

Rozanov flinched.

“Мы договорились, что ты будешь добрым,” Shane hissed. (We agreed you would be nice.)

“Я даже ничего не сказал!” Rozanov protested, hands lifting defensively. (I didn’t even say anything!)

“Не надо. Мы оба знаем, что ты собирался сказать.” (Don’t. We both know what you were about to say.)

Rozanov huffed dramatically. “Это не моя вина, моя любовь. В этом динозавре есть что-то такое, что просит, чтобы его оскорбили. Он делает это слишком легко.” (It’s not my fault, my love. There’s something about this dinosaur that just begs to be insulted. He makes it too easy.)

Shane stared at him, utterly unimpressed.

“Извиняйся.” (Apologise.)

“What— no.”

“Извиняйся.”

They locked eyes again — another silent conversation passing between them.

Rozanov scoffed, then visibly deflated. His shoulders lowered in theatrical defeat as he turned to Scott.

“…I’m sorry,” he muttered.

Scott burst out laughing in disbelief.

“Jesus Christ. Where were you five years ago, Hollander? I should never have to interact with Rozanov without your supervision.”

Shane snorted.

Kip beamed.

And Scott leaned back in his seat, mildly stunned.

Kip had been right.

Rozanov really was a completely different person around Shane off the ice.

Scott wasn’t entirely sure how to feel about that.

Hollander took a sip of his drink before shuddering slightly.

It was one of the many cocktails the bar offered to everyone’s surprise. When Rozanov had ordered it for Hollander, Scott had immediately looked over to Shane expecting to see him protesting. Instead, the man was just nodding along like he’d requested something alcoholic before they had got there.

Scott assumed it was the alcohol — strong, citrusy, probably too sharp for someone who barely drank.

Rozanov didn’t assume.

His eyes narrowed immediately. Without a word, he shrugged out of his brown leather jacket and dumped it over Hollander’s head.

“Ilya!” Shane hissed, yanking it down and ruining his own hair in the process. “What are you doing?”

“Your cold. Put it on.”

“I’m not cold.” He protested, trying to hand it back.

Rozanov just pushed his hand away, “Yes you are. Your always cold.”

“No, I’m not!”

Rozanov snorted, “Tell that to the ice packs you keep shoving between my legs when we’re in bed.”

“It’s not my fault you’re a fucking radiator,” Hollander shot back. “I swear your body temperature is actually concerning.”

“Your body temperature is the one that’s fucked, it like cuddling an ice block.

Hollande rolled his eyes, “Shut up. Sleep in your own bed then. “

Rozanov face softened, grabbing Hollander by the chin to pull him in for a kiss.

“Never.”

Which really? Scott was right here, there was absolutely no need for the tongue Scott could very clearly see being involved.

Rozanov leaned back, licking his lips smugly before making eye contact with Hollander.

“Put it on.” He repeated, but his voice was firmer now.

Shane huffed but didn’t argue. He slid the jacket on properly, tugging it around himself. “You’re going to get sick. It’s too cold to not wear a jacket and now I’m wearing two.”

Rozanov just shrugged, taking another sip of the vodka he’d been complaining about only minutes before. “I am Russian. I am built for the cold, not like weak Canadians.”

Hollander rolled his eyes, but tellingly relaxed into the heat of the jacket. Rozanov just grinned as he swayed forward to kiss Shane’s cheek, Scott trying to ignore the way the smaller man immediately tilted his head to bare his neck.

Scott looked over to kip to maybe share a glance at the ridiculousness of the couple not being able to go 10 minutes without bickering but was surprised to see kip staring at them with a excited grin.

That was definitely something he needed to follow up on when they got home.

The conversation carried on as the night wore on, everyone getting looser with each round. Even Shane was drinking, something fruity that Ilya had picked after they had a quick conversation in Russian.

Rozanov barked out a laugh at something Kip said, slapping his knee in a way that made Scott immediately clock the influence. He’d definitely picked that up from Shane.

“Right,” Rozanov announced suddenly, shoving Shane playfully out of the booth. “Bathroom.”

Shane narrowed his eyes instantly. “You’re going to smoke a cigarette.”

“What?!” Rozanov gasped, scandalised. “Моя любовь, I would never. Put those filthy things in my mouth and upset my sexy husband? Never.”

“You have a cigarette packet in your jacket. I’ve just felt you take it out Ilya.”

Rozanov clutched at his chest. “Lies. Slander. Who told you this? Liar told you this. I would never let my precious малыш suffer the evil smell of cigarettes.”

Scott was beginning to suspect that unimpressed was Shane’s default expression around him.

“I think you’re forgetting who does the laundry” Shane replied flatly. “And you keep forgetting to take out the lighters in your pockets.”

“Blah, blah,” Rozanov waved a hand, alcohol clearly loosening him. “Stop with boring lecture, любовь. You talk like waterfall. So boring you make me need to pee.”

“That doesn’t even make sense,” Shane snorted despite himself and shoved him properly this time. “Go. Before I change my mind.”

Rozanov didn’t even pretend to head toward the bathroom. He made a direct beeline for the smoking area.

Scott blinked. “Wow, he didn’t even attempt to hide it.”

Shane just smiled faintly. “It’s been nearly two weeks since his last one. And we did just win tonight. He can have a treat.”

Kip snorted at that phrasing and then nudged Scott meaningfully.

“What?” Scott frowned.

Kip raised his eyebrows and tilted his head toward the door Rozanov had just walked through.

“I don’t get it.”

Kip stared at him for second with a pointed look, wiggling his eyebrows. Scott wiggled his eyebrows back. Maybe this was their version of the staring competitions the other couple did.

Kip huffed but wiggled his eyebrows again.

Scott wiggled his twice, adding a little extra pzazz.

Kip lost his patience.

“Oh, for fuck’s sake, Scott. Go bury the hatchet with Ilya.”

“What? No!”

“Yes.”

“No, not ‘yes’. I don’t even know what hatchet you’re talking about.” He did air quotes around hatchet.

Kip gave him a look that translated roughly to: bitch, really?

“Scott. Don’t pretend you don’t know. We’ve all been having fun tonight. I’d like to repeat that in the future. Which won’t happen if you don’t have an actual, honest to god conversation with him.”

Goddamn, Kip had always had a infuriating ability to laser in on the root of problems, it both impressed and scared Scott.

And unfortunately, he was right.

Scott had been having fun. More fun than he’d ever expected to have anywhere near Ilya Rozanov. And, if he was being honest, he wouldn’t mind spending more time with Shane either. The man was secretly hilarious — that dry, deadpan timing had nearly taken Scott out twice tonight.

And maybe…just maybe Scott had misjudged the Russian.

Maybe he’d let a petty rivalry calcify into something bigger than it needed to be.

Maybe it was time for an actual conversation. A reset.

Even if the idea of discussing feelings with Ilya “Asshole” Rozanov made him want to walk directly into traffic.

“…Yeah,” Scott sighed. “You’re right.”

He couldn’t believe he was about to voluntarily talk about emotions with his long-time nemesis.

“I’ll go talk to him.”

He better be getting a reward for this.

Kip beamed and leaned over to press a quick kiss to his cheek before physically shoving him out of the booth.

“Good luck, babe!”

Scott paused mid-step.

“I’m not talking first,” he muttered.

“You absolutely are,” Kip called after him sweetly, “Because we both know Ilya won’t. And you are going to be the bigger man.”

Scott scowled and headed for the smoking area, leaving the two dark-haired men immediately leaning in toward each other, whispering.

The cold air hit him instantly.

For a moment, he just stood there and breathed. There was something about stepping out of an overheated room thick with alcohol and sweat that made even New York smog feel crisp.

After one last steadying breath, he glanced toward the corner of the raised smoking terrace, where the railing overlooked the skyline.

Of course Rozanov would pick the spot with a view.

The Russian was leaning against the railing, cigarette between his fingers, eyes lazily tracing the city lights below.

“Nice view, Hunter. Da?”

Scott jumped. “Jesus— how did you even hear me? And how did you know it was me?”

Rozanov shrugged. “You walk loud. Like dinosaur. Very heavy. Creaky knees.”

He took another drag, holding the smoke in.

“Besides,” he added, exhaling slowly, “I assume Kip sent you out so we can ‘talk.’”

He even did air quotes.

Scott sighed, tipping his head back to stare at the dark sky, half-hoping for a miraculous airplane banner instructing him how to begin what was promising to be a very awkward conversation.

“Yeah.”

Silence stretched for a moment.

“Look, Rozanov…”

He trailed off.

How did you condense nearly a decade of animosity into a single opening sentence?

They had never clicked. Not as friends. Not even properly as enemies. Every interaction had felt slightly off — like both of them were bracing for something before it even happened.

Scott still remembered draft night. He’d gone up to him after, intending to be welcoming. Encouraging. Veteran leadership and all that.

Rozanov — barely more than a teenager then — had looked him up and down once and said, deadpan: “Strange. Meteor killed all dinosaurs. One survived and learned to skate.”

The surrounding crowd had laughed. Even Scott’s own coach. That had stuck.

And it hadn’t stopped. Rozanov never missed an opportunity to chirp him. And the worst part?

He was funny. Hysterical even.

The crowd loved it. Teammates snorted. Commentators sometimes even replayed the better ones with videos going viral over Instagram, twitter and whatever else social media platforms Scott was too offline to know.

Scott always chirped back. He wasn’t helpless.

But Rozanov had a way with words. Timing. Delivery. It always felt like battling the Shakespeare of chirps.

And no matter how childish it sounded — it fucking hurt.

He’d been kind that rookie year. He had a personal rule about not going after first-years. But goddamn if Rozanov hadn’t stress-tested that rule within minutes.

Scott exhaled slowly.

“Look, kid— don’t give me that look, you’re almost 10 years younger than me — tonight’s been… good.”

Rozanov’s eyebrows lifted slightly.

“Kip mentioned he’d like to do this again,” Scott continued, staring out at the skyline instead of at him. “And if I’m honest… so would I.”

Scott waited a beat, expecting Rozanov to interrupt.

He didn’t.

The Russian just kept staring out at the skyline, cigarette glowing faintly between his fingers.

“I know I’m not innocent in it,” Scott said finally. “But I think we can agree you… disproportionately dislike me for some—”

“I do like you,” Rozanov cut in.

He still didn’t look at him.

“I’ve always respected you. As a player. As a man.”

Scott’s jaw actually dropped.

What.

“It’s just… you—” Now Rozanov faltered, “Ебать,” he hissed suddenly as the cigarette burned down to the filter, singeing his fingers. He flicked it over the railing with an irritated snap of his wrist.

“That’s littering,” Scott said automatically.

“Shut up.”

Rozanov rolled his eyes, already pulling out another cigarette. He lit it with practiced ease, took a slow inhale, and seemed to steady himself with it.

For a moment, neither of them spoke.

Then—

“You remind me of my brother.”

The words hung in the cold night air.

Scott didn’t know what to do with that.

He knew almost nothing about Rozanov’s family. He knew his mother was dead, had heard about his father passing a few years ago — that had made the news cycle — but siblings? He hadn’t even known there were any.

He stayed quiet.

“My brother,” Rozanov started before trailing off, “He is not a good man. Hes a police officer, a very corrupt one. Likes the party and powder to much to pay attention to his own family. His own daughter, my niece, such a sweet girl and he would take every single penny I sent for her and would spend it on drugs and whores. He didn’t even pay attention to our father, would leave him for days at a time even when he was so lost in his dementia he was calling out for our grandparents, even though I was sending thousands every month for him to be the career.”

Scott wanted to immediately lash back. What the hell? He’d just tried to mend bridges with Rozanov and the man had told he remined him of his brother who was an apparent drug addict and piece of shit. But he had a feeling Rozanov wasn’t done and that interrupting would leave him would leave them in worse state then when they started.

“But he wasn’t always like that.” Rozanov was using one hand to tug at the necklace at his neck now, the golden cross reflecting the garden lights. “Before my mother…” Rozanov waved one hand to gesture his mothers death, “Before we found her, he was good. He walked me to and from school, helped with my homework, even almost got expelled from school because he got into a fight with one of my teachers who had locked me in a cupboard for the day. Father was furious.” He laughed wetly, oh god, don’t tell him Rozanov was about to cry. “He said it was worth it even after fathers punishment. He was a good brother.” He finished quietly.

Scott didn’t say anything but moved to learn on the railing next to the man smoking, not making eye contact as he too looked out on the skyline. A silent encouragement for rozanov to carry on.

“He would let me sleep in his bed, even after Father said I was too old. He’d take the blame for things I should have been punished for. He protected me. Told me I was allowed to cry.”

Ilya swallowed.

“He even spent his birthday money from Mama to buy me chocolate.” His voice dropped. “He was good. Он был моим старшим братом.” (he was my big brother)

A pause.

“Until he wasn’t.”

Scott shifted closer without thinking, pressing his arm lightly against Ilya’s. Not enough to be obvious. Just enough to be there.

He knew what it was like to grow up with dead parents. The strange loneliness of it. The way grief settled into your bones and never quite left.

Sometimes he forgot that one of the only people in the league who understood that was the man he’d spent years trying to avoid.

“After Mama, he was different,” Ilya continued. “Cruel. Started running with boys who wandered the streets looking for someone to beat. Started to become like Father.”

He took another drag of his cigarette. Scott didn’t mention the way his hand trembled.

“I couldn’t stand looking at him sometimes,” Ilya admitted. “And it was like… he stopped looking at me at all.”

Silence stretched between them, heavy but not unbearable.

“You don’t look like him,” Ilya said finally. He frowned, searching for the right words in his second language. “But you… stare like him. Look like him.”

Scott tilted his head slightly.

“You have the same eyes,” Ilya finished flatly. “The eyes he had before Mama.”

Scott hummed softly. “Yeah?”

Ilya nodded once.

“You have the same eyes. The ones he had when he was still good.” His jaw tightened. “It made me think of him.”

A beat.

“I hated it.”

Scott let the words sit for a moment, giving Ilya time to take another drag. He tried not to dwell on the implications of being compared to the man’s older brother.

The growing urge to wrap the six-foot four Russian in a blanket did not help.

No.

Scott absolutely refused to lean into what his team had, to his eternal horror, dubbed Captain Dad.

“I’m not him,” Scott said gently but firmly. He knocked their shoulders together. “But I understand seeing other people in strangers’ eyes.”

Ilya let out a choked laugh, shaking his head.

“Da. You would, wouldn’t you?”

“I hope I didn’t make it worse,” Scott added. “I wasn’t exactly subtle about disliking you.”

“Net.” Ilya huffed a laugh. “It was what I wanted. I thought if I made you hate me, you would stay away.” He glanced at him sidelong. “Instead, you kept whining and complaining. Very annoying.”

“The fuck?”

Scott shoved him lightly.

Ilya laughed properly now, the sound rough but genuine.

Scott lunged for the cigarette.

“Hey—” Ilya hissed something sharp in Russian, twisting away as Scott wrestled for it.

“HAH!” Scott crowed triumphantly as he snatched it and flicked it over the balcony before Ilya could reclaim it. “Take that. Now who’s crying?”

“I do not cry.”

“You were about five seconds away from tears earlier, Rozanov.”

“Liar. Who told you this? Russians do not cry.”

“Russians also don’t insult people to avoid emotional conversations.”

“You have not met many Russians,” Ilya muttered. “That is exactly what we do.”

Scott snorted before he could stop himself.

God.

He’d sworn he would never laugh at one of Rozanov’s jokes out of pure principle. That vow was clearly dying a quiet death. And that strange, persistent urge was back.

Fuck it.

Before he could overthink it, Scott stepped forward and pulled Ilya into a hug.

Ilya’s hands shot up instinctively, defensive - and god, if Scott didn’t hate what that implied - then froze in confusion.

Scott ignored it, wrapping both arms around him and squeezing.

For a second, Ilya was rigid. Solid as carved stone.

Scott thumped his back twice in that classic, half-awkward hug pat. Slowly, almost cautiously, Ilya melted into the hug.

His arms came up, circling Scott’s waist loosely. He tucked his head against Scott’s shoulder, breath warm through the fabric. He seemed to collapse in on himself, making his hulking frame small.

Making himself Smaller.

As if he were being held by someone bigger. Stronger. As if, for just a second, he could pretend he was the younger brother again.

And Scott—

Scott just held on.

“When my parents died…” Scott took a slow breath. “I saw them everywhere. In strangers. In teachers. In coaches. I kept thinking if I looked hard enough, I’d find them in someone’s face.”

His throat tightened.

“All I wanted was for someone to hold me and let me pretend they were back.”

His eyes burned, but he refused to let the tears fall. This wasn’t about him. He’d had years to adjust to being the last of his family.

“I never had a sibling,” he continued softly, “but I do know what it’s like to be the only one left. And from everything you’ve said tonight… I’m guessing you haven’t spoken to your brother in years.”

He felt the fabric at his shoulder grow damp.

He didn’t comment on it.

“So.” Scott cleared his throat awkwardly. He could not believe he was doing this.

He was hugging a man he’d called his rival for years. A man who had driven him up the wall since the day they met.

Maybe God did exist — because they had started the night as enemies and somehow ended it in something that felt dangerously like friendship.

“Here’s what’s going to happen,” Scott said quietly, tightening his arms around him. Ilya didn’t pull away. Not even a little.

“I’m going to keep hugging you. And you’re going to pretend your big brother — the one who bought you chocolate and let you sleep in his bed — is holding you.”

Ilya’s breath hitched. His shoulders trembled once before he forced them still. Scott didn’t need to see his face to know he was biting his lip.

“I’m not letting go until you tell me to, Ilya,” Scott murmured. “I’m not going anywhere, kid.”

He slid one hand up to cradle the back of Ilya’s head, guiding him closer, tucking him securely beneath his chin. His other hand moved slowly through the blond curls, back and forth, steady and grounding.

His hair was as soft as silk. Because of course it was.

For a long moment, Ilya stayed still.

Then, barely noticeable, his fingers tightened in the fabric at Scott’s back.

Not enough to wrinkle it. Just enough to hold.

Scott felt it. He said nothing.

His hand slowed slightly in Ilya’s hair, thumb brushing once at the base of his skull in something softer than before.

Ilya’s grip tightened again, this time deliberate. Anchoring. As if testing whether Scott would pull away.

Scott didn’t.

Instead, he shifted his stance, widening it just slightly to better support their weight. Making it easier to lean. Permission without words.

The grip at his back settled there. Stayed and didn’t move.

Scott rolled his eyes faintly at himself, letting years of irritation and stubborn pride dissolve as he stared out over the skyline.

Kip had told him, over and over, that he and Ilya would make good friends.

Scott had fought him every step of the way. Stubborn, argumentative and – looking back honestly – childish.

Kip could never know he was right.

 

…

 

Kip knew he was right.

Kip watched his boyfriend walk outside like he was walking towards his execution. God he could be dramatic at times, kip loved him for it.

He knew deep in his bones that Scott and Ilya would make good friends. Really good friends. The kind of friendship that lasted years. That survived bad seasons and worse moods. That showed up without being asked.

They just needed a little push. A push that kip was more than happy to give.

The clink of a glass made kip look back over to Canadas best hockey player, Shane having fished his cocktail.

Kip had known, from the moment he’d agreed to organise this dinner, that Ilya had hidden motives.

They messaged occasionally. Memes, late-night voice notes, the odd check-in after big games. It was the sort of friendship that lived mostly inside a phone — seeing each other at league events, hugging hello, promising to properly catch up soon.

So when Ilya suggested dinner, just the four of them, Kip had been surprised.

He’d asked why.

And this time, Ilya hadn’t been coy.

He’d said Shane didn’t really have many gay friends in the league. That most of his friendships were good, solid, loyal but straight. That there were certain things you couldn’t fully explain to someone who’d never had to calculate how to stand, how to speak, how to exist in a locker room full of assumptions. What it was like to hide such a huge part of yourself from everyone, the fear, the guilt and anxiety that it caused.

“He deserves to not feel like the only one,” Ilya had said.

That had settled it.

Because Kip understood that.

There was a particular kind of ease that came from sitting across from someone who just got it. Who didn’t need footnotes. Who didn’t need reassurance that yes, this is still normal, yes, we are allowed to be here.

To not be the outlier in the room was something everyone deserved at least once.

And if tonight could give Shane that, even just a glimpse of it, then Kip would happily play along. Not like it was a sacrifice, from everything kip knew about Shane, anyone would be lucky to be his friend.

“So…” Kip prompted gently.

Shane looked up.

His eyes were wide, blinking a little too slowly. His lips parted slightly, head tilting in question.

He looked beautiful. He looked drunk. But more than that, he looked relaxed.

Looser in his shoulders. Less braced. Like maybe, just maybe, he wasn’t the only one in the room carrying the same quiet weight.

And that, Kip thought, was worth everything.

Kip glanced at Shane’s empty glass and felt the spark of mischief fully settle in.

He wanted to have fun.

But more than that, he wanted Shane to have fun.

And what better way to do that than a little controlled chaos?

“Okay,” Kip began solemnly, folding his hands on the table like he was about to propose legislation. “We have a very important decision in front of us, Shane.”

Shane hummed in response, now leaning his cheek into one palm. The alcohol was clearly beginning to work its way through his low tolerance.

“Go on,” he said lazily.

“We can continue exactly as we are,” Kip continued, “and have a perfectly civilised, emotionally mature conversation…”

Shane narrowed his eyes slightly.

“Or,” Kip went on, lowering his voice conspiratorially, “I can order us a tray of shots and we can play a lovely little game called Answer or Shot.”

Shane blinked. Then laughed. “What the hell is Answer or Shot?”

Kip grinned.

“We ask each other whatever questions we want. No restrictions. If you don’t want to answer, you take a shot. The aim of the game is to embarrass the other person as much as possible.”

Shane’s eyebrows lifted slowly.

“Last time I played with Scott,” Kip added casually, “I made him walk away from the table because he was so red people were asking if he was choking.”

Interest sparked properly in Shane’s eyes now.

“How do you win?” he asked immediately.

Kip snorted. “Of course that’s your only question. Nice to see the competitiveness lives up to the rumours.”

Shane straightened slightly, offended but intrigued.

“You win,” Kip explained, “by making the other person walk away first. Or by taking the fewest shots by the time the tray’s empty.”

A beat.

Shane glanced toward the doors Scott and Ilya had disappeared through.

Then back to Kip.

A slow, dangerous smile spread across his face.

“Oh,” he said. “We’re absolutely playing.”

Kip let out a triumphant “Yes!” and slid out of the booth, grinning as he made his way to the bar.

A tray of peach tequila shots felt like the right choice - low calorie, sweet, and strong enough to do damage. Ilya had once mentioned Shane preferred sweeter drinks. Kip filed information away. It was a talent.

He returned to the booth, setting the tray down between them with ceremony. Before sitting, he cast one last glance toward the back door.

Scott would absolutely interrupt their fun if given half the chance. The man embarrassed so easily it was practically a personality trait.

Hopefully Ilya would keep him occupied for at least twenty minutes.

“Okay,” Kip said, sliding back into his seat. “You go first.”

“Uh…” Shane looked around for inspiration, then instinctively glanced toward the door Ilya had disappeared through as if looking for guidance.

Interesting. God, Kip was getting more curious by the minute.

“Oh! Okay. The last time you cried.”

“Easy,” Kip said immediately. “Two nights ago. Scott brought me these crystal flowers the same colour as this bracelet.” He lifted his wrist to show him. “My dad bought it for me years ago. I never take it off. Scott saw it while he was in LA and surprised me with them. It was so sweet and unexpected I just—” He huffed a laugh. “Couldn’t stop myself getting teary.”

“Aww,” Shane smiled softly. “That’s really sweet.”

“I know,” Kip said proudly. “I’ll be nice for your first round. Same question. When’s the last time you cried?”

The blush was immediate.

Shane’s mouth opened. Closed. Opened again.

Kip burst out laughing. Whatever the answer was, it clearly wasn’t as wholesome as his.

Shane coughed awkwardly, grabbed a shot without another word, and knocked it back in one smooth motion.

“Shane!” Kip laughed. “That was meant to be a soft question!”

Shane wiped his mouth, eyes bright. “Nothing’s soft when it comes to Ilya.”

Kip slapped a hand over his mouth to muffle his laughter, bending forward into his arm. The alcohol was very clearly hitting now — Shane’s cheeks permanently pink, his laugh looser, shoulders relaxed in a way that hadn’t been there at the start of the evening.

“We are going to be very good friends, Shane Hollander,” Kip declared. “I can already tell.”

Shane groaned. “We have to be. Otherwise I’ll never be able to look you in the eye again.”

He flailed one hand vaguely in the air. “Okay! Next one… How old were you when you stopped believing in Santa?”

Kip stared at him.

“Shane,” he said slowly. “The point is that the questions are meant to be dirty. Or at least not PG.”

Shane immediately looked mortified. “Oh. Right. Sorry.”

Kip waved him off. “No, don’t worry. For the record, I’m Jewish. Technically I never believed in Santa.”

Shane blinked. “I didn’t know that.”

“Yeah. My dad’s a big believer. We went to synagogue a lot when I was a kid. I haven’t really practised much as an adult, though. I don’t know… I never felt that connected to it.”

Shane nodded thoughtfully. “I get that. My dad’s not religious, but my mum’s Buddhist. Not intense about it, but she introduced me to it. I like the meditative parts.”

Kip smiled.

There it was again — that ease. That quiet, unguarded honesty.

Kip couldn’t wait to see what he could pull out of him.

“Ok, my turn,” Kip grinned. It was not a nice grin.

“What’s the longest you’ve gone without sleeping with Ilya?”

Shane laughed but answered easily enough, “We’re both hockey players. When we were still on different teams we went months without seeing each other. But to answer your question, two years, but that was before we got serious.”

Kip blinked. “Wow. Really? Wait — how long have you actually been together? I thought you got together in 2017 after the All-Stars?”

“Nope.” Shane wagged a finger triumphantly. “My turn.”

Kip laughed at his competitiveness peeking through, holding his hands up in surrender, “Sorry, sorry. Your turn.”

“What’s the hottest thing Scott does?” He practically whispered it, cheeks flushed but eyes gleaming.

Kip grinned back, “Honestly? It’s cheesy but when every he goes around to my dad’s old house to help fix one thing or another. I don’t know something about him…”

“Providing?” Shane suggested

“Yes.” Kip nodded emphatically. “Providing. Helping my dad. I’m useless with tools and Scott’s always tightening something, fixing a hinge, climbing under a sink… There’s just something about watching him focus like that. It’s ridiculously hot.”

Shane groaned in understanding. “I swear, the first time Ilya changed the oil in my car, I wanted to drop to my knees right then and there.”

Kip slapped the table. “Yes! That’s the exact energy I want, Shane. Tell me everything.”

Shane laughed, leaning back in his seat. “Only if you tell me yours.”

“Oh, I will,” Kip said sweetly. “But be careful what you ask. I have no shame.”

Shane’s grin widened.

“Good,” he said. “Neither do I.”

Kip stopped himself from pointing out that the blush hadn’t left Shane’s face since the game had started.

It was impressive, honestly.

Shane had begun the evening visibly anxious — shoulders tight, eyes flicking toward the exits, like he was bracing for something. But apparently, he’d decided that if it came down to it, he would rather sacrifice his dignity than lose.

And that was deeply entertaining.

Kip bit back a grin.

This, he realised, was what happened when you tried to compete with someone who quite literally competed for a living. Shane didn’t know how to do anything halfway. If there was a scoreboard — even an imaginary one involving tequila and oversharing — he was going to win.

Or die trying.

Which, given the alcohol content of peach tequila, might be a legitimate risk.

“Okay,” Kip said, after a moment’s thought. He decided to shelve his deeper curiosity for now. Let Shane get comfortable first. “Who’s the worst lay you’ve ever had?”

“Rose,” Shane answered immediately.

Kip blinked. “Your ex-girlfriend? The famous actress known for being one of the hottest women in world?”

“Yeah.” Shane winced. “It’s actually what made me realise I was gay. I mean… Rose kind of had to tell me, but yeah. Total disaster.”

Kip let out a sympathetic hiss. “That’s rough.”

Shane knocked back a small sip of water from the end of the table like he’d relived something traumatic.

“What about with men, then?” Kip asked lightly.

“Uh…”

Shane somehow managed to blush even harder. His eyes darted anywhere but at Kip.

“I don’t really… have one?”

Kip raised an eyebrow. “Really? Every time’s been good? I promise I won’t tell if it’s Ilya,” he teased.

Shane laughed nervously. “Well, it’s just sort of— I mean…”

He scratched the back of his neck.

“Ilya’s the only man I’ve been with.”

Kip’s jaw dropped.

“Wait. What?”

Shane giggled — actually giggled — the tequila clearly doing its job. “Yeah. Ilya was my first. And my only. So… ya, every time’s been good.”

Kip stared at him.

“Shane Hollander,” he said slowly, “you are telling me that you — professional athlete, face of Canadian hockey, international model— have only ever slept with one man? The same man you lost your virginity too?”

Shane covered his face with both hands, peeking through his fingers. “When you say it like that it sounds weird.”

“It is weird!” Kip laughed. “In a good way! In a disgustingly romantic way!”

Shane dropped his hands, smiling shyly. “I just… didn’t want anyone else.”

And there it was again. Not bravado. Not performance. Just quiet certainty in a relationship that not many people experienced.

Kip felt something soften in his chest.

“Oh,” he said, softer this time. “That’s actually very cute.”

“Don’t,” Shane groaned, though he was still smiling.

“Oh no, this is absolutely coming back later.” Kip grinned wickedly. “I bet Ilya loves that. He strikes me as the possessive type.”

“He really is.” Shane snorted, “Ok my turn! Worst sex injury, go!”

“Sex injury?” Kip questioned “Should I be worried?”

Shane shrugged, grin lopsided. “Me and Ilya can get… enthusiastic. We’re both professional athletes. Sometimes we forget how strong we are.”

Kip burst out laughing. “That’s wild. Hot but wild.”

He tapped his chin dramatically. “Okay. The shower, probably. Scott had me up against the wall, things were going very well… and then he slipped.”

Shane’s eyes widened.

“Just as I was— anyway. He quite literally dropped me. Not the kind of bruised ass I was hoping for.”

Shane doubled over laughing, immediately grabbing a shot and throwing it back as if it would steady him. His shoulders shook.

“Oh my God. The exact same thing happened with me and Ilya,” he wheezed. “Except we were against the glass. Not the wall.”

Kip froze. “No.”

“Yes.” Shane nodded emphatically. “The entire panel came loose and shattered. Just— glass, everywhere.”

“I can’t decide if I’m impressed or deeply concerned.”

“We were fine!” Shane insisted, still giggling. “Ilya didn’t drop me or anything. Just… moved me to the wall to finish and then made me stay put while he cleaned it up. I did have to use the tweezers to get glass out of his feet though.”

Kip stared at him.

“You finished?” Kip leaned back in the booth, shaking his head, ignoring Shanes head that was now back in his hands. “Scott would have panicked and dropped me in the glass if that had happened to us.” He laughed, shaking his head. “I love him but he’s definitely the panicky one in the relationship.”

Shane smiled softly at that.

“Safe to say, I’m anxious one. Ilya just gets this look,” he said, more thoughtful now, eyes drifting away in thought. “Like everything’s already handled.”

There was something warm in his tone. Loving. Worshipful almost.

Kip clocked it. Kip knew he had clocked it from the start! Time to heat up the questions before the curiosity killed him.

They weren’t even keeping track of the questions anymore. At some point the rules had dissolved into peach tequila and shared secrets, the little tray between them growing emptier by the minute.

“What’s the longest you’ve spent having sex?” Shane asked, already grinning at his own boldness. His words were slightly slurred, giggles bubbling up before Kip could even answer.

Kip laughed just at the way he’d said it. God, he really did have a low tolerance.

“Like… with breaks? Or back-to-back?”

“Uh. Both?” Shane waved a vague hand, nearly knocking over his shot glass.

Kip propped his cheek in his palm, thinking. “With breaks? Definitely the night he won the Cup. We got home — technically it was morning — and didn’t leave the bed until the next day. A full twenty-four hours. He would fuck me then I would fuck him. I think we only stopped to hydrate.”

Shane’s jaw dropped.

“It was incredible,” Kip continued, a fond smile tugging at his lips. “He’d just achieved his childhood dream. There was so much adrenaline, so much relief. I don’t think either of us slept properly. I was sore for a week, but completely worth it.”

Shane let out a breathy laugh, cheeks pink.

“And back-to-back?” he prompted.

“Oh!” Kip straightened, delighted by the memory. “A couple of months ago I dragged Scott to this art exhibition called Worshipful Attraction. I thought it was about religious symbolism.”

Shane snorted.

“It was not,” Kip emphasised. “It was very much about erotic love. Intense. Dramatic. Nudity everywhere.”

“I would pay money to see Scott’s face.”

“Oh, you should have. I expected him to bolt. Instead, he got weirdly fascinated. We stayed for hours. Even talked to the artist.”

“And then?” Shane leaned forward, fully invested.

Kip grinned, lowering his voice conspiratorially. “We got home and he just… snapped. No warning. Just picked me up and carried me to the bedroom like something out of a film.”

Shane made a strangled noise and reached blindly for another shot.

“It was one of the best nights of my life,” Kip admitted softly, the humour giving way to something warmer. “There’s something about seeing him look at art that way — like it unlocked something. I genuinely couldn’t speak by the end. Just… blissed out.”

“Oh my god,” Shane breathed, coughing as he threw back his drink too fast.

“I think we lasted almost two hours,” Kip laughed, eyes drifting slightly as he replayed it in his head — which is why he missed the faint crease between Shane’s brows. “Your turn.”

Shane hesitated, then ducked his head, smiling into his glass.

“Back-to-back has to be the first time we won the Cup together,” he said softly. “Not the actual night — we were stuck at team events and official parties. By the time we got back to the hotel, we passed out immediately.”

He snorted. “Not that anything would’ve happened anyway. Ilya was so drunk he didn’t even recognise me. Kept trying to shove me off the bed because he said he only sleeps next to his husband.”

Kip smacked the table so hard a couple of heads turned in their direction. The two of them were clearly drunk, bent forward and wheezing with laughter.

“Oh my god.”

“But the next morning?” Shane continued, already grinning. “He woke me up by fucking me.”

Kip made a strangled sound.

“It was intense,” Shane admitted, cheeks pink but eyes bright. “There was still all that adrenaline from winning. He was in this weird, possessive, triumphant mood. I didn’t stand a chance. By the end I was coming dry.”

Kip’s mouth fell open.

“We almost got kicked out of the hotel because of noise complaints,” Shane added casually.

“You’re joking.”

“Nope.” Shane took another sip. “I don’t actually know how long it lasted. But it was definitely at least 6 hours because the sun had started to set and we needed to turn the lights on. I lost track of time. I think I passed out at one point.”

Kip blinked.

“And he just— kept going?” Kip asked weakly.

Shane tilted his head thoughtfully. “For a bit? Does that count?”

Shane looked up at kip in question. Brown eyes blinked at him innocently, as if he hadn’t just dropped the equivalent of a atomic bomb on kip.

Fuck, kip was blushing.

Kip hadn’t blushed since he had met Scott.

“Oh my god,” he muttered, dragging a hand down it. “You cannot just say things like that.”

Shane grinned, pleased with himself. “Why not? You asked.”

“I did. I really did ask.” Kip pointed at him accusingly. “You look innocent when you say it. That’s the problem.”

“So you don’t what to know how long we lasted with breaks?”

“Shut up. Of course I do.”

Shane’s smile sharpened. Almost wicked. “What counts as a break?”

Kip narrowed his eyes. “Should I be worried you’re trying to turn this into a competition?”

“I’m not!” Shane protested, though he was already giggling. “I’m just trying to establish clear definitions of ‘back-to-back.’”

“You’re trying to win,” Kip shot back. “But fine. I’ll play. No breaks longer than an hour. Unless you’re napping.”

“Oh. Uhm…”

Shane’s hand came up to cover his mouth, eyes darting down to the table like he was suddenly reconsidering every life choice that had led him here.

Kip leaned forward immediately.

Now he was suspicious.

Shane had been remarkably open so far — though admittedly, that might’ve been the peach tequila doing most of the heavy lifting.

“How bad could it possibly be?” Kip demanded.

Shane peeked up at him through his lashes.

“So… you know how we only really get the off-season to ourselves?” he started slowly. “With endorsements and photoshoots and camps, we basically get, like, two weeks that are actually ours.”

Kip nodded cautiously.

“We go to my cabin in Ottawa,” Shane continued. “No friends. No media. No teammates. Not even my parents. Just us.”

The way he said it shifted the air between them. Less giggly. More warm.

“And?”

“And we don’t really… leave,” Shane admitted.

Kip blinked.

“Define ‘don’t leave.’”

Shane’s blush crept all the way up his neck. “I mean, we leave the bedroom. Sometimes. To eat. Or shower. Or argue about who has to make dinner.”

Kip stared at him.

“For how long, Shane.”

Shane winced, then said it in one rushed breath.

“Three days.”

Kip’s jaw dropped.

“Three days.”

“With breaks!” Shane insisted quickly. “Proper breaks. Sort off. We sleep. We eat. We watch movies. It’s just…he might still be, uh… in me when we were watching.” He flailed a hand helplessly. “It’s not - It’s just… when we’re there, it’s the only time we don’t have to be anything for anyone else. We can just focus on us, like fully reconnecting before we have to face the world again.”

Kip stared at him for a long moment.

Then he leaned back slowly.

“Wow.” He blinked; he didn’t even know what to think. That was outrageous. “Is that even physically possible?”

It was a rhetorical question but apparently Shane missed that.

“Yes,” He said bluntly, “You just need to make sure to hydrate. And eat properly. And to use lots of lube. Chafing is not fun.”

Kip wanted to scream.

He also realised he was slightly hard. His breath coming harder at the mental picture of two extremely fit, extremely active athletes having a fuck-fest for 3 days. No obligations, no cameras, no expectations. Just heat and skin and tangled sheets for three straight days. God, the cabin must have been filthy by the end.

He ignored the way that thought made him harder.

He could never tell Scott.

…Or maybe he could? If Scott had made up with Ilya like he hoped, maybe a freaky foursome was in kips sudden bright future?

“Ok,” Kip said, dragging himself back to the present and taking a steadying breath. This was the big question and maybe his opportunity for the best and first orgy of his life, “What’s the kinkest thing you’ve ever done?”

Shane blinked, genuinely thoughtful.

“I don’t really think we do anything kinky,” he said slowly. “We’re pretty vanilla.”

Silence.

Kip stared at him.

“Vanilla,” he repeated faintly.

“Yes?” Shane said cautiously.

Kip’s eye twitched. Vanilla?

Vanilla?!?!

Kip couldn’t believe the audacity. Kip had not just sat here - slightly hard and breathless - listening to Shane ‘Secret freak’ Hollander describe his very active and very filthy sex life that made kip feel like a virgin again for him just for him to describe himself as vanilla.

Vanilla was pure. Sweet with soft lighting. Missionary position and maybe doggy if someone was feeling adventurous. Gentle words. Slow hands. Like slipping into a warm bath after a long day.

What Shane described was like walking into an underground sex club where everyone had to wear masks. The leagues best player had just admitted to somnophilia, overstimulation, orgasm torture and apparently cock warming in the past 15 minutes. And then immediately turned around and called himself vanilla.

Kip was going to set this pub on fire.

“Shane. Shane.” Kip reached across the table to grab his hands, gripping tight and shaking them until Shane made eye contact. “Shane. I need you to listen to me. Are you listing?”

Shane nodded, head bobbing back and forth, drunk in away kip was becoming envious off, “I am listening.”

“I love you. I love this conversation. I love how comfortable you are with me.” Kip began seriously, “But you need to know this.”

“I need to know this.”

“You,” Kip said clearly, “are the biggest slut I have ever met.”

Kip tried to ignore the way Shanes pupils immediately dilated and his lips parted.

Guess he can also tick humiliation kink of the list.

He cleared his throat, shifting in his seat awkwardly. God he needed to talk to Scott.

“But..” Shane weakly defended, frowning slightly “We don’t have whips or anything.”

“That is not the benchmark!”

“I don’t know why you’re calling me a slut!” Shane shot back, affronted. “You’re the slut!”

“What?!” Kip spluttered. “How am I the slut?”

“Well,” Shane said, gesturing vaguely, “you’re the one who can, you know… fuck Scott after he fucks you! I’ve never— I mean, I don’t have the energy! I get all floaty. Sometimes I feel so weighed down I can’t even move, never mind… reciprocate.”

He nodded once, as if it was a closer on serious business deal. Slightly pouting as he leaned back into the booth.

Kip froze.

Then his expression melted into something between pity and delight.

“Oh no,” he breathed. “Oh, honey.”

Shane narrowed his eyes. “What?”

“Shane. Babe.” Kip leaned forward, voice soft but deadly serious. “You do know you’re a bottom, right?”

“A what?”

Kip stared at him.

Actually stared.

This couldn’t be happening.

“Shane,” he said slowly, “I know you’re not chronically online, but I didn’t realise you were living under a rock. Please tell me you know what ‘top’ and ‘bottom’ mean.”

Shane hesitated.

Kip then watched – In a sense pure disbelief only experienced by the man who discovered the earth wasn’t flat – as the man looked down at his shirt and jeans.

“…Like. Jeans and T-shirt?”

Kip dropped his head into his hands.

“You’re kidding.”

“I’m not! No one explained this to me!” Shane protested. “We just— do what feels good.”

This moment was going to go down in history. Kip was about to push Shane out the closet as a bottom.

And poor Shane, this was the second time someone had to come out for him.

“That’s lovely. Adorable. Gold star for emotional health,” Kip said flatly. “But that is not what I meant.”

Shane blinked at him.

“Next you’re going to tell me you’re not in a Sub/Dom relationship.”

Shane blinked again.

“What’s that?”

Kips head hit the table with a loud thump, he lifted his hands then let them slowly drop to the table instead of the slam he wanted.

God. This could not be happening.

He wasn’t about to explain BDSM dynamics to an apparent clueless and naïve 26-year-old hockey player. A Player he had only just met today, who not even 3 hours ago could barely look at kip in the eyes.

He took a breath and sat back up. The peach tequila went down his throat smooth as he shot back the last 3 remaining glasses.

Oh my god, he was about to explain BDSM to Shane Hollander.

“Okay,” Kip sighed, switching into what Scott lovingly called his educational voice. “In very simplified terms: the Dominant, and in this case, top is the one who take the more dominant or leading role. They take charge, set the pace, make demands and give punishments.”

Kip ignored the way this caused Shanes blush to darken even deeper at the word ‘punishment’.

“The Submissive, or bottom, is the one receiving that direction. Not just physically, but emotionally. All of the commands, the punishments and the care. That last one is very important. Submissives hand over their trust and all their responses to their dominants. It is a very intimate connection”

Shane processed that.

Very slowly.

“…Oh.”

Kip watched the moment it clicked.

The widening eyes. The creeping blush. The silent mental replay of the last several years.

“It’s not always just sexual,” Kip continued. “For some people it stays in the bedroom. For others, it bleeds into everyday life. And honestly? I’m pretty sure you and Ilya fall into the second category.”

Shane looked up in confusion, “How did you…”

“How did I know?”

Shane nodded once silently looking thoughtful.

Kip gave him a look.

“Shane. Honey. It’s visible from space.”

He started counting on his fingers.

“In three hours I’ve watched him decide what you were eating, what you were drinking, whether you needed a jacket. You hit a decision limit on the menu and handed it straight to him. Without thinking.”

“That’s just him helping,” Shane protested weakly.

Kip snorted.

“Was he helping when he wouldn’t let you out of arm’s reach for more than five minutes?”

Shane froze.

“Or when he had his hand on your thigh half the night? Or that he kept moving it higher up” Kip added casually.

By the time Ilya had left for the outside, his hand had been so high it was basically on his crotch, none of Shanes squirming able to knock it away.

Kip didn’t know how Scott had missed it.

Shane’s eyes widened. “You saw that?”

“Yes, Shane. I have eyes.”

“I wasn’t—”

“Yes, you were. You literally bared your neck for him whenever he got to close, or specifically, his mouth got too close. I can see your hickeys from here Shane. And I’m willing to bet there’s much more underneath your clothes.”

Kip rolled his eyes as Shane let out a squeak, hands once again covering his face.

“You relaxed into him,” Kip said gently now, not teasing. “Even when you were pretending to push him away. You trust him. Completely.”

Shane swallowed.

Kip softened slightly.

“That’s not a bad thing,” he clarified. “It just means you two have a dynamic. He likes taking charge. You like letting him. There’s care in it. Structure. Safety.”

Shane stared at the table.

“…He does make me feel safe,” he admitted quietly.

Kip’s grin returned — softer this time.

“Exactly.”

Shane peeked up at him. “So that makes me…”

“A very well-looked-after bottom,” Kip said promptly.

“Oh,” Shane repeated faintly.

“Yes,” Kip said, barely holding back laughter. “Oh.”

“So when you said—”

“Yes.”

“And when you called me—”

“Yes.”

Shane covered his face with both hands.

Kip leaned back, absolutely delighted. “You didn’t know.”

“I didn’t know!” Shane muffled. “I thought that was just… how everyone—”

“Shane Hollander,” Kip interrupted, pointing at him dramatically, “you are the softest, most devoted, happily kept slut bottom I have ever encountered.”

Shane peeked through his fingers, scandalised.

“I am not soft.”

Kip tried not to laugh as the other man didn’t try to argues against any other labels.

“You get ‘floaty,’ Shane.”

“That’s not— that’s just—”

“You said you feel too weighed down to move.”

Shane flushed deeper.

Kip grinned wickedly.

“That’s subspace honey. I’ve only every experienced it once, but it’s the highest form of pleasure a sub can reach.”

Shane grabbed his shot glass and downed it in one go.

Kip leaned back in triumph.

“You’re not vanilla,” he declared. “You’re just uninformed.”

Shane groaned into his hands.

Somewhere across the bar, completely unaware of the educational breakthrough happening in his honour, Scott laughed at something.

Kip glanced over.

Then back at Shane.

“Oh,” Kip murmured thoughtfully. “This is going to be so much fun.”

Scott and Ilya walked back over, both men walking close bumping shoulder in away close friends do.

HA! Kip was right.

Scott slid into his seat beside Kip, pressing a quick kiss to his cheek. “Hey, baby,” he murmured.

Kip barely registered it. He was too busy watching Ilya.

The Russian’s hand came up automatically, cupping the back of Shane’s neck and tilting his head toward him in a silent check-in.

And yes — Kip absolutely noticed the faint redness around Ilya’s eyes.

He would be interrogating Scott later.

But Shane.

Shane, who five minutes ago would’ve melted into that touch without hesitation, now stiffened. He stuttered over his greeting, unsure whether to lean forward or back. So very suddenly obviously unsure.

Ilya noticed immediately.

His frown deepened. His gaze sharpened, scanning the bar as if searching for a threat. For whatever had disturbed Shanes peace.

Kip held his breath as Ilyas eyes, now so cold compared to the warmth form earlier, came to rest on him.

“What were you talking about?”

Oh.

The question that had seemed so delicious thirty seconds ago now dropped like a stone into Kip’s stomach.

Oh no.

Kip felt his pulse spike.

He had never — not once — felt afraid of Ilya. Not even with all of Scott’s horror stories.

But right now?

Right now Ilya looked like a predator who’d scented something wrong.

Suddenly Kip was very sober.

Surely Ilya knew.

Surely.

He had to know, right? Shane might have only had two, maybe three (he wasn’t clear on his high school girlfriend) sexual partners but Ilya was famously known to be the league biggest fuckboy.

The revel of his committed, monogamous relationship was a bigger shock to the general public then his move to Ottawa.

But then again.

Ilya had already told kip that Shane was the only long-term commitment he’d ever had, even before they had got together officially. He’d said he’d made a rule of never sleeping with someone more than 3 times and that Shane was the only exception.

Casual flings didn’t leave a lot of room for exploring BDSM did it?

Oh my god, kip had massively fucked up.

He might have detonated their fragile new friendship before it had even formed properly.

“Uhm,” Shane started after it was clear kip wasn’t. “So…Fun fact. Did you know we were in a Dominate/Submissive relationship?

Scott spat his drink across the table.

Thankfully, it missed Ilya — though the splash on the seat was unmistakable.

Ilya slid away from the damp patch with a look of mild irritation, instinctively pulling Shane closer into his side. Shane went willingly.

The dangerous edge in Ilya’s posture had vanished, replaced with something far more confused. That threatening look had also disappeared, thank fuck. God, kip wasn’t a dramatic person, but that would be in the top 10 worst moments of his life.

“What’s a Dominant/Submissive relationship?” Ilya asked.

Kips head once again hit the table. Never mind, this was now in the top 5.

He couldn’t do it. No, he couldn’t do it.

Kip got up and walked away.

Shane suddenly shouted in triumph, standing up as he flung his hands towards the ceiling.

“YES! I WIN!”
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      Chapter 4: Haydens POV: Shanes been kidnapped????
  


    Chapter Summary

    Hayden loves his best friend.

Had done from the very first day he met the man who resembled his childhood hamster too much for his liking.

He made him apart of his family.

Then he walked in on Ilya Rozanov fucking his best friend.

Then Shane got kidnapped.

What was his life???
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If there is something you don't like about it, I cant begin to explain how I don't care. I am running away as we speak.

 

The only correction i will accept is spelling :)

Peace out.
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  The first thing that comes to Hayden’s mind when he sees Shane for the first time is that the kid needs a hug.

Only eighteen years old, already predicted to lead the team into the playoffs, and he’s standing in the Montreal locker room looking like he’s two seconds away from crying. Anxiety and panic practically vibrate off him into the open air.

He kinda reminders Hayden of a hamster.

A panicked, shivering, wide-eyed hamster.

Hayden can already see the side-eyes and glares from the rest of the team — especially from Comeau, who, before this, had been slated as first-line centre and had just been demoted for the hamster standing in the doorway.

Said hamster jerks his arm up in a limp wave.

“Uhm… hi?”

It sounds like a question.

Why is it a question?

“My name is Hollander – Shane – I mean, my name is Shane Hollander.”

Oh no.

He’s going to get eaten alive.

“Hello!” Hayden shoots up from his seat, crossing the room in quick strides to shake Hollander’s hand.

He needs to set the tone before anyone else — like Comeau or Drapeau — takes the opportunity to shove the rookie straight to the bottom of the ranks. That kind of visible, trembling anxiety? That’s blood in the water in a place like this.

Hayden really does hate locker room culture sometimes.

The man — or boy, really — gives a sharp inhale, like he’s surprised to be noticed. He shakes Hayden’s hand quickly and firmly, up and down exactly three times, like he memorised the motion from a social skills handbook. His palm is cold and a little sweaty, trembling slightly in Hayden’s grip.

His eyes — wow. They really are deep brown, almost black — shine under the harsh locker room lights. There’s a faint blush across his cheeks that only makes his freckles stand out more.

It’s kind of cute, actually.

He’s cute, standing there in an oversized hoodie paired with business trousers, like he couldn’t decide whether he was dressing for the gym or a board meeting.

He’s cute — and he’s about to have a miserable first day if Hayden can’t get him to relax. At least enough to stop looking like he might burst into tears at any second.

It says something — something ugly — that Hayden’s first instinct isn’t excitement over a talented rookie.

It’s damage control.

Most teams would give a little grace to a rookie. Especially on their first day.

But not the Montreal Metros.

“I was so excited when the GM said we managed to nab the second draft pick. I saw you in the junior league — your puck control is something magic, I’ll tell you.”

He smiles as he says it, partly to calm the boy, but also as a reminder to the rest of the room that they struck gold with this pick. If they want that talent to grow, they need to build him up — not tear him down.

Even if he does look like a hamster that wished very, very hard to become a real boy.

“Thanks!”

Hollander’s response is slightly too loud, the word trembling in the air. He seems to flinch at the sound of his own voice.

“You too! I mean — I’ve been studying — watching game tapes. Your skate control is something else, man,” he rushes to add, like acknowledging his own talent is some kind of social crime.

Hayden wants to wrap him in a blanket and hand him to Jackie with strict instructions to feed him.

He looks a little skinny, now that Hayden’s really looking.

Too skinny.

“Nah, you’re being too humble, dude. I’ve seen you on the ice. Swear, before you, I’d never seen anyone jump a stick and score right after.”

He grins as Hollander blushes — then snorts when the younger man suddenly realises they’re still holding hands and jerks his away like he’s touched a hot stove.

The locker room tension shifts. A few chuckles. A couple of appreciative cheers at the pointed reminder that yes, this trembling disaster in the doorway is also a generational talent.

Hollander’s already being labelled the future of the franchise. Hundreds of people have decided the trajectory of his life before he’s even unpacked his bag.

Hayden can’t imagine that kind of pressure.

He isn’t being falsely modest — he knows he’s good. But he’s not franchise-defining. Not the kind of player teams orbit around. Not the kind who gains enemies just for existing.

He went pro at eighteen, but didn’t make the NHL until twenty-two. This is only his second year — his first not being the rookie.

There are only four years between him and Hollander.

But watching the kid drift towards his cubby — thankfully right next to Hayden’s — with his head on a swivel like he expects to be jumped at any second…

Hayden feels every single one of those years.

Hollander stops in front of his nameplate.

Just stands there.

He stares at it with wide eyes, one trembling hand lifting to trace the letters of his own name. He bounces once on his heels. His other hand flicks at his side like he’s trying to shake out the excitement.

Jackie is going to love him.

Hayden pointedly ignores Comeau glaring daggers from across the room and shifts slightly, blocking the older player’s line of sight.

He rests a hand on Hollander’s shoulder.

The kid jumps — a sharp, instinctive flinch — and pulls half a step out of reach.

Hayden makes a quiet mental note: no unexpected touching.

“Excited?”

Hollander turns, still wide-eyed — but now he’s smiling. It reaches all the way up, crinkling his eyes and making his freckles stand out even more.

“Yeah,” he breathes, like just standing in this locker room is the greatest achievement of his life.

His hands curl into fists at his sides, clearly trying to contain the energy vibrating through him.

Like a Chihuahua.

One of the cute, sweet ones. Not the unhinged internet variety.

Said Chihuahua almost giggles. “I can’t believe I’m here.”

That’s it.

Decision made.

Hayden is adopting the hamster–Chihuahua hybrid in human form.

He bumps their shoulders lightly.

“Welcome to the Metros, bud.”

 

………………

Time passes quickly. It always does. And soon, Hayden is proud to announce he has achieved something no one else has managed.

He has become Shane Hollander’s best friend.

It was a hard-won victory. Months of subtle planning. Strategic discussions with Jackie. Hayden never thought a simple post-practice dinner invite could feel like winning a championship.

It had been a bit like boiling a frog.

Slowly increasing the temperature — and by temperature, Hayden meant social interaction — until the frog named Shane Hollander finally agreed to get in the pot.

The first time Shane accepted an invite over to the house, Hayden had nearly cried from excitement and immediately texted Jackie in all caps from the driveway.

After that? After that first yes?

Shane never said no again.

It was like Hayden had knocked down some invisible traffic barrier in Shane’s mind. The Car of Friendship was now legally permitted to drive down the Road of Social Interaction at a safe, carefully monitored speed — because Shane would be absolutely mortified at the idea of speeding.

Hayden likes to imagine the car as a sensible, low-emission Jeep. Practical. Reliable. Probably beige.

Very Shane.

And now it’s permanently parked in Hayden’s garage.

Somehow, Shane fits into Hayden’s young family in a way Hayden didn’t know was possible. Maybe it’s Jackie’s open adoration of him. Maybe it’s the toddlers, who attached themselves to “Uncle Shaney” within minutes of meeting him.

But sometimes the house feels wrong.

Off.

And every time, Hayden realises it’s because Shane isn’t there.

Shane, who once showed up at three in the morning with cough medicine because Jackie was heavily pregnant and Hayden was stuck holding a feverish Jade. Even though Shane had practice in four hours. Even though anyone with eyes could see how much ice time meant to him.

Shane, who babysits Jade and Ruby every Thursday and drops them at school Friday mornings so Hayden and Jackie can have time to themselves — and later, time to focus on the new baby.

Shane, who openly hates roommates and gets irrationally protective of his 31-step bedtime routine but chooses to room with Hayden on every away game, because he knows Hayden gets lonely. Because he knows Hayden needs someone to cuddle up next to when team movie night inevitably turns into a horror marathon.

Shane, who was there for the birth of the last two children. Both times the third person to hold Arthur and Amber. Both times crying harder than Hayden when Jackie told him he was their godfather.

Hayden has friends.

Friends he goes to the pub with.

Friends he trains with.

Friends he meets at sports bars to watch games.

Good friends.

But as he watches Shane let himself into the house with his own key — not knocking, not hesitating, just calling out a soft, “Hey, I’m here” —

Hayden realises something quietly monumental.

He’s never had a best friend before.

He loves Shane Hollander. Is not shy or quite about his love for the man who has become his family, basically the second father to his children.

This is in part to the fact Hayden pike is not a subtle man. Never has been and never will even if that trait comes back to bite him in the ass sometimes.

He knows he looks at Shane too softly sometimes, knows that anyone with any sense can hear the love his voice when teasing Shane.

Knows that sometimes their too close – literally too physically close.

He’s hauled Shane into his lap when drunk more than once, ignoring half-hearted protests when Jackie isn’t there to occupy the space at his side. He’s woken up hungover, sweaty, and usually half-dressed, pressed flush against Shane’s perpetually cold skin. The man is the perfect size to cuddle, able to fit perfectly under his chin.

It’s hard to maintain physical boundaries when you’ve held someone’s hair back while they’re sick. When you’ve held them through a panic attack, tracking their breaths. When you’ve been stripped down by them and shoved into the shower after you had thrown up on yourself on a late night out where you drank way too much and ‘you promise to not tell Jackie, right Shane?’. When you’ve shared hotel rooms, locker rooms, bus rides, long flights, and worse hangovers than either of you will ever admit.

Hell, at this point Hayden was sure he’d seen Shane naked more times than Jackie with the amount of time they’d spent on the road and in locker rooms.

And it wasn’t just Hayden!

The day he walked in from grocery shopping — already aware he’d forgotten at least five items and bracing for Jackie’s inevitable lecture — he stopped short in the doorway.

Shane was curled on the couch with Jackie.

The kids were draped across them like sleepy cats. Groceries sat half-unpacked on the counter (because of course Shane would know Hayden would forget), clearly abandoned when Jackie had ordered Shane to sit down instead of hovering.

It looked like a picture-perfect family scene.

And for a flicker of a second, Hayden thought he should feel something sharp.

Jealousy.

Possessiveness.

Displacement maybe?

He had just walked in on his wife and children cuddled up without him. The husband. The father.

Any other man would be spitting and screaming in rage.

But this was Shane.

Shane, who has never once taken from Hayden without giving back double. Shane, who rearranges his own life without complaint if Hayden needs help. Shane, who is loyal to a fault and gentle even when he’s exhausted. Shane, who will smile at the kids no matter his mood, letting himself be dragged into princess parties, cast as villain or victim or heroic knight depending on Ruby and Jade’s imagination that day.

Shane had never been a threat to Hayden, and that wasn’t going to change.

Hayden had known from the second he first heard the name Shane Hollander that the kid was just… better. Better hands. Better hockey IQ. Better press presence. Better personality. Better hair, probably.

And Hayden had taken that like a man.

That was just how the world worked. Sometimes people were better than you in almost every measurable way. Hayden had never felt that twisting jealousy some players carried around like a second spine.

No.

Instead, he’d felt proud.

Proud that he was good enough — steady enough — to earn Shane’s trust. Proud that he’d convinced him to come over for dinner that first time. Proud that Shane had chosen to sit at their kitchen table, to laugh with Jackie, to let the kids climb all over him like he belonged there.

Proud that Shane unmasked around him, tapping his fingers rhythmically and biting the stings of his hoodie, something he would never do around the rest of the team.

Shane had never explicitly said he was autistic — but Hayden wasn’t as oblivious as everyone liked to pretend. And having a cousin who was autistic meant the pattern hadn’t exactly been subtle.

Hayden would’ve had to be blind and deaf to miss it.

The way Shane organised his cubby in a strict, precise system that made absolutely no sense to anyone else — but that he could navigate without even looking. The way he re-threaded his skates himself and refused to tie them until the laces were perfectly even, pulling them out and starting again if one side was even a millimetre longer than the other.

The battered black noise-cancelling headphones he wore on every flight. The ones that were practically peeling at the seams. He could afford ten new pairs without blinking, but he wouldn’t replace them. They fit right. They felt right. The teasing never seemed to outweigh that.

Shoes off at the door. Always. Lined up so precisely Hayden swore he could measure the symmetry with a ruler. And if they were at someone else’s house and the shoes were scattered? Shane wouldn’t say anything — but there’d be that tiny eye twitch. That subtle shift in his shoulders. Like an internal alarm had gone off.

Hayden had learned.

He’d learned to tap Shane lightly under the table when a joke had been made and it was time to laugh. Learned to nudge him when a statement had actually been a question. Learned not to take it personally when Shane skipped small talk entirely and simply walked away once he considered a conversation finished.

He’d learned to let Shane ramble — because when it came to hockey stats, Shane was a walking encyclopaedia. Dates, assists, ice time averages of players from seasons before he was even born. He could recite them like scripture. Hayden had stopped pretending to be surprised years ago.

He’d learned to leave deliberate pauses in his own stories, space for Shane to interject with corrections when a timeline was off or a number slightly wrong. Learned to text about changes in plans as early as possible. Tried — genuinely tried — not to change plans at all, which was nearly impossible with four children and a chaotic schedule.

He’d learned to recognise the difference between silence and shutdown. Would lead Shane to their hotel room without touching and most importantly without letting the rest of the team see how close he was to the edge. Would start automatically dimming the big light whenever possible, changed all the light bubbles in his house from the blue toned to the yellow toned that Shane preferred.

And he’d learned to love the look in Shane’s eyes when he talked about hockey — that sharp, almost electric focus. The way the rest of the world seemed to dim around the edges. It used to unsettle him a little, how intensely Shane could care about something.

Shane moved through the world differently. More precisely. More deliberately. And once you learned the pattern, once you understood the rhythm, it was the most predictable, steady thing Hayden had ever known.

He loved Shane Hollander, and nothing was going to change that.

Not the half of the team that were convinced Hayden had a crush on him.

Not the jokes about Jackie cheating or him being a cuck.

Not the chirps, the whispers, the uglier comments — and honestly, Comeau? Shane is Japanese. It would be fairly obvious if one of the kids wasn’t Hayden’s.

He ignored it all.

Shielded Shane from it when he could.

It wasn’t all wrong after all.

Hayden had eyes.

Shane Hollander was a goddamn beautiful man. Not just “good-looking for an athlete.” Not just “TV handsome.”

Gorgeous.

A walking, freckled, soft-eyed problem that made Haydens heart beat harder in certain lights.

And yes — fine — Hayden had absolutely considered a threesome more than once. He knew for a fact Jackie would be open to it. His incredible wife had teased him about his “man crush” on Shane more than once while they were… busy, laughing against his mouth as she said it.

Not that she could talk.

Hayden had caught her more than once eyeing Shane up and down while the man was getting out the shower or playing with the kids – her kryptonite – and again, while with any other man he would feel threatened, he couldn’t muster the energy.

Especially for a man he had kissed repeatedly.

It still made him flush if he let himself think about it too long.

The first time had been after their first Cup win.

The night had ended in a hotel room, the three of them tangled together on the bed, Shane sandwiched between them, a Disney film playing quietly because Jackie missed the kids and Shane secretly adored happy endings.

They were drunk. Far too drunk. Giggling like teenagers at a first sleepover.

Hayden had finally convinced Shane to try jello shots. Which, in hindsight, had been a tactical mistake. Truth or dare had followed naturally, Jackie saying something about giving Shane his first high school party experience.

Hayden had sprinted naked down the hotel corridor at Jackie’s dare, trying not to trip while his wife and best friend wheezed with laughter in the doorway. Jackie had attempted a handstand and immediately taken out a very expensive lamp. Shane had admitted, cheeks burning, that he hadn’t lost his virginity until he was nineteen. Refused, stubborn and red-faced, to elaborate when Jackie pressed.

Shane was the most competitive mother fucker Hayden had ever met. It was both terrifying and deeply attractive in a way Hayden didn’t like thinking about.

If there was a scoreboard, it didn’t matter what it was measuring, Shane would always try and get his name to the top. At this point, Hayden generally thought it was one of Shanes more neurotic tendencies formed through his life, if there was a list, his name had to be on top.

There was nothing Shane valued more than winning.

So when Jackie dared him to kiss Hayden — and called him a chicken when he hesitated — Hayden shouldn’t have been surprised when one hundred and seventy pounds of determined hockey player climbed straight into his lap.

He’d barely had time to inhale before Shane was there.

Close.

Warm.

Focused.

The kiss had been firm. Confident. Shane’s lips softer than Hayden expected — and far more skilled. There had been a brief, deliberate swipe of tongue across his top lip, exploratory and bold in a way that didn’t match the blushing rookie persona at all.

To this day, Hayden swore he hadn’t meant to respond.

That it had been reflex.

Just instinct, reacting to the heat and the unexpected press of teeth at his lower lip.

But his hands had tightened at Shane’s waist.

And he had kissed him back.

The moan had surprised him, to late realising it was him and not Jackie he was hearing. Pressing his tongue back into Shane’s mouth to lick against his teeth that still tasted off cherry jello. Hand automatically coming up to tilt Shane’s head back for a better angle.

He hadn’t meant to react like that.

Hadn’t meant to respond so instinctively when Shane kissed him back with unexpected confidence, warm and deliberate and nothing like the flustered rookie persona he wore in public.

He didn’t know how long they’d stayed like that — Shane half in his lap, breath hitching, laughter and stilted whines breaking out between them — but it had been long enough to forget they weren’t alone.

It was a good kiss.

A very good kiss that made Hayden want too –

A soft, breathy sound made him jerk back, still holding Shane by the neck, he looked over to his wife.

Jackie stared at him with dark eyes, the vibrant green that Hayden adored swallowed by her pupils. She was staring with something like hunger as she took in the sight of her husband and their best friend tangled together on a hotel bed, Disney music humming faintly in the background.

There was something electric in the air.

Not jealousy.

Not anger.

Curiosity. Want.

Hayden’s pulse kicked hard in his throat.

She rubbed her thighs together from where she was curled up and Hayden had the sudden image of Shane in between her legs. Hayden on top of them, his hand in black short soft hair as he directed Shane on the best way to please a woman. His woman. Shane would take directions perfectly. He was always such a ‘good boy’, and Hayden had no doubt that crossed over into the bedroom.

They would look so good together – so, so good -, tanned skin against the pale almost snow like skin of his wife’s, black and brown hair tangled together in warm sheets.

Fuck, Hayden was hard.

Hayden was hard and his best friend, his very male, very straight best friend was giggling in his lap.

Jackie moved forward, one hand sliding up the sheets in a way that flashed her wedding ring, her brown hair falling forward over her shoulder in a way she knew drove him crazy.

Her arm slide up Hayden’s back to end at the nape of his neck, tightening her grip enough to sting as she forcible moved Hayden to press a hard kiss against him. Her tongue immediately demanding entrance as she licked into his mouth like she was trying to chase the taste of Shane.

Shane who had now wrapped an arm around Jackies waist to pull her closer, still in Hayden’s lap and still giggling, close enough that they could feel the heat of his breath as they kissed.

She let out a moan into his mouth as he let go of Shane with one arm to wrap it around Jackie, moving it lower to squeeze her ass just the way he knows she likes.

Shane let out a gasp as she suddenly turned, keeping one hand on Hayden as she pressed a heated kiss against the other man.

Said man let out a curious sounding whine, kissing back. Hayden could see the tongue Jackie was excitedly pushing forward, saliva building around their mouths in a way he wanted to lick.

His heart was beating faster in a way he’d never experienced. His mind and sense had took a train to Hornyvil and all he could think about was pressing them both back against the bed and seeing how long he could keep them there.

Shane suddenly fell back out of Hayden’s lap with a soft thump, Jackies arm sliding back from where she was apparently groping him. The same way Hayden was on her own ass. He threw both hands over his face so that Hayden could only see his ears, bright red and flushed, letting out a chocked combination of giggles and snorts.

The spell broke instantly.

The tension dissolved into giggles

Jackie softened first, pressing one last kiss against Hayden, softer and less heated than the previous one. Before crawling over to tug at Shane’s wrist until he let her pull his hands away from his face. He was still blushing so hard it coloured his ears.

Hayden rolled his eyes but couldn’t stop the smile at his two favourite people in the world pushing and pulling each other playfully on the bed.

“I’m going to go find some water and food. You two chuckle heads going to be alright?”

Jackie had already waved him off, already twisting to look for the remote to restart ‘tangled’, Rubys favourite.

“We’ll be fine. Now go get us some low-calorie snacks that Shane will actually eat.”

Hayden ignored Shanes lazy offended ‘heyyyy’ with a chuckle, standing up while he adjusted his pants. Glad to see that Shane was similar hard but was clearly ignoring it.

He bent down to press a quick kiss against Jackie, and after a second of hesitation, a quicker kiss against Shanes forehead, laughing as he just hummed in pleasure with his eyes still closed and that goddamn blush highlighting his freckles.

He walked swiftly to the end of the hall to the vending machines; they had raided the hotels mini fridge when they first got back so he bought 6 bottles of water and enough snacks they could count as a meal for both Jackie and Shane.

He opened the door softly, unsurprised to see the both of them now laying down the right way to view the tv. Hayden had only taken less than 10 minutes but that was apparently enough time for them both to fall asleep, tangled together so tight he didn’t think he could separate them without waking them up, black and brown hair twisted together on the shared pillow.

They looked good together.

Hayden refused to think about the now cold anticipation. Refused to think of his heavy heart and the sense of disappointment weighing him down.

Jackie let out a half snore, honestly that women could stand in for lawn mower no matter how much she argued she didn’t snore. Shane immediately furrowed his eyebrows at the sound, pulling her in closer and relaxing further into her.

Hayden let out a soft laugh, placing his bounty on the night side before sliding into the bed next to Shane. Pulling the man in to press against his body head to toe so that he could wrap his arms around Jackie on the other side.

He relaxed into the bed, into the warmth and let out one last sigh. Releasing alongside it all the hidden disappointment and expectations. Shane didn’t owe him anything. His very presence was a gift that kept giving and he knew Jackie felt the same.

Just even being able to have this night was more than enough for Hayden. Whatever that moment had almost become didn’t matter.

What he had right now — this closeness, this trust, this shared, uncomplicated affection — was already more than most people ever got.

And for Hayden, that was enough.

It had too be.

 

The second time was just reflex.

Shane had been making lunch for the whole family — thankfully proper food, unlike his usual bird food. Tuna melts for the adults and cheese melts for the twins — they had been suspiciously good, considering Hayden didn’t even know Shane ate bread — alongside some vegetable crisps he’d somehow managed to convince the whole family to try.

Hayden had been too busy watching Jackie — and admittedly watching Jackie breastfeed Arthur between bites of her sandwich — that when Shane passed a plate into his hands, he leaned in without thinking. Too used to Jackie making him lunch and him thanking her with a kiss, he cupped the back of Shane’s head to angle him into a deep kiss.

Quick pecks were not in Hayden’s playbook; Jackie had trained him too well for that.

Shane hadn’t made it any better.

He almost seemed to chuckle as he kissed back, hands squeezing at Hayden’s waist before he leaned away with a swipe of his tongue.

How was he such a good kisser???

He was such a prude in the locker room, always blushing and stuttering at the mention of sex, never bragging about any conquests — so how could he possibly be so skilled?

Who had taught him?

“Wow, Hayd,” Shane said, now back to making the twins their melts, “Jackie’s food that bad?”

Hayden ignored the playful bickering that erupted between Shane and his wife, too busy blinking down at the tuna melt in his hands as the realisation settled in.

Shane was too good a kisser to have only had one sexual experience at nineteen, like Hayden and Jackie had thought.

Someone must have taught him.

Someone must have taught him repeatedly.

And Shane wasn’t the type to hook up, so it had to be the same person.

A person Shane hadn’t told Hayden about.

That hurt.

And since when does Shane eat bread?!?

 

The third time was just downright funny.

Sort of.

Hayden had been carrying all of the kids who could walk. He loved spinning around and hearing them giggle. And yes, maybe he also secretly enjoyed hearing them shout about how Daddy was the strongest man in the world. He could carry all of them at once!

Ruby on one hip, Jade on the other, with Arthur on his shoulders — something Jackie would absolutely shout at him for, since Arthur was technically too young. But Hayden liked to think that the mild threat of falling four times your own height encouraged motor skills.

Hayden hated it when Jackie was right, which she often was.

Shane had already been walking toward him with an eye roll, clearly in the process of rescuing Arthur, when the toddler decided to test fate.

Honestly, what was it with toddlers and constantly trying to challenge their own mortality?

Hayden noticed Shane’s face go white with fear before he registered the sensation of little feet slipping off his shoulders.

Shane moved so fast he was a blur. Hayden didn’t even have time to react before Shane was there, arms shooting up over Hayden’s shoulders to grab Arthur by the ankles before they disappeared behind his back.

The speed at which Shane launched forward, combined with the added weight of the toddler, forced their faces together. Thankfully not into a painful headbutt — but, less thankfully, into a firm kiss.

In which Shane kissed back.

Once again, with a quick swipe of his tongue.

Shane then managed to swing the now-giggling toddler onto his own hip. He looked at Hayden with pure judgement and said,

“I’m telling Jackie.”

“Shit — wait, no, Shane.”

God, Hayden really needed to stop kissing Shane.

It wasn’t good for his heart.

The way Shane seemed to automatically kiss back every single time was even worse for it.

Why did he do that?

 

All of this is to say that Hayden knows Shane.

He knows how he takes his once-in-a-blue-moon coffee (black, one sweetener, dash of soy milk). Knows if he’s bruised or has broken ribs based solely on the way he walks. Knows if he’s overstimulated or just irritated with the team. Knows things about him that only his own parents should know — his allergies, his childhood dreams and disappointments, the fact he didn’t learn to tie his shoes until he was fourteen.

Shane is his best friend. His wife’s best friend. His kids’ uncle and godfather. His family. And maybe, in a different life, something more.

Hayden knows Shane better than Shane knows himself some days.

So when Shane walked into the locker room for morning practice after a home game against Boston — walking oddly, with a very visible, very red handprint curled around his wrist — Hayden fucking noticed.

Lights and alarms immediately started flashing in Hayden’s melting brain.

Hayden was seeing red.

“What the fuck?!”

Shane jolted, looking up from his phone in panic. He’d only taken his jacket off before Hayden interrupted his usual routine with an admittedly too-loud shout.

Oh great. Now the whole room was staring.

“Uh…” Shane looked around, probably searching for the spider that usually caused Hayden to lose his mind. His hands were already reaching for a scrap of paper, prepared to escort the imaginary critter outside. “Where’s the spider?”

The locker room stopped staring. Most of them turned away with an eye roll or a scoff.

Dicks.

Men could be scared of spiders too.

Hayden was just doing his part for feminism.

“Where’s the fucking spider?!”

“Yes?”

“Shane.” Hayden said it flatly, ignoring the fact that Shane had now drifted over to Hayden’s cubby, automatically picking up the mess of clothes and skates scattered everywhere — so different from Shane’s own meticulously lined-up space. “Shane.”

“Hayd, I can’t get the spider unless you show me where it is.”

“Dude.”

Hayden waited until Shane leaned forward to move his t-shirt, then circled his hand around Shane’s wrist. The mark lined up almost perfectly — Hayden’s hand smaller, fingers thinner. The angle of the bruise implied Shane’s hands had been pinned behind his back. Tightly. Very tight.

Who the fuck had hurt Shane? Who had held him down like that? Had someone mugged him? Threatened him?

“Shane, buddy.” Hayden’s voice softened immediately. He had to approach this carefully. Shane was evasive on a good day, never mind when it came to actual emotional conversations. “Buddy. Honey. You know you can talk to me, right?”

Shane blinked at the sudden barrage of pet names. Hayden had called him honey before but that was for quiet moments at home. Emotional ones. Or when Hayden was drunk.

Never in the locker room.

Thankfully, he’d said it quietly enough that no one really noticed. Except JJ. But JJ had heard far worse over the years.

“About the spider?” Shane smiled faintly and patted Hayden’s shoulder. “It’s fine, Hayden. I told you I don’t mind rescuing all the spiders for you. Even if I have to come over at three in the morning again.”

Hayden shook his wrist slightly, still holding on. “I’m not talking about a fucking spider, Shane.”

Shane frowned.

“What’s with all the swearing this morning? You know Arthur’s getting ready to talk. If another one of your kids’ first words is a swear word, Jackie’s going to kill you.”

“Shane.”

“I’m not joking, Hayden. Jackie was telling me she’s going to start making you rinse your mouth out with soap if you carry on, and honestly I don’t blame—”

“Shane!”

Hayden let go of his wrist only to grab his shoulders instead — not shaking him, not gripping hard, just enough pressure for Shane to feel the heat and urgency.

“Bud. Are you alright?”

“Yes…?” Shane drawled.

“Are you sure?”

“What? Yes, of course.” Shane stepped closer now, eyes narrowing with concern. Face to face, Hayden could see his eyes were slightly swollen. Like he’d been crying last night. “Hayden, what’s wrong? You’re acting weird.”

“I’m acting weird? You’re the one covered in br—”

Hayden cut himself off. The locker room was the last place Shane would admit he’d been… attacked.

He inhaled slowly.

Wrong time. Wrong place.

There didn’t appear to be anything seriously wrong with Shane, bruises aside. And while he was walking with a slight hitch, it wasn’t the unsteady wobble he had after a bad hit on the ice. He seemed steady enough for practice.

Not that it would matter. Hayden doubted a zombie apocalypse could stop Shane from practice. He could practically picture it — Shane gracefully running drills while the undead clawed at the glass. Because Hayden couldn’t imagine a world where people weren’t hungry for Shane.

Shane’s face suddenly paled. He froze.

“What are you—”

A shout cut him off. Coach had just walked in, already red-faced and yelling. Business as usual.

Shane turned his head toward the noise.

The movement exposed the side of his neck. Just behind his ear. Beneath the hairline. Half-hidden by black strands.

A slightly raised red mark. Capillaries burst beneath the skin.

A hickey.

A fucking hickey.

Shane Hollander, “the prude.” Shane Hollander, nicknamed “the virgin” for his first two years on the team. Shane Hollander, who had blushed so hard Hayden thought he might faint when they’d dragged him to a strip club after their second Cup win.

Shane Hollander had a hickey.

A very impressive one. Hayden could see faint teeth marks from here.

Which meant the bruises weren’t from an attack.

They were from sex.

Which meant Shane Hollander was having sex.

Oh.

Oh no.

Hayden did not like that.

Hayden did not like that at all.

Practice passed in a blur. It definitely wasn’t Haydens best performance, not for a long shot.

Too busy thinking of that bruise. Of that hickey with teeth imprints. Of that fucking limp.

Why did he have a limp?

Hayden wasn’t a virgin by a long shot. Had been a bit of a whore to be honest before Jackie had locked him down with only a smile. And he knew all the things that could spice up the bedroom thanks to his wife’s addiction to magazines that suggested positions and toys that were filthy enough to scandalise even people from Florida.

Jackie had introduced pegging the same way she had introduced vegetables to a 19-year-old collage Haydens life.

With a determined eye, a filthy grin and the promise of reward at the end.

Hayden couldn’t do anything but gulp.

Then come so hard he’d pulled a muscle.

So, Hayden had recognised the way Shane was walking almost immediately — the careful, measured stride, the faint hitch in his hips. He’d spent half of practice mentally connecting red string between imaginary corkboard pins when he should have been shooting pucks.

Which meant Shane was either dating a man or he was dating a woman confident enough to bend Montreal’s golden boy over and leave proof.

The bruised wrists suggested someone roughly his size — someone strong enough to hold him there. To push him around a little. Hayden had always suspected Shane would prefer that. Someone steady. Someone confident. Someone willing to drag him out of that pristine, rule-following comfort zone he lived in.

Hayden paused mid-drill, puck drifting uselessly off his stick.

Shane had once confessed — shame-faced, red to the tips of his ears like he’d committed a federal crime — that he’d broken his diet and eaten a whole ginger ale pound cake in his version of a mental break.

The cause being his mother had caught him staring into a gym room full of men in Nike athleticwear. Yuna took brand loyalty very seriously. The resulting public lecture had been filmed and posted to Twitter with #Momanger. The chirping from the team had been relentless.

If Shane could admit to Hayden that he’d betrayed his diet — the diet he treated with more reverence than some surgeons treated an operating theatre — he would have admitted if he liked men.

Shane did not keep secrets from Hayden.

So.

Dominatrix it was.

That was fine. Hayden was a lover, not a judger.

If Shane wanted to date a woman who preferred being on top, Hayden would be supportive. Enthusiastically supportive. Possibly with a list of recommendations and a discreet Amazon link or two.

He was almost certain he’d spotted a dildo in the dishwasher the last time he’d been over at Shane’s. At the time, he’d convinced himself he was hallucinating — because there was simply no universe where “golden boy” Shane Hollander was casually washing a purple dildo next to his eco-friendly bamboo plates.

But looking back…

It had looked suspiciously similar to the one Hayden kept under his own bed. From LILYAPLEASURE.

Wait.

Wait a damn second.

Lily.

Lily — the Boston girl it had taken Hayden four years to extract a name for. Lily, who Shane was always texting, the evidence of which lived permanently in the soft blush dusting Shane’s cheeks. Lily, whose messages Hayden had only ever glimpsed in flashes, but that had been more than enough.

Lily, who was utterly filthy.

Lily, who had once texted Shane right before a game in Boston, describing in vivid, scandalous detail exactly how she was going to tie him up and make him fall apart without even touching him.

Hayden had nearly dropped his own phone when he’d seen that one.

Lily was a dominatrix.

Oh.

Oh, he had absolutely cracked it.

Hayden felt like patting himself on the back and giving himself a gold star to put on the fridge.

He was so smart, he smugly thought as he shot another puck that was now acceptably close to the net and wouldn’t end in another shouted insult from coach. He had finally figured out his best friends love life that he kept more secret than the voyagers future line-ups.

No wonder Shane kept her quiet. Lily didn’t sound like the sort of woman you brought home to meet your parents — and Shane valued his parents’ opinion like it was a performance review from God.

Hayden imagined her tall and blonde. Covered in tattoos. Resting bitch face perfected. Cold eyes. The kind of woman who would smirk while telling you to kneel.

The kind of woman who didn’t soften her edges for anyone. The kind of women that was a  – and pardon his language women everywhere, he thought to himself – stone cold bitch

It didn’t seem like a natural fit for Shane. Shane, who apologised when other people bumped into him. Shane, who still blushed at mildly suggestive jokes. Who would give a helping hand to anyone that needed it, no matter who they were. Shane who had went to Comeau’s father funeral because the mean fucker had no one else and hadn’t treated it any different from helping the old Spanish lady clean the cubby’s (though Hayden had a suspicion Shane actually did that for his own enjoyment).

But maybe that was the point.

Maybe this was just a phase. Shane finally rebelling. Finally tasting something reckless. Most teenage boys had a “questionable decisions” era — Shane was simply running four or five years late, as usual.

He hit milestones on a delay. This was no different.

In a few months, Shane would probably wake up, blink twice, and realise he preferred something softer. Sweeter. Less… bitey.

Hayden exhaled, lining up another shot. The puck finally sailed cleanly into the net for the first time in two hours.

There we go.

It was just a phase. Shane exploring safely. Privately. Getting it out of his system.

Eventually he’d tell Hayden. They’d laugh about it over beers. Compare horror stories. Maybe debate the most efficient way to clean lube off hardwood floors.

All was right in the world.

 

The world was fucking burning.

The world was burning and Ilya Rozanov was holding the match.

 

Hayden hadn’t thought twice about popping into Shane’s Montreal flat for a quick chat and maybe a coffee from that ridiculously overpriced machine Shane had bought despite barely drinking the stuff.

He’d been in town picking up Jade and Ruby’s birthday presents — two “big girl” bikes. One pink. One purple. Because Hayden could vividly imagine the nuclear-level meltdown if the colours didn’t match the accidental assignments he and Jackie had made when the girls were infants.

It was meant to be quick.

It was meant to be easy. Familiar.

It was meant to be one of those automatic routines carved out over years of friendship.

Hayden was in town. When Hayden was in town, he went to Shane’s for coffee.

He’d sent a text, obviously — a warning. He wasn’t a monster. He knew how much Shane hated surprises.

He hadn’t thought twice about the lack of response. It wouldn’t have been the first time Shane had left him on read because he didn’t think a reply was necessary. Hayden had simply assumed he’d seen it. The man was practically glued to his phone.

Oh God. Why had he assumed?

The car came to a stop with a metallic clack; a reminder he needed to take it to the garage — something he’d been ignoring for weeks.

He waved at the doorman, Patrick — older bloke, permanently mid-story about his granddaughters — and headed straight for the lift, scanning the spare key card Shane had made for him years ago.

He even waved at the security camera inside the lift. Knew Patrick would get a laugh out of it later.

Shane’s door was easy to find. Plain. Beige. Understated.

Very Shane.

Hayden knocked twice, polite and measured. Shane hated it when he pounded on the door.

He waited.

And waited.

He knocked again.

Nothing.

He frowned at his phone, checking for a last-minute message. Nothing.

The jingle of keys echoed in the quiet hallway as he flipped through his key ring, finding the spare Shane had pressed into his hand three years into their friendship.

Hayden had known what that meant.

Shane’s flat was his sanctuary. His controlled, orderly refuge from the world. Hayden had cried the entire drive home that day, so overwhelmed by the trust that he’d nearly had to pull over less he makes Jackie a widower of 3 children.

The key slid in smoothly.

It didn’t turn. The door was already unlocked.

First red flag.

He stepped inside slowly, unease prickling along his spine. Shane never left his door unlocked. Yuna had drilled that into him since childhood. Even during fire alarms, Shane locked it.

Hayden slipped off his shoes automatically despite the creeping dread, lining them neatly on the rack. And that’s when he saw them. A pair of Adidas trainers.

Out of place for two very specific reasons.

One: Shane would never betray his mother by wearing anything but Reeboks.

Two: they were at least three sizes too big.

Second red flag.

Hayden moved further down the long entrance hall. He opened his mouth to call out Shane’s name —

—and froze.

A sound.

A repetitive, uneven screech.

Like something being dragged across wooden floors.

Third red flag.

And maybe Hayden was exactly as stupid as everyone liked to joke he was, because he should have listened to the feeling curling in his gut. That weightless, suspended moment like the top of a rollercoaster.

That click before the drop.

The moment right before gravity takes over.

Right before you start to scream.

But Hayden was Hayden. And he fucking loved rollercoasters.

He turned the corner, not even knowing what to expect from the sound of Shane dragging his sofa across the room for some reason. Maybe Shane was reorganising his living room?

Hayden would be happy to help, anything for his best –

Oh my god, what the fuck!!!

He couldn’t do anything but stare.

Stare as he watched a ridiculously toned back speckled with moles thrust against the arm of the leather couch.

Hayden current angle blocked what was in front of the stranger, but he could see the force at which he was thrusting was pushing the coach across the floor, the wooden legs scratching against the floor.

There was a sudden moan - almost family sounding? – as the stranger threw his head back, blond curls bouncing.

Hayden was as still as a rock, watching the random man that must have wondered into Shane apartment in search of an overpriced leather couch to hump.

Hayden was a lover not a judger but what the fuck? It was a nice couch, but it wasn’t that nice.

Wait, no.

There was a random man in Shane’s apartment. That was like … dangerous. Hayden should do something.

Definitely do something.

Not just stare – wow, this stranger did have really nice glutes. He must go to gym a lot.

A sudden moan, almost a squeal broke his train of thought. A softer sound than the previous one, almost like it was a different person.

“Черт, ты такой узкий.” (Fuck, you’re tight) The man suddenly moaned, a lot deeper and gravelly than the previous moan. “Детка, ты такая классная, что тебе так хорошо.” (Baby your so – shit you feel good.)

Wait, Hayden could see two legs pressed between the strangers’ muscular legs that he was putting to work.

There was another stranger in the apartment. A stranger that had suspiciously familiar legs that Hayden had definitely seen at some point.

“Ilyushenka!” suddenly echoed around the apartment. “Baby please – let me – please. Пожалуйста” (Please.)

The voice was higher pitched and softer than Hayden had ever heard it, but he had fucking heard it.

Heard it every day, on nights in hotel rooms and quick phone calls.

That was Shane.

That was Shane Hollander, Haydens best friend.

Haydens best friend who was currently very clearly getting fucked by some strange Russian man.

A strange Russian man that was now starting to look like someone Hayden knew.

Like someone Hayden despised.

Like someone the whole fucking city despised.

Someone who Shane was meant to despise.

Hayden slowly shuffled to the side, not wanting to know but needing to know.

And fuck.

That was Ilya Rozanov.

Ilya – fucking – Rozanov, who now letting out rough groan laced with heat as he forced Shane to bounce against his hips.

Hayden unconsciously swallowed as he watched Rozanov cock pull back, tip red and shinning in the dim light of the living room, before forcing it back in, resulting in a mangled moan from Shane and protesting groan from the couch.

Oh course, the arrogant shit head had a big dick. It was basically a 3rd leg, how the fuck was Shane taking it?

And fuck, if he wasn’t taking it like a pro.

Shane seemed to whine as he pushed himself back against the Russian, skin glistening in sweat and red marks that promised to bloom across his whole back.

His hair was rumbled; black stands damp with sweat and sticking up as if someone had gripped and pulled. Hard.

“Ilay. Please. Please – I –“ Shane almost gasped, voice thick in the way Hayden knew it was right before he started crying. “Пожалуйста. Пожалуйста. Let me come. I want to –“ (Please. Please.)

He was cut off, Rozanov moving a hand to press Shane flush against the leather, back still arched over the arm of the coach.

Hayden knew Shane looked good during Yoga, but this was something else. The arch of his back seemed almost impossible.

“Doesn’t matter what you want sweetheart.” Rozanov seemed to almost laugh, increasing the pace with a snap of his hips. “Shit you – I told you what would happen Котенок.” (Kitten)

The slap of flesh echoed around the apartment, accompanied by the sounds of Shane stuttered moans. His eyes were half closed in pleasure and his hands were twisting uselessly in pillow above him. His whole body seemed to be twitching, almost as if he unable to decide whether he wanted to escape or push back. Mouth open in a small smile.

He was smiling.

“Ilyushenka. Please – I’m sorry! I didn’t mean to –“

“No, no sweetheart. Don’t give me that.”

Rozanov let his hips snap once last time with his own rough moan before letting go of Shanes hip – a bruise already showing – to move to his upper back.

Shane, now fully pined by the weight of the men behind him on his back and neck, forced to arch over the arm of the sofa so hard his feet had come up, toes barley brushing the floor just sobbed.

“You’re going to come.” The Russian continued. “You’re going to come on my cock or you’re not coming at all.”

Fuck that was hot.

Shane let out a high-pitched whine, legs kicking uselessly, but didn’t protest.

“Come on baby - Тебе не нужен твой член. Я знаю, что не нужен. Ты справишься. Ты потрясающая. Ты чертовски красивая, дорогая.” (You don't need your dick. I know you don't. You can do it. You're amazing. Your so fucking beautiful, sweetheart.) Rozanov said, almost cooed really. He bent down to press open mouth kisses against the side of Shanes face, slick with sweat and – Fuck, Rozanov just licked his tears away.

“Ilya – Ilya, wait. Wait! I’m going to – shit, I’m going to-“

“That’s it baby. Fuck!”

Shane was about to come.

It was clear in the sudden tension in his frame, the way his fingers were gripping the pillow so tight they were turning white. Clear in the way his whole body was shaking, voice trembling and toes curling.

Shane was about to come and Hayden was just watching. Couldn’t do anything but watch.

He looked gorgeous.

Face flush and swollen. Freckles standing out even more against the blush of his body. Ass checks bouncing off Rozanov hips in a way that seemed impossible. Skin shinning in the dim lights in way that Hayden wanted to lick. The wet slurping sounds echoing around the room that stunk of sweat and cum.

He couldn’t stop himself from licking his lips, swallowing against his sudden dry mouth, the sound out of place in the heated room.

That was a mistake.

That was a very big fucking mistake.

Rozanov suddenly shot up, face already twisting into a snarl from the previous almost fuck drunk expression.

They made eye contact.

Hayden just made eye contact with the league’s biggest asshole, a man known for never missing the chance to insult, to fight.

A man who was clearly in the middle of fucking his best friend.

His best friend who now let out a mix between a whine and sob, clearly devastated at the stop of motion.

Hayden couldn’t stop his eyes from dropping, no better than dog with a bone, fixated on the heave of Shanes chest as he gasped.

Rozanov let out almost a snarl, a thunderous sound that seemed impossible for man to make, as he watched Haydens eyes drag back to Shane.

Hayden couldn’t tell you what his face looked like but he knew it was probably an expression only Jackie had ever seen.

The scape of metal caught his attention, looking back to Rozanov just in time to watch him grab one of Shanes many lamps and throw it at him with significant force.

Hayden couldn’t even move, body still frozen in shock at the whole situation, only able to watch as the metal lamp got concerningly bigger. And bigger. Even bigger.

Had this Russian fucker seriously just thrown a lamp at him?!? What a fucking asshole, Hayden should –

 

Hayden woke up with a groan, hand already going to shooting pain on the side of his head as the room swam back into clear vision.

“Hayden? Hayd?”

“uhh…God my head.” He scrunched his eyes for a minute, trying to block out the light.

What the fuck had happened?

“Hayd? You alright?”

“Shane?”

“Ya, man. It’s me.” A cold glass was suddenly passed into his hands, water. “Here. Drink this.”

“What happened?” Hayden asked as he took the glass.

“Uhm..” The pause made him look up. Shane didn’t do pauses. “You passed out?”

“I did?” Hayden hummed to himself. “That’s weird, I’ve never passed out before.”

“Well…You might have not passed out but more knocked – I mean.” Shane stuttered, a slight blush blooming on his abnormally pale face. “What do you remember?”

Hayden took a minute to think, pausing to look at Shane.

He was wearing a black t-shirt and grey joggers, which was his normal home attire.

Except why did the shirt look 2 sizes too big? And why was there a faint smell of smoke?

The joggers also looked out of place. Hayden squinted. There! On the side was a logo that Hayden couldn’t understand as it was in Russian.

Wait, Russian?

Why did just the thought of that world cause a pit in his stomach.

Something had happened, and it had to do with Russia. Or at least one Russian man?

He shook his head, trying to remember what had led to him ending up on the floor, surrounded by a broken lamp.

Wait, a broken lamp?

What had Hayden done that ended in thoughts of a Russian man and a broken lamp?

Why couldn’t Hayden think clearly? Why did his head have to hurt so much? He couldn’t think. He just knew he was looking around the room, trying to make sense of the situation yet couldn’t.

God, he felt stupid.

“Are you as stupid as you look Pike?”

Hayden didn’t turn his head. Hayden did not move. Hayden did not fucking breath.

This couldn’t be happening. It couldn’t.

He refused to believe he had just heard some low pitched, gravely Russian voice that brought back memories of being flattened to the ice and broken ribs against the boards.

Nope, he did not see, he did not hear.

Hayden was blind. Hayden was deaf. Hayden was going to run away and launch himself at the sun to avoid the avalanche of bad decisions made by every person in this god damn room.

Eyes still closed and voice higher pitched than Hayden was comfortable with, he asked “Shane?”

There was a pause, an awkward cough and the sound of fabric on the floor as if Shane was squirming.

“Uhm, Yes?”

“Please. Please.” Hayden begged, “Please tell me that Ilya - fucking - Rozanov isn’t here. Please.”

There was another pause.

Then a sound of a chuckle. A Russian chuckle. A smug, cocky Russian chuckle.

Hayden was going to scream.

“You always act like a child pike? I feel for your wife.”

Haydens eyes spanned open automatically, anger overcoming his disbelief and despair.

“Oh, fuck you Rozanov. I’m not acting like a child.”

He came face to face with pale skin stretched over toned muscle, dark tattoos standing out even more in the dim light.

Hayden jolted back, not expecting Rozanov to be standing so close, eye level with his hips.

The results of his… previous activities… were clear to see: the flush still staining his skin, sweat clinging to it, raised red lines across his chest that could only be from Shane’s nails.

His lips were swollen, his hair a frizzy mess of curls, and a faint blush still clung to his high cheekbones. His expression itself was stone cold; only the anger in his eyes betrayed his true feelings.

He had thankfully pulled on some joggers — grey and slightly too small. Hayden recognised them immediately as Shane’s.

Less thankfully to see was that Rozanov clearly hadn’t had time to ….finish up… before Hayden had woken up from his surprise nap.

Wow.

That really was something. It was practically halfway down his thigh, it should be classed as a legal weapon. It was thick too, forcing the fabric too – wait a fucking second.

Hayden was looking at his worst enemy’s cock, a man and dick he hated with a genuine passion.

“Dude! Get your fucking dick out my face!!!”

Rozanov just grinned cruelly. “Aw, is poor baby scared of what a respectable cock actually looks like? Little man has a little –“

“Ilya!” Shane snapped, turning to throw him a glare. “Not now.”

Rozanov just huffed but stepped back.

“Ilya? Since when do you call him Ilya?” Hayden questioned, head bouncing back and forth between them like a ping pong ball.

It was one thing for them to just be having sex. It was a completely different thing for them to be calling each other by their first names.

That was just not something men from rival teams did.

Then again, sex wasn’t something men from rival teams did either.

Today was just full of revelations.

Hayden had never been more confused in his life.

Shane blushed even more, biting his lip as he looked between Hayden and Rozanov.

“Just since – not that long I mean – it complicated?” he stuttered

“Shane,” Hayden started flatly, “I’ve just been knocked out by your ugly ass lamp – “It’s not an ugly lamp, the designer picked it” - thrown by the world’s biggest asshole. Please don’t make this harder for me or I’m actually going to start crying. Just answer the question.”

“Ew, don’t cry. I can’t imagine what you would like even uglier.” Rozanov said flatly.

“Shut the fuck up Rozanov,” Hayden snarled, trying his best to ignore them, refusing to look away from Shane.

“A while?” Shane answered slowly, hesitant.

“And how long is a while?”

Rozanov snorted, “Since I fucked him so hard he mixed up my name and Gods - so the first time.”

“That is not how it happened!” Shane spat, turning to glare at Rozanov.

Thank fuck, something that was normal. Finally.

“Shut the fuck up Rozanov, or I’ll tell him what really happened.”

He called him Rozanov. Hayden could feel his shoulder sink as he relaxed slightly. This was going back to familiar ground. This was perfect, everything was fine and everything would be normal again soon.

Rozanov shuffled slightly on his feet, “Sorry Котёнок (kitten), just trying to help.”

Shane rolled his eyes, but he was smiling. Oh god, he was smiling.

“You’re not trying to help anyone but yourself. If you can’t be nice, go make yourself useful and brew some coffee.”

Rozanov didn’t move, just stared at Shane with an arched eyebrow.

“Please Ilya?”

That made him grin, turning to walk towards the kitchen with a wink.

“Anything for you, Солнышко.” (Sunshine)

Shit. Everything was not fine and nothing would be normal again.

Hayden started breathing heavy, tilting to press his hands into his face so hard he could feel strain. He swallowed harshly against his dry mouth, almost buzzing underneath his skin.

Hayden had never experienced a panic attack before, but why not. Today was full of surprises and he deserved a treat.

“Oh shit, Hayd? – Hayden ?” Shane moved forward, now holding him by the shoulders. “What’s happening? Are you alright? This looks like a panic attack – are you having a panic attack? Since when do you get – wait, no not important. What do you need? Food? Water? Jackie? Should I – Jackie! I’ll ring Jackie. She’ll know what to do, I just need to –“

“Shane.”

“Where’s my phone? I need my phone – don’t worry Hayden, I’ll ring Jackie and she’ll know what to do – “

“Shane.”

“You’re going to be ok, ok? Everything’s going to be fine. I’m going to ring Jackie. Just hang in there, ok? You’re going to be alright. Everything is going to be alright and then we’ll all –“

“Shane!” Hayden shouted, forcibly snapped out of his panic by the sight of his usually contained, organised best friend scramble around the room, throwing pillows around in search of his phone

Shane turned to blink at him, still holding a pillow aloft in the air.

“Buddy,” Hayden continued, “Just, please. Sit down and be calm. Please.”

“Ok.” Shane said, but he was still breathing too quick and too fast.

Hayden went to move to comfort Shane, more than used to his panic after all theses years but he was interrupted by Rozanov walking back into the room with two mugs.

Rozanov’s eyes went to Shane immediately, brow furring in concern. He put both mugs down on the coffee table before shifting towards Shane swiftly who was now sitting on the coach.

“Hey,” The Russians voice was completely changed from how he was speaking to Hayden earlier. No longer cold and laced with a threat, but instead soft and warm, filled with concern as he reached up to cup the nape of Shanes neck.

Hayden watched as Rozanov took 3 big over dramatic breaths, making eye contact with the other man. Shane eyes softened as he looked into Ilyas eyes, panic leaving and breath going back to that steady rate.

Haydens hopeful thought that this had been a one-time thing was slowly creeping towards the door.

“С тобой всё в порядке.” (You’re ok.) He continued, before he moved his hand to tangle his fingers in Shane’s hair.

Hayden couldn’t do anything but watch as Rozanov used that grip to tilt Shanes head back and place a deep kiss on his swollen lips. The sound of spit and lips smacking echoed around the room.

He hated it. He really did. But he couldn’t stop watching. Watching the way Shane seemed to melt into a puddle, tension leaving his frame as he leaned into Rozanov’s grip.

Hayden was feeling homicidal.

He coughed to break them up.

Then coughed again.

And again.

Oh, for fucks sake.

“I’m right fucking here you know.” He snapped, unable to stop himself after the disaster of a afternoon that was only meant to be coffee date.

Shane immediately shot back, hand coming up to push the Russian away, ignoring the hands that tried to pull him back in.

“Oh my god, I’m so sorry Hayden.”

Rozanov just grinned and then licked his lips.

“Don’t feel sorry sweetheart. I’m pretty sure he was enjoying it, yes?”

“Oh, fuck off.”

Hayden spat at the same time as Shane pushed Rozanov away, now glaring at the other man.

“Stop being an asshole.”

They made eye contact after speaking at the same time. Hayden couldn’t stop the chuckle and was glad to see that it made Shane grin slightly.

“Ok.” Rozanov clapped his hands together, “Here’s what’s going to happen. We are all going to sit down and talk. Special offer only for today; you can ask as many questions as you would like and we will answer. Da?”

“I am not sitting on the couch.” Hayden said immediately, refusing to look at the white smears against the arm of the coach.

“What? You think this is first time we’ve fucked on the coach? You’ve sat here before.” Rozanov said with smug smirk, ignoring Shanes hissed ‘Ilya!’, but then rolled his eyes. “Sit on the armchair then. I don’t care lurker.”

“Don’t call me that shithead. I am not a lurker.”

“You watched us have sex for at least 5 minutes,” Rozanov said flatly, “I heard the door shut.”

Haydens face turned bright red. “I uh – I wasn’t –“

He was cut off by Shane whipping around to smack the Russian across the chest.

“You heard someone walk into the apartment and you didn’t think to stop?! Or to fucking tell me maybe!” Shane hissed, now scowling at the other man.

Rozanov just shrugged.

“I thought it was Mrs O’Conners.”

“So what? You thought we should give my 87-year-old neighbour a heart attack?”

“She would not have heart attack. Maybe pussy attack.” Rozanov let out a laugh at Shanes immediate recoil. “What? You think she goes to the gym for exercise? She likes to watch us.”

“EW! Ilya.” Shane put his hands over his ears, face twisting In disgust. “Never say that again. That is so gross. And misogynistic. Also, I’ve told you, she goes to the gym to water the plants, the cleaners always forget to.”

“Shane,” Rozanov started flatly, but Hayden could see the grin at the corner of his lips. “Sweetheart, the plants are plastic. She doesn’t even pretend to put water in her little flower can. You’ve never thought it weird that she only ever seems to water them when we’re already in the gym?”

“What?” Shanes mouth dropped open, blush growing. “You’re lying. Tell me your lying.”

Rozanov just smirked.

Shanes eyes widened further, “Ilya, tell me your lying. Please. I can’t have my elder neighbour, who I have dinner with every other weekend, lusting after us. That’s – I can’t –“

He was cut of by a deep laugh, Rozanov tugging Shane towards him with a coo

“Its ok baby, I know your scared of pussy. Don’t worry, me and my big strong dick will protect you.”

Shane pushed him away with a huff, “I am not scared of pussy! Stop fucking saying that you asshole – “

“What the fuck is happening right now?”  Hayden interrupted, having crossed the living room to the armchair that was thankfully free of stains.

Both men whipped around, eyes widening in a clear tell that yes, they had in fact completely forgotten about Hayden.

That was fine. It wasn’t like he’d just been traumatised or anything.

“I’m gay.” Shane blurted, hands immediately slapping his mouth after, embarrassment clear to see at his own unexpected response.

“Because he is scared of pussy.”

“Shut up!”

Shane grabbed a pillow and started smacking Rozanov with it, the other man not even trying to stop it and instead just laughing.

“Ok, ok, ok!” Hayden waved his hands, “Questions?” he said, trying to get them both to focus on the fact that yes, Hayden was here. And yes, Hayden had questions.

Shane put the pillow down but not on the coach, instead putting It in his lap to tangle his fingers in the decorative lose threads dangling from it.

Rozanov frowned down at his fingers and Hayden prepared himself to throw an insult but was surprised to see the Russian moved his arm to gently grab Shane’s hand. Hayden couldn’t do anything but blink as he tangled their fingers together, Shane releasing the pillow to start tracing the other mans knuckles up and down.

Shane seemed to let out a sigh of relief before learning even further into Rozanov, shoulders pressed flush together.

Well shit. This wasn’t just sex, was it?

Hayden let out his own sigh.

Things just got a lot harder. For everyone.

“Your gay?”

“Yes,” Shane nodded.

“When did you figure it out?”

“Honestly? Not that long ago.” Shane smiled awkwardly, “It took me a couple years you know? Kept trying to convince myself I just hadn’t found the ‘right’ women. It was only when Ilya –“

He cut himself off, glancing uncertainly between Hayden and Rozanov, before continuing. “I didn’t want to admit it, with the league and team you know? And maybe I didn’t want to admit it to myself.”

Hayden swallowed hard, breath catching, “Why didn’t you tell me? I’m meant to be your best friend.”

“You are.” Shane rushed to reassure, hands tightening on Rozanov. “ I just – I – no one knows Hayden. The only people who know I’m gay are my parents and rose. And rose doesn’t even know about Ilya!”

He then let out a deep sigh, “We’ve been keeping it a secret for long, even after I was comfortable admitting it to myself, I’m still not ready to come out yet. It wouldn’t be – the team would – “ Shane closed his eyes, visible deflating.

“It would be a disaster Hayden, the backlash could destroy my career.” He finished quietly, not making eye contact. Rozanov squeezed his hand tighter.

Hayden kept his eyes locked on their clasped hands.

“Yes, it could.”

Hayden words seemed to make the rooms atmosphere turn still. Shane tensing and Rozanov throwing an Icy glare at him.

Hayden ignored the Russian fucker (Or is Shane technically the Russian fucker?), instead choosing to look at Shane.

“So why?” Hayden asked, unable to stop himself from asking.

Asking why Shane Hollander, the golden boy of Canada, the league’s best player, known for his perfect reputation would risk everything he had spent years working for, would risk it all for one man.

One man who could be classified as Americas most hated player, who had YouTube compilations of every time he acted like a dick, who had made multiple sports reporters cry.

The complete opposite of Shane. It was like comparing the moon and the sun. Water and oil. Fire and water. A peg and a hole.

And Shane was risking everything.

Shane turned to look at Rozanov, still holding his hand, but eyes softening as he traced Rozanov’s knuckles.

Rozanov didn’t blink, looking back with a soft grin that Hayden had never seen before, Icy blue eyes melting into the something resembling the sky as he pressed a slow kiss to the back of Shanes hand.

“I love him.”

Shanes words seemed to echo around the room, but the weight of them pressed down on Haydens shoulders.

Shane said it like it was simple. Like those three words were the only justification he needed.

And shit, Hayden thought as he watched them melt even further into each other, maybe it was.

“Shane.” Hayden groaned, dragging his hands down his face. “Buddy. Honey. This isn’t good.”

“Don’t call him that!” Rozanov snapped, face turning to Hayden and immediately turning cold

“I know,” Shane quite voice cut him off, “But I can’t help it. I tried. I swear, I tried not to. But from the very first time we kissed….”

Shanes voice wobbled the way it did before tears started falling and Hayden’s heart broke a little.

“Shane. This is not because your gay. I need you to know that. I love you and I would keep loving you even if you told me you were horney for .. I don’t know .. purple cactus?” Hayden weaved a hand in the air, rushing to reassure Shane. He couldn’t stand watching him cry.

“I would buy you a purple cactus. I would buy you the hottest cactus.” Hayden didn’t even know what he was saying at this point. “it would be a better prick than the one sitting next to you –“

Shane let out a wet laugh, then a proper laugh as Rozanov shot an offended look towards Hayden.

Shane rolled his eyes with a grin before nudging the Russian in the ribs. “Come on. Your got to admit, that was a good one.”

“For school playground maybe. Well done Pike, you can insult better than little children.”

“My point.” Hayden waved up and down at Rozanov, “You could do so much better buddy. Just let me set up a couple of dates –“

“No.”

Shanes voice was firm in away Hayden had never heard in all the years of knowing him.

“I want him. I choose him. From the very start, it was him. Even if I didn’t know it yet.”

Well, fuck.

Jackie was going to lose her shit. She was always a sucker for doomed romance.

Hayden wanted to scream into a pillow but instead asked calmly. Very calmly.

“And when was the start.”

A part of Hayden was dreading the answer. But this was Shane, the world’s worst liar. It couldn’t have been going on for that long; he would have spilled the beans before now.

“Uhm, since rookie season.”

Never mind.

Apparently Shane hated beans and refused to let them out the tin, had in fact buried the can of beans under 6 foot of dirt. 6 feet of dirt that Hayden wanted to be under right now.

“The summer before,” Rozanov corrected with a slight smirk.

“Shut the fuck up.” Haydens response was robotic. Too busy staring into the distance as he went back over the years. Trying to remember any signs. Any signals that his best friend had been in romantic relationships from the very first time Hayden had meet him.

Haydens brain was melting.

And was it just him or was the room starting to spin? The edges going black?

“Hayden? You look pale?”

“I think I need another nap – just let me –“

The world went black

 

Hayden didn’t remember most of the drive home. Somehow the car had obeyed traffic laws. Somehow he hadn’t run a red light. His mouth had been hanging open the entire time, his brain stuck somewhere between shock and outright denial.

He walked straight to the couch and dropped onto it so hard the legs groaned in protest. He hadn’t even taken his shoes off before stepping onto the white rug — something Hayden knew, in any other circumstance, would have resulted in a ten-minute lecture.

Jackie.

Where was Jackie?

The world was melting around him. He needed his wife. Needed her steady hands and her practical brain. Needed her to stroke his hair and scratch his back and tell him everything was fine, even if it very obviously was not.

“Hayden! Why the fuck is there mud on my rug?!”

Oh, thank God.

“Jackie,” he managed, though it came out strangled, thin. His ears were ringing with white noise. He didn’t know what he sounded like, but whatever noise escaped his throat was enough to make her pause.

There was a clatter — probably one of the kids’ toys — and then she rounded the corner quickly.

Her hair was twisted into a rough bun on top of her head, pieces falling loose around her face. No makeup. Skin still glistening in patches from whatever face oil she was currently swearing by. She wore one of his old college jumpers, the hem torn and soft from years of washing, and pink shorts that he always made a point to launder carefully so they wouldn’t lose their colour.

The jumper rode up slightly as she hurried over, revealing the faint silver stretch marks along her hips and stomach — marks earned from bringing four miracle children into the world.

Hayden loved those marks. Loved the quiet, visible proof of the life they’d built. That Jackie had chosen him. That she had trusted him enough to create something permanent together.

Some of the tension bled from his shoulders the second she reached him.

She didn’t hesitate. Just slid into his space, into his arms, like there was nowhere else she’d rather be.

“Baby,” she murmured, already wrapping herself around him. One hand threaded through his hair, scratching gently at his scalp. The other slipped beneath his jumper to drag her nails lightly between his shoulder blades — grounding, familiar. “Baby, what’s wrong? You look pale.”

Hayden swallowed.

“Shane,” he croaked.

Jackie stilled slightly. “What about Shane?”

Hayden tightened his grip around her waist like the world might actually tilt off its axis if he let go.

“I uh, shane he.. I don’t know how to say it.”

“Baby, you’re scaring me. What’s going on?” She started rubbing his ears, by the lobe, a true tried technique to making him a pool of putty. She then froze, eyes widening in fear. “He’s alright, right? You’re not about to tell me he’s sick, or dying or something right? Right?!?”

“No, no, no honey,” He shot up, quick to sooth her. The idea of Shane dying was heartbreaking, he was one of her best friends, if anything happened Hayden doubted she, they would ever get over it. “Shanes fine babe.”

She paused, now giving him a deadpan look, unimpressed at the mini heart attack he had just given her.

“Baby your acting like Shane just told you he had cancer, what the hell is going on?”

“It’s worse than cancer.”

“Hayden, what could be worse than cancer.”

“Ilya Rozanov”

A pause.

“What the fuck Hayden.” He was swiftly smacked by a freshly manicured hand – oh, purple nails with white lines this week – Jackies face turning from unimpressed to angry. “You made me think Shane had told you he was fucking dying and instead its just gossip about his rival?”

“Not his rival.” He manged to forced out

“What do you mean not his rival? They’ve been competing since there were rookies?”

“They’re been fucking since they were rookies.”

Jackie froze, hand still resting on his shoulder.

“What?”

“I just walked in on Rozanov fucking Shane.” he blurted, voice climbing an octave. “Oh my God. I just walked in on my best friend getting laid.”

Jackie blinked, mouth open in shock and disbelief.

“……Was it hot?”

“Jackie!”

“What? It’s a valid question. Don’t act like you haven’t been curious what he looks like when he—”

“For fucks sake,” Hayden dragged his hands down his face, “Hun, honey that is not the biggest question right now.”

“It should be.”

“Jackie.” He leaned forward, gripping her arms. “I just watched our team’s biggest rival — the most hated player in the NHL — pin the godfather of our children face down on a couch.”

Her eyebrows twitched.

“That’s not the point!” he snapped.

She pressed her lips together.

“If anyone finds out,” he continued, voice dropping, panic bleeding through. He didn’t think she quite understood the seriousness of the situation, “Shane would be ruined. This isn’t just about him liking men. This is Boston and Montreal. This is generational hatred. This is burn-the-jersey, double-the-police-presence, fans screaming traitor in the streets kind of hatred.”

He laughed dryly, shaking his head.

“I don’t get it. Shane could have anyone. Anyone. And he chose possibly the worst man in the world. Not just personality-wise. Career-wise. If this comes out? He’ll be labelled a traitor. A disgrace. People will say he’s been throwing games. Question every loss. Every assist.”

Jackie’s expression shifted now — from amusement to something more serious.

“He didn’t choose the worst man in the world,” she said quietly.

“He chose Ilya Rozanov.”

“Yes,” she replied evenly. “Which means he chose someone he likes. Maybe even loves.”

He didn’t want to tell her that Shane had already said he loved the Russian. Knew that he should but the idea of admitting it was just too much for him to handle right now.

She shifted closer, tucking herself more firmly into his chest, rocking them gently without thinking about it. Grounding him.

“It’s Shane, baby,” she continued softly. “When’s the last time Shane showed real interest in someone? We’ve been worried for years that he was alone. That he didn’t let anyone in. He’s found someone.”

Jackie paused for a minute, letting Hayden think.

“Don’t you think that says something about Rozanov? Out of all the men in the world, Shane chose him. We both know how picky he is.”

Hayden hummed, stroking Jackies hip as he took a breath and actually thought for the first time since he had a very awkward and confusing conversation with Shane and a half-hard Rozanov.

“Shane said it wasn’t the first time,” he admitted reluctantly. “Said it’s been going on for years.”

Jackie’s eyebrows shot up. Shocked. Slightly offended.

“Babe,” she said carefully, “Shane doesn’t commit to a new brand of toothpaste without reading fifteen reviews. If this has been going on for years, it’s serious.”

Hayden opened his mouth. Closed it again.

“That’s not— you don’t know that.”

“Hayden.” She cupped his face firmly, making him look at her. “You don’t keep sleeping with someone for years just because it’s convenient.”

He swallowed hard.

“This could destroy him.”

“Or,” she said gently, thumb brushing along his cheekbone, “it could be the thing that makes him happiest.”

His grip tightened instinctively.

“No, it can’t be – I would know. I would know right?” He dragged his hands down his face, struggling to but everything he was feeling into words.

“He didn’t tell me.”

He swallowed harshly, trying to ignore the tears briming his eyes.

“He’s my best friend. My fucking best friend in the whole world and he didn’t tell me that he’s been dating someone from another team for almost a decade. Or that he’s gay!”

He shook his head, moving Jackie of his lap to pace in front of the sofa.

“He could have told me he’s gay! I’m an ally! I’m supportive! I’ve gone to pride rally’s and post it on my socials! I wear the fucking gay jerseys and the shitty gay tape even though it frays.” He was almost shouting now. “Even Shane doesn’t use the gay tape!”

“I don’t think that’s a requirement to be gay babe.”

“Well it fucking should be,” He spat, “Would make things a hell of a lot easier.”

“Hayden.”

Her tone changed. Firm. Not angry — but pointed. It cut through him cleanly.

“Are you sure you’re angry at Rozanov and Shane for not telling you?” she asked carefully. “Or are you angry because if he’d told you…. it might have meant something different for us?”

She made a small circular motion between them at the word us.

Hayden stilled.

They had never spoken about that night. The hotel. The after-party. The three of them half-drunk on jello-shots and victory and something soft and fragile that had hovered just out of reach. The almost. The what-if.

“I—” Hayden faltered. Panic flared sharp and immediate. “Honey, I love you. I don’t need anything but you—”

“Baby.” She crossed the room in two strides and caught his arms, rubbing them gently. “That’s not what I’m saying. I know you love me. I know I love you. That’s not in question.”

Her hands were steady, even if her voice trembled slightly.

“But we’ve both tried, in our own quiet ways, to make space for Shane in this family. The kids adore him. He’s here for every birthday. Every Christmas eve. He fits.” Her throat bobbed as she swallowed. “You love me. And you love him. I love you. And I love him. He fits into our lives in a way I didn’t think anyone else ever could.”

Hayden blinked — and only then noticed her eyes were glossy too.

“Baby,” she said softly, almost breaking, “I don’t think you’re angry that Shane is gay. Or even that he’s with Rozanov.”

She lifted her hand to his jaw, forcing him to look at her.

“I think you’re angry because he didn’t choose you.”

The words landed heavy.

Hayden’s breath left him in a slow, unsteady exhale.

Because that was it, wasn’t it?

Not the rivalry.

Not the headlines.

Not even the risk.

Shane had fallen in love.

And it hadn’t been with him. With them.

“Fuck.” He sighed, looking up to the celling. His wife knew him too well, also knew what he was feeling before he himself knew.

“Fuck!” He yelled into his hands, hiding himself from Jackie, from the world.

“I’m in love with my best friend.”

Jackie nodded once. “You’re in love with your best friend.”

“He’s dating another man.”

“He’s dating another man.”

“I’m going to have to get over it.”

“You can and will get over it.”

“Fuck, baby.” He collapsed on the couch, letting his head hang back.

Jackie collapsed on top of him, cuddling in till they were pressed up against each other, not even an inch between their bodies.

“I love you.” He kissed the top of his head.

“I love you.” She said softly.

They sat there for a moment, both just soaking in the moment. The air was quiet and peaceful.

Wait, what?

“Shit, babe,” Hayden whipped his head back and forth across the room. “Where are the kids?”

Jackie snorted, “At my mums. You only just realised?”

Hayden rolled his eyes but grinned into Jackies hair. “Give me a break. It’s been a very, very long day.”

Jackie hummed,” Speaking of ‘Long’ it’s time you give me the dirty details. Does Rozanov have all those sports cars for overcompensation or what? What did Shane actually tell you? I want a word for word details!”

“Jackie,” Hayden said dryly, “I’m starting to get offended on how much you want the details of another mans sex life.”

“Shut up.”

“No, no, no,” he smiled, “Don’t start back tracking now. You want dirty details, I’ll give you them.”

He stood up suddenly, pulling Jackie up with him as he did. She let out a laugh as he threw her over his shoulders, twirling to hear that snort that came from the depth of her stomach.

“Hayden!”

He started walking to the bedroom, laughing as Jackie playfully hit him across his shoulders.

“Come on honey, let me give you some new details.”

 

So Hayden learned a new meaning to ‘ignorance is bliss’.

Hayden did not see, Hayden did not notice. Hayden was in fact blind and would always be blind when it came to acknowledging the Russian.

Ilya Rozanov who? Never heard of him, never met him.

So no, Hayden did not notice the way Shane continued to be glued to his phone, blushing and grinning as he rapidly texted a stranger.

Hayden did not notice the way Shane would occasionally wear a shirt that still held a faint trace of smoke.

Hayden did not notice the way Shane would relax when pressing a finger against the bruises on his hips or wrists whenever he was feeling anxious. Where he got those bruises was a complete mystery. Yep, completely mysterious.

Hayden did not notice the blush that would overtake Shane’s face whenever the Russian centre of the Boston raiders, a man Hayden had never met, would spit out something in Russian with a filthy grin on the ice.

Hayden did not notice the way they would giggle like schoolgirls when pushed up together against the boards. (Which really? He was under the impression they were tying to keep it a secret?)

Hayden did not notice the way Shane would walk into practice after a match against Boston. A slight hitch in his step and no tension to be seen in his frame.

Hayden did not notice they way his children started talking about ‘Uncle Ilya’ every Friday after spending the night at Shanes. And while some might consider Hayden a bad father for never having met a man spending significant time around his children, he preferred to think as a self-preservation tactic.

Hayden did not notice the way Shane was happy, happy in a way that lit up his eyes and relaxed him, almost softening him.

Hayden was blind. Hayden was blind and he could live with that for the rest of his life.

But.

But then Hayden fucked it up.

Like truly, honestly, definitively and absolutely.

As in, if this was a case in a court of law, no defensive lawyer would ever take the case. Just straight to jail for a life sentence.

And the worst thing of all, worse than betraying his best friend by spilling his biggest secret to the whole world, was that Rozanov was nice.

Nice.

Rozanov.

Rozanov being nice!

Hayden brain still hurt if he thought about it too much.

The way the Russian had reassured him, had told him it was an accident and they didn’t blame him. Had told him they were going to come out soon and Hayden had just pushed the timeline forward.

He was nice and he had made Hayden feel better.

It was a side of Rozanov that he had never seen, a side he thinks Shane had only been privileged to before. That maybe Shane had been telling the truth when he would describe the Russian as ‘kind’ ‘gentle’ and – Ew! – ‘sweet’.

And with a sigh, maybe, just maybe, Hayden could admit that maybe his impression of was harsh and inaccurate.

Begrudgingly.

Very begrudgingly.

Rozanov was still an asshole however.

 

So this led to now.

Now being Hayden sitting on the coach in Shanes – technically  Shanes and Rozanov, ew – house, trying his best to stare into the distance and dissociate.

Hayden hated Rozanov.

Like, actually hated him.

Admittedly he hated him less than when they first meet but still hated him.

Hated him in a way that would disqualify him from heaven and promote him to a middle manager in hell.

Hated him with the type of intensity that poets had been using to write about great wars for centuries.

Hated him so much, it could be argued as one of Haydens great passions in life, neatly slotted in between hockey and his family.

Hayden hated him so much he would – ok, you get the point.

It didn’t matter that Ilya had made him feel better when he was on verge of a heart attack after outing his best friend.

It didn’t matter that Ilya had quickly become his twins favourite person, that he was amazingly gentle and kind with all of his kids.

It didn’t matter that Ilya would have wine nights with his wife, Jackie always coming back giggly and full of gossip for Hayden.

It didn’t matter that Ilya was now on his children’s emergency contact list alongside Shane

It didn’t matter that Ilya had become the perfect person for Shane, Hayden not being able to imagine anyone else standing next to Shane on his wedding day, Hayden trying to hide tears.

It didn’t matter that Ilya had become a person Hayden trusted more than he knew what to do with sometimes.

He still hated Rozanov (sort off).

But he loved Shane. And once-in-a-blue-moon, Rozanov could actually be nice.

Unfortunately.

Which is what led to now.

Hayden trying to hold onto his patience and more importantly sanity, as he watched J.J and fucking Cliff Marlow become apparent best friends.

Cliff let out a yell as the football match on the tv scored, j.j jumping up and down as he shook the mans shoulders.

Rozanov walked into the room then, carrying more beer and a plate with a mix of cheese, meats and crackers.

Shanes influence most likely, Hayden couldn’t think of a world where Ilya – frat boy – Rozanov had decided charcuterie boards were mandatory for a small get together than Shane.

Shane.

He let out a sigh.

Hayden missed Shane.

Hayden pouted into the air.

“15th worst player in Montral,” Rozanov suddenly called, “Stop pouting like big baby and come and eat cheese.”

“Fuck off. I am not the 15th worst player in the team” Was the automatic reaction

“Huh, you right your 16th, right after your mascot.”

“We don’t have a mascot, you dick.”

“I know, that’s the point.” He rolled his eyes, before throwing a slice of bri at him. “Shut up and eat cheese.”

J.J was suddenly there, forcing a piece of cheese into Haydens mouth, ignoring his effort to escape. “J.J!!”

“Come here my friend, I will help you,” J.J teased, “You love cheese, will get rid of that pout.”

“I’m not pouting! I don’t even like cheese.”

J.J sent him a dry look, “You are white. White people love cheese.”

“White people do not –“

“I fucking love cheese.” Rozanov cut him off, putting his own slice in his mouth, now happy to let J.J torture him. “This is true J.J. You are smartest Montreal team member.”

“That is not true –“

JJ used that moment to shove the cheese in so far that Hayden chocked. Hayden was going to lose it, Hayden was going to set the house on fire, the furniture on fire, hell Hayden was going to set himself on fire then launch himself towards Russia to get World War 3 really started and he was – oh. It was cranberry cheddar Bri.

Hayden hummed as he chewed, letting the cheese melt on the back his teeth.

That was really good cheese. Shane must have chosen it. Rozanov could never.

 

“See! You like it! I choose this cheese just for worst pike.”

For fucks sake, now even cheese was ruined for Hayden by Rozanov.

J.J just snorted at whatever look was on Hayden’s face. Cliff wasn’t paying attention, too busy locked on to the football match.

“Cheer up mon ami! (My friend) We are having fun! Watching rugby – “

“Football”

“ – drinking beer, eating cheese with all our friends – “

“Hollander isn’t here.”

“ – and we are going to have fun, yes? No arguments or fights and Shane will be here soon-“

“He’s not going to be here for another half hour – “

“Will you stop interrupting me!” J.J finally yelled, turning to look at Marlow. “pour l'amour de Dieu ! Tu es tellement irritant.”

Marlow just laughed, finally turning away from the tv just to laugh in JJ face before giving a high five to Rozanov who was also laughing.

Assholes.

J.J rolled his eyes but was smiling as he chucked a cracker at Marlow.

Who just turned around and bent to catch it in his mouth because why wouldn’t he? This was already resembling a high school sports team house party much more than Hayden would like.

Hayden sighed but let himself grab another beer. He had promised Shane (and Jackie) he would try and ‘bond’ with Rozanov more, and unfortunately, he was a man of his word.

So here he was on a Friday night, sitting on his best friends couch with one teammate and waiting for another, while the teammates of his biggest rival team and a recent rival team surrounded the tv drinking beer and eating cheese.

Time passed, Hayden unfortunately getting into the game as well as trying to hide his amusement as cliff and JJ started arguing over ‘football’ vs ‘rugby’.

Hayden thought they were the same.

He went to take another sip but realised his beer was empty. He looked at the time to see It had been 40 minutes since he grabbed his last one.

Huh. Shane was late.

Shane was never late.

He looked over to Rozanov, question on his tongue just to the find the man already frowning down at his phone.

“Shane is late.” Hayden said slowly, something like dread creeping into his stomach.

“Yes.”

Rozanov tone was completely different from earlier, humour replaced by worry.

“Shane is never late.”

“I know.” The Russian snapped.

Leaning over, Hayden could see that Rozanov had his phone out, already having tried to ring Shane and was now texting him.

“Shane would have called by now if he was going to be late.”

 

“I know, Hayden.” He snapped once again.

Oh no. There was no teasing nickname or insult.

Rozanov was worried.

Rozanov didn’t get worried. Rozanov got annoyed then got even.

Hayden had a feeling that this night was about to take a turn for the worst.

He glanced outside, maybe in hoping of seeing Shanes jeep driving up, but instead only saw the increasingly worst weather. The storm that had been brewing for the past couple of days finally on top of them.

“The weathers getting worst.”

“Shut up pike.”

Rozanov rang the phone again. Cliff had now put the TV on mute, concern increasing on his face.

“He’s only 10 minutes late, Its not a big deal right?”

“Shane is never late.” Hayden spoke at the same time as Rozanov and JJ. All three men throwing a glance at each other in surprise as cliff just blinked at them.

“Ok… So ring him?”

“I am!” Rozanov snapped, one hand tangling in his won curls to tug. “Somethings happened. I know it.”

“Bro,” Cliff soothed, “Clam down. Nothings happened. Shane is just running late for apparently the first time in his life.”

“He would have called or texted.”

“Maybe his phones dead.”

“He always has a charger and a spare, as well as a power bank in his car and bag.”

Cliff blinked, then shrugged.

“Ok, maybe something has happened.”

That made Rozanov hiss out something in Russian, pulling away from Cliffs hand on his shoulder to start pacing the living room.

Hayden should say something. Should try and calm the room down. But what could he say that could help.

“We should – I mean –“

He was cut off by the trill of Rozanovs iPhone, ‘Jane ❤️’ flashing on the screen.

Oh thank fuck.

Rozanov seemed to freeze and let out a big sigh of relief, smile starting to bloom as he answered the phone.

“Моя любовь, where have you been? I was starting to get worried.”

The connection was bad, static crackling in the background, mostly an effect of the weather on the powerlines.

“Ilya?” Shane voice was crackly from the static but there was something else there. Something thick, as if he had been crying. “Ilya, are you there?”

Hayden heart pounded. Something had happened. Shane had been crying.

“Shane.” Rozanov tone got colder, the tension that had only just left coming back, “Sweetheart, what’s wrong? What’s going on?”

“I’m sorry Ilya, I don’t know what happened.” Rozanov froze at the clear panic lacing his husband’s tone. “The car just slipped off the road and ended up in a ditch. I was so scared…. a man came out of nowhere and took me”

The phone connection kept dropping, Shanes words getting cut in half, but the last sentence seemed to ring out in the quiet of the room.

Hayden took a deep breath, shock and disbelief welling up inside him. What was happening right now? Had Shane seriously been kidnapped?

“… he says he needs money to convince him to… 150 …. cash only.” There was a sound of fabric rustling, like Shane was thrashing. “I tried … but … all tied up so there’s no other option. The man said that he would take me ….. if you can’t get the money”

Rozanov harshly inhaled “Sweetheart, I can get the money. You are going to be ok, I love you so much, Моя любовь”

“You can …. He’s been very ….. scary. Ilya? Are you there?”

Rozanov was now pacing back and forth, phone pressed flush against the side of his face, his other hand tangled in his hair. Angry and concern clear to see on his face, and maybe the slightest hint of fear.

He rushed to answer Shanes trembling voice, Russian spat out frantically.

“Я здесь, моя любовь. Я так сильно тебя люблю, малышка. Всё будет хорошо, дорогая. Я позабочусь об этом. Я заставлю того мужчину заплатить, не бойся, я иду за тобой.” (I am here my love. I love you so much baby. Everything is going to be ok sweetheart. I'll make sure of it. I'll make that man pay, don't be scared, I'm coming to get you.) Rozanov said quickly, already walking towards the hallway. Voice getting smaller the further he walked.

The three other men scrambled to follow him, all them tense with fear over their friend.

Hayden turned the corner just in time to watch Rozanov place his phone on a side table gently. Very gently. Too gently.

Hayden didn’t even try and pretend to be surprised when the Russian whipped around and punched the wall, going through the plaster and exposing the wooden frames.

Hayden didn’t blame him, knew he would react much worse if that was Jackie, but damn what a punch. He knew the Russian was strong, but not able to go through a wall strong.

There was a pause. All three men just stared at the Russian, all lacking the words on how to comfort him after his fucking husband had been kidnapped.

After Hayden’s best friend and family had been kidnapped.

“We need to ring the police.”

JJ voice echoed around the hallway. Rozanov did not move.

Cliff nodded, “Yes. Fuck, I can’t believe this is happening. We need to ring the police; they’ll know what to do.”

Hayden was already taking out his phone, shaking hands trying to swipe the lock screen.

“No.” Rozanov voice rang quiet, all of the men silencing in shock.

“What?!” Hayden spluttered, “Your husbands been fucking kidnapped. We need to ring the police.”

“No!” Rozanov snapped, finally turning to face the men with a look Hayden had never seen before.

His body was tight in stress, hands curled like he was about to start throwing punches at any second. His face was stone, not a single emotion to be observed, but his eyes. God, his eyes were like fire, pupils dilated and blue that usually resembled the sky turning into ice.

He looked ready to kill a man.

Hayden heard JJ gulp next to him, and he was silently grateful he wasn’t the only one shitting himself right now.

“I do not know who has Shane. I do not know what the man is capable off, if his is watching us, tracking my phone.” Rozanov shook his head, scoffing, “I do not trust the police, they are corrupt. For all we know he might have a inside man.”

“Bro,” Cliff sighed, “Look I know you don’t trust the police, I’ve listened to more than enough of your rants over the year to know that, but this isn’t something that you – that we – can handle on our own.”

“He is my husband,” Rozanov started, picking up his phone and walking towards his bedroom. “I will handle this.”

“W-what!” Hayden scrambled after the Russian, the other two men following him. “You can not handle this! This is not the type of thing that a person handles, this is what the police are for!”

“He is MY husband,” Rozanov almost snarled, now in his and Shane’s bedroom. He walked over to the walk-in closet that was mostly filled by the Russians clothes, “I am not trusting his safety to anyone but me!”

All three men watched silently as Ilya walked over to the furthest wall from the door, shoving all the coat hangers to the side carelessly before kneeling down. He slid his hands across the wall till he seemed to find a hidden clasp, there was a quiet ‘click’ and the lower wall came lose revealing a dark crawl space.

In the crawl space was four duffle bags; two black, one grey, and one brown. Rozanov reached in and pulled out one of the black ones and the grey one, dumping them on the floor without hesitation.

“What the fuck? Why do you have a secret wall full of random bags?” JJ asked, eye wide.

“For situations like this,” The man answered calmly. Too calm. So calm, Hayden felt like he needed to get out of the room now. Like right the fuck now.

“What does that mean?” Cliff asked, and was Hayden imagining the quiver in his voice?

“Dude,” Hayden shook his head, trying to ignore the way his hands were shaking. “What in the seven hells do you expect to do? Just walk in there and demand your husband, and what? The psycho that kidnapped him will just hand him over?”

Rozanov unzipped the grey bag, Hayden saw a flash of silver before the Russian pulled out a gun. A fucking gun.

“Yes,” Rozanov slide the reload back with a click, “He will hand him over or he will die.”

Hayden mouth dropped open.

He said it like it was simple. Like there was no other choice to be made.

He said it like a promise.

“Is that a fucking gun?!” Marlow screeched, stumbling back with his hands up.

Rozanov didn’t look up, placing the gun to the side to start shuffling through the bag. The bag full of fucking guns apparently.

“Yes,” The Russian said calmly, “You are American Marly, I thought you people were big fans of them.”

“What is happening? Is this seriously my life?” JJ asked, voice trembling in disbelief, “Why do you have a bag full of guns? Who are you? Are you mafia????”

“It’s the Bratva in Russia actually.”

“That is not what I’m asking, and you fucking know it.” JJ snapped

“Shut up! You are distracting me!” Rozanov finally turned to look at them, eyes narrowed. “I will tell you and then you will shut up, da? My husband is in danger; I do not have time for your 20 questions.”

Hayden suddenly remembered that there was a gun right next to the men who looked one word away from losing it, and from they way JJ and Marlow took a step back, they remembered that too.

All three men nodded obediently.

“All of you Americans and Canadians are too soft, too fucking trusting. Who the hell trusts the government?” Rozanov continued, “Everyone in Russia knows the government is weak and corrupt. Half the time it’s basically organised crime with nicer suits.”

“That’s one thing I almost miss about Russia — at least nobody pretends otherwise. Everyone knows the system is corrupt. Bribes, threats, assassinations… it’s normal. We don’t wait on the police; we handle things ourselves.”

He shook his head, eyes going distance in the flood of memories.

“Even my father knew this, and he was a police officer. He put me in school, the ‘Yunarimiya’, when I was 6 so that I would learn how to fight and shoot. So that I could do the family image proud by ‘fixing’ any problem on my own.”

Rozanov scoffed and reached back into the black bag, pulling out official-looking papers and several passports in different colours.

Which—what the fuck?

On top of the documents sat a fuck load of cash.

Like, seriously. A fuck load.

Hayden had never seen that much money in his life—easily two hundred thousand dollars in stacked twenties, fifties, and hundreds.

At least in Russia people are honest about the corruption,” Rozanov muttered. “Here you all pretend the system works.”

He flicked through the passports before tossing them into the grey bag.

From where Hayden stood, he could see the photos—Rozanov and Shane, smiling politely beneath completely fake names.

Fake passports.

Multiple fake passports.

“Go-bags are normal in Russia,” Rozanov said. “I have always kept one. When Shane found out, he… improved it.”

“Wait, Shane did this?” JJ said shocked.

“The guns and money are mine. The passports and supplies were Shane’s idea.”

“Why the fuck do you have a fake passport? Why does Shane? And why do you have multiple? I can see a French and Indian one from here!”

Rozanov slowly turned and gave J.J. a long, dry look.

“I am Russian,” he said flatly. “You have noticed, Da?”

He turned back to the bag and pulled out yet another gun—older this time, worn with use.

“I am an internationally famous Russian hockey player. Very big deal in my home country. There used to be television shows about me. Billboards. Posters in the street. And now I have a husband.”

His voice remained perfectly calm.

“That is a crime.”

He slid the barrel back with a smooth ‘click’.

“I would not be the first person killed for embarrassing the motherland.”

The room went silent.

“Dude…..” Hayden trailed off.

He had known Ilya couldn’t ever go back to his home country, but he had never once considered the fact the man’s life could be in danger. That when the Russian started dating Shane, he was quite literally putting everything on the line. He had never thought Rozanov was the type of man who would give up everything and anything just to be with the person he loved.

Hayden suddenly felt like he had never known Rozanov at all.

“Shane got worried,” Rozanov said, gesturing toward the bags. “When he realised there was a chance Russia could come for me, he made sure we had everything ready. If we ever had to disappear.”

He shrugged lightly.

“Different countries. New identities. Russia would never find us.”

“Rozy,” Cliff asked, voice high in disbelief “You don’t seriously think that would happen? That’s crazy.”

“Its unlikely,” Rozanov nodded, “But not impossible. And it made моя любовь feel better so ....”

He shrugged, putting both guns back in the grey bag fully loaded, turning to slide the fake wall back in place.

“Wait,” JJ interrupted, pointing to the other two bags still in the wall, “What’s in them? More guns?”

Rozanov laughed softly, “No. That is my Shane being too paranoid. One is full of food and water in case of supply chain collapse. The other is in case of zombi apocalypse.”

Hayden blinked.

“What?”

Rozanov was now smiling for the first time since the phone call, sliding the wall back in place with a ‘click’ before standing up to shrug at the three men who couldn’t do anything but blink.

“My sweetheart thinks too much, you know this.” He motioned aimlessly, but his voice was now soft, “That is what happens when I am not here to fuck the anxiety out of him.”

“Dude, gross,” Hayden grimaced, “You need to learn the meaning of shame.”

“Uh no, he needs to learn the meaning of going to far.” Marlow interrupted with a scowl before turning to Rozanov with a pleading look. “Rozy, bro, I love you. I love Shane. But this is officially crazy. This isn’t some random story on the internet; this is real life. We don’t know anything about the situation except what Shane told us and you heard the connection! The storm could have knocked down the powerlines and that’s why it cut off. We don’t know what happened and you storming in with a fucking gun could make everything so much worse!”

Marlow sighed heavily after his outburst, dragging his hands down his face.

“Ilya. I am begging you here. Please let me ring the police. For all we know we misheard the phone call and Shane is completely fine. But he won’t be if you get yourself put in jail because you’ve fucking killed someone or caught with guns I know you don’t have a permit for!”

His voice had gradually increased in volume till at the end he was almost shouting, voice frantic and a panicked expression. He moved forward to block the Russians path, hands in the air.

Rozanov didn’t hesitate at the blockage in his path, dropping both bags quickly to slam Marlow against he wall, one arm across the taller mans neck.

“HE IS MY HUSBAND!” Rozanov snarled inhumanly, spit flying out to land against the other mans shocked and terrified expression.

Well.

That was officially the most terrifying thing Hayden had ever seen. He imagined he would be having nightmares of the snarl for weeks.

“He is my husband.” Rozanov repeated more softly, eyes closing and what could only be called devastation over taking his face. “I cannot do nothing. This man wants money?”

His grip tightened.

“I will give him money. He wants more? I will get him more. i will do anything for Shane.” Rozanov slammed the taller man into the wall again. “Anything!”

Rozanov stepped back, face once again like ice. Marlow slumped against the wall, visibly shaking.

Rozanov eyes swept across the three men. “I will not let anything get in the way of making sure my husband is alive.”

A pause

“Anything.”

It was a threat.

It was a promise.

Hayden knew intimately that Rozanov always kept his promise no matter how big or small.

All three men stepped to the wall, clearing a path for the man, letting him walk towards the garage without protest.

 

Barbie girl was playing.

Shane had lost control on the way home, tires slipping on the slick road as a result of a too tight turn in an effort to avoid a pothole.

So here he was, car on its side, windows broken and glass thrown everywhere, listing to fucking barbie girl by Aqua.

He made a mental note to rage at Ilya about that later. The Russian had absolutely put the CD in just to annoy him.

Then Shane started to sobbing.

He had thought he was going to die.

Shane let his head hang back, still buckled in, hands dangling towards the cracked window. The scent of rain, fuel and tarmac floated through the window coating the back of his throat.

The car had wobbled aggressively before slamming on its side, breaking all the windows, the scream of metal on tarmac digging into Shanes bones. Only able to do nothing but hang tight to the steering wheel, to frozen to even scream, watching helplessly as the grass ditch got closer and closer.

He had thought he was going to die.

And the last thing he would have heard was fucking ‘Come on Barbie, let’s go party’.

He was going to kill Ilya.

After he remembered how to breath.

He took a deep breath, trying to clear his throat, trying to calm himself.

Fuck he wished Ilya was here.

Shane took a second to shake his head and wiggle his toes, trying to assess if he was good to move. His neck was sore and his knee sent a shock of pain every time he moved it, but he could move it so that was good. It was most likely just sprained, he nodded to himself.

Five minutes later found him crawling out the broken front window, trying to not cut himself and ignoring his protesting knee.

He flopped gracelessly on his back, coat being soaked by the rain and mud, gazing pointlessly into the stormy sky.

Shane rubbed his fingers up and down his jacket pocket, trying to ground himself.

He needed to call his husband. He needed Ilya before he started properly freaking out.

He didn’t bother to sit up, tugging his phone that had amazingly manged to stay in his pocket, unbroken and without a scratch.

The increase of rain made him squint at his phone, turning to look at the sky as the wind picked up.

There was a chance the phone lines were down, the storm that had been brewing for the past couple of days had arrived at the worst possible moment.

If he couldn’t contact Ilya and give him his location, Shane would be forced to either wait for to be found or wait for a stranger to pass.

Just as he finished that thought, the headlights of a old brown van cut through the dark.

Shane could only stare at his sudden increase of luck.

Then realise that maybe lying down in the middle of the road at night wasn’t the best decision for his continued health.

He scrambled up, hissing in pain at his forgotten knee, trying to pat himself down in a useless effort to make himself more presentable.

The van pulled to the side, a older man, heavier and shorter than Shane jumped out with a smile.

“You can’t park there mate,” His voice was deep and warm with a joking tone, a northern British accent that rang down the quite road causing him to blink in surprise. The man walked up quickly, eyeing Shane up and down with concern, “You alright? Cars looking a bit rough.”

“Uhm,” Shane shook his head, trying to ignore the trembling in his hands and the cold that was seeping into his bones. “Yes, sorry. I’m fine. Just – the car.” He paused, trying to get his head straight, “I crashed my car.” He finished simply, still partly in disbelief and shock.

The stranger nodded.

“It happens,” The man said wisely, “You need some help?”

“Please.”

“Don’t worry about it,” the stranger said, beckoning Shane over. “You injured?”

“Just bruised and uhm – my knee. Think I’ve sprained it.”

“That’s ok.” The stranger soothed, now leading Shane over to his van. “Lets get you out this rain and then you can ring your family. Your wife maybe?”

Shane tried to remember to take deep breaths as he slid into the van, the heated inside a unpleasant shock to his freezing skin.

“Husband.” He mumbled without thinking, before his head shot up to watch the old mans reaction.

Fuck, he didn’t know what he would do if the man refused to help.

Lay down and reflect on his life maybe.

The older man laughed, shutting the door with a heavy slam before walking around the front of the van to the driver side with a pep in his step.

The old man got into the car with a smile, cranking the heating up with one look at Shane who was still staring at him wide eyed.

“Calm down kid,” The older man soothed, obviously noticing Shane new tension. “I’m in the same boat if you know what I mean.”

“What?” Shane blurted, “You have a husband?”

“For almost 40 years this March, can’t get rid of him.” He joked, flicking the indicator before pulling out back onto the road. “He’s waiting at home. Doctor, actually. He can check that knee of yours while I sort out getting your car towed.”

“40 years?” Shane almost squeaked, he couldn’t imagine it. Him and Ilya had been together almost 14 years, but the rarity of a gay relationship from what would be the 1970’s was humbling. “Wow. That’s …”

He trailed off, not knowing how to put his thoughts into words.

The elder man just shook his head, smiling wider.

“I know.” He then reached into a compartment on the door, pulling out a old blanket and passing it to Shane. “Here. Try and warm yourself up. We’re about 20 minutes away from the house. I can give you some clean clothes and you can ring your husband.” He paused, examining the weather, “Though the call might not go through. Weather like this tends to knock the power lines down.”

“I know,” Shane nodded along, letting out a sigh. “My names Shane by the way. Sorry, I should have introduced myself earlier. Thank you so much for all your help, id properly still be on the side of the road if you hadn’t come along.”

The older man just waved him off, “Honestly, don’t worry about it. People should help people. Its as simple as that as my husband always says.” He turned into a side road that led into the woods.

Uhm.

That wasn’t reassuring. Should Shane be worried about a random stranger taking him to an isolated cabin in the woods in a van?

Shane took a look at the man next to him, shorter but heavier. Grey specks were throughout his brown hair, wrinkles at the corner of his eyes and mouth, blue eyes that were warm in a way that made Shane think of Ilya.

Nah, it would be fine.

“My name is bill,” The stranger cut Shanes internal thoughts off, “Bill Graham and my husband’s Dr john graham.”

Shane smiled softly.

An hour ago he’d thought he was going to die alone in the rain.

Now he was sitting in a warm van beside a kind stranger, on his way to a doctor who would fix him up before he could call Ilya.

“Nice to meet you, Bill.”

 

30 minutes later found Shane clean and dry, sitting in a oversized armchair with a mug of tea and a heavy blanket that the newly met Dr john had forced in him after a quick check to make sure he hadn’t broken anything.

Both older men were now in the kitchen, giving Shane privacy to ring his husband who he knew would be freaking out over the fact he was late.

Bill had rang the only tow truck company that came out this far into the wilderness, but with it being so late there was an increased fee, cash only.

The phone rang, the storm causing the connection to wobble, static heard along line.

The phone connected, Ilyas voice ringing out into the quite of the room.

“Моя любовь, where have you been? I was starting to get worried.”

His voice was staticky and quite from the bad connection, but Shane could hear the fondness and warmth.

Ilya.

Fuck if Shane didn’t wish Ilya was here, right in front of him, able to touch. A phone call wasn’t enough. Shane had just experienced one of the worst moments in his life, he wanted – no needed – a hug from his husband.

“Ilya?” Shane asked, trying to hide the tears welling up in his eyes from his husbands voice. He didn’t need Ilya to panic even more. “Ilya? Are you there?”

“Shane.” Ilya voice was now cold. Oh no, he knew Shane had been crying. ““Sweetheart, what’s wrong? What’s going on?”

His voice cut out in the middle, in time with the sudden increase of wind hallowing at the door. The connection was getting worse.

“I’m sorry Ilya, I don’t know what happened. The car just slipped off the road and ended up in a ditch. I was so scared but I’m fine.” Shane was quick to reassure, not wanting to know his husbands reaction to thinking Shane was in the hospital.

“Thankfully a man came out of nowhere and took me back to his car. We’re waiting on a tow he knows but he says he needs money to convince him to come out in this weather. 150 I think, cash only.” Bill had walked back in at the end of that sentence, nodding along at Shanes words in confirmation.

“I tried other companies but their all tied up so there’s no other option. The man said that he would take me back to his if you can’t get the money this late at night and you can pick me up there.” He didn’t want to mention that he was already there, Ilya could be overprotective on a good day, never mind on a day where Shane had crashed his car.

“He’s been very kind, I’m grateful, it was scary. Ilya? Are you there?” The connection had been steadily getting worse over time, Shane trying to blurt out as much information as possible before the storm caused the power lines to go down.

Ilya didn’t respond, only static sounding out.

“Ilya?” the call cut with a click, Shane ending up staring at his phone with wide eyes and what he would never admit was a pout.

Stupid fucking storm. All Shane wanted to do was talk to his husband, to hear his steady voice and firm reassurance.

Instead he was stuck at a stranger’s house, though admittedly very kind strangers and Shane definitely wanted to swap numbers to meet up again later, husbandless and cold despite the thick sweater and heavy blanket.

He had a feeling that he wouldn’t be warm until he was back into a certain Russians strong arms.

Shane let out a heavy sigh, letting the useless phone drop to his lap.

At least he had made contact, his husband was sure to freak out at what little information Shane had passed along. He was sure it wouldn’t be long till Ilya would find him, like a hungry bear to fish - like the Russian liked to compare himself to.

He hummed to himself, leaning back into the chair.

Hopefully the phone connection had been strong enough for his husband to know Shane was perfectly safe and wasn’t in any danger.

Shane would hate for Ilya to overreact.

 

Ilya slid the grey bag full of guns and ammo into cliffs brand new land rover.

“Bro, what the fuck?” Cliff blurted, all three men piling into the oversized garage after Rozanov. “That’s my car man.”

“I know. I am borrowing it.”

“Why??” Cliff sighed, walking over to watch as Ilya placed the bags in the car.

“I don’t know where I’ll need to drive. Shane was driving our only 4x4, the rest of our cars are either sportscars or not able to go off road.”

“Rozy, you’re my best friend. But I don’t know if you’re the ‘let my best friend use my brand-new car to murder a man’ type of best friend.” Cliff then blinked, patting his pockets. “And how the fuck did you get my keys?”

Rozanov just rolled his eyes, “Is basically my car. I was the one who bought it.”

“Uh, no. I bought the car.”

“With my money. Is my car.”

“No, with my money that you owed me for doing you a favour.”

“Was little favour,” Rozanov argued, already inching towards the driver’s seat.

“Maybe,” Cliff agreed, “But still technically my money.”

“For fucks sake marly, this is an emergency.” Rozanov hissed, patience dwindling, “I need a car that can go off road.”

“Ilya, I’m not trying to be difficult. But I don’t know if I want my car, registered under my name, involved in whatever plans you have for that gun.” Cliff sighed, visible conflicted. “I want to help, but I don’t know if I want to risk life in prison because you overreacted to one fucking phone call.”

Rozanov paused from where he was reaching for the door handle, conflict clear to see on his face. If him and Shane had to disappear, Marlow’s car being found having been used in a crime could end very bad. Ilya didn’t want to be the reason his friend had been sent to prison. What could he give Marlow that would reassure him? That could make the risk worth it.

Rozanov paused.

He had an idea.

An idea Shane would hate but Ilya was proud of their work.

“I’ll send you one of our sex tapes.”

A pause

Hayden chocked on nothing, somehow surprised and not at the same time. His best friend had a sex tape. Shane Hollander, the perfect ‘PR’ image had a sex tape.

Also did Rozanov just say ‘one of’? They had made multiple?!?

“You can borrow my car!” JJ bust out, voice so loud it made Hayden flinch. He whipped around to look at the French man who looked excited. Very excited.

Rozanov gave him a dry look, “Your car is not able to go off road.”

“No, no mon ami! You can take it off road, I promise!”

“JJ, your car is so low to the ground it can barely go over speedbumps, never mind going over grass.” Hayden rolled his eyes, JJs car was so impractical yet he refused to get rid of it. “Anything but smooth road would break that car.”

JJ loved that green monastery of a sports car. Had done since he bought it with his first pay check from his rookie season, refusing to get rid of it despite the countless teasing.

Hayden would let him use his car but he had brought the minivan and Jackie would kill him if there was a single scratch.

“You can break it, I don’t mind.” JJ said cheerfully.

“What?” Hayden screeched, eyes wide. “You love that car!”

“I love my capitaine more.” JJ said serenely, with a peaceful smile.

“You love looking at your capitaine more,” Cliff laughed, copying JJ accent to tease the other man. But there was a telling bright red blush on the taller mans face. He turned to Rozanov who was now halfway in the car, fingers tapping in impatience. “You! Why on earth do you think I would want your sex tape?”

“You don’t want my sex tape,” Rozanov agreed, “You want Shane’s.”

Cliff did not argue

“It Is understandably. My husband is the hottest man in the world, it is a privilege and an honour to see him in bed.” Rozanov eyes went distance, like he was reliving fond memories. He turned to look at the three men with narrowed eyes, “MY privilege. MY husband.”

“But,” He nodded towards cliff, “Risking jail is big deal. So I will gift you one – one! – video where you can see him moaning in bliss. I will even send you the one where he begs to come.”

Hayden watched a cliff stared at the floor, the tips of his ears turning red whole Rozanov looked on smugly, already knowing the answer.

“How do you even know I wanted to watch one of your sex tapes? I never told anyone that.” He asked weakly

Rozanov just rolled his eyes, “You are not subtle Marly. And I notice everyone that checks out my husband.” He then looked at Hayden with a glare, “Everyone.”

“Fine!” Marlow snapped, “But I’m coming with you! And if I end up in jail Rozanov, I’m coming for you the second I get out!”

“That’s fine” Rozanov nodded, now getting in the driver’s seat and slamming the door shut in obvious impatience.

Hayden looked to the ceiling.

He sighed.

He sighed again.

Fuck, Jackie would kill him.

Or would she? She loved Shane almost as much as Hayden. On second thought, he had no doubt she would already be in the car on the way to rescues Shane with her favourite kitchen knives if she was here.

He made eye contact with JJ who seemed to have moved from terrified disbelief to hysterical disbelief.

“Lets go rescue our precious captain?” JJ asked with a giggle.

Oh my god, what was Haydens life coming to.

He sighed again, “Yes, lets go rescue our precious captain with his fucking psycho husband.”

They joined cliff and Rozanov in the car, getting into the backseat without compliant.

Rozanov, who was now messing around with the garage door control, whipped around to level a glare at Hayden.

“No.”

“What?”

“Get out.”

“What?”

“Get out. You are not coming.”

“Oh, fuck you.” Hayden scoffed. “I’m coming. That’s my best friend.”

“No.” Rozanov hissed, “I’m not joking. Get out.”

“Dude?” Hayden stared at him in confusion, “What’s your problem? Both Marlow and JJ are coming. You’re seriously kicking me out because you hate me that much?”

“Oh my god, you are so dramatic Pike.” Rozanov rolled his eyes and sighed. “I do not hate you. But you have four wonderful children that need their father because – and if you ever tell anyone this, I will deny it – you are a good man, Pike. A good father. They are rare. Trust me, I know this.”

“I – uhm” Hayden blinked at Rozanov. “That’s nice. I think? But I’m still coming.”

“Hayden!” Rozanov hissed, “Now is not the time. I don’t know what’s going to happen. Someone might shot. Somone might be shot. Someone might die. I am not risking your life when it is not needed.”

“Oi!” Marlow interrupted, JJ nodding along. “I am right here you know. Just because I don’t have kids doesn’t mean my life is worth less.”

Rozanov ignored them but Hayden nodded along.

“Exactly. It doesn’t matter I have kids. If Jackie was here, she would be telling me to get in the car too. Shane is my best friend. My brother. The god father of my kids. I love him, which means I am sure as shit helping rescue him.”

“And what if you get shot trying to save him?” Rozanov questioned with a raised eyebrow, “I know I’ve not always been the nicest to you but that is for a reason. Shane loves you. Loves Jackie and loves your kids like their his own. He would do anything for you. For your family.”

Hayden couldn’t do anything but blink.

“You know Shane better than his parents. Hell, sometimes you know things about him that even I don’t. And I’m his husband!” Rozanov carried on, ignoring the wide eyes and open mouths from all three men, “You’re his best friend in the whole fucking world to the point it pisses me off. You’ve helped him in ways I couldn’t even begin to understand. You were his only friend for so long, his first best friend. Which I don’t like but also love so much. Shane would not be the person he is without you, and he knows it.”

Hayden swallowed harshly. He knew he was Shanes best friend, the other man had told him so on multiple occasions, but to hear it from his husband who made it no secret how much he disliked him was something else.

“If something happens to you. If something happens and Jackie is left without a husband, your children without a father and Shane without his brother, it will destroy him. It has the potential to ruin our relationship which is something I do not take lightly.” Rozanov frowned.

He met Hayden eyes.

“So get out the car.”

Hayden took a breath.

He let himself think for a minute.

Thought about Jackie and the way she would always smile at him when she first woke up in the mornings.

Thought about Ruby and the way she would giggle when Hayden pretend to choke and ‘die’ on her micky mouse pancakes.

Thought about jade and the way she would walk up to him with a book in hand in a silent request to read to her.

Thought about Arther and the way he would giggle so hard he farted when Hayden pretend to eat his toes.

Thought about amber and they way she would always nuzzle into Hayden neck and sigh like she had just finished a 10 hour shift whenever Hayden picked her up.

He thought about Shane.

Shane, his best friend.

Shane, his captain.

Shane, the god father to his children.

Shane, the best friend to his wife.

Shane, his brother. And in another life where there wasn’t psycho Russian, maybe something more.

“I’m coming.” Hayden stared at Ilya, hoping the steel in his eyes translated into his voice.

Rozanov spat something in Russian that Hayden assumed was a swear, then turned back to face the front.

“Fine. But if you die, you better come back and tell Shane I tried to stop you.”

Hayden rolled his eyes. “Fine.”

Rozanov put the car into drive and pulled off with a screech, ignoring Cliff’s requests — basically begs — to drive safely.

Hayden let a couple of minutes pass, not even asking how Rozanov had Shane’s location on his phone. That did not look like Find My Friends; that looked like a very expensive GPS tracker app, and Hayden was afraid to ask on the chance that he’d actually chipped Shane.

“Is that why you don’t like me?” Hayden asked eventually — partly curious, partly wanting to break the tension building in the car as they slowly realised they were heading towards a random house in the woods to rescue a man kidnapped by a psychopath.

“What?”

“You don’t like me because I’m Shane’s best friend?”

Rozanov scoffed. “I don’t like you because you — and Jackie, for that matter — love Shane. Don’t try to pretend this is just ‘friend’ love. I see the way you look at him. Shane might not have picked up on all the ways you tried to bring him into your relationship, but I did. And I did not appreciate it.”

Rozanov threw him a glare, then seemed to bite his lip, visibly debating whether to say more.

“I do not appreciate it,” he repeated. “But… if Shane did not have me — if I hadn’t gotten to him first — you and Jackie would be perfect for him. He would be happy with you. He would adore your kids and fit into your life in a way that I hate.”

His jaw tightened.

“Shane should only be mine.”

Hayden spluttered, not knowing what to say — not knowing how to react to the fact that his best friend’s husband had apparently known about his crush the entire time. Not knowing how to react that Rozanov should, by all rights, have treated him worse, should have kept Shane away from him the same way Hayden would try to put distance between Jackie and any man or women he suspected had a crush on her.

Not knowing how to react that Rozanov had known all along and still decided Hayden was too important to Shane to cut him off.

“The only reason I am telling you this,” Ilya said flatly, “is because there is a chance we will all be dead by morning. If you tell anyone what I’ve just told you, I will break your face without hesitation.”

Hayden blinked.

JJ blinked.

Cliff blinked.

“Ok then.” Cliff nodded, “Hayden is in love with his best friend and we are all going to die.”

“I’m not in love with my best friend!” Hayden defended at the multiple raised eyebrows thrown at him he blushed and stuttered, “I mean – not now. Not anymore. I got over it.”

“No one gets over Shane Hollander.” JJ said wisely.

Cliff ginned filthily, “More like no one gets under Shane Hollander.”

“Expect me.”

Maybe it was the time. Maybe it was the situation or the tension weighing down on everyone’s bones, but Ilyas comment cause all three men to bust out laughing.

Fuck, Hayden thought, He was going to have to start liking the Russian, wasn’t he?

You could only be so rude to a man that let you around his husband even though he knew you were in love with him before it made you the asshole.

Well shit.

Looked like he had a new friend.

And Hayden was a good friend. Very supportive. Very encouraging.

Hayden grabbed one of the guns.

 

Shane sipped slowly at his tea, savouring the warmth.

He laughed at a dry joke by john, who used to be a surgeon as Shane had found out. He dragged the blanket around him tighter, feeling safe and warm for the first time today.

A safety he knew would only increase once his husband appeared at any moment, Shane knowing that Ilya would use the GPS bracelets he brought them for their anniversary 3 years ago.

Some might call Shane paranoid (or a stalker) for buying those bracelets, but he preferred to call it being prepared. A point that was most likely being proven at this very minute.

He let out a sigh, leaning back into the plush arm chair. Everything was back on track.

Shane was safe, warm and dry. His husband would be here any minute. There was nothing that would go wrong.

There was a sudden slam of a car door and multiple footsteps, Shane shooting up in concern at the sudden racket.

Both bill and john stood up, also frowning in concern.

The door bust open, wooden chips being thrown around the door.

Shane let out a gasp, heart rate shooting up and practically throwing himself out the chair.

He couldn’t do anything but blink as he stared at his husband, JJ, cliff and Hayden all standing in the doorway, three of them holding guns and JJ holding a baseball bat.

All four wide eyed and frantic like there were walking into a gun fight, ilya with his finger on trigger and fire burning in his eyes.

“WHAT THE FUCK!”
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    Chapter Summary

    Svetlana couldn't imagine a life without Ilya

the grief of this was too heavy to hold alone.

She needed to find jane.

She never thought that would lead to her climbing a mountain in a hopeless wish
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  Svetlana did not know a life without Ilya Rozanov.

Their mothers had been friends, having met in the hospital when they happened to be giving birth at the same time. Svetlana’s mama had taken pity on Irina — the youngest mother in the ward, with no visitors. Grigori had only come once after the birth before leaving again, and so her mama had chosen to stay in the ward rather than go home, just to keep Irina company.

And that had been that.

That one decision allowed Svetlana to grow up with a lifelong friend — a best friend, a brother.

They went to school together, sharing almost every class. They had sleepovers at least twice week, only increasing in frequency after Irinas death, her own mother worried about what ilyas father would do to him. They went on vacation together, had lost their virginity together at 14, had went to the corner shop for plan B together when the condom had split at 16. Had admitted to both being bi together, whispering in the dark in fear of being overheard. Svetlana had introduced Sasha to Ilya and he had introduced Ekaterina to her.

Her home in Moscow was covered in pictures of them. They had spent so much time together that it was hard for their mothers to get a photo of one without the other — from newborns sharing the same crib to standing side by side as they left for America together.

Svetlana would love to say that she hadn’t followed Ilya to America, but that would be a lie.

She was privileged in life, and she knew it. She didn’t try to defend it like so many of her other wealthy friends did. So when Ilya admitted he wanted to leave Russia — to escape its harsh laws and his even harsher father — she didn’t argue. She simply asked her father to use his position within the Russian government, along with his reputation as one of Russia’s best goaltenders, to help her find a job in America.

Some might say she was chasing Ilya.

And she was.

But not for the reason people would think.

She didn’t follow him for the hope that he might fall in love with her.

She followed him because she was worried.

Worried about the way he pretended to be happier than he actually was.

Worried about the way his eyes glazed over when he walked over a bridge or crossed a busy road.

Worried about the way he would never tell the truth, that he was such a good liar it even fooled her sometimes.

Worried about the way he kept distance between himself and his teammates, never letting anyone in.

Worried about the way his family used him, sucking him dry for his money, his reputation before throwing him away.

Worried about the way he went out almost every night, clubs, bars and stirp clubs all blurring together in one long line of alcohol and one night stands.

She loved her Ilyashua so much.

She refused to let him end up like his mother.

So when he started blushing—

when he started smiling, actually smiling, not that sharp smirk—

 

when he started giggling at his phone like a school girl with a crush-

Svetlana noticed.

Of course she noticed.

Ilya was her best friend. Her brother.

So of course she asked.

And of course Ilya lied.

He always lied when it was something that mattered.

Thankfully, Svetlana was a nosy bitch.

So she had no guilt over snooping over his shoulder and going through his phone on the rare occasion that he left it unattended.

Which is how she found out about ‘Jane’.

‘Jane’ who’s text messages went back as far as 2010.

‘Jane’ who message frequency had slowly increased from once a month to multiple times a day.

‘Jane’ who’s messages had started as thinly hidden flirts disguised as insults and places to meet but slowly turned to nothing and everything.

‘Jane’ who would message daily reminders to drink water and do the dishes.

‘Jane’ who would text links to cute animal videos on YouTube and ‘word of the day’

‘Jane’ who would nag at Ilya to clean his house and do his laundry

‘Jane’ who teased Ilya over missed goals and passes, then immediately turn around and tell him he would do better next game.

‘Jane’ who missed the punch line of multiple cheesy flirts Ilya would send.

“Jane,” who refused to sext in one message and sent a nude in the next.

‘Jane’ who was very clearly a ‘Shane’.

Svetlana didn’t try to be surprised by Ilya never deleting the pics even when told, based on his own texts he clearly treasured them similar to the way a poor man treasures gold.

So she asked and prodded, but Ilya was more silent than the graveyard he used to visit every Wednesday evening.

The only bits of information she every got out of him where so no spefic they could have been applied to anyone. Spoken into existence over expensive vodka from their shared homeland and only ever at night like it was too painful to mention in the light of day.

‘Jane’ liked to wear socks when they had sex and always folded their clothes beforehand, always shirt first then trousers.

‘Jane’ couldn’t stand the feeling of polyester, which had made Ilya throw out multiple shirts and cheap bed covers.

‘Jane’ who couldn’t stand Ilyas sports cars and hated it when he sped.

‘Jane’ was on a very strict diet and refused to break it no matter how hard Ilya tried.

‘Jane’ liked rough sex that left bruises but needed their hand held through it.

‘Jane’ loved to cuddle after sex but couldn’t stand laying in their own mess.

‘Jane’  loved to argue but would always give in eventually.

‘Jane’ who had a obsession, borderline compulsion to always win and would pout and sulk on the rare occasion they lost

‘Jane’ who was secretly an asshole, who loved to bitch about bad hockey players and plays. Who especially loved bitching at Ilya.

‘Jane’ who was neurotic about hockey, about fitness, about yoga, about sex, about bird watching, about textures, about winning, about food, about the specific layout of his suitcase and kitchen, and especially about Ilya.

Svetlana felt like she knew everything and nothing at the same time.

It would have been easier to become president than to get more information out of Ilya who kept any identifiable information locked down tight.

But he was happy.

Truly happy—in a way that lit up his eyes and put a spring in his step for what felt like the first time in his life.

So she stayed quiet.

Pretended not to notice his new addiction to his phone. Pretended not to hear the muffled phone sex when she stayed over.

Rolled her eyes at his badly hidden lies about travelling alone during the off-season, and his sudden distaste for clubs—as if his phone wasn’t lighting up with strict messages telling him to go home, drink water, and call.

She bit her tongue.

Waited.

Let Ilya come to her the way one might coax a stray cat—slowly, patiently, without pushing too hard.

Because Ilya might have been many things, but quiet about love was not one of them.

So there had to be a reason.

A reason he hadn’t told her about the man he was so obviously, hopelessly in love with.

She would let him come to her.

 

She found out on Twitter.

Of all places.

Twitter.

A TMZ post.

A dramatic image of a plane going down, paired with the headline:

“Ottawa centre’s plane missing after emergency landing.”

Her phone slipped from her hand.

Then her knees gave out.

The thin fabric of her pink yoga leggings did nothing to soften the impact as she hit the tiled floor.

It had been meant to be a simple trip.

Toronto. A match. Forty-eight hours, at most.

He was supposed to be home already.

Instead—

He was somewhere in the Canadian mountains.

That was all the flight tracker said.

Everyone knew what “emergency landing” really meant.

Crash.

A crash in the middle of snow-covered mountains.

Svetlana had seen enough films to know what that meant.

No survivors.

Her breath hitched.

He was dead.

Ilya was dead.

Gone.

A broken sound tore from her throat—half laugh, half sob—as she folded in on herself, bent over on the cold tile.

He was dead.

And he had never told her.

She never got to meet the love of his life.

She would never see him with the dog he always wanted.

Never see him with children of his own.

Her chest ached so violently she couldn’t breathe.

Her arms wrapped around herself as she rocked, trying—failing—to pull in air through the crushing weight of it.

She was alone.

Completely, utterly alone for the first time in her life.

Her friend.

Her brother.

Her twin.

The baby she had shared a crib with.

The boy she had shared a room with.

The man she had shared a life with.

Sleepovers. Holidays. Years and years of everything.

Gone.

Fuck.

How was she supposed to tell her мама? Her папа?

A scream ripped out of her, raw and jagged, echoing off the bathroom walls.

It was too much.

The grief. The shock. The sheer, overwhelming weight of it.

Her thoughts fractured, slipping through her fingers before she could hold onto any of them.

There was no space to think.

No space to breathe.

It was too heavy.

And there was no one to share it with—

Except…

There was.

“Jane.”

Jane would understand.

Jane—

No.

Shane.

She needed to find Shane.

 

Her heeled boots crunched against the snow as she stepped out of the Uber.

Shane Hollander’s parents’ house stood stark against the dark sky, so clouded that only the occasional star could be seen.

Ilya loved looking at the stars.

She shook her head, curls bouncing around her face as she resisted the urge to cry for what felt like the hundredth time that day. The plane from Boston to Montreal had left her with nothing to do but think. Nothing to do but think about Ilya. Think about whether he was scared. Think about whether he was in pain. Think about the feeling of falling—

No.

She wasn’t doing this again. She couldn’t do this again.

It had been surprisingly easy to find Shane Hollander’s address—well, his apartments at least. She could find no mention of the cottage Ilya had once rambled about drunkenly, something about loon birds for some reason.

She had gone to both apartments in Montreal first, but there had been no answer after knocking at each door for fifteen minutes.

This was a last-ditch attempt—trying Shane’s parents’ house. She didn’t know what she would do if she couldn’t find him. If she couldn’t find someone to share this pain with, this hurt sitting heavy in her chest, she didn’t know what she would do.

She knocked on the front door, the multiple cars in the driveway promising at least one person was home. She kept the knocks quiet, too aware of the time—3 a.m.—leaving the rest of the street dark in comparison to the house, still lit from within.

She knocked again, jolting at the sudden sound of something crashing behind the door.

The door was thrown open, light spilling out onto the wooden porch.

Shane Hollander stood in the doorway, dressed in sweatpants and an oversized Boston Raiders hoodie, panting as he braced himself against the frame.

He looked Svetlana up and down, his hopeful expression collapsing into devastation—into something raw and unguarded. It was clear he had been hoping it would be Ilya knocking on the door at 3 a.m., in some twisted form of denial.

Svetlana could do nothing but breathe.

Shane Hollander.

The man her best friend had been in love with for over ten years was standing in front of her for the first time.

Shane blinked at her, confusion flickering across his face before it shifted into recognition.

“Svetlana.”

“Shane.” Svetlana smiled for the first time since she had seen the news. “Or should I say… Jane?”

He let out a broken laugh, his smile wavering before his eyes filled with tears at the sound of the name given to him years ago.

“Of course he told you.”

She shook her head. “He didn’t. I figured it out. Ilyshua isn’t exactly subtle.”

“No, he really isn’t.”

“I’m pretty sure he was trying his hardest to stop us from meeting—to stop us from swapping his secrets and such.”

Shane let out a small chuckle. “I’ve been excited to meet you. Ilya has told me so much, he—”

He cut himself off, blinking rapidly as he tried to stop the tears from falling.

“I mean—he tells me—he used to tell me—”

Svetlana couldn’t stand it anymore. She stepped forward, wrapping her arms around his trembling shoulders.

“I needed to find you,” she whispered. “I needed to find someone who would understand.”

He froze—every inch of him still as stone, yet somehow as fragile as glass. Svetlana was certain he would shatter if she held him too tightly.

And Ilya wasn’t here to put him back together.

Strong arms wrapped around her waist, Shane burying his face into the curve of her neck. She felt the tears immediately.

She didn’t know whose knees gave out first—hers or his—but they ended up on the ground either way.

She began rocking them gently, clutching onto his hoodie—one that still smelled like Ilya—so tightly her fingertips turned white.

Tears welled in her eyes again, and this time she didn’t try to stop them. She cried into his hair as he cried into her neck.

The only two people in the world who truly understood what had been lost that day—clinging to each other like it might somehow bring him back.

But nothing could bring him back.

 

She didn’t know how they ended up together in Shanes childhood bed, had only felt multiple pairs of hands gripping onto them both and leading them upstairs before pushing them into soft bed covered in too many pillows.

She flicked one lazy glance across the room. It had been wrecked. Clothes pulled out of the draw and thrown around the room, lamp smashed against the floor, books pulled out and left ripped out, mirror smashed and pictures torn.

The obvious perpetrator laid still next her, pale and with a fever Svetlana could feel from their clasped together hands that laid in between them.

“Ilya always said jane was a neat freak.” Her words broke the silence that seemed to weigh the whole room down.

Shane blinked, red rimmed eyes opening only to stare futilely over her shoulder, expression unchanging.

“Ilya didn’t even used to have a separate hand towel and bath towel. He has no space to talk about being ‘clean’.” Shane scoffed, he looked around the room and bite his lip. “I might have had a meltdown.”

He rubbed his head against the pillow and only now could Svetlana see the fresh bruises blooming on the side of his head, alongside a faint bald spot.

She hummed uselessly, tighting her grip on his hand.

“Ilya once gave me his trousers after I bleed through my pants in school and walked home in his boxer shorts in -18 weather.” She said randomly, despite to change the conversation.

Shanes lips trembled before pressing them closed, visible gathering himself.

“He drove 6 hours overnight to Montral and back in the morning for afternoon practice because I told him I missed him.”

“I told him I missed the taste of proper Russian food and spent the next month tracking down the best Russian café in Boston.”

“He saw me squinting in his home gym and the next time i went to his house he had installed dimmers.”

“I told him I missed my mama and he secretly flew her out for a surprise party.”

“I struggle with food,” Shane eyes flicked to her once, the only sign of his unease. “He signed himself up for a cooking class so that he could make food I could eat.”

“I’m bisexual.” She swallowed, still nervous around those words like she was back in Russia and the consequence was prison. “I refused to accept it for the longest time. Ilya used to help me pick up girls and would follow us back for a ‘threesome’ then pretend to fall asleep on the sofa.”

“I had a nightmare he crashed his motorcycle, and he sold it the next day.”

“He found out I was being bullied in middle school and got into a fight he knew he would lose just to stand up for me.”

Shane huffed wetly, “Of course he did. He found out I struggle touching polyester and threw out all his bed sheets and brought Egyptian cotton instead.”

“I know.” Svetlana laughed, “He also replaced all his t-shirts. Complained to me that adidas used it in almost all their clothes.”

Shane blinked rapidly, “He didn’t tell me that.”

Svetlana swallowed, “I think that was the point. He wanted to be safe for you.”

“He was.” Shane took a trembling breath. “He is. He was always safe for me, from the second I met him.”

“I understand.” She tried to smile. “I lost my virginity to him. He was perfect to me.”

“So did I.” He let out a wet laugh. “I didn’t know what the fuck I was doing, but then he was there. Just…so certain and knowing. I felt like he knew me better than myself the first time he touched me.”

Tears dripped down his face to soak the pillow as he shook his head in almost denial.

“He ruined me.” He chocked out, “How am I meant to go on?  He was perfect and he was mine and he’s gone.” He started to breath heavy, grip tightening so much so it hurt but Svetlana couldn’t find it in herself to let go. “Fuck! Theres no one else. He was it. He was mine. I can’t – I can’t do this. I Can’t do this without him. I need him – he needs to – shit! Fuck! I can’t live without him - I can’t breath –“

He tried to stand up but Svetlana particle rolled on top of him, trying her best to press him into the mattress. She tried to stroke his hair, resisting his attempts to push her off, trying to remember what Ilya had told her.

“Its ok. I’m here.” She tried to blink the tears out of her eyes, keeping her voice low the way Ilya said he did. She tighter her grip on his wrists, pressing them into the mattress to stop him from tugging his own hair. “Everything’s going to be ok. You’re going to be ok.”

“No I’m not!” He spat out, pressing his head back into his pillow with his eyes scrunched together. “Nothing is going to be ok every again. I am not going to be ok every again. Ilya is dead. Dead! I can’t do this without him.”

He let out a mix between a groan and cry that seemed to be pulled from the very depths of his soul. It made her arm hair raise just hearing it, she resistered the urge to let out her own scream.

She didn’t move. Let Shane push and pull against her. Let their tears mix together on the pillow. Tried not to imagine tomorrow and the day after that. The rest of their days that will never have Ilya in them again.

Fuck.

Ilya.

 

The bed was cold. She didn’t know why she woke up, but maybe out of some wistful thinking she had thrown her arm over to the other side of the bed in hopes of finding a familiar warmth. Instead, she found cold sheets, rumpled like someone had left in a rush.

Svetlana got up, determined to find Shane. Ilya wouldn’t want him to be alone. She couldn’t do much, but she could do this.

The stairs creaked as she went down them and she winced at the possibility of waking Shane’s parents. She looked around, hoping to find some sort of sign of where Shane could be.

A cold draft caught her attention. Looking towards the hallway that led to the back door, she saw it was open.

She crept over, opening it wider to reveal the back porch leading out to the forest. She found Shane sitting on the porch floor, legs dangling over the side, feet touching the grass.

He was still wearing his socks, white but now covered in grass stains and soaked with moisture — a texture nightmare. A sign of how dark his mental state was, from what Svetlana knew through Ilya.

He was staring into the sky, but his eyes were lost, his face still flushed with tear tracks. He was only wearing joggers and a worn t-shirt that she knew used to be Ilya’s — nowhere near enough protection from the -4 weather — yet he seemed to ignore his fingertips turning blue.

She took a deep breath, preparing herself to talk Shane off the edge he was so clearly approaching.

A hand on her shoulder made her jump, whipping around to meet blue eyes, wrinkled at the corners. Brown hair flecked with grey framed his face, messy as if someone had spent hours running their hands through it.

David Hollander, she assumed.

He nodded once, his hand on her shoulder softly pushing her back into the house — a clear sign that he would handle it.

He walked over slowly but confidently, bare feet slapping against the damp wooden floor.

“Hey, baby,” his voice was soft, almost a coo, and now Svetlana had an insight into what Shane’s childhood might have been like.

Shane didn’t react, still staring aimlessly into the distance, not moving and barely breathing.

David pursed his lips, visibly trying to hold back his own devastation at the state of his son.

“My darling? I need you to get up.”

Shane once again didn’t move, ignoring his dad’s hands now tugging softly at his shoulders, swaying slightly without a single sign of resistance.

David let out a deep sigh. “Baby, I’m sorry, but I can’t carry you anymore. You’ve grown too big.” And God, he really did sound genuinely apologetic, like not being able to pick up his 5’10, over 200-pound professional hockey player son in his late-50s was a personal failing, not just time passing. “Come on, help your dad out. Stand up, please.”

Shane blinked, turning away from the still-cloudy night sky to look at David. He stood up almost mechanically, straightening so rigidly he could have had a steel rod in his spine.

“That’s it, baby. Come here.” David pulled Shane into his arms, ignoring the lack of response. He started rocking back and forth, trailing one hand up and down his back. “Let’s sit down, my darling, yeah? We can sit on the porch swing.”

David looked over to Svetlana then, leading Shane over to the bench swing attached to the roof, tucked close to the wall. “Svetlana, was it? Could you please grab the thick blanket next to the TV? It’s in the wicker basket — just open the lid.”

“Da, of course.” She nodded, slipping back into the house and heading to the living room.

She found the blanket easily, bright green and blue, clearly well-worn and used. For a split second she saw, clear as day, a younger Shane curled up on the sofa with the blanket, watching hockey tapes.

Svetlana walked back outside, turning to find both men now curled together on the swing. David had pulled his son onto his lap, Shane sitting sideways with his legs stretched along the bench, his head tucked into the crook of his neck.

It was almost comical — it should have been comical — a man of Shane’s stature curled up small enough to barely fit into his father’s lap.

Yet Svetlana’s heart only ached.

If Ilya were here, he would already be cooing over the cuteness, most likely taking hundreds of pictures with loud delight.

David had one foot on the floor, the other curled on the bench to support Shanes frame better. He was humming softly as he used his foot to rock them back and forth, one hand stroking Shane’s hair and the other wrapped around him to keep him close.

“Dad’s here, baby. I’m here and I’m not going anywhere, okay? We’re just going to sit here and watch the forest.”

Shane still didn’t move, staring blankly into the dark, his face expressionless.

Svetlana passed the blanket over, helping spread it across their tangled bodies, nodding once at David’s quiet thanks.

She stood there for a moment, debating whether to go back inside or stay. It was so clearly a private moment, but she still felt a duty to Ilya not to leave Shane alone. But he wasn’t alone, was he?

His dad was here.

A harsh gust of wind suddenly whipped her hair across her face, and she shivered as she realised how cold she was, still in her shirt and trousers from the airport.

The wind seemed to stir something in Shane. He suddenly took a deep inhale that broke the heavy silence. He blinked rapidly, eyes darting around as if he’d only just realised he was outside. He reached for David’s arm, gripping it tightly, pulling it closer.

David just hummed, not stopping the motion of the swing or his fingers in Shane’s hair, only pulling him closer and tightening his hold.

“Dad?”

“I’m here, baby.”

“Ilya’s car insurance runs out next week. I need to—I need to call them. Ilya loves that stupid car, he would—when he comes back. When he comes back, he’s going to want to drive it. He always wants to drive after he’s been flying.” Shane’s voice trembled, his hands repeatedly clenching and releasing the fabric of David’s sweater. “He’s going to want to drive it, Dad. I need to call them. I can’t let—Daddy, he’s going to want to drive.”

“Shh,” David cooed, nuzzling into the top of Shane’s head and taking a shaky breath, clearly trying to stop his own tears from falling. “Daddy’s here, baby. Daddy’s going to fix it, okay? I’ll call the insurance company in the morning, first thing. Don’t you worry about a single thing. It’s going to be ok.”

Shane tucked his face back into the crook of his dad’s neck, letting out an open-mouthed sob — a broken, guttural sound that made the hair on Svetlana’s arms stand up.

It was almost primal, a sound of such raw grief and mourning that it made tears well up in her eyes, already sore from how much she’d cried.

David let out a pained noise of his own, his eyes turning glassy as he pulled Shane impossibly closer, like he was no bigger than the baby he used to be.

Shane’s arms suddenly wrenched up, knocking David’s away as his hands tangled into his own hair, yanking hard. He groaned in frustration when whatever sensation he was chasing didn’t come, pulling harder.

“Fuck—baby. Shane, stop it,” David said, panic creeping into his voice as he tried to pry Shane’s hands free. “Darling, come on. I know it hurts, I’m sorry. Just let go. Please, let go.”

His voice grew more frantic as Shane only pulled harder, his eyes going distant, his movements turning almost robotic.

“My darling, please don’t hurt yourself. Please, Shane. Let me get your pull string? Or your fidget block? Shane, baby—shit.”

David hissed as he finally managed to knock Shane’s hands away, quickly covering as much of Shane’s hair as he could with his own hand. He grunted in pain as Shane’s nails dug into the back of it.

But he didn’t move.

Didn’t pull away.

He just clenched his jaw and took it, refusing to let Shane hurt himself again.

“It’s okay. It’s going to be okay.”

The words seemed to snap something in Shane. His hands dropped, clutching tightly at David’s sweater again.

“It’s not okay,” he choked. “It’s never going to be okay. Ilya is dead. Ilya is dead and he’s never coming back—he’s never coming back to me again. How am I meant to go on? We had a plan. We had a plan—it’s gone. It’s gone and it’s ruined—I’m ruined.”

“You’re not ruined,” David said immediately, voice firm despite the shake in it. “You could never be ruined. You’re perfect.”

That only made Shane sob harder, shaking his head violently.

“I’m not perfect. We were perfect. He was perfect. We were going to get married. We had a plan and now it’s ruined.”

Then, suddenly—

Shane froze.

His eyes went distant again, something in him slipping away, and Svetlana finally understood what Ilya meant when he said ‘Jane’ sometimes left.

“I can’t do this without him.”

His voice was the calmest she had heard it yet. No tremble. No broken breaths.

Just quiet.

Still.

Almost peaceful.

Svetlana felt cold all over.

And David—David looked terrified.

He pulled Shane closer immediately, holding him like he could anchor him there through sheer force.

“You’re making assumptions, baby,” he said quickly, words tight, urgent. “They’re still looking for him. They could have landed somewhere safe. He could just be waiting for someone to find him.” He sucked in a sharp breath. “He’s not gone. He’s not gone, so don’t you dare go, Shane.”

David cupped Shane’s face, forcing him to look up. He didn’t flinch when Shane resisted, pushing him away and avoiding eye contact.

His voice dropped, heavy and serious.

“I’m not joking. If you ever feel like that, you come and find me. I will fix it. Dad will fix it.”

He swallowed hard.

“Daddy will fix it.” He whispered to himself.

Svetlana wiped at the tears she hadn’t realised had fallen, trying to steady herself.

A part of her — a part she didn’t like — had always thought Ilya loved Shane more than Shane loved him. She had judged what she thought was Shane’s lack of commitment, especially when Ilya had given up so much for their relationship. Russia, his family, his mother’s grave, the team that had helped shape him into one of the best hockey players in the world, the same team that would have won him multiple Stanly cups and full of his friends that had watched him turn from a cocky teenager to a confidant adult.

From her perspective, it had always felt one-sided.

But standing here, watching him fall apart in his father’s arms, seeking comfort like a child while his world collapsed around him—

It was devastating.

Svetlana wanted to scream.

She wanted to scream and cry and break something.

“Come on,” David patted Shane on the leg, a gentle signal to stand. “It’s time for bed. We can talk about this in the morning—”

“What? No. There’s nothing to talk about.”

“I— you can’t— okay. Okay, honey.” He sighed, guiding Shane toward the door. “Do you want to sleep with me and Mom tonight?”

“I—no,” Shane said, hesitating. “I’m 26. I’m an adult. I can’t sleep with my parents like I’m still a baby.”

“You will always be my baby.”

David brought Shane to a stop, turning him to face him. He framed his head with one hand and pulled him down slightly to press a kiss to the top of it.

“It doesn’t matter how old you get, you’re my son. The second the nurse placed you in my arms you become the most important thing in my life, my little baby boy with the littlest toes and the cutest nose. You could be in your 60s and still crawl into our bed, and it would be no different from when you were a toddler scared of the cupboard monster.”

“That cupboard was haunted, and I stand by that.”

David rolled his eyes, clearly this wasn’t the first time this had come up, but a small grin tugged at the corner of his mouth.

“It creaked, Shane, because your mother never let me oil the hinges because of the antique wood,” he huffed. “Come on, my little darling. Time to go to bed. I’ll stroke your hair until you fall asleep, okay?”

David glanced over his shoulder at Svetlana as he started toward the door.

“You too, Svetlana. Nothing good happens this late at night. Nature’s way of making sure everyone’s asleep when they’re meant to be.”

“Da—yes. Just give me a second. I’ll lock the door after.”

David nodded, leading Shane toward the stairs.

Svetlana turned back toward the woods, wrapping her arms around herself as the cold settled into her bones.

Snow lay thick across the ground, covering the trees, the grass, everything that had been unfortunate enough to be left outside.

It was beautiful.

The kind of beauty she remembered from Russian winters—when the air was so cold it felt like knives in her lungs, when the snow was so white and untouched it reflected the stars, not just the moon.

No wonder Ilya loved it.

A sudden flutter of wings made her jump.

She turned sharply, spotting a bird perched on a thin, lonely branch jutting from one of the trees.

It was watching her.

Still.

Unmoving.

Then it opened its beak—

A sound broke the silence. Low. Haunting. Not unlike a wolf’s call.

A loon.

The bird tattooed on Ilya. The bird for Shane.

Her breath caught.

For a second—just a second—something in her chest lifted.

Hope.

She turned quickly, walking back inside before it could take root.

It could be a sign.

It was a sign.

No.

It couldn’t be.

Because if she let herself believe it was—

And the rescue team found Ilya’s body cold and empty—

She wouldn’t survive losing him twice.

It wasn’t a sign.

It couldn’t be.

 

She woke up to screaming.

She rushed downstairs, instinct kicking in after a lifetime of breaking up arguments between Ilya and his family.

“Shane. Stop for a minute and think. The plane was over the mountain range when the signal was lost. It could be anywhere. There is no way you could possibly find it when the rescue services can’t.”

It was a female voice. Shane’s mother — Yuna Hollander, Svetlana assumed.

“I don’t care.”

“Shane!” Yuna huffed. “The rescue services have multiple helicopters flying over the range. If the plane can be found, they will find it.”

“That’s not good enough.” Shane shot back, his voice flat but tight with frustration. “I have the money. I have the ability. I can find him.”

“Find him? This isn’t some stupid movie, Shane. You can’t just pack a bag and go hiking into the country’s most dangerous mountain range on a futile search.”

“Don’t say it like that.”

“Like what?” Yuna snapped.

“Like it’s not worth it. Like he’s not worth it.”

Shane’s breathing turned sharp, uneven. “Don’t—you can’t—”

“Shane, baby, you need to calm down. I need you to take a breath.”

“FUCK YOU! Don’t tell me to calm down!”

“I know this is hard, but you need to—”

“Fuck off.”

“Don’t you dare talk to me like that, Shane Hollander!”

“No. No, you don’t get to dictate my words after what you fucking said earlier.”

“Which I apologised for!”

“I don’t give a shit. Ilya could be dead. He could be injured or scared and I might never see him again. And you were worried about a statement. A statement about shit that doesn’t matter—”

“You had a public breakdown, Shane! People don’t react like that over their friends. People were getting suspicious—”

“I don’t give a fuck! Ilya could be dead. Nothing else matters! Why can’t you see that? You’ve never seen it. You’ve never accepted it—”

“Now hold on, Shane. That’s too far.”

David’s voice cut in, firm but controlled.

“You know your mother has supported your relationship since the moment she found out.”

“Don’t give me that shit, Dad.”

Shane sneered.

Actually sneered.

Svetlana’s mouth dropped open from where she stood hidden behind the corner. She had never thought Shane capable of that kind of bitterness. That kind of anger.

Canada’s golden boy.

“Mom has always cared more about my reputation — my image — than anything else. Doesn’t matter how many brand deals or press releases I do, how hard I work to keep everything fucking perfect. Not to mention the actual hockey. I am the best player in the league, one of the greatest players in history, and that’s still not enough for you!”

“That’s not true!”

“Bullshit!” Shane snarled. “I couldn’t even get ten minutes after telling you my biggest secret — something I was terrified to share, something I struggled with since I was a teenager — something I only admitted to myself after facing the possibility of losing the man I’ve loved since I was eighteen.”

His voice broke. A strangled sound tore from his chest.

“I told you I was gay. That I’ve been in love since my rookie year. And the first thing you cared about was whether I’d lose sponsors—”

“You know it wasn’t like that, Shane. I only do this for you—” Yuna’s voice rose, frustration bleeding through.

“You do this for you!” Shane cut her off, voice shaking with rage. “Because I’m your son. Because I’m an extension of you. And God forbid I’m not fucking perfect. That I don’t have the perfect image. That I don’t make a ridiculous amount of money from brands and adverts — not to mention my fucking contract — money I said I didn’t need.”

He laughed bitterly.

“That’s what matters, right, Mom? Right? What I want, what I feel, who I love — none of that actually matters, does it?”

Silence fell.

Heavy.

Broken only by Shane’s sharp, breathless inhales.

“FUCKING ANSWER ME!”

A trembling inhale.

Then—

“I’m sorry.”

Yuna’s voice cracked, thick with tears.

“Fuck—baby. I’m sorry. I’m really sorry, baby. You’re right. You are so right.”

Her voice broke completely.

“I love you. I love you so much. I’m sorry, baby.” She took a shaky breath. “I love you, and I love you even more for bringing Ilya into this family. I love him, and I am devastated over what is happening. You know I cope with stress by working, but that doesn’t make it excusable. I’m so worried about him, and this is the only way I know how to cope. But I should have remembered that while I’m struggling over losing someone who’s like a son to me, you are losing the love of your life.”

“I’m not losing anything,” Shane shot back immediately. “He’s alive. He has to be. We’ve gone through too much, for too long, for it to be ended by a fucking plane crash of all things. The valley is seven hours away by car, then I can charter a helicopter to drop me at their last recorded location. I’m going to find him.”

Svetlana’s mouth dropped open.

She knew Ilya would go to the ends of the earth for Shane, and apparently the feeling went both ways. Or at least to the top of a mountain.

“Shane…” Yuna sounded completely speechless, and Svetlana didn’t fucking blame her. “Shane, that’s crazy. That’s actually fucking crazy.”

“I don’t care.”

“Well, I do! You are my son! My only child! I am not letting you—”

“Let me? Let me?” Shane snapped. “I am a full-grown man, as you always seem to forget. There is no ‘letting’ me. I’m not asking you — I’m telling you. I leave tomorrow.”

There was a shuffle, like Shane was trying to walk away but had been stopped.

“No. We are talking about this, young man.”

“There’s nothing to talk about.”

“Listen to your mother, Shane.”

“You can’t change my mind. Either Ilya is alive and waiting to be found — in which case I will not fail him — or he’s dead, and he’s waiting for me to catch up.”

“Baby…” David’s voice trembled, thick with fear. “Baby, please don’t talk like that. Please. Ilya wouldn’t want you to say that.”

“Well, I guess we’ll find out when I find him.”

“Your acting crazy Shane. That mountain is only slightly smaller than mount Everist. You need to train for it for months, have the proper supplies and God knows what else. You’ll die! “

“I don’t care.”

The sound of glass shattering rang out. Svetlana flinched — the flower vase on the side table, most likely.

“Shit! Fuck! Fine! Fucking fine!” Yuna screamed, her voice tipping into hysteria. “Why not? Let’s all go on a nice hike across one of the most dangerous mountain ranges in the country. I’ve always loved bears and wolves — why not meet them up close and personal when they fucking eat us? Hopefully we’ll be dead from starvation and frostbite before they do. That’s fine. Family bonding.”

“What???” Shane sounded genuinely baffled. “No, Mom. You’re not coming. I’m going alone.”

“You are not doing this alone, Shane.”

“Your mother’s right. If you’re really committed to this, we’re coming with you. Three pairs of eyes are better than one.”

“What?! Dad, no. You’re not coming either. Neither of you are. I love you, but it’s too dangerous. There’s going to be climbing, paragliding, hiking mountains so steep I’ll be crawling and fucking more that I can’t even think about right now. I’m an athlete in my physical prime — I have the strength and stamina for it. You don’t.”

Svetlana peeked around the corner, her heart hammering.

Yuna stood directly in front of Shane, gripping his hand to stop him from leaving. Pure anguish twisted across her face, tears falling despite her desperate attempts to wipe them away.

David stood just behind her, one arm wrapped around her waist, the other gripping Shane’s shoulder tightly — like he could hold him in place through sheer force.

“私の奇跡, please,” Yuna whispered, lifting her hands to frame his face, pulling him down to press a kiss to his forehead. “ベイビー、お願い。私たちに行かせて。私たちに手伝わせて。”

(My miracle, please. Baby, please. Let us come. Let us help you.)

Shane sniffed, trying to hold back his own tears, tilting his head to rest against his mother’s.

David stepped closer, moving his hand from Shane’s shoulder to wrap around him, pulling them both in. Shane folded into it automatically, making himself smaller, letting David pull them into one tight embrace.

Svetlana blinked rapidly, fighting the urge to sniff, afraid they would realise she was there.

Ilya had never told her much about Shane’s parents — not even their names — but he had told her some.

That they loved Shane more than he thought was possible.

That he was the centre of their world.

That they thought he was perfect.

That they had always thought he was perfect and always would, but that it was something that had turned on him in adulthood and left Shane anxious, constantly willing to do whatever his mom wanted to keep that ‘perfect’ status.

That they had supported him immediately when he came out — and even apologised.

Apologised for not being supportive enough. For making him feel like he had to hide it. For making him think he would disappoint them.

Ilya had always said that part with quiet wonder.

And just a hint of jealousy.

Because the idea of parents apologising for not being supportive enough — for fearing they might disappoint their child — was a foreign concept where they came from. In Russia, parents agreeing to keep it quiet and not turn you over to the police was considered a good reaction.

She loved her parents, and she knew they loved her. Growing up, she had been a complete papa’s girl — and, to be honest, she still was. Her papa used to let her get away with murder, had used his connections to find her an apartment and a job in Boston simply because she asked. Her mother had always been there for her too, even if she was slightly distant in the way many Russian mothers were. She wasn’t the most affectionate, but Svetlana knew she had always tried. And that meant so much more to her than her mother realised.

But if Svetlana had told them she planned to wander into the mountains in the snow on the slim chance she could find Ilya, they would have been far more likely to lock her in her room and call a psychiatric ward than join her.

“申し訳ありません。できません。危険すぎるので、あなたたちの命を危険にさらすわけにはいきません。” Shane sniffed. “私は大丈夫。彼を見つけて連れ戻す。そうすれば全て元通りになる。”

(I’m sorry. I can’t. It’s too dangerous — I can’t risk your lives. I’ll be fine. I’ll find him and bring him back. Then everything will go back to normal.)

Tears now streamed freely down Yuna’s face, her breath hitching as she struggled to inhale. Her nails dug into Shane’s cheeks hard enough to mark, though he didn’t protest. His own tears fell just as quickly, while David shushed softly and began swaying them both back and forth.

Yuna seemed to realise what she was doing, jerking her hands away as if burned, before immediately bringing them back to wipe his tears.

Svetlana almost smiled at the automatic, deeply ingrained motherly instinct.

“お前は死ぬだろう。” Yuna whispered, frantically cradling his face. “お願い。お願い。お願いだから！そんなことしないで、ベイビー。お願いだから、私にそんなことしないで。”

Svetlana didn’t speak Japanese, but she didn’t need to. The desperation in Yuna’s voice translated well enough.

(You’ll die. Please. Please. Please! Don’t do this, baby. Please don’t do this to me.)

Shane let out a quiet breath, offering a small, bittersweet smile.

“ごめんね、お母さん。でも、こうするしかないんだ。”

(I’m sorry, Mom. I have to do this.)

Yuna let out a cry that Svetlana felt in her bones, clapping a hand over her own mouth to stop her own sob from escaping.

Suddenly, Yuna shoved them both back, breaking David’s desperate hold — the one he seemed intent on never letting go of — and dropped to her knees sobbing.

“Darling—!”

“Mom—!”

Shane dropped to his knees in front of her, devastation, guilt, and something close to horror etched across his face. He grabbed her shoulders, pulling her into a tight embrace as both of them began crying openly.

“お願いだから、そんなことしないで、ママ。ごめんなさい。本当にごめんなさい。でも、ママは来られないの。もしママに何かあったら、私は自分を許せないし、生きていけないわ。”

(Please don’t do that, Mama. I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. But you can’t come. If something happened to you, I would never forgive myself. I couldn’t live with it.)

Yuna’s face twisted, grief morphing sharply into anger. She shoved Shane back by the shoulders — but didn’t let go.

“But you expect me to?” she snarled. “You expect me to let my son — my only child, my baby — walk towards death alone?”

Her voice broke, but she pushed through it.

“I love you, Shane. I love you so much it hurts, in a way you won’t understand until you have your own children. You are mine. My blood, my DNA. I grew every single cell of you. For nine months we were one. Our souls have been connected since the very beginning.”

Her grip tightened.

“I worked so hard for you. Waited for you. Prayed until my knees went numb. Years of negative tests. Miscarriages. And then you were there — my miracle. My heart and soul walking around in a world where I can’t always protect you.”

Shane sobbed, collapsing forward into the crook of her neck again. This time, she didn’t stop him — instead tangling her hand in his hair, gripping tightly.

David knelt beside them now, silent tears slipping down his face as he let Yuna take the lead.

“You are my heart and soul, Shane,” she whispered. “The living proof of the love I share with your father. I will not let you walk towards death alone. You can refuse all you want, but we will follow you anyway. I don’t care if we die — at least we’ll die with you.”

“Mom—”

“She’s right, baby,” David said hoarsely. “We’re coming, whether you like it or not.”

“But Dad—”

“No.” His voice hardened. “I refuse to outlive my child. Either we do this together — no matter what happens — or I will lock you in your room for the rest of your life if I have to. I swear to God, Shane, don’t test me on this.”

“But you— you could die.”

“I don’t care,” Yuna said, a hysterical laugh escaping her. “You’re not going alone. It’s too dangerous. So I guess we’re all going on a family walk.”

“Mama,” Shane pleaded, voice cracking. “Please don’t do this. I’ll be fine on my own. I can do this—”

Svetlana didn’t know what came over her.

Maybe it was the lack of sleep. The lack of food. Or the way she hadn’t felt warm since hearing the news — like all her emotions were trapped behind glass. She could see them, but she couldn’t feel them fully yet. Didn’t want to. Because she knew, if she did, it might destroy her.

Maybe she just wanted to stay in denial a little longer.

Maybe she didn’t want to imagine a world without her best friend.

She didn’t know.

But she stepped around the corner anyway, refusing to flinch as three heads — all in different stages of grief and hysteria — snapped toward her.

“I’ll go.”

 

Which is what led to now.

Now being Svetlana panting as she dug her hiking pole into the snow, barely able to grasp it through her thick thermal gloves, her foot slipping for the hundredth fucking time.

This was a horrible decision. It really was. Svetlana had never wanted to kill herself more than in this moment. Fuck those skinny white nerds on TikTok and YouTube — hiking in harsh, cold, snowy conditions was not nearly as enjoyable as they always made it seem.

In fact, after this was all over, she was going to hunt down that john fucker who kept taking his young son on mountain trips. Then she was going to pour herself a glass of wine in a flower vase with her favourite extra-long twisty straw. Then she was going to have a bath so hot she’d feel like a lobster being boiled alive. And then she was going to get on her soft, comfy couch, wrap herself in ten different blankets, and watch The Middle on repeat.

Fuck Shane for deciding to go on this mission to hell.

Fuck Ilya for making her feel like she had a duty to follow him.

Fuck David for putting the idea in Shane’s head in the first place.

Fuck the helicopter guy who had looked extremely confused and concerned but still accepted the money Shane handed over to fly them to the base of the mountains.

Fuck the mountains for not being flat — for just existing, really.

Fuck herself for doing yoga and Pilates, for being fit enough that when she’d said she was coming, Shane had just shrugged and said okay. (Though, to be fair, that might have had more to do with him having an excuse to stop his parents from coming.)

Fuck the snow.

Fuck Shane.

Fuck Ilya.

Fuck the stone in her shoe.

Fuck the sun reflecting off the white powder, creating a breathtaking view she couldn’t appreciate because she was quite literally breathless.

Fuck her heavy-as-ass backpack, full of gear, a GPS tracker, and a satellite phone that was breaking her back like it had been specifically designed for that purpose.

Fuck the bear that was surely going to come and eat her, saving her from the misery.

“Svetlana, you need to increase your pace. We’re not going to make the halfway point by night at this rate.”

Did she say fuck Shane? Because she seriously meant it.

Fuck Shane Hollander.

He turned from where he was standing, staring at what might once have been a footpath, raising an eyebrow at her.

“You doing alright? I can tie your sleeping bag to my pack.”

Aw. Now she felt mean.

She shook her head. “Нет — no. I am fine. Just pulling on my back.”

Shane walked towards her, ignoring her protests as he untied her sleeping bag from the top of her pack and secured it onto his own. Then he motioned for her to turn around.

She frowned in confusion but did so anyway, jumping slightly at the unexpected feeling of his hands on her sides as he tightened the straps around her waist.

“That better?”

She wiggled, then stilled. “Oh.” The weight shifted to her hips instead of her spine. “Da. Much better.”

“I told you to tighten the straps,” he said, a hint of smugness in his voice, paired with a one-sided smile.

God, Svetlana could really understand what Ilya meant by ‘secret asshole’.

She rolled her eyes. “I did tighten them.”

“Obviously not enough.”

She sighed, tilting her head to stare at the sky, which was slowly beginning to darken — not a cloud in sight. Objectively, it was a beautiful day. A beautiful day if one wasn’t in the middle of a mountain range known for being one of the most dangerous in the country, where nine people died every year.

She wiggled her toes — buried under four pairs of socks inside waterproof boots — and stepped forward to follow Shane, who had already started up the incline toward the first peak, where the halfway cabin sat.

 

“Bon appétit.”

Shane placed a steel bowl of something between stew and soup in front of her as she sat in a rickety chair at a table that looked like it had survived at least seven regime changes.

The wooden cabin Shane had led them too looked as if it had been built by one man with a saw and a dream. Svetlana was worried one harsh gust of wind would cause it to come crashing down on her, the roof with a slight leak in the corner and the former window had been boarded up after the glass had broken.

Shane had warned her that these halfway cabins had been built using hand tools and surrounding resources and well, he was wasn’t lying.

“What is this?” she asked flatly, too tired to care if she sounded rude.

“Food,” he replied, just as flat, looking equally exhausted.

Oh. Fair enough.

She hummed and used her collapsible spoon to scoop up what looked like dried jerky rehydrated in stock.

Shane took a bite of his own, then coughed, drawing her attention.

“It’s 21:34,” he said, pulling out his satellite phone. “I think it would be best if we go straight to sleep and leave at first light. Sunrise is at 04:43. If we leave at 05:10, we should reach the last known location by 19:38 if we keep the same pace as today.”

He nodded once — approval, quiet but clear. Captain energy.

“We’ll do a quick search for any trace of the plane. If we don’t find anything, we set up the tent and follow the flight path in the morning.”

“Tent?”

“Yes. There are more cabins, but none in the direction we’re heading. Or at least none that are written down.”

Her eyebrows lifted. “What? People just… wander into the wilderness and build houses?”

“They’re not meant to,” Shane snorted. “But the range is too big to patrol properly. There’s, like, a whole unofficial group of people who just… move out here. Avoid taxes. Live off the land.”

Svetlana let out a short laugh. “Bet Ilya loves that.”

Shane smiled faintly, looking down at the table. “Yeah. He said something about people getting eaten by a dragon. And a snake.”

“Da. The Zmey Gorynych and Azhdaya,” she said, smiling. “Ilya loved folklore.”

Shane rolled his eyes. “He kept saying that—” He stopped, swallowing hard. “He kept saying he wished we—”

His voice broke.

Svetlana reached across the table, placing her hand over his trembling one.

“We’re going to find him.”

The certainty in her own voice surprised her.

“I did not just spend thirteen hours walking in minus-eleven temperatures for nothing. We will find him.”

Dead or alive, she thought — but didn’t say.

Shane looked… off. Not empty like before but still off. Something sharper. Edged. His eyes too bright, too manic, movements too tight.

She wasn’t sure which was worse.

She cleared her throat, shifting the conversation. “You said patrols don’t come out this far?”

“They don’t. Not on foot. Helicopters only, unless they have a confirmed location.”

She blinked. “Then how are we going to signal them?”

Shane raised an eyebrow. “I have a flare gun, a satellite phone — two, actually — enough GPS trackers on me to qualify as radioactive, and a radio to call the ground patrol.”

“Wait. You just said there’s no ground patrol.”

“There is now.” He took another bite. “Turns out eleven million can do a lot.”

She choked on a laugh. “You what?”

Shane blushed. “I had to do something. Protocol says they stop searching after fourteen days. That’s not long enough. I thought… a little bit of money might help change that.”

“‘A little bit of money’?” she repeated, incredulous. “Боже, ты такой же сумасшедший, как и он.”

(God, you’re just as crazy as him.)

“I can’t believe you’re that rich that you’re brushing off eleven million.”

“I’m not brushing it off!” Shane squeaked. “I had to sell one of my apartment buildings!”

“Ah,” Svetlana nodded knowingly. “Da. Ilya told me about your real estate fetish.”

“It’s not a fetish! God, I can’t believe he told you that.”

She laughed all the way to bed, collapsing onto Shane — since they had decided to share a sleeping bag for warmth — only for him to immediately shove her off with a scowl.

She was starting to understand Ilya’s obsession with him.

She just wasn’t sure if that was a good thing or not.

 

She was back to hating Shane Hollander.

Seriously, fuck that man.

Did she volunteer to come along? Yes.

Does that technically mean the blisters on her ankles, the numbness in her fingertips, the burn in her thighs, the ache in every single muscle — and the less said about her hair, the better — were all her fault? Yes.

Was she going to blame Shane instead? Also yes.

If the bear didn’t get to him, she would.

She looked around, half-hoping to spot one wandering nearby so she could lure it closer with the promise of a meal. Instead, all she saw were rocky inclines covered in untouched white snow.

“Svetlana,” Shane called from ahead, pointing to the top of a small hill. “We just need to pass over that point, and we should be able to see the last known location. We can have a quick look around, then I’ll set up the tent.”

Oh, thank God.

Her feet were screaming, and she was starting to worry she wouldn’t be able to go much further. She couldn’t wait to sit down.

She hurried towards him, a burst of new energy carrying her forward at the promise of rest. They crossed the hill quickly, pausing only briefly at the top to look around.

She couldn’t find it in herself to look at Shane, not wanting to watch the slight bit of hope on Shanes face drop away at the untouched snow.

The view stretched out into a wide valley, surrounded by mountains of varying heights, forming a curved, almost bowl-like expanse of flat land.

She followed Shane until they reached roughly the centre, dropping her pack the second he dropped his. She sat on top of it, giving her feet a moment of relief, while watching Shane pull out a pair of binoculars.

“The flight path would have had them coming this way,” he said, tracing the side of a mountain with the lenses. “But if they were crashing, the pilot might have tried to redirect towards a flatter stretch.”

He pulled out a map, laying it carefully over his pack to keep it off the snow.

“There’s a break between the mountains — like this, but bigger,” he gestured around them. “Just over that ridge.”

He pressed his lips together. “The pilot could have seen it from the air and angled the plane that way. But that depends on whether they were aware enough… and skilled enough.”

“Aware?” she echoed.

“Yeah. I was reading about it before we left. A lot of crashes happen because the pilot has the systems on autopilot and doesn’t realise something’s wrong in time.”

He swallowed.

“But if that was the case… they probably would’ve flown straight into the mountain. We’d see the impact marks.”

She hummed, too tired to offer reassurance — too tired to lie and say the plane hadn’t been torn apart.

“There’s nothing but rocky terrain that way,” he continued. “I think it’s best if we follow the valley around the mountain and check the second one.”

“Do these valleys not have names?” she asked.

He glanced at her, a humourless, bitter smile tugging at his mouth.

“Funny enough, this one’s called the Valley of Death. The other one is the Valley of Peace.” He paused. “As in… finding your peace.”

Svetlana let out a sharp laugh. “Why on earth are they called that?”

“The idea is that if you enter the valley, you’re heading toward your death to find peace. There’s a lake somewhere around here — meant to be beautiful. Quiet.” He shrugged. “At least three people die every year trying to find it. Hence the name.”

Svetlana snorted. “Great. Love that for us.”

Shane put the binoculars away and reached for the tent strapped to the bottom of his pack.

“Come on,” he said. “Let’s set up before it gets dark, so we don’t turn that number from three to five.”

 

An hour later found them tucked up together in the same sleeping bag, both wearing at least two layers in defence against the cold that was rapidly dropping.

Her whole body ached. Her feet were ruined, and her back felt like it would never straighten again. She let out a slow breath, trying to release the tension coiled not just in her body, but in her mind.

So much had happened in such a short time. One moment she had been on her way to a yoga class, and the next — it felt like she’d blinked — she was in a tent in the Canadian wilderness, filthy, freezing, and searching for a man who was almost certainly dead.

She bit her lip, embarrassed at the sting of tears welling in her eyes, letting out a quiet sniffle.

Shane shifted beside her, rolling over. He hesitated for a moment before wrapping an arm around her.

“Hey… what’s wrong?”

“Sorry,” she murmured, shaking her head. “Just… it’s hard.”

“Yeah,” he sighed. “It really is.”

She shifted closer, wiping at her cheek.

“Hey,” he said softly, almost coaxing, “we’re going to find him.”

She twitched, biting down on the instinct to argue — to tell him the truth.

She couldn’t be the one who needed reassurance. She needed to be the strong one.

Ilya might have been her best friend since birth — her brother in everything but blood — but he wasn’t her lover. That role belonged to Shane. Whatever she was feeling right now, Shane was feeling it twice as hard.

No wonder he was clinging to denial so tightly. No wonder he’d chosen this — the mountains, the cold, the impossible — over facing the reality waiting for him at home.

Maybe she should have forced him to confront it earlier, back when they were still safe in his parents’ house.

But he had looked so determined. So certain. So completely, devastatingly heartbroken.

She took a breath and looked at him — really looked at him.

He immediately turned his gaze away, staring at the tent wall.

He looked… wrong.

The whites of his eyes were veined red, raw from exhaustion and tears. His jaw was clenched tight, like he was physically holding himself together. His back was rigid, unnaturally straight, as if relaxing might make everything fall apart. His nails were bitten down to the quick, some of them torn enough to bleed.

He looked desperate.

He looked terrified.

He looked like he was one small push away from completely breaking.

She — and his parents — had been right to worry about leaving him alone.

He had to do this.

“Yeah,” she said softly, forcing the words out. “We’ll find him.”

She had always been a good lair.

 

She sneezed, immediately groaning as it sent a pang through her head, making her headache worse.

“How long now?” she asked.

“Uhm…” Shane paused, squinting towards the ridge of the mountain. “I’d say another four hours? We’ve got roughly six hours till the sun starts to set, so we can have a good look around for any evidence of the plane.”

Svetlana screamed inside her head, fighting back the urge to snap and scream at Shane.

They were on day three now.

Three days of walking, climbing, eating, and sleeping in below-zero weather, feeling the cold seep further into her body with every passing hour, feeling so dirty she wanted to scrub her skin off.

She could feel her lungs tightening, and she had the horrible feeling she was getting ill, not able to tell if she had a fever or was just sweating from the strain of the hike.

“Shane…” she started. “Shane, I think we need to think about contacting the rescue patrol for pickup.”

“No.” The response was immediate, voice like steel, unwilling to bend. “That’s not happening.”

“Shane, it’s been three days.”

“Exactly. Only three days. The range takes over ten days to cross, and the plane could be anywhere. I’m not leaving until I’ve searched everywhere.”

“Shane,” she huffed, getting agitated, “that’s impossible. It would take weeks to look everywhere.”

“I’m not leaving until I’ve searched everywhere,” he repeated, now glaring at her. “You can call them if you want, but I’m not going anywhere.”

She spluttered, not knowing what to say to convince him to give up this dead-end mission.

She pursed her lips, thinking.

Ilya had always gone on about how one of his favourite qualities of Shane’s was his kindness — goodness that just leaked out of his soul. How he always had open arms and an open heart (and open legs) for Ilya, no matter the time or day.

She coughed, pulling her arms closer to fake a shudder, trying to look as pitiful as possible. Blinking up at Shane with wide eyes, for all the good it would do. She internally scoffed at having to play the ‘weak female’ card, but as her mother once told her: “It’s not what the patriarchy does to you, but what it does for you.”

“I’m getting sick Shane, and I’ll be alone if you go on,” she pointed out, trying to sway his Canadian niceness. “We saw bear tracks not that long ago. I won’t be strong enough to run away if it finds me. I don’t feel comfortable being here on my own.”

Shane rolled his eyes.

“Not my problem,” he said flatly, turning around to continue walking.

Svetlana’s mouth dropped open.

Ilya was a fucking liar.

She almost laughed — actually laughed — at the sheer audacity of it. The complete lack of concern.

At least Ilya wasn’t lying about him being a secret asshole.

Well, shit. There went her plan.

She couldn’t leave him.

Her lungs protested but she sighed, adjusting her pack before continuing after him.

 

Five days in, and she was always one minute from crying. No — one second, in fact.

She felt terrible. Her arms hurt, her legs hurt, her head hurt — hell, even her eyes hurt from constantly straining against the sun reflecting off the snow.

Her pleas for Shane to turn back had led nowhere. The other man carried on regardless, even though Svetlana could see the toll the days were taking on his body.

He’d lost weight — though she couldn’t tell if that was from the strain of the journey or the fact he was barely eating.

He wasn’t doing well. A blind man could see that. The longer they went without any sign of the plane, the more manic he became.

More than once, she had woken in the night from the cold, only to find him already awake — either staring aimlessly into the distance or hunched over the map.

He was getting ill too. Whatever Svetlana had caught had passed to him — a cough and a fever that refused to leave either of them, no matter how many cold and flu tablets they took.

And still, he refused to turn back.

He just kept walking forward, like it was the only direction that existed. Every step a struggle but never stopping. Never giving up.

She had asked him one night.

Curled up together in one sleeping bag, hands loosely clasped between them, both pretending to sleep.

“Why?”

Her voice broke the silence in the tent, the only sound besides the howling wind outside.

Brown eyes opened immediately — red-rimmed and strained — locking onto her with an intensity that made her chest tighten.

“Why?” he repeated, confused.

“Why are you doing this?”

Why are you making me do this? she didn’t add. That wouldn’t be fair. Shane had wanted to do this alone. He hadn’t asked her to come. Hadn’t even wanted her to.

But she had felt obligated to follow. For Ilya. For his parents, whose love had been so painfully clear, yet limited by age and ability.

Shane swallowed harshly.

“I can’t do this without him.”

“So you said,” she murmured. “But what does that actually mean? You said it at the house. You said it before we got on the helicopter. But what does it mean?”

“I— uh, I…” He took a breath, eyes drifting to the tent wall as he tried to gather his thoughts. “How much has Ilya told you? Like… did he tell you when we first got together? When it got serious?”

She thought back. “I’ve known about ‘Jane’ since 2014, but Ilya didn’t tell me you were serious until 2017.”

Shane shook his head, a faint smile tugging at his lips.

“We met in 2008. Prospects Cup. I’d known about him for years before that — we’d been pitted against each other since junior league. I’d watched every single game he’d played.”

He let out a soft laugh.

“I was so excited to meet him. He was the only person I’d ever seen who matched me on the ice. I thought we could talk, you know? About the pressure. The isolation. The way everyone’s always watching.”

He glanced back at her, a fond grin breaking through.

“Instead, the first thing he said to me was that I wouldn’t be so nice when he beat me.”

Svetlana threw her head back, laughing. That sounded exactly like Ilya.

She wondered if she should tell him that Ilya had obsessed over his game footage too — watched every match with a notebook, tracking flaws and weaknesses. The only player he had ever done that for.

“It was nothing like I’d ever felt before,” Shane continued, quieter now. “I’d never really been close to anyone. Didn’t have a best friend growing up, or a big group of friends. And I liked it that way. People are… a lot. Doesn’t matter who they are — loud or quiet. Just being in the same room as them could be exhausting.”

He swallowed.

“It got better as I got older. But with Ilya… it was never like that. I always wanted him there. In the room. Next to me.”

He blinked rapidly.

“I shook his hand, and I didn’t want to let go. It sounds cheesy, but it felt electric. Like there was just… something there. Something neither of us had ever felt before.”

He let out a quiet breath.

“We saw each other again at the draft. He kept touching me — brushing our hands, bumping shoulders, following me around the room with his eyes.”

A faint smile.

“I felt hunted. And I liked it.”

Svetlana gasped softly. She hadn’t realised it went back that far.

Ilya had always had a bad habit of looking at things he wanted with the type of stare that made people uneasy, the definition of the ‘Slavic stare’. Svetlana had lost count of the amount of people he had scared off with one look, from girls to workers holding a McDonalds.

Of course, Shane would find that intensity attractive.

“We met again that night, in the gym. Neither of us could sleep. Ended up racing each other on the bikes, of all things,” he huffed a small laugh. “Then just sat there, across from each other, sweating and panting like idiots.”

He gave her a dry look.

“I think it was the most homoerotic thing I’ve ever done — and I wasn’t even naked.”

She laughed with him, trying to picture it. Two eighteen-year-olds, clueless, sitting across from each other with no idea what they were becoming.

“The electric feeling was still there?”

Shane snorted. “It wasn’t electric anymore. It was fire. He made me want things I hadn’t even thought about before.”

He paused.

“I wanted to lick him.”

“Did you?” she teased.

“No,” he said simply. “I wanted to. But… that’s where it started.”

“What started?”

Shane hesitated, gaze drifting away again.

“I… forgot my water bottle,” he said slowly. “He offered me his. I said no — I barely knew him, what if he was sick? I don’t share drinks.”

Svetlana nodded, still unsure where this was going.

“He told me to drink.”

Shane’s voice dropped to a whisper.

“And my mind went quiet.”

He said it like it was something sacred.

“I’ve always overthink everything. My brain never stops — too fast to focus, too fast to even understand sometimes. It cause this heavy feeling that just paralyses me. I was diagnosed with generalised anxiety disorder when I was eight. The only time it stopped was when I played hockey.”

He gave a hollow laugh.

“On the ice, it’s just the puck, the net and the other players. That was it. It became a break from my own head. My only break.”

He swallowed.

“But then Ilya told me to drink… and I stopped thinking.”

Silence stretched between them.

“We were eighteen,” he continued quietly. “The first time we kissed. He came to my hotel room after that stupid ad shoot. Just walked in and pinned me against the wall.”

His voice wavered.

“Told me to get on my knees. It felt embarrassing. It was embarrassing — the way I just… did it.”

He let out a breath.

“Then he kissed me so hard my lips were sore the next day and then made me cum in 2 minutes.”

She couldn’t stop her slight giggle. Svetlana could understand that. She had slept with Ilya so many times she lost count, from ages of 14 to 20. She was women enough to admit she missed it sometimes.

Not only the causal intimacy with the boy she had her first time with when they were still giggling and stumbling over what to do with unsure hands, but also the man who smirked with arrogance and told her to get on the bed before making her squirt.

Really, it shouldn’t be so hard to find a decent guy who could make her cum.

The tent fell quiet again.

“It was nothing I’d ever felt before,” he whispered. “All I could think about was him. His hands on my body, the shape of his hips, his shoulders. The way he felt pressed up against me, so warm and heavy. The taste of his skin, his cock. The way he moaned when I licked him. Everything else just… disappeared. The pressure, the rumours, the constant noise in my head.”

His voice broke.

“I was always one step away from a panic attack back then.”

A pause.

“Ilya helped.”

Softer now. Fragile.

“He always helped. One night with him, and I could breathe again. I could focus. It was like he wiped my mind clean, and it took weeks for it to fill back up again.”

Tears slipped down his face.

Svetlana squeezed his hand.

“I should have been on medication,” he laughed bitterly. “But I was too scared of what the team would think. The coaches. The doctors. So I just… dealt with it. Sat in the bath for hours trying to calm down. Sometimes I passed out from it.”

His voice dropped even further.

“Ilya became my lifeline.”

A shaky breath.

“The only reason I could get through the day without breaking.”

He turned to look at her, cheeks flushed.

“I wasn’t being dramatic. I love hockey, sometimes I even think I was born to play it, but I don’t always love my job. Being a professional hockey player was my dream since I was 4, but it comes with its own problems. The press, the fans, how quick everything becomes a scandal, not to mention the team itself. The pressure is sometimes more than I can handle.”

His voice was steady now — terrifyingly so.

“I can’t do this without him. He’s been the only thing keeping me stable since I was eighteen. I’ve never played a single NHL game without him in my life; I grew up with him.”

A pause.

“I literally can’t keep living the same life without him. Everything would just become too much.”

Svetlana pressed her face against the inflatable pillow, trying to hide her face at the utter worship in Shanes voice.

Fuck.

Ilya better be alive, he had to be. You can’t make yourself that important to someone, bury yourself so deep you become fundamental to someone’s life only to die in a plane crash, she thought, trying her best to broadcast that message to wherever the fuck he was.

He was dead and yet he had to be alive.

She reached blindly for Shanes other hand, pulling them both to her chest and rolling so that she was pressed up against his body.

Ilya better be alive or she was looking at a dead man walking.

 

She climbed the ridge with bated breath—not only because she was fucking exhausted and climbing a hill so steep she was basically crawling, but because, according to Shane, this was the last flat plane left on the mountain range.

The only land left was rocky, inclined paths and vertical hills. There was no chance a plane could land without an explosion erupting from the fuel lines, as Shane had told her with trembling hands.

They were on day seven now. Svetlana had never been more tempted to call on the satellite phone and force Shane home.

This was the last chance…

If they couldn’t find the plane today, Svetlana would have to do something dramatic—like knock Shane out and transport his unconscious body home.

Neither of them was doing well. Their illness had only worsened, the thin air not helping, and she was pretty sure Shane’s had turned into a chest infection based on the way he couldn’t stop coughing. He was getting paler by the hour, yet a red flush remained on his cheeks. His hands wouldn’t stop trembling, and Svetlana had seen the way he’d spat out a glob of thick phlegm, even though he tried to hide it from her.

Not to mention their dwindling food supply or battery life.

They wouldn’t last much longer.

And even more concerning was that Svetlana was fairly sure they were being hunted by a bear. She had spotted tufts of thick brown fur and deep claw marks in trees as they moved further up the mountain. Thankfully, she hadn’t seen any fresh signs, but it was clear they were in bear territory, and she’d felt a prickle on the back of her neck more than once—like they were being watched.

She was from Russia. She had met bears before. She knew they could be very patient hunters.

She had told Shane this—her concerns about the fact that the only weapons they had were a hunting knife and a flare gun.

He had just rolled his eyes and told her they had bear spray, then implied she was a pussy for being scared. He didn’t say it like that, of course—but Svetlana got the message.

She wasn’t scared of bears. She was Russian.

She was just… wary.

Ilya had really understated how much of an asshole Shane could be.

Shane started to hum nervously from where he had dropped back to walk alongside her, pretending to hover in case she tripped or slipped. She didn’t argue, knowing he was trying to delay reaching the top—clinging to denial for just a little longer.

They could now see the flat plane, covered in snow and surrounded by steep mountain walls.

She took the final step to the top, steadying herself on a rock not covered in snow, and breathed.

There was nothing there.

Just an almost perfect oval—untouched and clean of human tracks.

She jumped as a wretched scream tore out from beside her.

“FUCK!” Shane screamed, his voice echoing as he began kicking at the snow. “This can’t be fucking happening! He has to be here! The plane has to be here!”

He was crying now, tears falling fast as he gasped for breath, arms flinging wildly as he tugged at his hair, his clothes – needing to do something - , before throwing his pack to the ground.

He turned to Svetlana with wild eyes, and she couldn’t stop herself from flinching. He grabbed her arms—hard enough to bruise—but she didn’t dare comment when he looked so close to breaking.

“He’s meant to be here. Why isn’t he here? WHY?!”

“I don’t know,” she whispered, swallowing harshly. “I don’t know.”

Shane let go of her with a scoff, turning away and dragging his hands down his face. She took a relieved breath, her heart racing.

She had never thought of Shane Hollander as scary.

That was changing.

She was ashamed to admit it, but she was scared. Only now realising she was in the middle of nowhere, with no way to contact help quickly, with a man who was slowly losing his sanity.

She took a step back, freezing as Shane whipped around to stare at her.

“He was meant to be here,” he whispered, face flushed, tears falling into the snow.

“Shane,” she replied just as quietly, not knowing what to say.

He screamed.

A raw, anguished sound that made the hairs on her arms stand up and sent birds scattering from the trees. It echoed across the mountains, bouncing off the walls and trailing down the path they had followed for the past week.

Anyone who heard it would know what it meant.

The sound of someone losing the centre of their world.

He turned, kicking at the snow again, hands tugging at his clothes, desperate to do something—anything.

Svetlana clamped her hands over her mouth to stop her own sobs from escaping, watching as Shane unravelled.

Then he stumbled.

His foot slid over something instead of kicking it aside.

A confused noise escaped him as he dropped to his knees, brushing snow away with frantic movements.

He let out a broken sound as the last of the snow revealed jagged metal—white, scorched.

What was a piece of metal doing this far up the mountain?

Wait…

Shane shot to his feet, head whipping across the landscape before he lunged for his pack, nearly tripping over himself in his haste.

He yanked out the binoculars, immediately scanning the flat plane.

Then he froze.

“Oh my god,” he sobbed. “Svetlana. Svetlana, look.”

He handed her the binoculars without shifting them from where he had been looking.

Svetlana leaned in, holding her breath, trying to suppress the hope rising in her chest.

And there—

Right there—

What she had thought was just a mound of snow was actually a white airplane, dusted lightly, almost perfectly camouflaged by the sun reflecting off it.

No wonder the helicopter hadn’t seen anything.

Shane grabbed his pack with one hand, not even bothering to zip it, and bolted down the ridge without a word.

She had no choice but to follow, struggling to keep up as he practically sprinted across the snow.

The closer they got, the clearer it became.

The front of the plane was gone—sheared off—and there was a hole further down the side.

She spared a thought for the pilots, almost certain they hadn’t survived.

Then she saw the sheet covering the hole.

Someone had patched it.

Someone was alive.

Please let it be Ilya.

It was selfish, but she couldn’t regret it.

He had to be alive.

For her. For Shane—who ten minutes ago had been on the verge of completely breaking.

Shane slowed slightly, his body fighting for air, tears and snot streaking his face, hope clinging desperately to every line of it.

“Ilya!” he croaked. Then louder—“ILYA!”

They were close enough now to hear movement—something scraping inside the wreck.

“Shanya?”

The voice was hesitant, disbelieving—like hope was too dangerous to trust.

And it was familiar.

So fucking familiar.

The voice she had grown up with.

The voice she had spent hours on the phone with.

The voice that had been part of her entire life.

Svetlana let out a broken laugh—maybe a gasp—she didn’t know.

“Ilya! Baby, please tell me that’s you!” Shane cried, reaching out as if he could pull him right out of the plane.

A man suddenly appeared at the top of the plane—tall, blond, filthy. Clothes torn. Blood smeared across his skin. Hair a mess.

But his eyes—

Bright blue.

Ilya.

He was alive.

He stumbled out like he had forgotten how to walk, staring at them in disbelief.

“Что за хрень! Моя любовь, это действительно ты? Мне это снится?” he shouted, voice breaking. (what the fuck! My love, is that really you? Am i dreaming?)

He shook his head, like he was trying to wake himself up, then launched forward into a desperate sprint.

Shane sobbed as they collided, hitting the ground hard, hands grasping, pulling, clinging—frantic, desperate.

They collided so hard there was an audible thud before they hit the ground, hands grasping and pulling each other, tracing up and down each other’s bodies franticly. There were squirming on top of each other, not dissimilar to puppies in a litter, tears falling to mix together on the snow.

Shane had somehow ended on top of Ilya, sliding back to sit on his lap before pulling Ilya up by the neck of his shirt and slamming them into a harsh kiss, still sobbing.

“Ilya, baby—Ilysha—I missed you so much. So fucking much—”

“My love—what are you doing here? Are you alright? Fuck, I missed you too—”

“I can’t believe you’re here—are you okay? What happened? I’ve been looking for you—”

“Looking for me?” Ilya laughed weakly, face wet with tears. “Моя любовь, what do you mean?”

“It doesn’t matter,” Shane shook his head, crying, smiling, broken all at once. “Nothing matters but finding you.”

He buried his face into Ilya’s neck, rocking them both as Ilya held him, rubbing his back, murmuring softly.

“I found you,” Shane whispered. “I fucking found you.”

Svetlana sobbed into her hands, unable to interrupt.

Shit, this was the type of stuff they made movies out off.

A one in a lifetime experience to observe the desperation and love found when finding their lover who everyone thought was dead. She would have her turn to hug and hit Ilya In that order exactly once they were done. She could wait for them to finish their hallmark moment.

She could wait.

“Is that fucking Shane Hollander?”

Of course.

Of course, a man would ruin it.

She turned, rolling her eyes, to see the plane now filled with hockey players and staff in various states of exhaustion.

She let out a relieved breath.

There had been twenty-four people on the plane.

Maybe—just maybe—no one had died apart from the pilots.

She looked back at the two men, still curled up together on the ground, before coughing slightly to draw the attention of the men currently gawking at them.

“Hello, my name is Svetlana,” she said pleasantly with a smile, one hand reaching forward for a handshake.

“Nice to meet you,” a player she knew as Zane Boodram responded automatically, before looking down at his own hand in bewildered confusion. “Zane Boodram—sorry, I just have to ask. Is that fucking Hollander?”

Another player, Wyatt Hayes, snorted. “Who the fuck else could it be? Why on earth is Shane Hollander here? And why is he kissing our captain?”

“OH MY GOD, WHAT?” a young voice suddenly screeched. Boodram let out a huff as a younger man with a bandage around his shoulder pushed past him. One of the rookies—LaPointe—his mouth dropped open. “That’s Shane Hollander. That’s actually Shane Hollander.”

“No way…” Luca Haas appeared over his shoulder, trying to lean forward for a better view, eyes wide with excitement. “Do you think he’ll sign my posters?”

“Dude, we’re in the middle of nowhere. We don’t have a pen. Or your posters.”

“Yeah, but I mean like… when we get back.”

The group fell silent at that, eyes drifting away from where they had been locked onto Shane trying to suck Ilya’s soul out through his mouth, all turning to Svetlana with desperate hope.

An older man broke through the crowd, gently moving them aside and placing a steady hand on Haas’s shoulder as he began trembling.

“I cannot begin to tell you how happy I am to see you,” Coach Wiebe said. “Please tell me you have a way to contact air patrol.”

Svetlana smiled, opening her pack and pulling out her satellite phone, wiggling it at them. Her smile widened as they erupted into cheers.

The rookies—and some of the older players—started crying. Hands reached out everywhere as they grabbed the nearest person to hug in relief. One player collapsed to his knees, rocking back and forth while kissing a crucifix.

Svetlana yelped as she was suddenly picked up and spun in a circle, Evan Dykstra laughing wetly as he kissed her rapidly on the cheek.

He set her down gently before turning and launching himself at Barrett with a laugh.

Svetlana felt her eyes water as she watched the men celebrate being rescued from what they had clearly believed was certain death.

“How about we all go inside,” Wiebe said with a wide smile, wiping his tears away. “Not much warmer than out here, but it’ll block the wind. It’ll make it easier to call.” He nodded towards the plane. “Not that we’re desperate to be rescued or anything,” he joked.

“Uhm…” Holmberg said, pointing towards the two men still on the ground. “Are they going to stop kissing, or…?”

The group turned almost in unison to stare at the pair, still whispering together, faces pressed close, competing to press kisses against each other’s skin.

Honestly. These men.

Svetlana coughed. Then coughed again. Then again.

She sighed, rolling her eyes.

“Boys, wrap it up. You’ll have plenty of time to kiss and tell each other how much you love each other when you’re on the helicopter back.”

Ilya suddenly jerked upright, eyes wide as he whipped around to stare at Svetlana, mouth open.

“Svetlana?”

Of course the idiot hadn’t even noticed she was there—too busy touching and kissing Shane.

“Nice of you to notice,” she said dryly. “I climb a mountain on foot for a week and you don’t even thank me.”

“You climbed a mountain—?”

“You’ve been here a week—?”

“What?” Ilya blinked dumbly, ignoring his teammates entirely as his attention snapped back to Shane. “Please tell me you did not spend the past week climbing this awful mountain?”

Shane looked away, blushing. “I had to find you,” he whispered.

Ilya’s expression softened immediately, tightening his grip on Shane’s waist while his other hand came up to cup his face.

“Моя любовь. Что мне с тобой делать? Я люблю тебя,” he murmured softly.

(“My love. What am I going to do with you? I love you.”)

“Я тоже тебя люблю,” Shane whispered back, smiling for the first time in weeks as he leaned in to kiss him again.

(“I love you too.”)

“Are we going to talk about this or—”

“Shut up, Barrett! Can’t you see they’re having a moment?”

“This is gold. This is basically straight out of a comic.”

“Oh my god, Hayes. One more word about Marvel and I’m duct-taping your mouth shut.”

“All of you, shut up.”

They fell silent instantly at their captain’s voice, looking over as he stood, pulling Shane up by the hand.

“You have questions, da?” Ilya smirked, pulling a now-blushing Shane closer. “It is simple. I love him, he loves me. I get into a plane crash, and he climbs mountain to find me.”

“That is not simple,” Boodram replied dryly.

“No, but getting rescued is,” Wiebe cut in, nodding towards the plane. “Svetlana, if you don’t mind?”

“Da. Of course.”

She stepped inside the plane, noting how they had set up a makeshift living area at the back using whatever fabric they could find, as far from the breach in the plane as possible.

By the time she came back out—having successfully contacted air patrol and received confirmation they would arrive in twenty minutes—the team had formed a circle around Shane and Ilya.

One was laughing.

One was blushing.

Guess which was which.

“Are you serious right now?” Barrett asked, mouth agape. “You’ve been together for almost ten years?”

“Well, not exactly—”

“Yes,” Ilya cut him off with a smirk.

“Oh my god. They’re childhood sweethearts,” Haas whispered to himself.

“I thought you were bragging about knowing Ilya better than all of us,” Hayes said, nudging Barrett.

“I knew he had a thing with Hollander! But who the fuck would think they were in a relationship? Especially one where someone climbs a mountain in the slim hope of finding them,” Barrett defended, gesturing wildly.

“Wait, what? You thought we had a ‘thing’?” Shane blinked.

“Hell yeah,” Barrett snorted. “I just thought Ilya had a massive crush on you.”

“Why?”

“Uhm…” Barrett flushed, scratching the back of his neck. “I might have asked Ilya for your number.”

He snorted at the colour flooding Shane’s face.

“Don’t worry, I changed my mind real quick after Ilya looked like he was about to push me into traffic. Honestly, I don’t think I’ve ever seen him so angry.”

“Liar. You are a liar, Barrett. I did no such thing,” Ilya shot back immediately, grinning.

Svetlana rolled her eyes.

He was such a fucking liar.

Still, she walked over, watching as he let go of Shane with one arm to pull her into a tight hug.

“Thank you,” he whispered in Russian into her hair, his voice trembling.

She patted his back, swallowing her own emotions. There would be time later—once they were home.

“Pickup will be here in twenty minutes,” she announced.

The group erupted again.

“Really?” Hayes asked, raising an eyebrow. “I thought mountain pickups took at least an hour?”

“They do,” she said dryly, glancing at Shane, “unless someone donates eleven million to keep constant patrols running.”

“You what?!”

“Eleven million?!”

“Who even has that kind of money—”

“Oh my god,” Haas whispered, staring at them. “We’re getting rescued because of a rivals-to-lovers trope.”

Svetlana laughed.
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      Chapter 6: Hotel fire alarm - Oh my god, your dick is massive
  


    Chapter Summary

    Ilya loves sucking Shanes cock

Loved fucking. Loved kissing up and down his whole body. Loved making him cum. Loved making him go to that floaty headspace where nothing could touch him.

Then the hotel fire alarm went off

And then the team saw his dick

For fucks sake
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  Ilya fucking loves sucking Shane’s cock.
His pretty husband would blush up to his ears and down to his toned stomach if Ilya ever told him, but he was pretty sure watching Shane’s head throw back as he swallowed around him was in the top 5 most beautiful things Ilya ever saw.
Maybe even top 3, just below watching Shane squirm on the covers as Ilya bullied his dick into his tight hole and watching him wake up in the morning.
“Aah – ILYA,” Shane gasped making him grin. It was loud, too loud for the hotel room they were in, and the Russian was certain there was at least one pair of curious ears listing in.
The thought made him groan, humping his own hard dick into the mattress from where he laid, his head in between Shanes legs.
Shanes thighs -so strong and covered in bitemarks-  twitched around his head trapping him further on to his leaking cock.
There is no other place in the world Ilya would rather be trapped.
Ilya would never tell Shane this because it would embarrass him – and not in the squirming, blushing way with a little frown and glare that made his cock instantly hard – but actually embarrass him.

One of those deep thoughts that Ilya would never share and take it to his grave, but Shane always reacted like a girl getting eaten out when he had his cock sucked. Would squirm and get wet the same way countless girls had when he licked their pussy.
Ilya almost hated how much he loved it.
He’d always preferred eating pussy to sucking dick honestly. Had always just known he was bisexual, but his preferred choice of bed partner tended to be from the opposite sex.
Loved fucking men too of course but there was something about watching a girl throw their head back, the out-of-control squirming and twitching, body relaxing completely, surrendering into Ilyas hands that made his cock twitch harder than the pushing and pulling that tended to happen with men.
So when Shane – sweet, inexperienced, virgin Shane – had dropped to his knees without hesitation after one sentence, Ilyas heart had skipped. Ilya had expected resistance. Pushback or another argument that led to the atmosphere heating up with tension as they were used too, as they were encouraged too.
Ilya hadn’t expected obedience. Hadn’t expected the trust. The devotion.
He’d brushed away the nerves, the awkwardness with his own trembling hands. Steadying them against tanned skin to hide his own overwhelm of emotion.
Shane had followed his instructions to the letter – his perfect, good boy – moving and positioning himself as Ilya directed. Pressed his trim body, shivering with nerves, into Ilya hands with no hesitation and eyes that refused to make eye contact but were bright with excitement and lust.
It was the trust that shined though that got him.
After that night, no other could match up for Ilya.
Not any puck bunnies found in clubs and after parties, not handsome men shooting sly looks across dark rooms, not even international models with hundreds of people chasing after them.
None of them could hold a candle to Shane Hollander.
Shane, Canada’s golden boy.
Sweet, earnest, too-good-for-this-world Shane — who just kept offering himself up without fear. Who had yet to realise the man he was trusting, wasn’t worth the gift.
He wanted to tell Shane to run.
He wanted to tie Shane down and never let him leave.
It ruined him.
Ruined by those wet brown eyes that seemed to shine the dark light of the countless hotel rooms, looking up at Ilya in what a braver man would call worship.
Ruined by the way Shane blinked slow with lax eyes at Ilya — like devotion wasn’t a choice but a reflex.
Ruined by his thick thighs and an even thicker ass that could rock and clutch Ilya so tight he saw stars.
Ruined by strong arms that pulled him close enough to bruise, by steady, calloused hands that only ever trembled at the very edge of pleasure.
Ruined by the drag of shaking nails down his back that left red scrabs, the sting he could feel when his top pressed too tight for the next couple of days.
He liked that part more than he should.
The sting. The evidence. It was a reflex to show it off, another one of his trophy’s that Ilya wanted people to see, to feel jealous off.
Only he got Shane like this.
It was like Shane had been made for him. As if some reckless, indulgent deity had reached into Ilya’s mind, gathered every dark thought, every buried want, every secret preference and built him from it.
Masculine. Pretty. Sturdy. Strong enough to dominate a rink, to be one of the best athletes in the world. Brave enough to climb a fucking mountain that hundreds had died on, with only one day of planning and a despite hope, all to find him. To find Ilya when everyone else had written it off as a lost cause.
And yet soft enough to hand that power over with nothing more than a trembling breath.
A bit of an asshole, bitchy at times but always kind.
There was something intoxicating about that contrast. The way Shane could carry the weight of a nation on his shoulders but still melt under Ilya’s touch. The way he trusted. The way he yielded.
It might have been naïve.
Naïve of Shane to think he could give himself over like that and walk away untouched. Because there was no world — none — where Ilya was letting him go after that.
He was his. His man. His boy.
Even when he was still caught up in his own feelings, in trying to decide between himself and his country, he still knew he always wanted Shane.
It had taken years of chasing and missed opportunities, but Ilya had finally caught Shane. Locked him down and put his mark on him.
Quite literally in this case, he thought, watching out of the corner as Shanes body trembled.
Shanes wedding ring reflected the lights as he slammed his hand against the hotel headboard. Body arching off the bed with a gasp as Ilyas nose touched the fine hair on his stomach that trailed down to surround his dick, soaking wet from precum and salvia.
Ilyas own pubes, thicker and longer than Shanes, was also mostly likely soaked. Ilya was close, just even humping the bed felt like the best pleasure as long as he could touch Shane. He moaned again around his cock, unable to smile but wanting too as Shanes other hand reached down to tangle in his curls with a cry.
Griping tight, unable to decide to push or pull that hot suction closer, Shane’s thighs shaking around his head with the heavy feeling of ‘too much’.
“Ilya,” Shane trembled out, his feet pressing further into Ilya lower back. A position that left him with no leverage to thrust forwards as Ilya always personally preferred, once again handing that power over to him.
Ilya was forced to swallow as too much precum threatened to drool out of his mouth. Fuck, Shane always got so wet. Just like a girl. Wetter than a girl even. His ridicules strict diet was something Ilya despised with a passion, but the one silver lining was that it made Shane cum taste better than any other he’d ever had.
“Ilya,” Shane voice was now strangled, hand leaving the headboard to grab tight, now both hands flexing into his curls. Ilya gripped tighter onto Shane’s thighs, both arms curling around to pull Shane further down into his mouth.
Ilya reached his tongue out as far as he could to lap at his balls, laughing slightly into Shanes groin at the resulting whine.
God, he really did have the perfect cock. Thick enough that Ilya could feel the strain at the edge of his lips, but short enough he only just reached the back of his throat.
“Baby! I’m going to- I’m close- Ilya!”
Shane voice was now frantic, pitch going higher the close he got to his release. His whole body seemed to shake as he tried to frantically to thrust up, white-sock covered feet slapping uselessly into Ilyas spine.
Ilya bopped up and down fast, almost desperate with the need to make Shane come. He deserved it.
The match against Pittsburgh had been brutal — physically and mentally.
Ottawa had become the league’s “gayest” team, as Ilya liked to joke. Their own strange little pocket of defiance in a sport that was still learning how to change. It was said with pride, with challenge — a reclamation.
But not everyone found it funny.
Ilya had dropped his gloves the second he heard what Pittsburgh left winger spat at Shane across the ice. There hadn’t been a second thought. Just the rush of blood, the crack of knuckles against a visor, the roar of the crowd as bodies hit the ice.
It earned him five minutes in the box, but it was worth it. But it didn’t erase the words that Ilya could still see lingered on Shanes mind.
So Ilya had done what a good husband does and decided taking Shane out of his head was more important the celebration the rest of the team wanted.
Not that fucking Shane was a sacrifice. No, Ilya would trade away all his material possessions if it meant he could have even one night with Shane.
But in this type of circumstance? It wasn’t about losing himself in Shane until the world blurred at the edges. It wasn’t about passion and lust that seemed to leak into the very walls, room thick with the smell of sex.
It was about quiet.
About taking the constant spiral in Shane’s mind — the panic, the second-guessing, the anxiety that clung to him even in victory — and shutting it out for a while. About giving him something solid to focus on, to cling too. Something grounding. Something safe.
It was about the way Shane would finally go still. The way his breathing would steady. The way the tension would drain from his shoulders, replaced with that soft, boneless trust Ilya guarded like treasure.
It wasn’t just indulgence but a responsibility.
If Shane’s mind was a storm, then Ilya would gladly be the shelter. If the world insisted on being loud and cruel and relentless, then Ilya would drown it out.
That privilege of being the only one who could quiet him like that, it wasn’t something he took lightly.
It was a duty. And he bore it with a smile.
The same smile he pressed into Shane’s groin as he came with a strangled gasp, almost a squeak really as Ilya let himself gag around his cock.
Fuck, he was cute, even in sex.
Ilya wanted to bite him.
Bite those thick thighs, thighs that were now clenched around his head so tight it hurt, blocking Ilyas breath. The light was also blocked as Shane curled around him, body tight in tension and curled so tight that Ilya could feel Shanes dark hair touching him mid-spine. Practically wrapped his whole body around his head in his desperation to keep Ilya close.
Fuck, Ilya loved him. Love didn’t even seem like a big enough word for what he felt towards the man now shivering in pleasure bent over his head in a way that could only be achieved through yoga.
He swallowed one last time as Shane collapsed back into the bed boneless, eyes half closed and letting out little gasps for breath.
Ilya licked his lips, cleaning up the last bits of cum, swallowing with a grin. He slid up Shanes body, relishing in the slight whine every time he pressed a kiss into the countless red marks and bruised skin.
Shane’s arm was now over his face, but Ilya could still see the smile he was trying to hide. Another one of Shanes little habits that he both hated and adored. The day Shane let himself show his full smile from pure bliss, bliss Ilya had given him, was the day Ilya passed away. He could already tell.
“моя любовь,” He cooed, putting one last kiss on a hickey that promised to bloom on the corner of his neck before kissing Shane. (My love)
God, he loved kissing Shane. Could survived off only his lips for eternity if the world would let him.
Shane hummed, eyes still half closed but weakly reaching for Ilya, trying to tug him closer.
Ilya grasped his wrists and pressed them into the pillow above, pressing down to signal Shane to not move them. Shane let out a little sigh, head tilting back to expose his neck and relaxing fully into bed.
His sweet boy.
Trusting Ilya, placing his body in his hands.
Ilya couldn’t begin to explain the way Shanes trust filled him, how it made him walk taller, straighter, bigger. No longer afraid to take up space in a room when there was a man who trusted him to command it.
It made him feel strong. Powerful. Capable. For the first time in his life, he wasn’t getting beaten down, he was being built up.
He braced himself above Shane, one hand moving to cup his neck, using one finger to trace up and down right behind the skin of his ear. Shanes secret sensitive spot.
He let out a small whine, leaning back into Ilya hand, hands twitching but not moving.
“You’re doing so good for me, sweetheart.” He murmured, “You look so pretty. My pretty boy.”
Shane smiled softly, pressing back harder and his eyes fluttered, bring attention to his blown pupils, but didn’t respond. Ilya hadn’t expected him to; he always seemed to lose his words in these moments.  He was visible vibrating in that mental space he first escaped to when they were 18, all floaty and soft, not worried about a single thing but where Ilya was going to touch him next.
Subspace, he now knew it was called thanks to kip.
Ilya traced a hand down Shanes body, urging one leg to wrap around his waist so that he could trail around his twitching hole. Already so open and wet, still leaking cum from where Ilya had bent him over the ‘cuck’ chair for round one before Ilya had moved them to the bed.
Shane let out a happy sigh, squeezing the leg wrapped around Ilya to urge him to hurry, not seeming to care that his cock was still soft and wet.
“You were made to get fucked, моя любовь” Ilya moaned into his ear at his enthusiasm, “Put on this earth for my cock and my cock only.” He finished the sentence with a quick bite, smirking at his soft gasp.
He grinded against Shane’s thigh, licking his lips as he reached for the lube to get Shane ready, already imagining pressing into his tight, wet—
“FIRE EMERGENCY!!! FIRE EMERGENCY!!! PLEASE EVACUATE TO THE DESIGNATED MEETING POINTS AS QUICKLY AS POSSIBLE. FIRE EMERGENCY!!! FIRE EMERGENCY!!!”
Ilya jolted upright just in time to meet Shane’s knee slamming into the side of his ribs, a hiss escaping him as the other man rolled over and curled into a ball with a cry, both hands clamped tightly over his ears. Shane’s eyes were screwed shut, his fingertips turning white from the force he was using.
“ебать!” Ilya hissed, scrambling off the bed as quickly as he could.
There was no worse time for the alarm to go off. Shane was sensitive to high-pitched sounds at the best of times, never mind an alarm that was making Ilya’s own eardrums vibrate—especially when Shane had let all his defences down, trusting Ilya to guide him and therefore not reacting to the alarm like he normally would.
He grabbed Shane’s earplugs from the side table, gently but firmly moving his hands to insert them. When Shane immediately brought his hands back over his ears, Ilya frowned before rushing to his unpacked backpack, pulling out his battered, soundproof headphones.
Ilya let out a sigh of relief as Shane visibly relaxed. Using one hand, he guided Shane to sit up, then hurried around the room, acutely aware of the time, throwing a hoodie, two sweatshirts, joggers, and two pairs of socks onto the bed beside him.
“Come on, sweetheart, we need to get dressed and get out.”
Shane didn’t respond, and Ilya didn’t expect him to. He simply worked quickly, sparing a couple of seconds to wipe cum off his abs with the cloth he’d left on the side table, knowing that leaving to dry pushed Shane towards the bad type of overstimulated. He lifted Shane’s arms and pulled the shirt over his head, dressing him as fast as possible, frowning when he glanced at the clock and realised they should have already been out of the building.
It was probably just a false alarm—and if Ilya had been alone, he might have rolled over, put on his headphones, and gone back to sleep. But Shane was here, and Ilya wasn’t risking even the smallest chance of him getting caught in a fire.
He shoved his sweatpants on as quick as possible, hissing as it brushed over his sensitive, still hard cock, slipping his adidas sliders on and giving up on a top when he couldn’t spot one immediately
He swung on his black trench coat—the one Shane always said made him look like a model—before urging Shane to stand, rubbing a hand up and down the back of his knee in an effort to sooth as he slipped Shane’s matching sliders onto his feet.
He hurried out the door, clasping Shane’s hand tightly and keeping him as close as possible. Other people rushed past them, all heading towards the emergency exit Ilya was aiming for.
Ilya glanced over as Shane let out a sharp inhale, having just been bumped by a panicked man. He flinched away from the unfamiliar touch, blinking rapidly, squeezing Ilya’s hand in a panicked rhythm, visibly trying to drag himself back to the present from the floaty space he had been in less than five minutes ago.
Ilya’s heart clenched at the sight. He frowned, pulling Shane closer in an effort to keep him from bumping into another stranger.
This was his fault.
He shouldn’t have taken Shane so far under, should have kept things less intense so he didn’t slip into that space where he became unresponsive to anything but Ilya.
They were in a hotel room, after all—not their home. Anything could disrupt their night, as was being proven right now.
Ilya just couldn’t help himself. It had become automatic at this point, almost a reflex.
Shane was upset. Shane was thinking. Shane was making himself more upset by thinking. Sex made Shane stop thinking. Ilya should put his dick in Shane’s mouth.
It wasn’t entirely his fault; he justified to himself. It wasn’t his fault Shane tended to slip so deep after his second orgasm. Really, it was Shane’s fault for being so pretty when he came that Ilya couldn’t stop himself.
Shane let out a quiet sound of discomfort as they rushed down the stairs, metal clangs echoing through the stairwell from the number of people moving through it.
Ilya frowned again.
Five minutes ago, Shane had been fully relaxed in bed, drifting with a soft smile, not a single worry in sight. Now he was being pulled down seven flights of stairs, tense and confused, still not fully present in his own body.
Ilya was only grateful the tight grip he had on him was keeping him from panicking.
They finally made it outside. Ilya immediately looked around for any sign of the team; they had been placed on opposite sides of the hall and had therefore used different emergency exits.
He spotted Boodram straight away, the tall man standing above everyone like a centaurs meeting pole. Surrounding him was the rest of the team, including Coach Wiebe, who locked eyes with Ilya and urged him over as he crossed something off on the clipboard that seemed permanently attached to him.
Ilya hurried over but kept a noticeable distance, hoping to bring Shane back to himself before anyone paid too much attention.
He turned Shane to face him, gently pulling him closer so he could tuck his face into the crook of his neck and nudging him till he wrapped his arms around Ilyas waist. He began rubbing a hand up and down Shane’s back, beneath the layers of sweaters and hoodies, relieved to find that Shane was still warm.
His body temperature always dropped quickly after sex, and Ilya had learned years ago how important it was to keep him warm to stop him from slipping into that dark headspace.
He had nearly thrown himself into traffic after Shane told him what had happened that night in Vegas, back when Ilya had still been in denial about the depth of his feelings.
He would never let that happen again.
“Я здесь, дорогой. Я прямо здесь. Я никуда не уйду. Я знаю, сейчас страшно, но просто держись за меня,” he murmured into the side of Shane’s head, pressing a soft kiss to his ear. “Это была всего лишь пожарная сигнализация. Какой-то идиот её включил. Скоро мы снова будем в постели, моя любовь. Ты так хорошо справляешься, просто держись.”
(I’m here, sweetheart. I’m right here. I’m not going anywhere. I know it’s scary right now but just hold on to me. It was just the fire alarm. Some idiots set it off. We’ll be back in bed soon, my love. You’re doing so well—just hold on.)
Shane only hummed in response, nuzzling closer against his bare chest, making Ilya grateful he hadn’t bothered with a shirt despite the goosebumps rising on his skin from the cold.
As long as Shane was warm, he could deal with it.
Hayes started to drift over with a concerned expression, and Ilya glared at him, trying to urge him away without words.
The man ignored it, of course.
“Hey,” Hayes started, casting a worried glance at Shane, “is he alright?”
“He is fine,” Ilya snapped before he could stop himself, awkwardly clearing his throat before trying again, softer. “He is fine. Just a little startled. We were asleep.”
Hayes frowned again, unconvinced, before his eyes drifted down to their rumpled appearance. A knowing smirk tugged at his lips as he looked back up at Ilya.
“Sleep, huh?”
“Yes,” Ilya snapped, strangely protective over something he would normally be bragging about. “It is the middle of the night, Hayes.”
“Mmh,” Hayes hummed unconvinced, “what kind of sleep leaves you with fresh scratches on your chest? Should we be worried about abuse, Rozanov?” he teased lightly.
Ilya rolled his eyes with a huff, pulling Shane closer as he responded. “The good kind. You’ve never experienced it, so it makes sense you don’t understand,” he said dryly, hoping Hayes would take the hint and leave.
Hayes barked out a laugh at that—but unfortunately, it was loud enough to carry through the headphones, making Shane flinch.
Hayes’ expression shifted immediately, concern returning as he stepped forward, reaching out to place a hand on Shane’s shoulder.
“Do not touch him!” Ilya practically snarled, slapping Hayes’ hand away before he could make contact.
He immediately winced at his own reaction; fully aware he’d just raised a glaring red flag—but he couldn’t help it.
Shane was his. His.
He put up with hundreds of people touching Shane—teammates, coaches, physios, doctors, Photographers, directors—and he dealt with it.
But like this? Soft, vulnerable, unguarded?
Shane was his alone.
No one else should touch him. See him. Even breathe near him.
“Dude…” Hayes said, raising an eyebrow, more confused than offended as he rubbed the back of his hand. “What is your problem?”
“Nothing.”
“Uh huh,” Hayes muttered, eyes narrowing. “What’s going on?”
“Nothing is going on.”
“You’re lying. Why are you lying? You never lie about sex.”
“Why would I lie about sex?”
Hayes snorted. “Well, you see, most people have this thing called shame. Which I know you don’t have, based on the shit you’ve told the team.”
“I have shame.”
“You don’t.”
“Yes, I do. Why else would I make sure you all know you’re in the presence of a sex god? It would be shameful to lie to you.” Ilya smirked.
And yes, maybe Ilya should stop sharing his sex life with his teammates - he’d crossed over the professional work boundaries the second Shane gave him permission to ‘share a little’ (they might of argued over the definition of ‘a little’) – but he couldn’t stop himself. He’d spent years keeping it a secret, when quite frankly the shit they got up too could go down in the history books and Guinness Book of world records.
“There’s a difference between hiding your sex life and bragging about it, captain. I did not need to know men could squirt,” Hayes shot back, rolling his eyes—though he kept his distance this time, no longer shoving Ilya playfully like usual. “And I know you’re trying to distract me Rozanov. What are you hiding?”
“But it gave you ideas, yes?” Ilya teased, ignoring his last comment, only laughing harder at Hayes’ sudden blush.
“Shut up, dickhead.”
“Mmh. I bet your wife was happy.”
“Shut up.”
“So mean to your captain, Hayes. Come now, tell me the truth,” he cooed, fully aware Hayes was far kinkier than he let on. He had met Dr Lisa Hayes, after all—the woman practically radiated controlled dominance.
“Only my wife gets to tell me what to do—” Hayes cut himself off, eyes flicking from Ilya wrapped tightly around Shane to Shane’s half-hidden face, still nuzzled into Ilya’s chest. He paused, whole body freezing as his brain overworked trying to connect the red sting between the dots.
Something clicked.
“Oh my god. Rozanov. Ilya.”
“What?”
Hayes glanced around, lowering his voice as he stepped closer, now looking frantic. “Please tell me Shane is not in subspace right now.”
“I—uh…” Ilya hesitated, unsure whether to lie or not. He barely knew anything about BDSM himself; it was Shane who had gone down a research spiral after that night with Kip, eventually approaching him with a full binder—sectioned and labelled, of course—of things they could try.
Ilya was exited of course, and it was nice to put labels on the things they had been doing for years, but he didn’t really care that much. He just liked, no loved, having sex with Shane. Who cared what it was called.
“Captain,” Hayes hissed, disapproval clear in his voice. “That is so irresponsible.”
“It was an accident!”
“How?!”
“Shut up. How do you even know what subspace is?!” he weakly defended, trying to switch the tables less he admits to his teammate that he can’t stop making his husband come. And apparently in this cruel world, that caused problems.
“My wife is an ER doctor. Do you know the kind of stuff she sees? It was only a matter of time before she got curious and tried it on me. Also you are very clearly in DomSpace right now.”
Ilya blinked.
“So… you’re a bottom?” He asked, ignoring the last bit of that sentence.
What the fuck was DomSpace?
Hayes spluttered, turning bright red and covering his face with one hand. “I am not a bottom! I fuck my wife—well, I mean, she has pegged me—but no! Roz, I am straight. I can’t be a bottom.”
Ilya raised an eyebrow. “Your wife tells you what to do. You are a bottom.”
“That doesn’t mean I’m a bottom! It means I’m submissive!” Hayes argued, so annoyed with his captain that he’d completely abandoned any shame from earlier.
“Meh,” Ilya waved a hand dismissively, looking unbothered. “That is what I said.”
“Just because someone is submissive doesn’t mean they’re a bottom. You’ve never heard of power bottoming?”
“That is topping.”
“What?! No, it’s not,” Hayes shot back, immediately wincing as Shane let out a soft grumble against Ilya’s skin. He lowered his voice before continuing, “How can it be topping? You’re still getting fucked—that’s bottoming.”
“No,” Ilya argued, tightening his grip on Shane. “That is topping in reverse. I know this. Shane does it sometimes.”
“Wait…”
“I told you Shane tops me sometimes,” Ilya said simply.
Hayes blinked at him, his expression slowly shifting into something between disbelief and judgement as his gaze flicked to Shane. “So when you said Shane tops you sometimes, you meant he rides you?”
Ilya nodded.
“So Shane has never actually fucked you?”
Ilya nodded again.
“Dude…” Hayes paused, his face cycling through several expressions before settling on disapproval. “That is so not cool. Just because you’re tall, bigger, or more dominant or whatever doesn’t mean you can’t be fucked—”
Ilya snorted. “I know this.” He squeezed Shane slightly, still wrapped around him. “Trust me. He does not want that.”
“How can you be so sure? What if—” Hayes cut himself off, shaking his head, irritation creeping in. “Wait. You’re distracting me again. Stop it.”
He took a breath and stepped back, visibly collecting himself. “I’m serious, Roz. I don’t care that you’re into BDSM—that would be hypocritical—but doing a scene in a hotel room? When stuff like this can happen? It’s not safe. It’s a miracle Shane hasn’t dropped.”
“I would never let Shane drop,” Ilya scowled, tugging Shane further away from Hayes. He let out a sigh and glanced down at him, clearly weighing his next words. “Look, we’ve been doing this since we first got together. If we didn’t do this in hotel rooms, where would we do it?”
“You’ve been doing this since you were eighteen?” Hayes squeaked.
“I didn’t know it was called BDSM,” Ilya shrugged. “I just called it sex.”
“You did this with everyone you slept with?”
“Well, no.” Ilya shrugged again, looking too unbothered for Wyatts liking. “I just thought it was really, really, really good sex.” He made sure to emphasise the really.
Hayes stared at him. “I really worry about what goes on in your head sometimes.”
Ilya rolled his eyes, looking down at Shane as he mumbled softly, his eyelids twitching—a sign he was starting to come back to himself. Ilya resumed rubbing his back gently before shooting Hayes a dry look.
“Are you done now? Yes, we have kinky sex. Yes, it can be irresponsible sometimes. No, we are not stopping. I love fucking my husband, and he loves getting fucked. We spend too much time on the road to only do things the ‘proper’ way when we’re home.”
Hayes gave him a flat look. “We’ve only been on the road for four days.”
“Exactly. That’s too long.”
Hayes let out a frustrated sigh, running a hand through his hair. “Ilya. I’m being serious—”
“As am I,” Ilya straightened up, getting serious now, his teasing tone leaving him, “Shane slips easily. Doesn’t matter what we’re doing. It is just the way we have always worked. You do not have to approve, but I will not take criticism on this. Especially in front of Shane. Do not mention this in front of him again.”
His voice had got more commanding the more he talked, facial expression getting harder, willing Hayes to obey. For the first time tonight, he was grateful that Shane had slipped into that floaty headspace, not aware of anything but Ilya. Not aware of this conversation.
“It has taken Shane years to be comfortable talking about sex in public.” Ilya carried on defensively, “I will not have you ruin his hard work and go back to pretending he was a virgin because you’re uncomfortable with our sex lives. Our sex lives that do not include you last I checked.”
The goalie stopped for a second, staring at him and trying to figure it out, before his face opened in realisation.
“Oh my god. This isn’t just sex, is it?”
“What?” Ilya asked with a frown, confused at the question.
“You don’t just do this in the bedroom. It’s your whole relationship dynamic.”
“I—uh…” Ilya paused. “I don’t know what you’re going on about,” he said honestly.
He vaguely remembered Kip going on about sub/dom dynamics in a pub months ago, but at the time he’d been too busy watching the way a blush spread across Shane’s freckles. He knew Shane had a whole chapter about it in the ‘sex binder’, colour-coded of course, but Ilya always got distracted by the ‘kinks to try’ section—which usually ended with them having sex before he could read anything properly.
He wasn’t that fussed about it. It was simple, as far as he was concerned.
Shane liked being told what to do. Ilya liked telling him what to do.
“Your relationship, you—uh, never mind. Ignore me. This isn’t the time or place.” Hayes placed a hand on his shoulder, relieved when Ilya didn’t pull away, carefully avoiding touching Shane. “We can talk about this later.”
“Talk about what—”
“What are you guys talking about?”
“Ебать!” Ilya jumped, instinctively pulling Shane closer, which made him hum softly, fingers twitching against Ilya’s bare back. (Fuck!)
He turned to find LaPointe grinning at him, clearly pleased with himself for startling his captain.
Ilya scowled. “Do not do that rookie.”
“Not my fault you’re a pussy,” LaPointe teased. “Thought you were meant to be a big, brave Russian who’s fought a bear and isn’t scared of anything?”
Shane let out a quiet laugh against his chest, and Ilya looked down with a grin, relieved to see him reacting to someone other than himself—a clear sign he was coming back from his ‘happy place’.
He slowly loosened his hold, ready to pull him back in at the first sign of discomfort, but Shane only leaned back slightly.
He glanced around, momentarily confused, as if he’d forgotten they were outside, before shaking his head and visibly pulling himself together. He pulled off the headphones but left the ear plugs in, looking back up at Ilya with a small grin, clearly amused by LaPointe’s comment.
Ilya rolled his eyes, turning his attention back to LaPointe now that he knew Shane was okay.
“I am a brave Russian. I have fought a bear. Or have you already forgotten when I saved your ass while you were crying for your mama?” he said dryly, smirking at the immediate blush that spread across LaPointe’s face—only to wince as Shane pinched him.
Shane hated talking about the crash, and especially hated talking about how Ilya had actually fought a bear to defend his teammates while most of them were still unconscious.
When the others had woken—bloodied and disoriented, the scent of their blood having attracted the animal—they’d been horrified to learn from Luca and LaPointe that Ilya had driven it off with nothing but his fists and a steak knife from first class to stop the bear from turning the plane into a -all-you-can-eat-buffet.
Personally, Ilya didn’t see the big deal.
As far as he was concerned, it had been a good time.
It had been ages since he had a proper fight now that Shane wouldn’t let him start brawls on the ice as much as he used too and surprisingly the bear had been a good sport about his dinner fighting back.
Both of them had given as good as they got. He swore the bear had almost looked impressed as it limped back into the wilderness after he’d managed to slash its side before punching it straight in its cute little nose.
It must have been lonely up there. Maybe it had just appreciated the entertainment.
Ilya would have gone back and tried to lure it home to turn into the world’s scariest guard dog, if he did not know for a fact Shane would immediately bury his body right next to the bear for the pure audacity.
Plus, it had managed to claw across Ilya’s chest—right over his bear tattoo ironically— which now looked fucking wicked. The three deep scars had only made it look cooler. He felt even more Russian, a true pride to his motherland. He was the hottest shit around.
He hadn’t worn a shirt to post-game press in months.
He looked good, better than good, and he knew it.
Shane loved it too—no matter how much he hated thinking about how Ilya had got it.
“I wasn’t crying!” LaPointe snapped, red up to his ears.
Ilya just raised an eyebrow.
“Okay, maybe I was,” LaPointe admitted weakly, before smirking. “Wait—does that mean you find me scarier than a bear?”
“Hold on a fucking minute—”
“It’s okay, captain. I’m a nice guy, really. You don’t have to be scared of me. I promise I won’t beat you up.”
“You little shit, come here,” Ilya snarled playfully, letting go of Shane as he lunged at LaPointe. “Я покажу тебе, что значит страшно.” (I’ll show you scary.)
Hayes and Shane exchanged a look, both sighing as the inevitable play fight began. Hayes took the opportunity to step closer to Shane, starting a quiet conversation Ilya couldn’t hear—most likely checking on him.
“The only shit here is you, thinking you’re all that but scared of little old me—” LaPointe laughed, dodging away from Ilya, clearly thrilled at having successfully riled him up.
Then he froze.
His eyes dropped.
“Oh my god!” he squeaked, his blush returning instantly.
Ilya paused, confused. “What?”
“Bro… your—” LaPointe cut himself off, looking away quickly, mortified.
Ilya followed his gaze and sighed.
Right.
Of course.
Even after all this time, little Rozanov Jr. still wanted to play. His cock was only slighter softer than when they had left the hotel room, sweatpants thankfully free of cum, but very obviously trailing down the side of one thigh, ending only slightly above his knee, thickness forcing it to protrude out.
He paused for a minute, trying to decide whether to let the slowly blooming embarrassment take over his body or lean into the still-lasting feeling of confidence.
Fuck it. He was Ilya Rozanov.
Shane had unknowingly taught him years ago to trust in himself, to be proud of himself. Time to take that lesson to heart.
He looked back up at Hayes and LaPointe, both standing still in shock with their mouths open.
“Sorry,” he shrugged, letting his nerves float away.
A slight gasp caught his attention. He turned to look at Shane, only to find him blushing, eyes locked on his covered cock, eyes dark and hooded with lust. He looked like he wanted to drop to his knees right there in the hotel car park in front of his team and hundreds of strangers. And if that wasn’t enough, he made eye contact with Ilya and licked his lips, eyelashes flickering up and down.
Fuckkkkkkkkkkkk
“Dude, your cock is massive,” Hayes suddenly blurted out, slapping a hand over his own mouth in embarrassment.
“Ok….” Ilya trailed off, not exactly knowing how to respond to that. It wasn’t the first time someone had told him he had a big dick—hell, an example was standing right next to him—but it was the first time when not in the bedroom. Or the closest thing to one.
“No, man,” LaPointe shook his head, mouth still open. “Your dick is massive. Like… humongous.”
He looked up at Ilya then like he was waiting for a response. What the fuck was he meant to say to that?
“Thank you???”
“What? No,” LaPointe waved his hands up and down, “I mean like… that is ridiculous. You belong on PornHub.”
“No, he does not,” Shane snapped immediately, throwing him a glare.
LaPointe seemed to ignore him, instead turning to where the team was standing a couple meters away and cupping his hands around his mouth to yell, “OI!!!!! Everyone come look at the captain’s dick!”
Ilya didn’t know what was worse—the fact that the team and what seemed like half of the hotel whipped around to stare at him, or the way the whole team seemed to pause before happily bumbling over slightly confused..
Coach, thankfully, stayed where he was, sighing deeply and staring up at the sky.
“This is an HR violation, guys,” he muttered, completely ignored.
Ilya couldn’t do anything but blink as the group of 9 men stumbled their way over with no hesitation.
“LaPointe, I am going to kill you. And I mean it this time.” Ilya hissed, glaring at the man.
“Why would we be looking at the captain’s dick—oh wow.” Barrett walked over before freezing, eyes locked on below Ilya’s belt.
And he wasn’t the only one.
“That should be classed as a weapon,” Dykstra added, looking almost jealous.
“That is a weapon,” Chouinard argued, looking definitely jealous.
“I’ve seen baseball bats smaller than that.”
“Do you think he gets lightheaded when he’s fully hard? Hey Rozy, do you get— Ow!” Holmberg was cut off by a swift smack to the back of the head.
“He’s not fully hard?!”
“Bro, of course not. We’ve been standing here in the cold for at least 15 minutes, he can’t be.”
“Oh my lord, is that true?” Holmberg gasped, finally looking up to ask, eyes wide with fascination. “Is that true Roz? You’re not fully hard?”
Ilya sighed. This was ridiculous. Actually ridiculous. There was supportive and then there was what ever the hell this was.
Boodram burst out laughing. “You guys can’t be serious. We’ve all been in the showers together for years—how did none of you know this?”
“I thought he was a shower, not a grower!” Young defended, the majority of the team nodding along. “That’s got to be at least 8 inches—”
“Nah, dude, more like 9. Maybe even 10.”
“No wonder he’s a cocky fucker. Hah—cocky.”
Ilya shuffled on his feet for a second, trying to decide how he felt about his whole team staring at the imprint of his cock that was thankfully getting smaller by the minute.
“I always thought he walked with big dick energy,” Luca added thoughtfully, bright red and not looking at Ilya.
The team paused for a second, before there was a united sound of agreement.
“That can’t be comfy though,” Chouinard argued, frowning at Ilya’s cock in disapproval.
Looking at his dick in disapproval. What was his life?
“It’s too big. Got to make things painful,” LaPointe agreed, “Like imagine taking that then having to get up in the morning and go to work.”
There was a heavy pause, as if the whole team had the same thought at the same time. They all slowly turned to look at Shane with slowly drawling realisation . 
Shane, who had been getting increasingly redder with every comment, either from embarrassment or jealousy.
Ilya was leaning towards jealousy.
“What!?” Shane snapped, crossing his arms over his chest.
“Dude,” Dykstra started slowly, “are you ok? Like… internally?”
“Say that again.” Shane hissed, narrowing his eyes.
Dykstra swallowed nervously, “No, I don’t think I will.”
Boodram, from where he was crouched over with his hands on his knees, practically crackling since Young’s comment, let out a gasp for air. He kept trying to gather his composure but one look at the confused but confident Russian and his irradiated husband that couldn’t stop blushing, made him giggle again, his 6’9 frame shaking up and down. .
“All I’ve got to say,” Barrett grinned, smirking as Shane’s glare turned to him, “is that you are a soldier Hollzy. Rozy always plays better freshly fucked. And from the last couple of games, you’ve been doing your part for the team. God speed my man.”
“Yeah, you’re the real one Hollander!”
“Thank you Hollzy!”
“MVP for sure!”
“Appreciate you man!”
“We’re going to win the cup because of you dude!”
“If you ever need lube—”
“SHUT THE FUCK UP!” Shane snarled, cutting off the team’s congratulations. “Everyone stop looking at my dick—I mean my husband’s dick.”
Ilya choked out a laugh at Shane’s misstep.
“Next person to look at my husband’s cock is getting put on the ground, and I mean it.” Shane hissed, glaring harshly at the whole team who immediately took a nervous step back.
Hah, pussies.
Shane whipped around to throw that same glare at Ilya at his cut-off laugh, scowling like he was about to lose his shit at any moment and start beating everyone with his stick. His hockey stick.
Jokes on him, that look only made him harder.
Ilya smirked at Shane, wiggling his eyebrows and winking, moving closer to try and put his arm around him only to be slapped away with a hiss.
“Fuck off Ilya.” Shane scowled, looking like an angry kitten, slapping away Ilya’s hand every time it got close.
He looked so fucking cute, all bundled up in his mountain of clothes, standing there red-faced with his arms crossed, looking like he was two seconds away from stomping his foot. Absolutely furious that anyone other than him was admiring his husband’s cock.
Ilya felt himself twitch.
“I’m sorry sweetheart. It’s not my fault, I was born with my humongous cock,” Ilya playfully cooed, smirking at Shane’s deepening frown, “You know… it could be argued this is your fault.”
Shane swung around to face Ilya, scowling and practically snarling in his anger, “The fuck did you just say?”
Ilya smirked back, unfazed.
“Если бы ты не был такой шлюхой, жаждущей моего члена, этого бы не случилось.”

(If you weren’t such a slut for my cock, this wouldn’t be happening.)
“Скажи это ещё раз.” he hissed, walking closer so there was only a slight distance between their bodies.

(Say that again.)
Ilya leaned forward so close he could see the individual eyelashes fluttering as Shane’s eyes darted down to look at his lips.
“Или что?” he teased, rolling his shoulders back, smug when Shane’s eyes immediately darted down to follow the movement. (Or what?)
“Моя маленькая шлюшка.” He made sure to drawl it out, smirking when Shanes breath rate increased.

(My little slut.)
Shane took a deep inhale, wanting to be mad but unable to lift his eyes from Ilya’s lips. He slowly lifted a hand to trace down the firm muscle of Ilya’s stomach, heat radiating off his bare skin despite the temperature.
“Твой член мой,” Shane said, almost softly, eyes dark with lust and jealousy. He lifted his eyes to make eye contact, silently communicating with him. (Your cock is mine.)
Ilya breathed out slowly, unable to stop himself from drifting closer. “Мой член — твой,” he agreed in a whisper. (My cock is yours.)
Boodram let out another bark of laughter, finally standing up from where he had been crouched over in stitches. “We’ve all just been staring at a man’s dick for the past ten minutes and yet somehow this is gayer than that.”
Ilya rolled his eyes, moving away from Shane but wrapping an arm around his shoulders. He raised one eyebrow.
“Is everyone done staring at my dick now? Yes, it is big. Yes, it gets bigger. No, it does not hurt. Yes, Shane likes it.”
“Ilya,” Shane hissed, slapping him across the stomach.
“Sorry, моя любовь,” Ilya cooed, turning back to the team. “I meant yes, Shane loves it.”
Shane’s reprimand was lost under the laughter of the team, Boodram winking at Ilya knowingly, making him snort. Ilya should encourage Shane to talk to Boodram’s wife. They could share tips.
Not that Shane needed any.
Suddenly, a female voice broke through the noise. A professional-looking woman was holding a microphone, trying to catch the attention of the whole hotel.
“ATTENTION! THE FIRE ALARM CAUSE WAS FOUND. SOMEONE TRIED TO MICROWAVE A COCKTAIL IN A CAN. YOU CAN ALL SAFELY PROCEED BACK TO YOUR ROOMS!”
“Oh, thank fuck. I think if I had to stare at captain’s dick any longer, I was going to start asking questions Hollzy would kill me for.”
“Dude, no one was making you look.”
“You look me in the eye right now and tell me that dick didn’t have its own gravitational pull?”
“Gravitational pull? Big word.”
“Oh, fuck off.”
Ilya rolled his eyes but ignored his well-intentioned—but dumb—teammates, tugging Shane closer.
“You ready to go back to bed, sweetheart?”
“Mmh,” Shane paused, looking Ilya up and down with a slight smirk, pupils expanding as he licked his lips. “Depends.”
If Ilya had a tail, it would be wagging right now. He almost wanted to start jumping up and down at Shane’s sultry tone.
He moved his arm down, wrapping it around Shane’s waist to pull him flush against his body, almost moaning at the sudden pressure against his front.
“On what?” he asked shakily.
“On whether you can show me if your mine.”
“Дерьмо,” Ilya couldn’t stop himself. He squeezed him close, hands twitching against Shane’s sides before abruptly letting go, softly pushing him forwards before slapping him on the ass so loudly the clap echoed. “Time to go. Пошли, пошли.” (Shit. Let’s go. Let’s go.)
They raced back to their hotel room, both laughing and giggling as they pushed each other up the stairs, ignoring the confused looks of strangers and the knowing looks of their teammates.
Turns out it was very difficult trying to climb several flights of stairs with a hard dick.
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      Chapter 7: Luca: I don't understand
  


    Chapter Summary

    Luca knows he misses things—doesn’t always pick up on what everyone else seems to understand without trying.

But he knows there’s something different about the way his captain and his husband are with each other.

Something deeper. Something most people don’t have.

And, eventually—slowly, in pieces—he figures it out.
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  Luca Haas had expected a lot of things when Shane Hollander joined the team a year after his husband had.

Finally making the playoffs? Yes.

Becoming a better player just by absorbing Hollander’s skill and experience? Hell yes—Luca was half convinced he was improving through osmosis just by standing near the hockey legend.

Watching his captain, Ilya fucking Rozanov, lower his walls and actually let the team in now that his secret husband was here? Also yes.

Actually becoming friends with Shane Hollander—the best player in the world? God, Luca hoped so.

But there were also things Luca hadn’t expected.

The main one being that he would apparently gain a front-row seat to the most loving, codependent, borderline unhinged relationship he had ever witnessed—one that made him regularly question his own understanding of love.

Never in a million worlds did Luca expect that.

And that was just the shit Luca saw

 

The squeak of his trainers echoed down the empty hall, Luca having arrived an hour early for practice so he could get on the ice ahead of everyone else (expect the power couple of course)  —and, hopefully, convince Shane Hollander (Shane Hollander!) to help him practise his shooting accuracy.

Hollander had only been on the team for two weeks. He was still quiet, a little awkward in the way most new players were, afraid to create ripples.

(Which was crazy really considering he was Shane Hollander (Again Shane Hollander!!!), any team would be rolling the red carpet out for him. )

Well—most players.

Ilya had walked into practice on his first day last year like he’d already been playing for the team for years. By the end of that first session, he’d been holding court in the locker room like it was his.

But not everyone could be Ilya Rozanov.

And not everyone could be Shane Hollander.

Luca—along with the rest of the team—had had to physically pick his jaw up off the floor after that first practice with Hollander.

Not only had the legendary player outmatched them in every single aspect of hockey—speed, handling, accuracy, skating, edges—but it was just unreal how good he was. Luca had grown up watching him, had obviously known that already, but seeing it up close, behind the scenes, was something else entirely.

Coach hadn’t stopped grinning the entire time, practically bouncing on the balls of his feet. Hell, Luca had even spotted one of the assistant coaches doodling little Stanley Cups on the sheet she was supposed to be using to track Shane’s stats.

But the biggest difference—something no one had expected—was Ilya Rozanov.

The Russian had gone from a confident, arrogant, once-in-a-generation player—someone who always had his walls firmly up and was almost too skilled at deflecting any question about his personal life—to something else entirely.

For a year, the team had felt like they knew their captain… without actually knowing him.

They didn’t know what he did on his birthday. What he ate for dinner. His favourite colour. Anything about his family beyond what had been published in the news. They didn’t know where he went on weekends, who he was always texting, or who it was that kept making him blush.

It was nothing like the stories they’d heard of twitter and the news.

They’d expected a party animal. A loud, arrogant man who was more bark than bite. A captain who didn’t care about his team off the ice. A man with a different hookup every night.

Instead, they got someone who asked about their weekends. Their families. Their relationships. Someone who stayed late after practice to help anyone who asked. Someone who stayed so late at the children’s hospital they had to make their own way back. Someone who adored animals and would let his team slack off to have fun.

They got a man who smiled like something was missing. Like there was a piece of him somewhere else.

A man who could fill a room when he spoke—then disappear into the walls the second no one was looking.

And then the plane crashed and they learned about Jane.

Then a bear tried to eat them and they learned about his childhood.

And then there had been a hoarse voice outside the plane—a desperate man shouting for Ilya—

—and they learned about his husband.

His husband.

Shane. Fucking. Hollander.

A man who made every rumour sound like an understatement.

Shane Hollander wasn’t just the nicest player in hockey—he was the benchmark the entire sport quietly measured itself against. The best player in the world. The kind of talent people only saw once in a generation, no a century—if they were lucky.

His skating was flawless. His edges effortless. His vision borderline unnatural. He didn’t just read the game—he predicted it. Plays didn’t unfold around him; they bent to him. Like he was always three steps ahead, dragging the rest of the ice into place behind him.

You didn’t defend against Shane Hollander.

You survived him.

He made elite players look average. Made impossible shots look routine. Made entire teams restructure their strategy just to contain him—and still failed.

And somehow—somehow—he was better off the ice.

Relentlessly dedicated. Unfailingly kind. The kind of man who didn’t just show up, but lifted everyone around him. He didn’t wait to be asked for help; he saw the need before it existed and quietly filled it.

He visited children’s hospitals like it was part of his training schedule, always dragging his husband along. Donated a quarter of his salary without ever mentioning it. Shared everything—technique, routines, knowledge—like success wasn’t something to protect, but something to pass on.

Luca had never been the most popular with the press—he was still a rookie, after all, and treated like one.

Unlike Shane Hollander and Ilya Rozanov rookie’s season.

But after Shane joined the team, suddenly everyone wanted to talk to him.

Well—talk through him.

His usual questions of “What’s it like to be a rookie?” had quickly turned into:

What’s it like to be a rookie under Shane Hollander?

What’s Shane Hollander like?

What does Shane Hollander do for fun?

Does Shane Hollander make you a better player?

Does he train with you?

Luca didn’t hate it. Honestly, he preferred talking about someone else for once.

Still… it was almost ridiculous how the hockey world revolved around Shane Hollander.

Like any team he touched became better.

His name was written into records and legends like he was untouchable—like everything he touched turned to gold.

And, in a way it did.

Everyone loved Shane Hollander.

Not just because he was the best.

But because he was good.

Truly, fundamentally good.

A man worth knowing.

A man who had climbed a goddamn mountain for a week on the slim chance of finding the crash site.

A man who hadn’t given up for a single second, even when he was sick, exhausted—until he collapsed on the helicopter ride back.

A man who had spent eleven million dollars—the only reason they’d been found at all—just for one person.

And then joined the team because he couldn’t bear to be away from his husband any longer.

Because, obviously, the most logical thing to do after being rescued from a mountain where you’d been stranded in a crashed plane for a week… was to get married immediately.

With a team who hadn’t even known Ilya was engaged less than forty-eight hours earlier.

That had been a crazy day.

So when Shane joined the team, they expected a lot of things.

Ilya letting his walls down. Finally sharing his personal life. (And, unfortunately, his sex life.)

What they hadn’t expected was this.

A man who couldn’t stop smiling.

Who couldn’t stop touching.

Who couldn’t stop talking—bragging, really—about his husband.

A man whose default expression had once been that classic Slavic stare—one that had managed to intimidate even Boodram—now looking like he’d won the lottery with a massive smile every single day .

His joy was infectious, quite literally bighting every room he walked into.

It was mind-boggling.

It was like the captain had been replaced by a lizard person, he was that different—but no one wanted the lizard to go away. It was a very nice lizard.

He was completely different, and he was happy.

It was amazing the difference that made—both in the locker room and on the ice.

Hollander and Rozanov didn’t just play well together; they played like they’d been built for each other. Like they’d spent years learning exactly how the other moved, thought, reacted.

Ilya drove the play—charging through the neutral zone, pulling defenders toward him, forcing space open—while Shane was already there, slipping into the gaps before they even appeared, ready for the pass.

Ilya’s powerful skating paired perfectly with Shane’s quick turns and sharp footwork—the kind that let him dodge players and create space out of nothing.

One forced the game forward.

The other shaped it.

Ilya took the big, heavy shots—the kind that made the whole arena flinch—while Shane went for speed and precision, snapping pucks past defenders and into corners before the goalie could react.

They moved the puck between them like it was second nature. Quick passes, instinctive plays, moments where it looked like they weren’t even looking—

—and yet they always found each other.

Every time.

Even their presence matched. Ilya loud, confident, impossible to ignore. Shane quiet, controlled, almost invisible until he wasn’t.

Power and finesse.

Noise and calm.

Chaos and control.

They didn’t just complement each other—

they completed each other.

They were fucking winning that Stanley Cup. Luca was sure of it.

Not to mention—they were just goddamn cute.

They were constantly watching each other, always looking for the other when they entered a room, speaking to each other with a softness Luca had never seen directed at anyone else.

The only thing that surprised him was that they didn’t touch each other as much as he’d expected. Rozanov was a very physically affectionate captain, so it threw Luca off that he kept his distance from his own husband.

But maybe they were still adjusting. Still getting used to the team. Still getting used to working together.

Maybe they just needed more time to get comfortable, Luca thought, nodding to himself as he pushed open the locker room door.

After all, they’d only been married for a month. It wasn’t like they’d be arguing already.

The sound of raised voices hit him the second he stepped inside.

“It’s stupid, Shane!” Ilya’s voice rang out, frustration thickening his accent.

“Oh, so now I’m stupid?” came the sharp reply—Shane’s voice edged and almost snobby in a way Luca had never heard before.

“Do not put words in my mouth!” Ilya snapped. “I’m saying the rule is stupid.”

“I’m the one who suggested the rule, Ilya! How else am I meant to take that?”

There was a harsh sigh, followed by a groan.

Luca froze, then awkwardly ducked behind the corner, holding the door open so it wouldn’t slam.

“Look,” Ilya started again, forcing calm into his voice, “I understand where you’re coming from. But the team is good. They would not care.”

Luca blinked, leaning slightly closer.

Care about what?

There was another frustrated sigh.

“Do you, Ilya? Do you?”

“Do you???” Ilya mocked in a high-pitched voice, before cutting himself off and coughing awkwardly. “Sorry, sweetheart. I didn’t mean to do that.”

There was a rustle of fabric—like Ilya was shifting on his feet. “All I’m trying to say is the team is good. Good people. Good men. I’ve known them for a year, Shane. They know you’re my husband. They were at the wedding! They will not care if I touch my husband in the locker room.”

Oh.

That’s what this was about.

“Don’t try that shit with me, asshole. I know what you’re like. If I give you permission to touch me, you’re going to go overboard.”

“You are my husband. What is wrong with that?”

“I don’t want you slapping my ass in front of the whole team, Ilya!”

“It is a very nice ass,” Ilya defended. “And I would not do that in front of the team.”

“Yes, you would.”

There was a heavy pause.

“…Ok, maybe I would,” Ilya admitted sheepishly, ignoring the frustrated sigh that followed. “But still! The team would not care. Everyone gets their ass slapped occasionally. It is a friendship slap!”

Shane’s voice dropped immediately, dangerous and sharp.

“Whose fucking ass are you slapping?!”

“No one’s but yours, моя любовь,” Ilya replied smoothly.

Luca rolled his eyes despite himself. He was pretty sure Young still had the mark from when the captain had smacked him in celebration after the first goal of the season.

“Mhm,” Shane said, unconvinced, before pushing on. “I’m just saying, Ilya—we’re two married men in a room full of straight men. I don’t want to make anyone uncomfortable.”

“Eh,” Ilya huffed, “I wouldn’t be so sure about that. I’ve seen the way some of them look at me when I get out of the showers.”

Luca went bright red.

God. He knew he’d been caught that one time.

(Okay—maybe two. Or three.)

Who could blame him? It was Ilya-fucking-Rozanov.

“Who the fu—”

Luca coughed loudly and stepped around the corner, letting the door slam shut behind him. Might as well interrupt before Shane committed a murder.

Also—to reassure them they didn’t care.

But mostly the first one. Luca liked being alive.

He blinked at the scene in front of him.

Instead of facing each other like he expected, they were standing on opposite sides of the locker room, backs turned, refusing to look at each other.

…Okay.

That was something.

They both turned their heads at the same time to look at him.

“Sorry,” Luca squeaked immediately. “I didn’t mean to overhear your argument—I mean conversation—I just wanted to get here early to practise my accuracy shots with you—I mean, if you didn’t mind, of course, you don’t have to—”

“Luca,” Ilya said gently, offering a small smile, “calm down. You are fine.”

“Still, I mean, I shouldn’t have—”

“No,” Shane cut in quickly, shaking his head, looking slightly embarrassed. “We’re sorry, Luca. We shouldn’t have brought our personal lives into the locker room.”

Ilya rolled his eyes and opened his mouth to argue—

—but Luca blurted out first.

“About that—like, we know you’re married?”

God. Why did that sound like a question?

“I mean—I was talking to Young and Holmberg and LaPointe and like—we were saying you’re less affectionate than we thought you’d be?”

Shane immediately turned bright red, covering his face with his hands.

Ilya whipped around with a smug grin, arms spreading wide.

“Not that we were talking bad about you,” Luca rushed, stumbling over his words, “but like… after the crash and everything, we thought you’d be all over each other.”

“HAH!” Ilya barked, pointing at Shane. “I told you!”

Shane spun around to face him, scowling.

“You didn’t tell me shit!”

“I told you they would not care!”

“That is not what he just said!”

Ilya let out a frustrated groan as he stepped closer. “That is exactly what he just said, Shane.”

“No, he said they expected us to be all over each other. Not that they would be comfortable with it.”

“Being comfortable with it was implied!”

“An implication is not the same thing as directly saying it! We shouldn’t assume, Ilya.” Shane shot back, taking a step forward.

“Yet you are assuming they would be uncomfortable. Now who is the hypocrite, Shane?”

“Say that again.”

“You. Are. A. Hypocrite.”

Luca could only blink, watching as each man took a step closer with every sentence. They were now standing directly in front of each other, only a single step apart, bodies leaning in despite the aggressive tone.

They were both breathing heavily, eyes locked.

Shane’s arms were crossed over his chest, but Luca could see them twitch—like he wanted to reach out. He bit his lip as his eyelashes fluttered, a slow growing blush gathering over his freckles despite his attempt to stay mad.

Ilya eyes darted to his checks, licking his lips before he tilted his head and smirked, leaning in until their noses were nearly touching, letting out a soft huff when Shane’s eyes dropped to his lips.

It was the very definition of sexual tension, he could practically see the heat shooting off them.

Luca blushed, shuffling awkwardly. He had a strong feeling that if he wasn’t in the room, they’d already be tangled together.

…Well. At least now he knew why they didn’t face each other when they argued.

“Uhm…” He let out a small, helpless laugh when both men suddenly jumped apart, shooting him startled looks like they’d completely forgotten he was there. “I’m just going to go and let you finish,” He waved vaguely between them “… whatever this is.”

He turned and started walking towards the door, but paused at the last second, coughing awkwardly.

“But like… we are comfortable. With this, I mean.” He gestured at them again. “You’re married. You’re going to touch each other. We’re supportive.”

He waited.

Both men just stared at him.

Luca nodded awkwardly. “Uhm… Go Centaurs.”

He turned and bolted out of the room.

Oh my god.

Why did he say that?!

Go Centaurs?!

GO CENTAURS?!?!

His spiralling embarrassment was abruptly cut off by a loud thud from inside the locker room—followed by a low, muffled moan.

Luca squeaked and immediately broke into a run towards the away team locker room.

He could just meet them on the ice.

Hopefully they’d be done with… whatever they were doing… by the time he got changed.

 

Luca Haas had never hated himself more.

Like, seriously.

Reassuring the team’s power couple that they wouldn’t be uncomfortable with them acting like husbands was a mistake. A colossal one.

Worse than the time he mixed up sugar and salt when baking a cake for his mother’s birthday.

Worse than the time he trusted a fart on the school bus after they’d had Mexican.

Worse than the time he used sour cream instead of double cream because he thought it was spelt in French while making a cheesecake.

Worse than the time someone told him their dog didn’t bite, so he stopped running from it.

Worse than the time he walked in on his parents having sex.

Worse than the time he accidentally called Ilya “Dad.”

He couldn’t even blame anyone else.

He was the one who said the team thought they should be a bit more affectionate with each other.

The key word being “a bit.”

But this… this was too much.

They were disgustingly cute together.

Cute, yes—but still disgusting.

Luca had never doubted himself so much.

He thought he knew what love was. Thought he knew what it meant to be in love.

He’d had a girlfriend from ages 12 to 17—a classic childhood-to-lovers situation. A woman he respected and cared for deeply until they amicably broke up after finishing school. It had hurt, but in a good way—helping him realise things he’d been ignoring his entire teenagehood. Luca was proud to say they were still friends to this day.

Then he met a pretty boy with brown eyes shortly after, his first day in the American junior’s hockey camp actually, and the less said about that, the better.

They had run hot and fast. Luca fell in love from the first meeting—sparks flying, fire burning. But all sparks dim, and even the brightest fires burn out. The boy broke up with Luca when he was 19, right before they were drafted. Luca had cried for weeks.

Which made watching Ilya and Shane even more painful.

They had been married for three years, and they still acted like they were on their honeymoon. No—like kids on a playground, bashful and borderline giggling, acting like they had butterflies in their stomachs.

Luca couldn’t decide whether he admired it, was jealous of it, or was just straight-up annoyed by it.

It depended on the day.

Like today.

 

“Oi, Cap! What the fuck is all over your back?”

Barrett’s shout cut through the locker room, where men were getting changed after a rough practice—voices overlapping, showers running to “warm up,” even though it drove Dykstra insane because of the water waste.

Said man had somehow got hold of the password for the Bluetooth speakers again, despite Ilya changing it for the 36th time, and was now blasting Justin Bieber’s Baby as revenge for the rest of the team not following his eco-friendly ways.

Ilya turned with a questioning look, rolling his shoulders back as he asked, “What?” before groaning as he tried to stretch out the muscles along his back.

Luca held back his own whimper as he slowly took off one skate, feeling a twinge of pain in his ankle. Hollander had run practice today—the second time he’d done so—and apparently the first one had just been testing the waters, because good God did that man run it like a military camp preparing for war with galactic aliens.

If aliens played hockey of course.

The whole team was spread out across the changing room, all trying to hide their winces and groans from the dictator who looked as fresh as a daisy as he carefully folded his jersey, having already had his shower. He’d told them to warm up like they would before an official match, and none of them had taken him seriously.

Luca had pretended he hadn’t seen the smug little grin on Hollander’s face as they all limped off the ice past him.

They were winning that Cup for sure—Luca was positive. The only question was whether any of them would be alive to receive it.

Luca took a small, evil bit of comfort in the fact that even the captain hadn’t been spared.

Barrett flung a towel across the room, snorting when Ilya stepped out of the way with an exaggerated look of disgust.

“You’re covered in pen, dude,” Barrett said, moving closer and gesturing at his torso. “How on earth did that not sweat off?”

That made Luca finally look at his captain.

Not that he was avoiding looking at his captain. Absolutely not.

But Ilya was currently covered in sweat, the evidence of a brutal practice still written across his body, wearing nothing but a towel slung low—too low—on his hips as he prepared to shower.

And he was Ilya-fucking-Rozanov.

It was… a lot.

Especially when surrounded by a bunch of mostly straight men. And his husband!

Luca swallowed as subtly as he could, glancing over just long enough to see that about a third of the moles across Ilya’s back and chest had been circled in thin black marker, some with words written beside them in careful handwriting that Luca couldn’t quite make out from where he was sitting further down the bench.

“It’s not pen, it’s a Sharpie,” Ilya answered distractedly, shuffling through his bag in search of something.

“Okay…” Barrett drawled, “Still. Why have you circled your moles in Sharpie?”

“I have a dermatologist appointment after,” Ilya answered simply, letting out a small triumphant noise as he finally found his body wash. He started walking towards the showers with a pep in his step, only to be interrupted by his husband, who swiftly plucked the bottle from his hand.

Shane ignored Ilya’s disgruntled noise as he placed the body wash in his own bag, throwing him a look Luca couldn’t quite decipher as he pushed him towards the showers.

“I told you not to use body wash until you got home,” Shane huffed. “I’m not letting the doctor miss something because you cleaned my work off.”

“Or you could, I don’t know, let the doctor do their job?” Ilya teased. “What’s the point of paying them if you’re just going to do all the hard work for them?”

Shane didn’t bother responding, just gave him a small glare and pushed him again, going back to getting changed.

“Go. You’re going to be late.”

“Sir, yes, sir,” Ilya said teasingly, pressing a kiss to Shane’s cheek before finally getting into the shower.

Shane gave a small grin at the ground at that, blushing slightly as his eyes followed his husband as he walked away.

Which—really?

They’d been together for almost ten years, doing things that would make the devil blush, and that—a kiss on the cheek—was what got him?

Awwww. That was kinda cute

Or annoying.

Luca couldn’t decide.

“I marked all his moles that look irregular or are acting irregular,” Shane said, turning back to Barrett, apparently deciding to answer the questioning look Ilya had ignored in favour of his husband. “Can you believe he’s never had any of them checked before?”

He said it like it was outrageous. Like not going to the doctor unless something was actively wrong – and even then most of them had to be forced - wasn’t what every other man in this locker room did.

“…Yeah, I can’t believe it,” Troy said flatly, raising an eyebrow—clearly thinking the exact same thing as Luca. “So irresponsible of him.”

Shane just nodded approvingly, completely missing the sarcasm.

“So what? You took a Sharpie to him and made him book an appointment?” Troy continued.

“I didn’t make him,” Shane huffed, moving on to carefully slot his skates into their covers before placing them in his bag. “And I booked the appointment anyway,” he added, almost absent-mindedly.

“Why?”

That came from LaPointe, who pushed Luca further into the stall so he could lean over him, ignoring Luca’s attempts to shove the heavy French-Canadian off.

“Why?” Shane repeated, turning with a baffled look. “Because I don’t want him to get skin cancer and die, that’s why.”

There was a pause.

“Dude…” LaPointe started, eyes wide, “I think that’s a bit dramatic. He’s been covered in moles since forever.”

Shane’s eyes immediately narrowed. “And how do you know that?”

“I had his rookie poster,” he admitted without shame, “He looked badass.”

Luca had that same poster. (What could he say? Rozanov was shirtless and covered in sweat. Fifteen-year-old Luca had bought it the second it was released.) …but he would never admit that.

“I don’t think they’ve changed since then,” LaPointe finished.

“They have,” Shane corrected immediately. “He has twelve more on his back and four more on his front, two have changed shades, and one of them has grown in size. I thought he’d already had them checked, or I would have made him go to the doctor years ago,” Shane finished with a huff.

Barrett leaned forward with a filthy grin. “And how do you know that, Shane Hollander?”

“I have pictures on my phone,” Shane answered matter-of-factly, once again missing the point. “I also have written descriptions in his health file.”

By now, his words had caught the attention of the whole team—excluding the ones still in the showers.

“His what?” Troy asked flatly, eyebrows raised.

“His health file,” Shane repeated, pausing to throw a confused look around the room.

When they all continued to blink back at him cluelessly, he let out an annoyed sigh, pulling out his phone and swiping to the notes app. He passed it over to Troy, pointing at something on the screen that Luca couldn’t see.

“There. I have all his moles documented since 2010.”

Troy’s mouth dropped open, practically snatching the phone from Shane as he squinted at the screen.

“Wait a second…” Troy started scrolling, while Shane just watched, unimpressed. “Is this a fully documented medical history???”

“What??” Boodram questioned, walking over to peek over Troy’s shoulder before looking up at Shane in shock. “My man, this is a medical document. Not just pictures of his moles.”

“Of course,” Shane replied, just as confused. “How else am I meant to know if something has changed with him?”

“Season 2010–2011 injuries, season 2011–2012 injuries, season 2012–2013 injuries—all the way up to this season…” Troy read off the screen, shaking his head as he continued. “Dude, you even have off-season injuries in their own folder.”

“Why wouldn’t I?”

Troy ignored Shane, instead choosing to keep swiping through the phone, clicking on something that made Boodram raise his eyebrows.

“Hollzy… please tell me you didn’t steal his medical files from the team doctors.”

“Why would I do that?”

“Because you have information you shouldn’t have access to??” Boodram questioned with a disbelieving laugh, taking the phone off Troy and ignoring his protests as he started scrolling. “You have his allergies, his blood type, current medications, bone density level, muscle strength and regrowth rate, average metabolic rate, vitamin and hormonal levels, the exact measurements of his leg, arm and spine bones, the length and type of metal pins from when he broke his elbow, when and where his tattoos were done, as well as the type of ink used, his family history and chances of inheriting medical conditions…”

Zane shook his head with a wide smile. “My man, I love you, but this is crazy. How did you get this?”

Shane blinked.

“I asked?” he said, like it was obvious—very clearly confused about why they were confused.

“Oohhh, what’s his blood type?” LaPointe cut in, planting his hands on Luca’s thighs so he could lean over as close as possible.

Luca could smell the sweat he hadn’t yet washed off—thick and musky. He tried to will his blush away.

“O-,” Shane answered automatically, now trying to fish his phone back from Boodram, who was using his height to keep it out of reach while continuing to scroll.

“Ah,” LaPointe nodded to himself, “that makes sense.”

“How?” Luca couldn’t stop himself from asking, freezing as LaPointe turned his head to look at him but didn’t move away, leaving only a small space between their faces.

He had very pretty brown eyes.

“Universal donor,” Dykstra snorted, making Luca look over. He wiggled his eyebrows as he used his towel to dry his hair.

Luca paused, thinking for a second.

“I don’t get it.”

“Because he’s a slut. Universal donor—gives his body fluids to everyone,” Troy laughed, cutting himself off when Shane turned to scowl at him. “Uhm—I mean a retired slut. Only gives his body fluids to one man.”

Shane hummed, still unsatisfied, but looked away, turning back to Boodram and growing more irritated every time the taller man shifted the phone out of reach.

Seriously—how much information was there?

LaPointe snorted but thankfully moved back into his own stall, taking those awful (strong) hands off Luca’s thighs.

Luca shuffled in his seat, quickly getting up and turning to face the wall to change, thinking that was the end of it.

Personally, Luca didn’t understand why the team was surprised.

They were talking about Shane Hollander.

A man who took notes while watching games—actual notes. Not vague observations, but precise, borderline obsessive breakdowns. The exact angle of a player’s skate on the ice. The timing between passes down to fractions of a second. How many times someone tapped their stick before receiving the puck—even in practice.

A man who had once spent an entire afternoon emailing their tape supplier because it “felt different,” demanding a full ingredient breakdown, manufacturing details, and batch variations—only to be vindicated when it turned out they had in fact changed the adhesive.

A man who stepped onto the ice, paused, and immediately asked why it was 1.2 centimetres thinner than the day before—and was correct to within 0.1 before anyone had even measured it.

A man who, during video review, once pointed out that an opposing teammate’s stride had shortened by three centimetres in the third period compared to the first and had deduced it had something to do with his hip. The next week they were told that same player had been put on injury reserve for a tightening hip flexor, and all Hollander had done was nod approvingly while the team stared at him dumbfounded.

A man who didn’t just notice details—he catalogued them, tracked them, remembered them.

Nothing slipped past Shane Hollander. Nothing.

So really—

why was anyone surprised that he treated his husband’s body with the same level of attention?

His thoughts were interrupted by a squeak.

Like—an actual squeak.

Luca turned, half-expecting to find a dog toy smuggled into the locker room, only to see that Boodram had frozen, eyes still locked on Shane’s phone.

“Shane. Shane.” he said, almost panicked, his whole-body stiff, his voice strained in a way Luca had never heard before. “Please tell me I read this wrong. Please tell me this isn’t what I think it is.”

Shane used Boodram’s distraction to snatch his phone back with a triumphant grin—one that vanished the second he looked at the screen and realised what had just been read.

He went red immediately, whipping around to practically slam the phone into his bag and zip it shut before Troy’s curious hands could reach it.

“It’s nothing,” he coughed, trying to sound firm, slapping Troy’s hands away as they tried to unzip the bag. “Ignore it.”

Boodram stared into the distance, not unlike a soldier returning from war.

“I don’t think I can.”

Okay.

Now Luca was definitely curious.

“What was it? What was it? Tell me, dude,” Dykstra pressed, always the nosiest person in the room. “Shane, tell us. Bood looks like he’s going to pass out.”

“It’s nothing!”

“It’s obviously not nothing.”

“Yeah, Hollzy. Bood’s turning white. I didn’t even know he could do that.”

“Is that racist? That feels racist—”

“It’s not racist! It’s an observation. Black people can turn pale too-”

“So say that! Saying white feels-“

“Oh shut up! You know what I meant!”

“Still, I think that’s $10 in the ‘dumb-dumb’ jar—”

“What?! No. I’ll put $5 in.”

“That’s against the rules—”

“SHUT UP!” Barrett cut off the squabble developing between LaPointe, Holmberg, and Chouinard, knowing full well they could argue about what counted as a microaggression all day. “You idiots are all distracting—SHANE HOLLANDER! You freeze right there. You’re not escaping this conversation.”

Shane, who had one foot out the door, bag slung over his shoulder—apparently fully prepared to abandon his husband to avoid this conversation—turned back with a startled look. Not unlike a rabbit coming face to face with a snarling greyhound.

There was a pause.

Then he fucking bolted.

Out the room. Gone. So fast Luca swore he saw a dust cloud, using his lifelong experience of being a professional athlete for good.

Or bad.

Luca was unsure.

The door slammed shut behind him with a solid bang.

Chaos erupted.

Dykstra and Chouinard immediately launched themselves at Barrett to stop him from chasing after Shane—Troy apparently not caring that he was still only wearing a towel that would absolutely not survive a sprint.

(Don’t ask Luca how he knew that. He still hadn’t forgiven LaPointe.)

The whole team was already on thin ice with management after that incident, and Coach had threatened them with a six-hour “appropriate conduct at work” seminar if anything else happened.

Barrett huffed from where he was face-down on the floor, Dykstra sitting squarely on his back, apparently unbothered by the fact that the other man was now fully naked after losing his towel in the struggle.

He shoved Dykstra off with a grunt, scrambled up, and rewrapped his towel with zero dignity before turning back to Boodram.

“Oi, Bood,” he said, waving a hand in front of his face. “Come on, man. Come back to me. What did you see? Tell me what you saw.”

Boodram’s eyes slowly drifted towards him, mouth still slightly open.

“Did you know that cum has calories?”

…Pause.

The entire room slowly turned to look at him.

“What?” Troy replied flatly.

“Cum. Has. calories.”

Luca felt heat flood his face, glancing sideways at LaPointe—who looked like Christmas had come early.

Troy’s expression shifted, confusion melting into dawning horror.

“No…” he whispered.

“Yes…” Boodram replied, just as quietly.

Luca waited.

Looked around.

Still nothing.

“I don’t get it,” he said again.

LaPointe snorted, shoulders shaking as he bumped into Luca, turning to him with something almost like fondness.

“Don’t ever change, Luca,” he sighed, looking truly pleased with his life, before leaning in close. “What Bood is trying to say is that somehow, the amazing, player-of-the-year, three-time Stanley Cup winner Shane Hollander… knows exactly how many calories are in his husband’s cumshot.”

Luca choked.

Actually choked.

His face went bright red, heat burning across his cheeks as his mouth opened and closed uselessly, staring at LaPointe like he’d just brought out pool noddle instead of stick in the play offs.

“How???” Dykstra wondered aloud, not embarrassed in the slightest—just deeply curious.

…Which, to be fair, was a valid question.

A cheerful whistling cut through the silence.

The entire team turned in unison as Ilya strolled back into the room with Hayes, freshly showered—and, as Shane had insisted, Sharpie completely intact.

He froze when everyone stared at him.

Expressions ranged from horror… to fascination… to outright panic.

(Okay, that last one might just be Luca.)

“What’s going on?” Ilya asked slowly, glancing at Hayes. “Is there something on my face?”

“Nothing!” Luca blurted immediately, unable to stop himself.

Because there was no way he was telling his captain—Ilya-fucking-Rozanov—that his husband had somehow calculated the caloric value of his… bodily contributions.

Apparently, the rest of the team agreed.

“Yeah, nothing’s going on. Nothing to see here.”

“We were just talking about how good your hair looks today!”

“There was an mark—I mean a bug—”

“Your face is perfect! You’re perfect! I mean your body—wait, no—”

Luca gave up.

He dropped back onto the bench, covering his face as LaPointe absolutely lost it beside him.

This fucking team.

God, he hated it.

 

“There you go, sweetheart! All done!”

Luca opened his eyes from where he’d had them clenched shut, his hand gripping the bottom of the chair as the friendly nurse finished giving him the flu shot.

He had expected a lot of things when Coach had texted them to come in an hour early for afternoon practice—game tape review, personal training plans…

He had not expected to be ambushed and stabbed.

This was a betrayal of the highest order.

“Here you go!”

Luca blinked at the red lollipop suddenly shoved in front of his face. The nurse wiggled it when he didn’t react, and he automatically reached out and took it. He unwrapped it and popped it into his mouth, noting it was cherry, not strawberry like he’d assumed.

He looked back up at her with a slight smile. “Thank you,” he said, slightly muffled.

“You’re welcome!” the older woman chirped, patting him on the head in a way that made Luca unsure whether to feel comforted or deeply insulted. “It’s sugar-free,” she added with a playful wink.

…Right. Definitely being treated like a child.

He shuffled over to where Coach Wiebe stood by the door with a clipboard. The coach glanced up, nodded, and ticked something off.

“Why?” Luca asked, unable to keep the betrayal out of his voice.

“Because…” Wiebe said, laughing lightly, “despite managing a team full of six-foot professional athletes who spend their days aggressively body-checking other six-foot athletes… somehow, all of you are terrified of a little needle.”

“I’m not scared,” Luca shot back immediately. “And we’re not all six feet,” he added, weaker.

Wiebe just raised an eyebrow and looked past him.

Luca followed his gaze.

Boodram—all six foot eight of him—was pale, shaking, and curled into the chair like a dying Victorian child, clinging to Dykstra, who was trying very hard to comfort him without laughing.

“I didn’t do that,” Luca pointed out quickly, as Boodram let out a high-pitched screech at the sight of the needle.

“Congratulations,” Wiebe said dryly. “That’s why you got a lollipop.” Coach looked at him again, pursing his lips, “Also she needed you to stop looking like a sad puppy.”

…Rude.

“Is that everyone done now?” Luca asked, deciding to move on from his humiliation.

Wiebe shook his head, glancing back at the clipboard. “We’re waiting on Rozanov and Hollander.”

“I think you mean Rozanov-Hollander and Rozanov-Hollander,” Luca corrected with a grin.

Wiebe rolled his eyes. “I swear they did that just to annoy me. At least they didn’t change their jersey names. Can you imagine the confusion?”

Luca absolutely could.

“Ilya wanted them to swap,” Luca offered helpfully.

Wiebe turned to him, horrified. “No.”

“Shane said no,” Luca added quickly.

“And thank God for that,” Wiebe muttered, tapping his clipboard. “They should be here soon. I was warned Rozanov might be… difficult.”

Luca opened his mouth to ask what that meant—

—but the door slammed open.

Ilya strode in like he always did, like he personally owned every room he entered.

“Good afternoon, my disciples! What fun are we doing today—”

He stopped mid-sentence.

His eyes swept across the room: grown men scattered everywhere in various states of emotional distress, nurses hovering nearby with syringes.

He went pale.

The smile dropped clean off his face.

Luca watched as Ilya’s gaze locked onto a nurse approaching Troy, who was gripping Harris’s hand like it was a lifeline while Harris tried—and failed—not to laugh.

Ilya took one slow step back toward the door.

…Oh, this was going to be good.

Troy let out a squeak as the nurse stabbed him, the injection done and dusted in under ten seconds. She placed a pink plaster with little stars over the spot.

Luca pouted.

He didn’t get a pink star plaster.

And apparently, Ilya didn’t want one either.

The captain turned on his heel with purpose, making a swift escape for the door—

—only to be blocked.

“Don’t you dare, Ilya Rozanov-Hollander,” Shane said firmly, spreading his arms across the doorway like a human barricade. “I know you hate needles, but you are getting your flu shot. Sit down, close your eyes, and it’ll be over before you know it.”

Ilya paused.

His eyes flicked to the nurse holding the syringe. Then to Shane. Then—slowly—to the window.

He was very clearly calculating.

“Ilya,” Shane hissed, eyes narrowing as he followed his gaze. “If you break your ankle jumping out that window, I will kill you—and then inject your dead body myself.”

Ilya said nothing.

Which was… worse.

By now, the entire team had noticed. Most of them had already had their shots and were lingering purely for entertainment.

An arm slung around Luca’s shoulders, making him jump as LaPointe leaned in with a grin.

“Ten dollars says Cap bolts.”

Luca hummed, leaning back slightly as he watched Ilya’s eyes ping between Shane and the window, his complexion getting paler by the second.

“I’m not taking that bet,” Luca said. “Look at him. I’ve seen shaking chihuahuas stand taller.”

“Chihuahuas?” LaPointe echoed.

“Yeah,” Luca nodded. “Those tiny dogs that look like their bones are about to vibrate out of their body whenever they’re scared.”

LaPointe snorted. “What chihuahuas have you met? Every one I’ve seen is possessed by the devil. Bitey little shits.”

Luca glanced back at their captain, still locked in a silent standoff with his husband, teeth now bared in a silent snarl.

“I mean…” Luca looked back to the captain, slowly admitting, “That’s also an accurate description.”

“Shane. Move.”

Ilya’s voice was firm and commanding in a way Luca had never heard before. There was no teasing, no laughter underneath it like there usually was—like he was always one second away from making a joke.

He sounded like it was life or death.

Like everyone needed to listen or the world would end.

Luca blinked rapidly.

Yeah. He would listen to that.

Shane didn’t.

“Ilya. You are getting the shot.” His voice was steel, grip tightening on the doorframe.

Ilya scowled, a truly horrendous look crossing his face. “I would rather die.”

There was a pause.

They stared at each other, something silent passing between them as the whole team watched with bated breath.

Out of the corner of his eye, Luca saw Troy pass over some bills to Hayes—the team bet handler after Troy had been banned from betting for always being right.

Ilya took a breath—

“Oh, don’t you dare asshole!”

—and charged.

The room seemed to gasp, ready to watch Shane be flattened.

Instead, Ilya ducked under Shane’s arm and just fucking lifted him, throwing him over his shoulder with only a slight huff of effort, running out the room and down the hall without pause.

Like his 5’10, over 200-pound professional athlete husband who was already yelling protests was just an inconvenient backpack.

“Uhm…” Luca looked over at Coach, who was still staring at the now-empty doorway. “Do you want us to go grab him or…?”

Wiebe slowly shook his head. “No… no. He’ll be back.” He said with wisdom Luca sure as hell didn’t feel.

“Will he?” Troy asked dryly, eyeing the money Hayes was already counting with a grin.

They were cut off by a loud bang that echoed down the hall.

Then another.

The screech of shoes on tile. Shouting—definitely in Russian. An answering yell, too muffled to understand. Then a full-on scream. The sound of what Luca could only call a scramble, slams, bangs and screeches echoing up the hall.

There was a rattling of the pictures on the wall, clawing noises like someone dragging their hands along it—getting closer with every second. Heavy footsteps joined it, like someone had doubled their weight.

The door was kicked open again.

Luca snorted before he could stop himself, slapping a hand over his mouth at the sight of his captain.

Shane Hollander stood firm, with only a slightly dishevelled look while barely panting in effort.

His oversized husband was thrown over his shoulders in a fireman’s carry, one arm pinning his wrists, the other holding his legs. Ilya was squirming, kicking, shouting—actively trying to escape., His hair resembled a bird’s nest as if someone had been pulling at it, clothes now creased and wrinkled.

He had somehow lost a shoe.

Shane didn’t even wobble. Didn’t pant. Didn’t hesitate. Just kept walking forward like this was routine.

The whole room—including the team doctor—burst into laughter.

Shane ignored it.

He crossed the room and dumped Ilya into the waiting chair. The less-friendly nurse—already fed up after dealing with Boodram—stepped forward.

Ilya immediately tried to get up.

Shane shoved him back down by the shoulders.

“Ilya,” Shane said, tone caught somewhere between impatience and something softer—almost sympathy. “You need the shot. We travel all over the country all year. We meet hundreds of people every match. You get the flu and you’re out for at least three games. We can’t risk that this close to playoffs.”

Ilya looked up at him like he’d just been personally betrayed.

“Oh, so the playoffs are more important than your husband?” he spat, eyes darting straight back to the needle.

Shane gave him a flat look. “That is not what I meant, and you know it.”

“Come on, Cap,” Troy teased, leaning back. “Thought you said you eat fear for breakfast. Or was that all talk?”

Ilya scoffed, jaw tight, not looking away from the needle. “I am not all talk. I am never all talk. I do eat fear for breakfast.”

Luca waited.

Waited for the dirty follow-up. The inevitable comment about what else he “ate.”

The day Ilya missed a chance to make a dirty joke was the day the world ended.

Yet he stayed silent.

Luca glanced out the window to make sure the sun was still there before he slowly turned his head to look at LaPointe, still half-hanging off his shoulders.

LaPointe looked back.

The whole team went quiet.

Oh.

Oh, shit.

He was actually scared.

Shane ignored all of them, focus locked entirely on Ilya, hands still firm on his shoulders.

“You can do this,” he said, voice steady. “I know you can. And you know you can.”

Ilya didn’t answer.

His breathing started to pick up, chest rising too fast. He’d gone pale—actually pale—and Luca could see the shine of sweat along his hairline.

Fuck.

He was terrified.

Well shit… now Luca felt bad.

“Ilya, look at me.” Shane’s voice cut through the room, sharp and commanding. “Only look at me. Don’t look at her.”

“Who else would I look at?” Ilya tried to joke weakly, flicking his gaze to Shane—

—then straight back to the needle.

The nurse rolled her eyes, stepping closer, clearly done with all of them.

Ilya immediately leaned as far back as possible despite Shane holding him in place.

“It’s just a quick prick, Captain!” Dykstra suddenly yelled, pumping his fists.

Everyone turned.

Dykstra glared back, silently demanding support.

They erupted.

“You can do this, Captain!”

“You’re the bravest man I know—”

“It’ll be over before you know it—”

“Rozanov! Rozanov! He’s our man! If he can’t do it—no one can!”

Luca shot LaPointe an annoyed look as he immediately started up the chant they had learned from hockey camp, ignoring the elbow digging into his ribs to join in.

“You fought a bear, Captain! A needle’s got nothing on you!” Luca added anyway with a wide smile, a bit louder.

Ilya glanced at him, betrayed.

“Just think of it like a tattoo! One small prick!”

“Actually—yeah,” Holmberg chimed in, frowning. “How do you have that many tattoos if you’re scared of needles?”

“I am not scared of needles!” Ilya snapped, before immediately flicking a nervous glance back to the syringe. “I am careful of being injected. Who knows what’s in them?”

“It’s a flu shot,” the nurse said flatly, reaching for his arm—and glaring when he yanked it away again. “It contains inactive virus to build immunity. Sir. Sit. Still.”

“You are trying to stab me!” Ilya snarled, twisting again.

“This is a medical procedure! I am not trying to—”

She was cut off by Shane, his quiet but firm voice cutting through the room.

“Ilya, baby. She’s just trying to help. You don’t want the flu, and I don’t want my husband to have the flu. I need you strong, baby. Need you here, next to me. Not in bed with the sniffles because you wouldn’t get the shot.”

Shane was practically cooing by the end, trying to keep his husband’s eyes locked on him.

Luca blushed slightly at hearing Shane Hollander’s smooth voice say “baby,” the word practically rolling off his tongue in a way that should be illegal. He’d never heard something so openly affectionate from the man before—and it sounded even better than he expected.

Glancing around the room, he quickly realised he wasn’t the only one thinking that.

Troy was practically drooling.

…though, to be fair, Harris wasn’t much better.

The nurse used the distraction to step forward, needle ready, only inches from skin.

Luca inhaled sharply as Ilya noticed it out of the corner of his vision—his eyes went wide, almost wild. His arm lifted automatically, in an unmistakable motion that he was about to punch the nurse to get her away.

The whole team froze.

Their joyful, loud captain—built like a fridge and known for using his strength only to protect his teammates and husband—was about to punch a nurse for simply doing her job because he was so scared of a 1-inch needle.

Shane moved faster than Luca could blink.

He grabbed Ilya’s arm and shoved it back down with force, shooting the nurse an apologetic look.

To her credit, she didn’t flinch. She just let out an irritated huff and threw a truly lethal glare at the Russian.

Said Russian glared right back—unapologetic, unrepentant.

Shane bit his lip, visibly thinking. Then he nodded to himself.

Decision made.

He slid swiftly into his husband’s lap, shifting his weight so both of Ilya’s arms were trapped under his thighs, clamping down so he couldn’t move them. His arms came up around Ilya’s neck, fingers tangling in his hair, stroking gently in an effort to soothe.

Then—

He gripped his hair and pulled. Tight. Forcing eye contact in a way that Luca would have never expected from Shane.

“I am not going to get up,” he said simply, firmly. “I am going to hold on as tight as possible and not let you move me.”

Ilya could only blink up at him, helpless.

“So… if you are that desperate to stop her, you are going to have to hurt me to get me off you.”

Shane let that sit for a moment.

Then one hand slid from his hair to cup his cheek, thumb brushing over his cheekbone. Then tracing down to do the same to his lips still open from his breathless panic.

“Are you going to hurt me?” Shane asked quietly, voice soft but his dark brown eyes were certain. Almost too certain.

Luca couldn’t stop the hitch in his breath.

Who could trust someone that much? Had he ever trusted another that much?

He didn’t think so.

Ilya went still. His mouth closed. His fingers tensed against the underside of Shanes thighs.

His whole body tensed like he was about to erupt— like he was about to explode – like he was about to throw his husband clean off him.

Then the tension broke.

His body relaxed into the chair, head tilting back with a deep, defeated sigh dragged out of him.

“No, моя любовь,” he answered just as quietly, eyes slightly welling with tears. “I would never.”

(My love)

Shane smiled—not triumphantly, but almost sadly. Like he understood something the rest of the room didn’t.

He leaned forward, pressing soft kisses to Ilya’s forehead, whispering against his skin:

“Я люблю тебя. Я так сильно люблю тебя, малыш. Ты так хорошо ко мне относишься. Идеальный мужчина. Идеальный муж.”

(I love you. I love you so much, baby. You’re being so good for me. The perfect man. The perfect husband.)

His fingers moved back into Ilya’s hair, stroking slowly.

“Для меня нет другого мужчины, кроме тебя. Мой мужчина. Мой большой, храбрый муж, который спас меня больше, чем он знает. Такой сильный. Такой добрый ко мне, с идеальным смехом и идеальным членом.”

(There’s no other man for me but you. My man. My big, brave husband who saved me more than he knows. So strong. So good to me, with the perfect laugh and the perfect dick.)

Ilya let out a weak laugh at that, leaning forward to nuzzle into Shane’s chest.

“I knew you only liked me for my body,” he teased—but his voice was too thin to really land.

“Ты мне нравишься во всём.” Shane said honestly, starting to smile.

(I like you for everything.)

“Мне нравится, как ты громко поешь в душе. Я обожаю твою стряпню, твое катание на коньках, твою стрельбу.” He hummed then, leaning down to place more kisses on Ilyas head as he started to whisper.

( I like the way you sing loudly in the shower. I like your cooking, your skating, your shooting.)

“Мне нравится, как ты меня касаешься, как ты мной владеешь. Ты так добр ко мне, Илющенка. Так хорош для меня. Мой большой, храбрый мальчик.”

(I love the way you touch me, the way you own me. You’re so good to me Ilyushenka. So good for me. My big, brave good boy.)

Luca blinked, trying to piece together what Shane had said but his attention snapped elsewhere.

Ilya’s hands had moved.

From where they were pinned under Shane’s thighs, they slid up and back—settling firmly on Shanes ass.

One hand cupped each cheek, squeezing rhythmically like it was his own personal stress ball

Luca closed his eyes.

Of course.

Luca rolled his eyes internally but didn’t say anything, the rest of the team clearly in agreement.

If Ilya needed to squeeze his husband’s arse to get through a five-second injection he was terrified of… well, Luca wouldn’t judge.

Well—he would. But only silently.

Out of the corner of his eye, he watched Troy bury a grin into Harris’s shoulder, the other man subtly recording the disaster show on his phone, biting his lip to hold back laughter.

Boodram stood there nodding solemnly in support, but his clenched jaw gave him away completely.

Hayes was staring very intently at the wall, clapping slowly like this was some kind of heroic feat, clearly one second away from losing it if he looked anywhere else.

Dykstra had fully turned to face the wall, crouched over, shoulders shaking as he held his breath to stop the inevitable wheeze that would echo across the room.

The rookies—excluding Luca, obviously—had formed a loose circle around the chair, jumping up and down with completely useless chants in what they claimed was “support.”

Conveniently, it also gave them an excuse to laugh.

Coach had already left the room, laughing so hard he had to be supported by Terry the team doctor who had mostly just looked unimpressed, not wanting the captain to see his coach thinking his fear was funny.

Luca just kept smiling.

The nurse’s nose twitched in irritation, her frown deepening as she approached again—this time slower, more cautious.

Ilya let out an honest-to-god gasp, like he was on the verge of tears, eyes wide, hands clenching so tightly Luca winced in sympathy for Shane.

Shane didn’t flinch.

If anything, he leaned into it. He brought Ilya head close firmly, not letting him move away, and forcing him to tilt his head up to force them in a kiss.

Ilya reacted desperately, like he was underwater and Shane was the oxygen he needed. He didn’t move his hands, but he leaned forward as far as he could, mouth opening as he deepened the kiss, chasing it.

Luca swallowed.

Shane let out a soft moan, tugging at Ilya’s hair to tilt his head back and change the angle. Luca watched as Ilya took advantage of it, catching Shane’s bottom lip between his teeth in a quick nip. It only pulled another, louder sound from Shane, the quiet, wet sounds of the kiss echoing awkwardly around the room alongside Ilya’s sharp breaths as he pulled him closer.

His grip shifted—still firm, but broader now—hands sliding slightly as they held him in place, one moving back every so slight to trace the inside of Shanes thigh making him hitch his breath.

They had completely forgotten anyone else was in the room.

“I’m done.”

The nurse’s unimpressed voice cut clean through the air, making them shoot apart.

Shane coughed awkwardly, immediately looking down, clearly trying to hide the flush creeping across his face. Ilya, on the other hand, just blinked dumbly at his arm now adorned with a pink star plaster.

Aw man, that was the plaster Luca wanted.

A blue lollipop was suddenly thrust in front of Ilyas face.

Ilya followed the arm up to find the nurse staring him dead in the eye, one eyebrow raised, lips pressed into a flat line.

“За то, что ты большой, храбрый и хороший мальчик.” she said dryly, only the slightest hint of amusement betraying her.

(For being a big, brave good boy.)

Luca didn’t understand a word of it but he did see both Shane and Ilya freeze.

Then go bright red.

Ilya Rozanov— a man who had once explained, in excruciating and unnecessary detail, how to make two women cum at the same time— fucking blushed!

He let out a bark of laughter, grabbed the lollipop, and shoved it straight into his mouth.

“Da,” he said around it, winking. “I am a big, brave good boy.”

Luca blinked.

What. The fuck. Was the context for that?

Shane, meanwhile, looked like he wanted the ground to swallow him whole.

“You speak Russian?” he choked out, horrified. “I am so sorry.”

The nurse snorted and actually smiled for what Luca assumed was the first time all day.

“Don’t worry. My husband is Russian.” She paused, then added, with a distinctly vindictive edge, “He likes being called a good boy too.”

The room exploded.

Full chaos.

Actual hooting.

Clapping.

Someone wheezed.

Someone fell over a chair.

And somehow—somehow—they still managed to keep it just respectful enough not to set their needle-phobic captain off again.

Shane buried his face in his hands.

Ilya looked downright delighted and every so slightly embarrassed, something he didn’t think he’d ever see.

Luca just sat there, grinning like an idiot.

God. He loved this team.

 

Luca didn’t mean to.

Really, he didn’t mean to.

He just… started noticing things.

Things that seemed a little… different.

He knew what a healthy relationship looked like.

He might have never experienced one, mind, but he had seen them.

His parents. His sister and brother-in-law. His coach growing up—

…Okay, maybe not that last one.

But he knew what a normal, healthy relationship looked like.

Which is why Ilya and Shane confused him.

Only a little—but still.

 

It was late. The airport was crowded and cold, multiple flights cancelled because of a surprise storm.

Luca let out a groan, letting his head fall back in irritation as the overly friendly voice of the announcer informed them—again—that their flight had been delayed for the fourth time.

They were mean to be home in time for lunch! And now it had passed dinner, and they hadn’t even moved from the airport lounge!

He just wanted his bed.

Something rectangular smacked him in the head.

“Oi—” he grunted, looking up with a glare to find LaPointe grinning down at him, arms full of sandwiches, crisps, fruit bowls, and cold pasta pots. Holmberg and Young were behind him, already arguing as they handed food out to the rest of the team.

Luca pouted but picked up the sandwich, noticing it was chicken salad—his favourite—before muttering a reluctant thanks. LaPointe just grinned wider and moved on.

They were meant to be going home today. Ilya had arranged a team lunch at some restaurant Shane had picked, and Luca had actually been excited.

A chicken salad sandwich from an airport convenience shop was… significantly less exciting.

Shane had a weird talent for picking places where there was always something for everyone, no matter their diet or preferences.

“Mmh, thank you, rookie,” Ilya said, his accent thicker than usual, tiredness creeping into his voice.

Luca chewed slowly, watching as his captain leaned back in his seat with a pasta pot and a granola yoghurt bowl filled with fruit.

He didn’t know why he was watching.

It’s not like there was anything better to look at—well, aside from a woman struggling to plug her charger into the socket. Luca glanced over, realised she hadn’t flipped it the right way, then promptly looked back.

Yeah. This was better.

Ilya stretched his arms along the back of the chairs, his shirt lifting just enough to reveal a strip of soft hair along his stomach, food abandoned in his lap.

Luca swallowed. Then took a bite of his sandwich.

His attention was caught as Ilya glanced down the narrow aisle, clearly searching for his husband, who’d gone to the bathroom a few minutes ago.

He looked back down at his food, seeming satisfied before flipping the yoghurt bowl around to read the nutrition label.

He frowned.

Paused.

Thought about something Luca couldn’t quite place—

Then casually ripped the label off and stuffed it into his pocket, rubbing at the leftover glue like nothing had happened.

Luca blinked.

That was …something.

Ilya set the bowl back down and started eating his pasta, chewing louder than Luca would have preferred.

Shane appeared then—like he always did—quiet, quick, almost unnoticed until someone pointed him out.

Ilya didn’t need pointing.

The second Shane stepped into view, his entire expression softened. He patted the seat beside him firmly.

Shane immediately changed direction, abandoning where he’d been heading towards coach for some reason, and sat down next to him.

Ilya passed him the fruit bowl, ignoring Shanes slight frown.

“Eat,” he said simply. “It has blueberries.”

Shane smiled, but it was hesitant. “I don’t know, Ilya. My dinner’s already prepped in the fridge. It’ll go off if I don’t eat it tonight.”

Ilya shook his head, taking an oversized bite, speaking around it—gross.

“Sweetheart, I don’t think we’re getting home tonight.” He glanced at Shane, voice dropping. “And don’t think I didn’t notice you only had a breakfast bar for lunch.”

“I had a big breakfast,” Shane shot back.

“I know you did. That’s why I didn’t say anything.”

Shane huffed, rolling his eyes. “I’ll eat when we get home. They can’t delay the plane forever.”

Ilya stopped chewing. Not quite frowning—but definitely not pleased.

“You will eat now.” He said firmly, “Even if we boarded right now, it would still take four hours to get home. That’s too long.”

Shane didn’t respond immediately, just turned the plastic bowl over in his hands, inspecting it.

Looking for something.

Luca took another bite of his sandwich. Maybe he should put some of his crisps in it?

The tension shifted—quiet, but there.

“Where’s the nutrition information, Ilya?” Shane asked, already sounding annoyed but not surprised.

“The what information?” Ilya replied, wide-eyed, completely fake.

Shane let out a sharp breath. “Don’t play dumb, asshole. Where are the calories? I need to log it.”

Ilya blinked, feigning confusion. “Sorry. I don’t understand these words. My English not good.”

Shane just stared at him, his fingers clenching as the plastic creaked slightly under his grip.

“Ilya,” he said quietly, slowly.

A warning.

Luca opened the packet of crips he’d been given, packet crinkling loudly, placing some in the sandwich to give it a bit of crunch.

“Shane,” Ilya replied, just as calm, meeting his gaze as he kept eating.

Something passed between them—silent, sharp, completely unreadable to anyone else.

Luca definitely should probably not be watching this.

He glanced back over at the young woman, noticing that she had moved on to another plug after her lack of success, but she still hadn’t realised her charger was upside down. Her movements were visibly getting more agitated, and Luca wondered how long it would take her to give up.

He glanced back at the team’s power couple as he took a bite of his now crunchy sandwich filled with crisps, noticing that they were now leaning into each other, Ilya having grabbed Shane’s hand and now tracing his knuckles with one finger.

“моя любовь, you need to eat. If I let you log it, you’re not going to eat when we get home.” He brought Shane’s hand up to kiss the back of it, murmuring, “You need the food.”

(My love)

“Ilya,” Shane whispered, but his tone had changed, back to fiddling with the plastic bowl, “today’s not been a good day.”

“I know,” Ilya answered, voice softer—apologetic, but not backing down, “but you are going to eat this.”

Shane just closed his eyes, hand tightening on Ilya’s as he looked towards the ceiling with a clenched jaw.

“Ilya. Please.”

“I know, sweetheart. I’m sorry, but you are going to eat.”

Ilya pulled him closer by the hand, Shane automatically tilting his head so Ilya could press a kiss to his cheek.

“Would it help if I fed you?”

“I—uh,” Shane answered, looking tempted, but his eyes darted to the rest of the team lounging about, eating a variety of sandwiches, fruit bowls, and pasta pots. Luca’s eyes immediately dropped to what was left of his own makeshift dinner as Shane’s gaze passed over him.

Ilya followed his gaze, glancing over the team and quickly realising the problem.

“They have sleeper pods here. We can go rent one for an hour?” Ilya offered, already packing his stuff up to go off and find one.

Shane huffed again, but Luca could see his shoulders losing their tension. “Ilya, those sleeping pods are ridiculously expensive. We’re not renting one out for something that will take 15 minutes.”

Ilya looked up, a dirty grin and wink already in place. “Don’t worry, sweetheart. I’m sure we can find something to do to fill up the time.”

Shane let out a snort, looking down with a grin before standing up, taking Ilya’s hand when it was offered. “You’re impossible.”

“I’m your impossible.”

“That doesn’t even make sense!”

They started walking off but were interrupted by Barrett.

“Oi! Where you two horn dogs going? You already finished your food?”

Ilya turned with a grin, subtly moving to cover Shane still holding the half-eaten pasta pot and unopened fruit bowl.

Luca chewed slowly on his sandwich, wondering why Ilya felt the need to hide the truth.

“What can I say? We’ve worked up an appetite. We won’t be long.”

Troy snorted, going back to his phone—probably texting Harris—throwing one last look of dry amusement at the couple.

“Just don’t be too long. Coach will be fuming if they finally call the flight and you two miss it because you’re too busy boning each other.”

Shane groaned, covering his face with one hand. “Oh my god, Barrett, do not say that. We are in a crowded airport.”

“Then stop sneaking off to have sex.”

“Never.”

Ilya winked one last time before quickly walking away, tugging Shane along by the hand.

Luca took the last bite of his sandwich and moved on to his crisps, frowning slightly in thought. He was missing something, something between the power couple. Something that nagged at the back of his mind, just on the tip of his tongue.

His eyes drifted back to the woman now that his entertainment had left, snorting slightly as he realised she’d gone to the shop and bought a whole new charger—

—but it was still upside down.

Her movements were now furious, stabbing at the plug like the charger had personally offended her. A sharp shriek left her as it once again refused to go in.

LaPointe stepped in front of him, blocking the view completely, and refused to move even when Luca leaned to look around him.

“You need to eat.”

Luca looked down at his finished sandwich and half-eaten packet of crisps, raising an eyebrow at the firm tone.

“I am eating,” he pointed out, eyes darting to the rest of the team before glaring at LaPointe. He hated talking about food in front of people, and LaPointe knew that.

“You need to eat more than that.” LaPointe’s voice dropped, quieter but still firm. “You’re 6’2, Luca, and you played like a monster yesterday. You’re burning energy you don’t have. I know you skipped lunch today.”

“I didn’t skip lunch,” Luca muttered, pouting slightly, keeping his voice low so the team doctor wouldn’t hear. “I had fruit.”

LaPointe gave him a flat look. “You had an apple.”

“That counts.”

“No, it does not. Pick.”

Luca huffed, staring between the granola pot and another chicken sandwich, LaPointe holding them out without a hint of teasing this time.

He shook them slightly when Luca hesitated.

Luca rolled his eyes but grabbed the sandwich anyway—admittedly still hungry now it had been pointed out.

LaPointe dropped down beside him with a smug grin, opening the granola he didn’t want and starting to eat, nudging Luca lightly. He made sure to chew quietly, just enough that Luca didn’t shove him away.

Luca took another bite of his sandwich.

The young woman suddenly let out a shout of pure frustration, drawing the attention of half the airport—

just in time for her to fling the brand-new charger across the room.

It smacked straight into the back of an innocent middle-aged woman, the force knocking her forward into a man balancing on one foot to tie his laces— who immediately toppled into a group of teenagers.

They all went down in a chaotic heap with a loud yell.

Luca snorted.…and took another bite.

 

That was one instance.

 

Today was a good day.

It was Wednesday, which meant off-ice practice. Coach split the team in two and had them alternate between the cardio room and the strength room on a schedule to keep them separate and “undistracted,” as Wiebe had argued.

Neither of the husbands had been happy to discover they’d been separated—but they took it with dignity.

(And by dignity, Luca meant Shane had pouted for a whole week, while Ilya had bugged Coach until he’d been locked outside the building with strict instructions for no one to let him in. In the rain. For two hours. With only a child’s frog umbrella for company. Ilya had eventually climbed through a window and just glared at Coach for the rest of the day all while soaking wet, but had stopped complaining.)

Luca was currently on a mat doing yoga with Shane, while the rest of the group ran on treadmills and bikes on the other side of the room.

Normally, Luca would’ve been with them, but after mentioning to Coach that he wanted to learn the one-foot slide Shane used against taller defenders, he’d been immediately handed over.

Shane had started talking about hip flexors and balance—

—which somehow ended up with Luca here.

Arms shaking, he leaned lower, back arching into a deep stretch as he tried to follow Shane’s movements.

Shane, of course, looked completely untouched. He could have been lounging on a sunbed for all looked troubled.

Turns out yoga was a lot harder than he thought. Especially when being taught by Shane Hollander. (Shane Hollander!!! He still couldn’t believe it!)

Luca watched as Shane pushed his arm forward, his tank top creasing around his shoulder, what looked like Egyptian cotton bunching up to reveal his toned stomach.

“Hey,” Luca started, “weird question, but where did you get your top from? It looks soft.”

“It is soft,” Shane responded, glancing over at Luca and giving him a pointed look until he copied the movement. “And I don’t know. Ilya picks all my clothes. You’d have to ask him.”

Luca hummed. Something about that sounded unusual, but he nodded anyway.

“And then you slide your foot—”

Shane’s instructions were cut off by a loud bang, followed by the crinkle of a crisp packet and an obnoxious cheery whistle cutting through the rhythmic sounds of feet hitting treadmills and low conversation.

Shane was already rolling his eyes as Luca looked up into the mirror, giving him a clear view behind them.

Ilya fucking Rozanov swanned in, a smirk already in place, loudly chewing on a packet of Doritos. He strolled in like he owned the place, throwing a casual greeting to the rest of the team before dropping down on the floor directly behind Shane, crunching another crisp between his teeth.

“Ilya…” Shane sighed in warning.

“What?” Ilya asked, eyes going wide with fake innocence. “Is my lunch break.”

“I know. What I don’t know is why you’re bugging me.”

“Maybe I just like this room.” Ilya shrugged lazily. “Has very good mirrors. Gives very pretty view.”

Shane hummed, unconvinced. He shot Ilya a glare through the mirror, only pausing to switch poses and quietly direct Luca to do the same.

Luca followed—badly—and glanced back up at the mirror.

Ilya’s eyes had dropped.

Right to the firm line of Shane’s thigh where his shorts had ridden up.

“Ilya,” Shane huffed, following Luca’s gaze and immediately clocking what his husband was doing. “Leave. We are not at home.”

Ilya just raised an eyebrow. “No. I want to watch.”

“I am not the only one here, asshole. You’re making people uncomfortable.”

Luca snorted then, unable to help himself.

“He’s not looking at me,” Luca added, biting down on his smile as Shane blushed slightly. “It’s fine—I mean… I’m not uncomfortable. He can stay if you want—or not. It’s up to you.”

Luca couldn’t stop himself rambling, not wanting to embarrass Shane more than his husband already was.

Shane glanced back at Ilya, a small grin slipping through at the sight of him slowly chewing a crisp, eyes locked onto the exposed skin of his lower back—apparently ignoring the fact they were actively discussing whether to kick him out.

“You sure?” Shane asked, biting his lip as he looked back at Luca. “I can kick him out, it’s no problem.”

Luca shook his head, still partly unable to believe this was real—that he was here, casually talking to Shane Hollander like a friend.

“It’s fine. I think if captain had to wait until the end of the day to see you, he’d wither away like one of those plants Dykstra is pretending to look after.”

He hesitated slightly, not knowing whether the tease would come through right, but relaxed at the sound of Shane’s laugh.

Honestly, how that man had managed to kill every single plant—including the cactus—was a mystery beyond human understanding.

The echo of Ilya chewing sounded again as they shifted positions, legs spread wide, feet arched as far as possible.

“And breathe out… press your chest as low as you can.”

Luca let out an unwilling groan as he lowered himself, feeling the stretch pull through his spine.

The chewing stopped.

A quiet, almost whimpering sound replaced it.

Luca looked up.

Ilya had frozen—mouth slightly open, half-bitten crisp still in hand—his eyes dark, completely fixated on the arch of Shane’s back.

Luca snorted again.

Shane had his face pressed flat against the mat, refusing to look up at his husband, but his ears were bright red.

Ilya didn’t move.

Just watched. Observed. Without shame or hesitation—his gaze moving over Shane’s body like it was his right. Like it was instinct. Like it was inevitable that his eyes would always end up back there.

Luca had the distinct feeling he was missing something again.

The door slammed open.

Luca groaned.

LaPointe swaggered in like he owned the place—eerily similar to Ilya five minutes ago.

“Uhh…” Luca dragged out, already tired. “Why are you here?”

“The view,” the French-Canadian answered with a smirk, moving over to Ilya and sitting next to him—directly behind Luca. He chomped down on an apple, quieter than Ilya but no less obnoxious. “Don’t let me distract you. Please, carry on.”

Luca followed Shane into the next pose before glancing out the window, only seeing the car park, a few trees, and the main road beyond.

“Am I missing something?” Luca frowned, looking back at Shane. “The view’s not even good from this room. At least the weight room overlooks the park.”

Shane just shrugged, quietly correcting Luca’s hand placement before answering, “It’s Ilya. He never makes sense. And LaPointe is basically the Canadian version of a less crazy Ilya.”

Luca snorted at that, immediately looking up to tease LaPointe—

—but the other man’s face was blank.

His head was tilted in the same direction as Ilya’s, both leaning to the side with wide eyes and open mouths.

They looked almost comically similar—both with curly hair, the same pose, the same facial expression, and almost dressed exactly the same. Only their hair colour and eye colour separated them.

Except one was looking at the living legend next to him.

And the other was looking at him.

His eyes were locked onto the end of Luca’s shorts (same brand as Shane’s, of course), the seam pressed tight against his inner thigh.

Luca blushed and quickly looked back to Shane, following him into a new pose.

That didn’t mean anything.

 

But later…something about that nagged at Luca.

The way Ilya looked, the way he had looked.

The way Shane just accepted it.

 

“That’s it, Luca! Now bend and snap—That’s it! Well done.”

Luca smiled as he skated back to Shane, who was standing in the middle of the rink. He laughed slightly as the other man held out a hand for a high-five, smacking it hard enough that the sound drifted down the rink to the rest of the team practising footwork.

Coach had let Shane take Luca aside, Luca having asked to work on his slap shot—which had led to this.

Luca couldn’t believe that he was practising with the Shane Hollander. That the Shane Hollander was currently smiling at him and congratulating him on being able to copy his signature move (well, one of them. The man was too talented to only have one signature move - Not that he would ever say that to his captain.)

“You’re doing well,” Shane nodded approvingly.

“I could have been quicker with my wrist snap,” Luca pointed out, unable to accept praise when it hadn’t been perfect.

“Yes,” Shane agreed, matter-of-fact. “But you’re doing miles better than you were this morning. Improvement deserves its own praise.”

He said that last part like it had been recited to him hundreds of times—like someone had drilled it into his head.

Luca opened his mouth to protest but changed his mind at Shane’s look, instead nodding slightly in thanks.

“I think I can be faster though,” he added, looking up at Shane (well, down, technically).

Shane bit his lip, looking Luca up and down. “Maybe,” he hesitantly agreed, “but you’re already very fast. Especially for your height.”

“I’m not as fast as you.”

“No one is,” Shane immediately replied—then froze, blushing bright red as he properly realised how that sounded.

Luca didn’t mind. It was the truth, after all. No one was as fast as Hollander on the ice. It wasn’t arrogance if it was a fact.

“Sorry, I didn’t mean it like—”

Luca shook his head, smiling. “It’s the truth. I know I’ll never be as fast as you, but I think I can be faster.” He opened his mouth, then paused before pushing through. “Do you think if I lost weight…?”

Shane hummed thoughtfully. “Possibly… but that comes with its own drawbacks. You’d gain speed but lose stamina. You’d also find it harder to match up if you got into a fight on the ice.”

“I don’t fight,” Luca protested immediately.

Shane snorted. “Yeah, neither did I.” He paused, glancing over at Ilya, who was currently barking orders at the rest of the team with a grin, ignoring the coach trying to force him to join in. “But things change.”

Luca didn’t know what to say to that, so he didn’t say anything.

“What did Terry say?” Shane asked, turning back to him.

“Uh…” Luca thought back to his last physical. “Told me I needed a haircut.” He winced immediately, blushing. “I—uh, I mean—”

“You do need a haircut,” Shane agreed playfully, shaking Luca’s helmet with one hand. “You’re starting to look like Anya. Ilya says you’ve already got the puppy dog eyes down.”

“Oh my God,” Luca groaned, looking up at the ceiling. “Captain really needs to stop saying that.”

“Stop saying what?”

Both of them turned. Luca immediately saw the one person he did not want to see.

“That Luca has puppy dog eyes,” Shane snorted.

“But you are such a cute little puppy! Who can ignore those big blue eyes?” Ilya teased, throwing an arm around Shane and, with the other, grabbing Luca’s helmet to shake him—like his husband hadn’t done the same thing two minutes ago.

“Anyway, why are you talking about puppy-dog Luca and not practising? I am your captain, you know. You’re meant to be impressing me.”

Shane rolled his eyes, though Luca caught the hint of a smirk at the corner of his mouth. “Oh, shut up, asshole. I’m not the one who’s spent half of practice standing in one place barking orders.”

“I am the captain,” Ilya shot back with mock offence. “It is my job. You don’t want me doing my job, моя любовь?”

(My love.)

“We’re talking about me maybe going on a diet,” he interrupted, knowing if he let them carry on they’d be there all day. “To be faster,” he added.

Ilya’s face immediately dropped.

“No.”

“Ilya,” Shane huffed.

“No.”

“But… I would be faster,” Luca said, frowning at Ilya’s sudden seriousness—so different from his usual joking demeanour.

“And you would be weaker,” Ilya shot back, raising an eyebrow, tightening his grip on Shane when he went to speak. “Trust your captain, Luca. No diet.”

Luca glanced at Shane, confused. Shane shot him a fed-up look.

“It’s fine, Luca. Ilya’s just got something against eating healthy.”

“No, I have something against not eating.”

“He can afford to lose the weight, Ilya. Or should I say—Captain.” Shane put emphasis on the last word, stressing something Luca didn’t quite understand.

A look passed between them that Luca couldn’t decipher.

Great. He was missing something again.

Ilya let out a deep sigh, from the very bottom of his stomach, then looked back at Luca. “Fine. If you want to eat bird food, you can eat bird food. But I want it cleared with Wiebe, Terry, and the team nutritionist.” He turned to skate away, visibly agitated, but suddenly swung back. “And you better not lose any muscle mass! The second your shoulders shrink is the second you come off that stupid diet.”

He looked at Luca expectantly.

Luca nodded quickly. “Of course, Captain.”

Ilya hummed unhappily, then skated back to the team.

Luca immediately turned to Shane. “Why was he talking about bird food? I am not a bird.”

Shane snorted. “That’s just what he calls my macrobiotic diet. It’s a lot of grains, legumes, and fruit. Bird food, apparently.” He sounded annoyed, but the grin on his face was fond—clearly an old argument.

“What meals can you make from that?” Luca asked before he could stop himself, wanting to know if it was something he could eat. (After all, if Shane Hollander had that diet, it had to be good.)

“Uh…” Shane glanced up at the ceiling, visibly thinking. “Like blanched vegetable salad, brown rice, arame, nishime. Ooh—my favourite is miso soup, but it can be a bit salty.”

Luca just blinked.

Shane let out a small laugh at his expression. “You know what? I was going over some power play structures with coach earlier—my bag’s still by the bench. My food log’s in there, if you want to have a look at the meals I’ve been eating?”

Luca straightened immediately, excitement lighting up his face. “Really?”

Shane nodded, but glanced back towards the team. “Yeah, it’s fine. But can you just do me a little favour?”

“Yeah, of course.”

Who wouldn’t want to do a favour for Shane Hollander?

Shane bit his lip, looking a little sheepish. “I might have forgotten to write down one or two meals. Don’t tell Terry?”

Luca shook his head immediately. “Of course—not a word. You can count on me. I mean—I won’t say anything.”

Shane smiled, glancing back at Ilya. “I should probably join in with the footwork before Coach notices I’m missing. Take a quick look, and if you like it, we can talk later after practice.”

“Sounds good!” Luca couldn’t quite keep the excitement out of his voice at the chance to spend more time with Shane Hollander.

He skated happily over to the bench, spotting Shane’s plain black bag easily and opening it with the sense of gravitas it deserved.

Everything was perfectly organised, of course. (And Luca might have done a small wiggle of happiness at seeing they organised their bags the same way—everything separated by function into its own compartment.) He found Shane’s food log without any trouble.

He opened it carefully, making sure not to crease the thin paper, his toes tapping at the sight of neat, tidy handwriting. It was sectioned by day, week, month—the calories calculated alongside the amounts of protein, carbs, fats, minerals, vitamins, and then water.

He flipped to the daily logs, picking a random day from the previous week—then frowned at the layout.

Most of it made sense, but… one thing didn’t fit.

Breakfast – morning snack – lunch – afternoon snack – dinner – Ilya

Written in the same neat handwriting, right underneath dinner, was just the word:

Ilya

Next to it:

25 cal (AM)

25 cal (PM)

Luca frowned, staring at the page for a long moment, trying to figure out what, exactly, Ilya was giving Shane that somehow added up to fifty calories a day.

“What are you looking at?”

Luca jumped at the unexpected voice, swinging around to find LaPointe leaning over the boards with a grin, his stick slung casually across his shoulders.

It somehow made his broad shoulders look even wider.

Luca glanced back at the food log, deciding to ignore him.

“Lucaaaaaa,” LaPointe whined. “Stop ignoring me.”

…Or not.

“Do you know what this could be?” Luca asked, finally giving in, hoping to solve his confusion.

LaPointe hummed, leaning further over the boards to look.

“I think it means the food Captain makes him eat? Or maybe so he can have a bit of his dinner or something? I don’t know what else he could be giving him—”

He cut himself off, a pause developing as his eyes flicked to Ilya then to Shane, before he suddenly choked, coughing at the same time he tried to inhale. His face was doing something weird, like he had just figured something horrible out. It turned into a full scene—he doubled over, hands on his knees, gasping for air as his face went bright red.

“Rookie? You alright?”

Ilya was suddenly there, one hand on LaPointe’s back, concern written across his face as he shot Luca a questioning look.

Luca could only shrug.

“I—uh—it’s nothing! Nothing going on—” LaPointe wheezed, trying to shrug off Ilya’s hand. “I’m fine—I’m great. Go back to practice, it’s nothing.”

Hayes skated over from the goal, giving him a dry look. “You look like you’re two seconds away from passing out, rookie. Whatever it is, it’s not nothing.”

LaPointe just shook his head, still staring at the floor. He managed to gather himself slightly—but the second he looked up, Luca watched his gaze flick to the captain… then to Shane.

Another wheeze escaped him as he immediately looked back down.

Luca moved closer, reaching over the boards to place a hand on his back, now properly concerned at how red he’d gone.

“Are you alright?” he asked hesitantly.

He internally winced. LaPointe was practically folding in half—of course he wasn’t alright.

“I’m fine—I’m fine, honest. Just give me a minute,” LaPointe gasped, before glancing up—

—and locking eyes with Ilya.

Luca watched, baffled, as LaPointe suddenly broke down. Full-on giggling as his whole body shook like he was having a seizure.

Not just laughing—giggling, like someone had pinned him down and was mercilessly tickling his most sensitive spot on his feet.

Boodram, who had skated over with Hayes, frowned, looking from LaPointe to Luca, who just shrugged helplessly.

Then Boodram’s gaze drifted to the abandoned food log, still open on the bench where Luca had left it.

He paused.

Like he knew he was about to make a mistake.

Then, slowly, using his freakishly long reach, he leaned over and carefully picked it up.

He took one glance, Luca watching as his eyes caught on the “Ilya” section.

He paused.

Then he slowly started turning pale, all while a heavy blush developed.

Luca didn’t even know that was possible.

“Captain…” Boodram whispered, voice strained and solemn. “Please tell me you’re sneaking Shane pieces of chocolate each day.”

“What?” Ilya straightened, turning from the player still half-collapsed on the ice to shoot Boodram a confused look. “Shane doesn’t eat chocolate.”

Boodram made a small, broken noise—his legs giving out as he slumped down beside LaPointe, still somehow managing to place the food log balanced on the boards.

Luca frowned.

He didn’t get it.

Hayes let out a long, tired sigh and reached for the log, throwing a deeply unimpressed look at the two players sprawled on the ice.

Then he froze.

He looked up at Ilya. He looked down at the log. He looked back up at Ilya. Then he looked at Shane.

Then, slowly, he dragged a hand down his face.

“…You have got to be kidding me.”

Luca’s confusion only deepened.

Hayes glanced over his shoulder. “Barrett—get over here.”

“What?” Barrett skated closer, frowning. “Why are Boodram and LaPointe dying on the ice?”

“Not important,” Hayes said flatly, handing him the log. “Just—look.”

Barrett took it.

Read.

Paused.

Then immediately choked on his own breath, doubling over with a strangled laugh.

“Oh my—” He cut himself off, shaking his head, shoulders trembling. “No. No, that is—absolutely not.”

“Why are you all reacting like this?” Ilya demanded, glaring between them. “What is wrong with you?”

They all ignored the captain, who was now looking around like the answer would just appear in thin air, slowly getting more agitated and confused.

Troy was now gasping for air, clinging tightly to the food log, the page still open.

Ilya’s eyes caught on it, and Luca watched realisation come over him. He tried to grab it, but was intercepted by LaPointe—still on the ground, but using his stick to bat away Ilya’s arms.

Ilya gave LaPointe a look of betrayal, not dissimilar to the one Luca imagined Caesar gave to his court.

“Give me that back.”

“No.”

“Barrett. I will kill you. Painfully and slowly. Give me the book.”

Troy let out one last laugh, looking up at Ilya with a grin.

“That’s fine. This will be worth it.”

Before anyone could react, he turned and started sprinting towards Hollander, Ilya immediately chasing after him.

Luca followed, for lack of anything better to do, still confused and feeling like he was missing something.

“Hollander!” Troy yelled, but waited until they were close enough that only the surrounding players could hear him, absolutely glee on his face and mouth already open.

Shane gave him a confused look—then a alarmed one at the sight of the Russian bisexual terminator chasing after him.

Just as Troy reached him, Ilya slammed into his back, wrapping one arm around his waist and the other around his neck, his hand clamped over his mouth.

Troy immediately started yelling, flopping like a fish and trying to kick back as he was held prisoner.

Shane looked startled as one blade narrowly missed him, watching as his husband started to drag Barrett off the ice with a particularly violent strength.

“Um, Ilya, should you be—”

“It’s fine, my shanya. Go back to running drills.”

Luca watched as Shane paused.

Then he shrugged and turned back to the rest of the team, who were all just stood there, not interfering as they watched their teammate get kidnapped by their captain, before instructing them to carry on.

Luca froze, stuck between wanting to follow Ilya to see what was going on and joining the drills. He looked over at LaPointe and realised he was still on the floor.

LaPointe would tell him what was going on.

He skated over, ignoring the weird feeling in his heart when the man smiled up at him, pulling him up with one hand.

He ignored Boodram, still whimpering on the ice.

“I don’t get it,” he repeated, those familiar words directed at LaPointe, the man smiling softly at what was becoming an inside joke between them.

LaPointe giggled again, throwing a heavy arm around Luca’s shoulders and pulling him in close to whisper in his ear.

“Your role model, the player you’ve been trying to be since you were 12 years old, sucks his husband’s dick so much he’s put the calorie count of his cum in his daily food log.”

Luca squeaked.

 

Once again, Luca thought about it.

What type of sex was so structed that Shane could put it in his daily, weekly, and monthly food log.

 

It was later, after a brutal match against Toronto, of course, that Luca figured it out.

Well—he was told. But still.

He figured it out.

Luca had scored—a quick shot through the corner of the net, right past the goalie, who was scowling.

He’d barely thrown his arms up in celebration before he felt a sharp pain in his back, something knocking him forward flat on his face.

Luca groaned into the ice, knowing he needed to get up but already feeling the bruise forming on his lower back. He rolled over slightly, wanting to see which asshole had knocked him over after the final buzzer.

Dallas Kent.

Of fucking course.

“ты грязный ублюдок-!!!” (You dirt mother-!!!)

His captain’s voice made him look over, just in time to see Ilya swing at Kent, his fist connecting with the side of his head and knocking his helmet clean off. He was snarling—really snarling, like Luca had only seen once before on that plane. He was relentless, gripping Kent by the cuff of his jersey as he punched him repeatedly in the face.

Luca couldn’t help but follow the tooth that practically flew out of Kent’s mouth, watching as it hit the ice and slid near the net.

For a second, he considered telling the ref standing nearby, who already looked thoroughly fed up—but decided against it. The poor man looked exhausted, dealing with a group of adult-sized toddlers throwing punches. Luca would be kind. He wouldn’t make him retrieve a racist, homophobic scumbag’s tooth.

It was probably yellow and gross.

Very yucky.

“Luca! Are you okay? Look at me—Luca, look at me.”

A voice from the heavens pulled his attention away. He looked up to see Shane Hollander (Shane Hollander!!!) staring down at him, concern written all over his face.

He looked like an angle

A hockey angel, but still.

“Luca—Rookie! Look at me!”

“Wha—what?” Luca blinked dumbly at the hand in front of him, grabbing it automatically and letting out an “oof” as he was yanked to his feet. He swayed forward, only for a firm hand to push him back by the shoulder, Shane using his other to cup Luca’s face and turn it side to side.

Just over Shane’s shoulder, Ilya was still trying to punch Kent in the nose in the background.

“You alright? Anything broken?” Shane’s voice brought Luca’s focus back—before another strangled noise from Kent made him glance over again just in time to see Ilya yank him down by the jersey.

“Rookie—stop looking at Kent. Ilya’s sorting him out - I need to know if you’re injured.”

“Uh…” Luca glanced down. “I’m fine?”

“That a question or a statement?”

“Statement?” Luca couldn’t stop the uncertainty in his voice.

Shane’s lips pressed into a thin line, clearly unconvinced. He nudged Luca towards the bench with a firm pat. “Go,” he said, his captain voice slipping in. “That was a dirty hit. You need to get cleared by the medics.”

Luca couldn’t stop himself from glancing back at Ilya, now on top of Kent with a sneer, ignoring the refs trying to pull him off.

“Um, is he—shouldn’t you—I mean—”

“Luca,” Shane said firmly, “go to the medics. I’ll sort this.”

“Don’t you think I should—” Luca looked over just in time to watch Ilya cock his arm back, doing some sort of strange elbow movement to put more power into it as he clocked Kent across the mouth, another tooth flying away to never be found again. Luca slowly shook his head. “Never mind, Captain’s got it.”

Shane snorted slightly, though he still looked concerned. “Captain’s got it, alright,” he repeated with a wry grin.

Luca skated—well, wobbled—off the ice, ignoring the worried look LaPointe threw him and pouting at the raised eyebrow the coach gave him.

“I’m fine!”

“Medics. Now.”

Everyone on the bench seemed to pause as a loud Russian yell reached them, Ilya now snarling face-to-face with Kent, who was grinning a bloody grin. Luca was too far away to hear properly, but he definitely caught the word “mother” coming out of the homophobe’s mouth.

Luca winced, knowing Kent had just signed his own death warrant—but before he could enjoy the view, he was swiftly ushered into the medic room, Terry checking his reflexes and pupils, all while looking very unimpressed.

It wasn’t his fault!!

Terry didn’t believe him, but let him go anyway on the grounds that Luca was perfectly fine—despite no one believing him.

By the time he was walking out, Luca knew there were only 50 seconds left on the clock. The match would be ending in the third period unless Toronto somehow managed a miraculous comeback of three points to match Ottawa’s score.

He went straight to the locker room, thinking he would get a head start before the team walked in, fresh off victory and a bloody fight.

He didn’t get that.

Luca watched out of the corner of his eye as the team’s power couple sat apart from the rest.

Should Luca be concerned about the number of times he’d found himself secretly watching them like they were his favourite drama show?

Nah. It was probably fine.

Maybe he’d check with LaPointe later.

But back to his favourite show.

Ilya was sitting on the bench, bare-chested and still covered in sweat, breathing heavily—which was unlike him. Luca swore he had more stamina than a horse most days.

He was staring at the ground, face set in that now-uncommon Slavic stare, eyes cold and visibly narrowed in dangerous thought. His breath seemed to stutter as he looked up, his gaze locking onto the Tylenol pills Dillon was taking for his wrenched knee.

His focus was interrupted by Shane, standing directly in front of him and refusing to move, even when Ilya shifted his glare onto him.

Luca watched—more fascinated than he should be—as Shane tilted his head, blinking slowly at the Russian. Ilya seemed to pause, his eyes not softening, but changing—focusing on Shane with thoughts Luca couldn’t decipher.

“Water.”

Ilya only said one word, but it came out like a command—voice hard and expectant.

Shane moved immediately, crossing the locker room with determination, like he didn’t want to do it but needed to. He grabbed Ilya’s water bottle—a white one that matched Shane’s black one—from the bag in the centre of the room, where Ilya usually held court.

Shane returned just as quickly, placing the bottle into Ilya’s hand so casually Luca almost missed Ilya’s approving nod and the way Shane’s shoulders relaxed.

Ilya took a few deep gulps, water dripping from the corner of his mouth.

Shane looked like he wanted to lick him.

Luca blushed slightly.

Ilya nodded again, motioning to the clean towels piled by the door, as was customary. Shane once again walked over quickly, hesitating before selecting one from the bottom—still likely warm from the dryer.

He handed it over, and once again Ilya gave a small nod of approval.

Luca’s eyes widened as Shane dropped to his knees right in front of him, Ilya’s legs spreading automatically, like muscle memory. Shane’s agile fingers moved to Ilya’s skates, untying them with ease before slowly pulling one boot off.

“What are you blushing at, Luca-buka?”

Luca’s head whipped around at the nickname he hadn’t heard in almost two years, scowling at LaPointe. He ignored the strange tone in his voice, not wanting to—and not caring to—look into it further.

“Fuck off,” Luca retorted, not thinking about using language that was usually so unlike him in front of a man who had heard it plenty of times.

But others hadn’t.

“Damn,” Hayes turned with a teasing grin, “what’s got the puppy swearing?”

Troy snorted from where he was getting changed next to him. “Don’t let Papa hear, or he’ll put you over his knee.”

“Papa?” Luca questioned. “My dad is still in Germany?”

“No, Luca,” LaPointe laughed, though not unkindly. “He means Ilya.”

“Ilya is not my dad.”

“More like your daddy,” Troy snorted, shooting Luca a look he couldn’t decipher before throwing a smug glance behind him.

Luca turned, but only saw LaPointe staring at the wall, his jaw clenched.

What was up with him today? He was acting so weird.

“I don’t get it,” Luca repeated those familiar words, hoping to break the tension he could feel slowly building.

“Don’t worry about it,” LaPointe snapped, causing Luca to lean back slightly, wondering what had set him off now.

He decided to look back at the power couple. That felt safer than whatever was going on with LaPointe.

Shane was still kneeling in front of Ilya. The Russian had his head tilted back against the wall, eyes closed. His husband, on the other hand, was slowly massaging the firm muscles of his calves, eyes narrowed in concentration.

It was no more intimate than what Luca had seen the team physio do to players while stretching on the bench or in the weight room—but still, he couldn’t stop the blush.

“Why do they do that?”

The question slipped out before he could stop it, his curiosity finally too much to keep to himself.

“The what?” Hayes asked, glancing over as he wrapped tape around a wrist he had been complaining about the week before.

Luca nodded towards where Shane was still massaging Ilya’s calves, still on his knees and still focused, while the Russian remained relaxed under his hands.

“The touching, the watching, the ….commanding.” his voice went high pitched, a questioning tone filling it, unsure of the words he was using.

Hayes looked over, then snorted, turning back to Luca with a raised eyebrow.

“Seriously, rookie? It’s taken you this long to realise how freaked up they are?”

“Freaked up?” Luca asked.

“More like fucked up,” Barrett added with a smirk, leaning over.

Hayes rolled his eyes and slapped him with his glove, laughing slightly as Barrett jumped back with a hiss, before turning back to Luca.

“Ignore him. Barrett thinks doggy style is kinky.”

“I fucking do not!” Troy hissed, shooting a glare that the goalie ignored.

“Kinky?” Luca asked again, confused about how his question had somehow turned into sex.

“Yes?” Hayes replied, giving him an unimpressed look, as if Luca should already understand.

Luca did not.

That was why he was asking.

Hayes did not seem to appreciate this.

“Oh my god,” he sighed, looking up at the ceiling. “Does no one watch porn anymore?”

“I do! Me and Harris watch together.”

Luca ignored Barrett, answering Hayes instead. “My mum told me not to. She said it gave unrealistic expectations.”

Hayes rolled his eyes. “And of course you listened.”

“Why wouldn’t I?” Luca frowned slightly. “My mum gives good advice.”

“Yes, she does,” LaPointe agreed with a smirk. “You’re smart to listen to her, Luca.”

Huh. Luca wasn’t aware LaPointe had ever even spoken to his mum. He’d have to ask about that later.

He decided to ignore LaPointe for now.

“How is porn connected to…?” Luca gestured towards Shane, who was now alone, undressing methodically, as Ilya was in the shower. They made it a point to never shower together. At first, the team had assumed it was out of consideration for everyone else, but later realised it was more about the couple not wanting to expose how they acted around each other.

Apparently they did have some concept of professional work place boundaries.

Hayes let out another sigh, as if the weight of the world—or at least the locker room—had been placed on him.

“BDSM,” he said flatly.

Luca paused.

Luca thought.

“…Like S&M by Rihanna?”

“Oh my fucking god,” Hayes breathed into his hands, ignoring the way Barrett was cracking up into his stall and LaPointe was snorting. “Luca, be serious right now. Your closest association with BDSM cannot be a fucking pop song.”

Luca shrugged.

“Please tell me you at least know what it stands for?”

“Um—bondage, domination, submission, and masochism, right?” Luca said, thinking back to his Tumblr days.

Hayes blinked at him, hands spreading in a what the fuck gesture. “If you know what it stands for, why on earth did you say S&M?”

“Because that’s what I thought of?”

“You’re hopeless.”

“Okay,” Luca shrugged, “but you still haven’t answered my question.”

“Luca loves answers to his questions,” LaPointe chimed in, grinning at Hayes. “Better answer him before he pulls out the sad puppy-dog eyes.”

“Ughhh,” Hayes groaned, pinching the bridge of his nose like a headache was forming. “Why does this keep happening to me? This cannot be normal.”

“What cannot be normal?”

Hayes ignored him, jerking his head towards the bench. “Sit down, kid. I’m about to educate you.”

Luca nodded immediately and sat.

“Our amazing captain and his husband are in a full-time BDSM relationship,” Hayes said, pausing just long enough for that to sink in. “It’s subtle if you don’t spend much time around them—but if you do? It’s about as subtle as a bull in a china shop.”

Luca frowned. “How? And why? Like—I’ve noticed some things, but I don’t think I understand it.”

“Right,” Hayes nodded. “Let me break it down for you, rookie.”

He took a breath, clearly settling in. “Shane is Ilya’s. It’s that simple—and that complicated. Ilya owns Shane. Shane is his. So Ilya makes decisions for him—what he eats, what he wears, things most people decide for themselves. He takes that pressure off him.”

Hayes glanced over, eyes catching on Shane, who was now unpacking Ilya’s bag in just a towel, ready to shower the second Ilya finished.

“And in return,” Hayes continued, “Shane looks after him. Listens to him. Trusts him. Builds him up. Lets Ilya feel like he’s completely in control.” He shrugged. “It’s give and take. Like any relationship—just… stricter. More intense.”

“You can see it,” Hayes added. “Ilya tells Shane to do something, and he just—relaxes. Like he doesn’t have to think anymore. Doesn’t have to worry about anything—just follow what Ilya tells him. And it works the other way too. Shane listens without hesitation, and it gives Ilya this… confidence boost. Makes him feel steady. In control.”

Hayes shrugged slightly. “There’s a care dynamic to it as well. They both get looked after—just in completely different ways.”

He glanced over at them again, watching quietly for a moment.

“Ilya takes the pressure off Shane—decisions, control, all of that. And Shane… he grounds Ilya. Keeps him steady. Makes sure he doesn’t go too far, because he knows there’s someone depending on him.” Hayes huffed softly. “It’s not about control like people think. It’s about trust. A stupid amount of trust.”

He shook his head, almost amused. “Honestly? It’s probably healthier than half the relationships I’ve seen. Just… looks weird if you don’t know what you’re looking at.”

He went back to taping his wrist. “I don’t get it. Probably never will. But it works for them. That’s what matters.”

Troy’s mouth dropped open. “What? How did I not notice this? I’m gay! I’m meant to be into the BDSM shit.”

“Yeah,” LaPointe said flatly, “but you spent years being a homophobic scumbag, so maybe you’re not the expert you think you are.”

“I—okay, I had stuff to work through,” Troy snapped. “It was internalised homophobia. It’s not the same thing.”

LaPointe’s jaw tightened. “Right. Because that explains everything, does it?”

“It does explain it,” Troy pushed, defensive now. “I wasn’t doing it on purpose.”

“You said offensive shit,” LaPointe shot back. “Over and over again. That is on purpose.”

Troy rolled his eyes, like they were going in circles. “I’ve changed.”

“Have you?” LaPointe asked, sharp.

Luca paused, watching the tension spike. For a second, he didn’t understand why LaPointe was getting so agitated—then he remembered being knocked down by Kent, remembered being called a Nazi the first time he played against him, Barrett laughing behind him the whole time.

He stopped wondering.

“Yes,” Troy said immediately. “I’m literally telling you I have.”

“Oh yeah?” LaPointe cut in, scowling. “And the racist shit you used to throw out? You gonna come out as mixed race too, white boy?”

“You’re white!” Troy fired back, weaker this time—scrambling now for anything that sounded like a defence.

LaPointe didn’t even blink. “I’m Canadian Aboriginal, dickhead. My mum’s the only white person in my family. I just happen to look like her—that’s called being white-passing.”

Barrett paused, looking completely thrown. “Okay… yeah. Shit.” He scrubbed a hand down his face, glancing at the floor. “Maybe I was a scumbag.”

LaPointe seemed to relax slightly at that—turning back to his locker, starting to change. “I was surprised, actually.”

“Surprised?” Troy asked, wary now.

“Yeah. Thought you’d come out with some racist shit again.” LaPointe shrugged. “You didn’t.”

“…Honestly?” Troy muttered after a moment. “Most of the reason I got my act together was Captain.”

“Cap?” Luca asked quietly.

“Yeah.” Troy let out a small, humourless laugh. “He made it very clear I wouldn’t get another chance on the team.”

Luca blinked. “I don’t get it.”

Troy glanced at him, something uneasy flickering across his face before he said—

“He threatened to break my kneecaps, Luca.”

He looked away, expression tightening. “Told me if he ever heard any of the shit I was saying back in Toronto again, he’d end my career.” He paused, then added more quietly, “At the time, I thought it was for Boodram.”

His eyes flicked towards Shane, and he winced.

“…Now I know better.”

There was a brief silence before he went on, more reluctantly this time—

“I said things to Hollander I shouldn’t have.” He huffed, still not quite meeting anyone’s eyes. “Honestly, I’m surprised I didn’t get dragged out back and dealt with for it.”

Luca didn’t know what to say to that.

So he didn’t say anything.

Instead, he ignored the tension still hanging thick between Barrett and LaPointe and turned back to Hayes.

“So that’s it?” Luca leaned forward slightly, catching the way Hayes flicked a glance between the two before focusing back on him. “They’re just in a BDSM relationship? That explains everything I’ve seen?”

“Yeah, rookie,” Hayes snorted. “Explains a lot.”

He shot Luca a teasing look. “Also explains that they’re just completely unhinged. They’ve got this… intense, weird, borderline insane connection that I don’t even think they fully understand half the time.” He huffed out a laugh. “God knows Ilya doesn’t know shit about BDSM. I tried explaining it to him once—he wasn’t interested. Said whatever he and Shane have works, and that it doesn’t need explaining or fixing.”

Luca glanced back over.

Shane was in the shower now, and Ilya had taken his place—already packing both of their bags, following the same precise system Shane used.

“That’s… something.”

“Yeah,” Hayes muttered. “It’s definitely something, rookie.”

Huh.

Luca’s gaze drifted across the room, landing on LaPointe.

Maybe he does know something about it.
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      Chapter 8: Harris and Troy: We fucked up
  


    Chapter Summary

    Harris loved his camera.

He was addicted to it, as Troy liked to say, and had a bad habit of recording anything that piqued his interest, even when he probably shouldn’t.

He recorded more of Ilya and Shane’s relationship than he had ever expected to, but it was fine because the only people who would ever know about any of it were himself and his boyfriend.

Let’s just hope that doesn’t change.
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  Harris Dover never would have expected that his dream job of being a social media manager for a hockey team would ever come true.
He had always loved hockey. He’d played it all the way up to his final year of high school (only when his heart wasn’t giving him trouble of course), but he knew that he would never play professionally. He was good—but he wasn’t that good. (Or, he wasn’t Rozanov or Hollander, he should say. But was anyone???)
He’d never been bitter about it, never been disappointed that he wasn’t made of the stuff players needed to go pro, both physically and mentally.
Harris had other talents. He’d always had an eye for a good shot, a good angle—something worth capturing. Ever since his mum bought him a camera for his twelfth birthday, he’d taken it everywhere. Family trips. School outings. Random days at the beach. If something was happening, Harris was filming it.
When school was coming to a close, he thought about it and, with the support of his mum, applied to university for a degree in social media and media studies. He’d done better than he expected, and it was only when watching a YouTube video of the Montreal Voyagers’ “best fails” that it hit him—he could combine his two passions into one.
He applied to the Ottawa Centaurs, both because it was his hometown and because—if he was being honest—it was a bad team, meaning they were more likely to hire a fresh-out-of-college kid with no experience.
He had only just started his job a week earlier, as a social media liaison assistant, when it was announced that Ilya—fucking—Rozanov was being traded there. That had been a wild month, but thankfully, his boss—a kind, funny woman who somehow thrived under pressure—had taken the lead on everything. She handled Rozanov’s presence, his posts, his personality, and managed to turn it all into controlled, viral content.
For five blissful months, Harris mostly observed. Learned. Did what he was told.
What poor, innocent Harris did not know was that, in two months, his boss would get pregnant and go on maternity leave—before deciding to quit and stay home with her frankly adorable baby.
What Harris did not know was that, a year after Ilya started, his even more talented husband—a hockey legend—would join the team, announcing to the whole world that they were married and had been in a relationship for years.
What Harris did not know was that Shane joining the team would be the end of Ilya’s impulse control.
Oh, how Harris missed those days.
It did make for good content, though—as much as he hated admitting it.
 
The first problem he was introduced to was the tweets.
With the Centaurs’ sudden surge in popularity came an avalanche of social media attention. Fans. Edits. Praise. And, of course—hate. Normally, that wouldn’t have been an issue. The support outweighed the criticism ten to one.
That wasn’t the problem.
The problem was the type of support and the type of criticism.
Or, more accurately—Ilya fucking Rozanov’s response to both.
God, the tweets.
 
ShaneHollander @HockeyPlayer24 —

First day on the ice! Great work today, and great work to come. Ottawa has welcomed me with open arms, and I hope to repay that dedication. We will see you in the playoffs 😉

(Picture description: A hockey player, only seen from the waist down, standing on the ice with his hockey stick visible.)
 
DanTheMan @Metrosforlife — Replying to @HockeyPlayer24

People like you are what ruin hockey, and now you’re ruining another team. At least the Metros can finally get back to their former glory now that you’ve been kicked out. Hope the Centaurs follow suit for their own sake.
 
ShaneHollandersHusband @TheRealRozanov — Replying to @Metrosforlife

“Former glory”? You mean the glory my husband dragged the Metros to with only his sweat and skill, despite their own efforts to sabotage him? Hope you enjoyed the last three Cups, because now that they no longer have their star centre, you’re never touching that Cup again.
 
DanTheMan @Metrosforlife — Replying to @TheRealRozanov

Go back to your owner, you bitch.
 
ShaneHollandersHusband @TheRealRozanov — Replying to @Metrosforlife

Woof woof 🐶🐶🐶
 
HollandersFreckles @LiveLove — Replying to @Metrosforlife

He’s so homophobic he doesn’t even realise that’s a compliment to Ilya “down bad” Rozanov.
 
“Ilya…” Harris sighed into the dark, interrupted in his daily bedtime routine of scrolling Twitter when he was meant to be asleep.
There was a shuffle beside him, Troy turning to squint at him, still half-asleep. “Why are you saying another man’s name when you’re in bed with me?”
“I’m going to kill Ilya.”
“Mhm.” Troy leaned over and kissed him on the cheek. “Get in line. I still owe him for dyeing the dog’s tail.”
“It was pet-safe dye, and he wanted her to match Anya.” Harris weakly defended him, though for what reason, he did not know. Said man was actively making his job harder by responding to hate comments on Twitter.
Troy just grumbled but rolled back over, slipping away to sleep quicker than Harris appreciated.
A ping brought his attention back to his phone. He had turned on alerts for all the Twitter accounts connected to the Centaurs team.
 
Metros#1Fan @MattyBoy —

Is anyone else fed up with this gay shit infecting hockey? People like Hollander and Hunter are what’s ruining it. Too many men liking men and not the puck.
 
ShaneHollandersHusband @TheRozanov — Replying to @MattyBoy

Putting an old dinosaur and my amazing husband together in the same sentence is criminal. Which makes sense, considering what you did on November 9th, 2016.
 
Metros#1Fan @MattyBoy — Replying to @TheRozanov

WHAT THE FUCK!!!! HOW DO YOU KNOW ABOUT THAT?
 
Balls&Bros @Chicksforlife —

Anyone else find it hard to get past the whole gay thing? I’m not homophobic, but since finding out about Hollander and Rozanov, I just can’t look up to them the same as before. Really wish they’d kept the gay thing a secret.
 
ShaneHollandersHusband @TheRozanov — Replying to @Chicksforlife

And I wish you kept your face indoors, considering you won your school’s unofficial “ugliest student” award three years in a row, but we can’t all get what we want. 😊
 
Balls&Bros @Chicksforlife — Replying to @TheRozanov

???????????????????????????????????????????????????????????????

Who told you that??????
 
ShaneHollandersHusband @TheRozanov — Replying to @Chicksforlife

Your mom.
 
GregTheDad @LoveMyKids —

Absolutely disgusting that the league is allowing this type of fag shit. I take my kids to these games! And now I have to skip any game with Ottawa because I don’t want the sin corrupting their souls.
 
ShaneHollandersHusband @TheRozanov — Replying to @LoveMyKids

This you?

(Picture description: A mugshot and a restraining order for a man called Greg Williams due to domestic abuse and child neglect.)
 
GregTheDad @LoveMyKids — Replying to @TheRozanov

Delete this shit before I find you.
 
ShaneHollandersHusband @TheRozanov — Replying to @LoveMyKids

No need. Meet here at 9 p.m. tomorrow.

(Address for a parking lot near a random collection of houses in Toronto.)

Let’s see how you fight against someone your own size instead of a pregnant woman for once.
 
GregTheDad @LoveMyKids — Replying to @TheRozanov

How the fuck do you know where I live?!?!?
 
ShinyTheSun @SObright — Replying to @TheRozanov

Yassss queen!!!!!! Get his ass!
 
“Oh my God,” Harris strangled out, more high-pitched than he appreciated.
“Babe,” Troy groaned, moving a hand to try and soothingly tap Harris’s side. “Please go to sleep. Ilya will be at the rink tomorrow, and you can shout at him then.”
“I might not have a job tomorrow.”
“What?”
“Ilya’s going on a… I don’t even know what to call it—a smackdown of all the homophobes.”
“Whaaat? Show me.” Troy rolled over sleepily, reaching for his phone, which Harris gave up begrudgingly.
Harris sighed and waited.
A couple of seconds later, there was a snort, followed by a gasp for air as Troy erupted into giggles.
“Oh my God. This is fucking amazing.”
“It’s fucking illegal, is what it is! This is basically doxxing!”
Troy rolled his eyes, collapsing back into the pillow. “Relax. He hasn’t crossed any lines yet.”
“Yes, yet!” Harris hissed, taking his phone back and turning to his messages.
Harris: Hi, Shane! Sorry, I know it’s early, but is it possible for you to take Ilya’s phone off him if you’re awake 😊
Shane (Holy Grail): Why would I do this? My husband can do no wrong.
Harris: ….
Harris: Ilya?
Shane (Holy Grail): Yes?
Harris: Put the phone down or I’m switching you with Luca to do the BuzzFeed puppy video.
Shane (Holy Grail): …
Shane (Holy Grail): ☹
Shane (Holy Grail): Okay, but last one first.
Harris: Last one what?
Harris: Ilya??
Harris: Answer me! Last one what????
Harris: ILYA!?!?!?!?!
 
LAHockeyNerd @Puckforlife —

Is it just me who thinks Hollander and Rozanov should be done for cheating? I’m not homophobic or anything, so don’t try and accuse me of that, but “together for many years” is a lot of time not to swap information about their teams.

As a lifelong hockey fan, the idea of cheating is repellent and should be punished. I think it’s time we investigate just how much information they have “accidentally” leaked.
 
ShaneHollandersHusband @TheRozanov — Replying to @Puckforlife

I’m glad to see you agree that cheating is wrong. I wonder if your wife will agree with you when she finds out you’ve been messing around with your secretary behind her back. 😊
 
LAHockeyNerd @Puckforlife — Replying to @TheRozanov

I will sue you for defamation, don’t think I won’t. I’m a lawyer.
 
ShaneHollandersHusband @TheRozanov — Replying to @Puckforlife

Go for it. I’m interested to see how you disprove it when I know what’s on your laptop.
 
Bugsbunny @CartoonBaby — Replying to @TheRozanov

The silence is speaking volumes.
 
“What the fuck,” Harris whispered. “He’s fucking crazy.”
Troy leaned over, snorting again when he saw Ilya’s latest—and hopefully last—tweet.
“How the fuck does he know this shit?”
“I don’t know,” Harris groaned, rubbing a hand over his face.
“Hm, maybe he has a personal hacker or something. Would explain how he got all my pictures back when I accidentally deleted my iCloud.”
“Stop talking,” Harris said, almost whimpering. “I am going to go to sleep. And when I wake up, these tweets will have never existed, I still have my job, and Ilya is not openly blackmailing and doxxing people publicly online.”
Troy laughed.
“I’m serious. This is obviously a nightmare, as this can’t be actually fucking happening. The twenty-seven-year-old captain of the team is asleep in his bed like we all should be and not acting like a fucking twelve-year-old on the internet.”
“Okay, babe.” Troy leaned over to press a kiss against Harris’s shoulder before flopping back into bed. “Night, night.”
“Don’t let the bed bugs bite,” Harris finished the saying Troy had started, throwing his phone… somewhere and trying not to think about all the ways he could punish Ilya in the morning.
Or get Shane to punish Ilya.
Oh, yes.
Oh, yes!
Perfect!
There’s no way Shane finds out about the tweets and doesn’t lose his shit, hopefully taking it out on the man who was turning Harris’s life into a nightmare.
He sighed happily, snuggling back into bed with Troy, closing his eyes and slipping off to dreams about Ilya crying and begging on his knees for forgiveness.
Shane will make it all right in the world again.
 
Shane finds it funny and laughs at every single tweet Harris shows him.
Fuck his life.
 
Harris turned on the camera with a giggle, already anticipating Troy’s deadpan expression when he walked out of the locker room and came face-to-face with Harris’s prized possession, gleefully purchased with management’s money.
The locker room door leading to the rink opened, and Harris made sure to capture his favourite player lighting up at the sight of him—only to immediately slump over with a sigh at the sight of the camera pointed directly at his face.
“What now?” Troy asked, irritated, though Harris could still see the slight grin tugging at the corner of his mouth.
“It is the Question of the Day!”
“Oh God, not this again.”
“It was demanded by the people,” Harris said primly, nose tilted into the air in mock importance. “We must listen to the wishes of our fans.”
“The fans, huh?” Troy raised an eyebrow. “Not just you wanting to torture the team again?”
“Torture?!”
“Yes, torture. I swear you always ask the most embarrassing questions.”
“I do not!” Harris defended, peering through the screen to make sure his boyfriend hadn’t slipped out of frame despite his best efforts.
“Last time you asked us when the last time we threw up on someone was,” Troy said flatly.
“The people needed to know.”
“The people,” Troy stressed heavily, “need to get less nosy.”
“Whatever,” Harris waved him off. “Answer the question.”
Troy rolled his eyes but nodded. “Fine. Hit me.”
“What’s the thing you miss the least about being a teenager?”
“Really? That’s your question?”
“Yes,” Harris answered before shooting Troy a pointed look. “See? No embarrassment here.”
“I don’t know,” Troy muttered. “Feels like it could still get embarrassing.”
Harris snorted. “If it gets embarrassing, it’s because you lead it there.”
“Fair enough,” Troy admitted, looking down thoughtfully. “I’d say living with my parents. They were pretty strict growing up, so getting my own apartment after I got drafted was amazing.”
Harris zoomed the camera in dramatically on Troy’s face, barely stopping himself from giggling. Finally—finally—he got to use information he’d acquired almost two years ago and kept hidden until the perfect moment.
He silently thanked the universe for this opportunity.
“Speaking of your first apartment,” Harris said sweetly, “is it true it took you two years to get more furniture than a mattress and a fold-up chair?”
Troy froze.
Then immediately flushed bright red.
“What?!” he squeaked, staring at Harris behind the camera in betrayal. “How do you know that?!”
“Answer the question, Barrett.”
“Babe,” Troy groaned dramatically. “Please don’t do me like this.”
“Nope. No special treatment for boyfriends.” Harris shook his head, praying the camera wasn’t catching his laughter.
Troy groaned louder, looking up at the ceiling before glancing desperately towards the hallway like someone might come save him.
No one did.
Finally, he looked back at the camera with the exhausted expression of a man accepting public humiliation.
“Yes, I only had a mattress and a fold-up chair. Yes, it took me two years to buy a sofa and a table. No, I do not see the big deal.” He paused before weakly defending himself. “I had a flatscreen TV and a microwave! I didn’t need anything else! I lived alone! And it was a very comfortable mattress!”
“Where did you put your clothes?”
“I had a laundry basket!”
“What about if you brought someone over?”
Troy snorted. “Please. I was so deep in the closet I was practically in Narnia standing next to the witch. No, I wasn’t bringing anyone home.”
“And teammates?”
“I was a rookie! No one was coming over to my apartment. That was captain territory.”
“You’re unbelievable,” Harris sighed, though he knew he sounded far too fond for it to count as criticism.
Troy suddenly smirked and stepped forward until the camera could only see the front of his chest. He leaned down towards Harris, very obviously aiming for a kiss.
“Mhm,” Troy murmured smugly. “You know it, baby.”
Harris leaned into the kiss, trying to hide his smile and internally thanking God that Troy had agreed to move into his apartment because Harris was too attached to his neighbours and the rink was closer from there anyway.
God knew what Troy’s place would’ve looked like if left unsupervised.
The door behind them suddenly opened, the rest of the team filing out with Rozanov leading, the man froze before fake gasping, a dramatic look of horror filling his face.
“EWWWWWWW! COACH! Professional boundaries are being overstepped!”
LaPointe snorted, eyeing the captain up, “Rich of you considering yesterday.”
“What happened yesterday?” Troy asked immediately, always eager for more ammunition against the team’s biggest chirper.
“I am recording!” Harris said pointedly, knowing how quickly the team drift into conversations unsafe for work, and the general public really. “It’s the question of the day.”
LaPointe, now bent backwards in a headlock with the captain’s hand firmly clamped over his mouth, could only let out muffled protests.
“Nothing happened,” Ilya said saintly as he answered troy, wearing the most peaceful smile Harris had ever seen on a man actively wrestling someone. “Stop interrupting Harris’s job, Troy. You’re being a bad boyfriend.”
He turned back to the camera and smiled directly into the lens, still holding a squirming LaPointe by the neck and ignoring his muffled protests.
“What is your question?”
“What’s the thing you miss least about being a teenager?”
“Voice cracks,” Boodram answered immediately. “I swear it took like three years for my voice to settle properly.”
“That’s because even your body knows your voice is too deep,” Dykstra teased with a grin.
Boodram rolled his eyes but laughed as he shoved him lightly, then wincing as he watched the force caused Dykstra to bump into the captain still holding LaPointe captive. Said man used the fumble to wrench himself free with a cry of victory, quickly jumping out the way before Rozanov could grab him gain.
Dykstra steadied himself and turned back to Boodram, ignoring Harris and his trusty camera, ignoring the glare now getting thrown at him by the captain.
“You’re just jealous because your voice still sounds like a preteen girl.” Boodram carried on
“What’s wrong with preteen girls?” Dykstra said before he immediately froze, face paling.
There was a slow pause.
The entire team slowly turned to stare at him.
“…That did not come out right,” he muttered weakly. “You know what I mean.”
“I’ll cut it from the video,” Harris promised generously, swinging the camera towards him. “Now, what’s the thing you miss least about being a teenager?”
“Curfew,” Dykstra answered instantly, relieved the conversation had moved on. “I lived ages away from all my mates, so even though the general rule was to be home by seven, I had to leave like an hour earlier. Meanwhile my friends got to stay out playing. I was so jealous.”
“Good answer,” Harris nodded approvingly before moving the camera further down the hallway. “Holmberg. Go.”
“Uh…” Holmberg pursed his lips thoughtfully. “Probably Santa.”
There was collective silence.
The team turned slowly towards the rookie with identical expressions of confusion.
“…Santa?” Young repeated, already starting to grin as he sensed an opportunity.
“Santa,” Holmberg confirmed solemnly. “Now that I’m an adult, it’s a lot less stressful.”
“Bergy,” Ilya frowned, visibly baffled, “what the hell are you talking about?”
Holmberg blinked at them like they were the weird ones.
“You know,” he said slowly. “Santa only keeps track of children, so you’re safe once you turn eighteen.”
“…Safe?” Hayes repeated carefully. “From Santa? The big fat, red man?”
“Of course.” Holmberg shrugged. “Do you know how stressful it was growing up knowing Santa could put you on the naughty list? I wouldn’t survive working in the North Pole.”
Young’s grin had become genuinely dangerous now.
Harris zoomed the camera in on the team behind him, capturing everyone desperately biting their lips to stop themselves laughing.
“Bergy,” Young said, placing both hands on Holmberg’s shoulders like he was about to break terrible news, “are you telling me your mum convinced you that if Santa put you on the naughty list, he would kidnap you and take you to the north pole?”
Holmberg frowned.
“…Yeah? Everyone knows that.”
“Everyone?”
“Obviously?” Holmberg looked offended now. “He sees you when you’re sleeping. He knows when you’re awake. He knows if you’ve been bad or good—”
“That’s from a Christmas song!”
“Ya,” Holmberg blinked, “But it’s a warning song. You know one of those warnings turned into songs to make it easer for kids to remember.”
Harris made sure to capture every single expression flashing across the team’s faces.
“Bro,” Young wheezed, nearly folding in half laughing, “your mum is an absolute legend. I cannot believe she kept that lie going your entire childhood.”
Holmberg blinked.
“…What lie?”
“Santa won’t kidnap you,” Young explained slowly.
“Of course he won’t,” Holmberg scoffed immediately. “I’m an adult now.”
Harris swung the camera just in time to catch Ilya burying his face into Shane’s neck, shoulders shaking violently as he tried to hide his laughter. Shane stood perfectly still beside him, visibly struggling between sympathy and the overwhelming urge to laugh himself.
“Bro…” Young managed weakly, wiping tears from his eyes. “Please tell me you know Santa isn’t real.”
There was a pause.
Then Holmberg’s eyes widened.
His mouth dropped open and genuine devastation washed across his face.
“…Santa isn’t real?” he whispered, voice trembling, his expression opened in a mix of betrayal and anguish.
Every grin disappeared instantly, clearly sensing the shift in tone.
Harris kept filming, capturing the exact moment everyone realised Holmberg genuinely hadn’t known.
Young immediately softened, pulling his fellow rookie into a bear hug and patting his back soothingly.
“It’s okay, dude. It’s okay,” he said gently. “A lot of people have big feelings when they find out. It’s basically a rite of passage.”
“But…” Holmberg’s voice cracked. “He got me presents every year. He wrote me cards. He said I was a good boy. He said I never made the naughty list.”
“Awwww,” Troy croaked, already tearing up laughing again.
“Shut up!” Young snapped over his shoulder before immediately turning back to Holmberg with forced gentleness. “Shhh. It’s okay. You are a good boy, bro. But it was probably just your parents buying the presents and writing the cards.”
Holmberg looked genuinely heartbroken, letting out a strangled groan, clutching to Young tighter.
Harris bit his lip, trying to decide whether to keep recording them or not.
On one hand Holmberg was going through a tough emotional situation and Harris didn’t feel right recording that and posting it for everyone to see. On the other hand a man not finding out Santa wasn’t real until he was 22 was so god damn ridicules and stupid, he felt like he had to share it.
Harris let out a quite sigh.
The tough life of being a social media manger.
“You don’t need some fat guy in red to tell you you’re a good boy,” Young continued reassuringly. “I can tell you that.”
Holmberg sniffed. “…Really?”
“Absolutely.”
“Gay,” Rozanov coughed, before immediately wincing as Hollander jabbed him sharply with an elbow. “Wha—Sweetheart—”
“Stop being an asshole, Rozanov,” Shane sighed with a slight glare, only to straighten up as Harris swung the camera around, awkwardness immediately overtaking him.
Harris made sure to centre him properly in the frame, leaving Young and Holmberg just out of view so they could continue processing the mind-shattering revelation that most people had around the age of eight.
See, he could be nice.
“Ottawa’s very own Shane Hollander,” Harris grinned. “What do you miss the least about being a teenager?”
“Uhm…” Shane locked eyes with the camera, looking not unlike a deer in headlights. “I don’t know? My parents are pretty great.”
Harris shook his head.
“That’s not an answer. Come on, there’s got to be at least one thing you didn’t like. Your parents’ rules maybe?”
Ilya snorted, automatically pulling Shane closer by the waist.
“You’re joking, right? Shane was an only child and absolutely spoiled. Their precious baby boy who could do no wrong.” He cooed the last part, reaching up to pinch Shane’s cheeks and shake his face slightly.
Shane scowled, slapping his hands away.
“I was not spoiled!”
Ilya raised one eyebrow so high it nearly disappeared into his hairline.
“Sweetheart… from what David and Yuna have told me, you were running that house like a cute little dictator.”
Shane’s mouth dropped open.
“I was not!” he practically yelled, looking genuinely offended.
Harris immediately zoomed in on the expression of betrayal crossing the superstar’s face, making sure to keep the laughing team in the background.
Personal information on Shane Hollander was basically gold with how private the man was. (Or at least tried to be considering the man he had married).
This was a diamond.
“Oh?” Ilya hummed innocently. “So, your poor parents didn’t eat whatever you wanted for dinner every single night until you moved out?”
Shane opened his mouth.
Nothing came out.
“They didn’t watch whatever you wanted on movie nights?” Ilya continued, grinning at Shane’s clear mortification. “Not that much has changed. You still pick the movies now.”
“What? No, I don’t. You pick sometimes.”
“Yes. Sometimes. If I pick something you don’t like, you veto it, and your parents always go along with it.”
“Not my fault you want to watch garbage or that my parents have good taste as well,” Shane shot back almost snidely.
Ilya rolled his eyes.
“Their ‘taste’ is not wanting to see their little Shanebug frown. Of course, they agree with you.”
“Don’t call me that,” Shane immediately snapped, already eyeing the teammates whose faces had filled with joyous wonder at the chirp material they'd just been handed.
Harris was moments away from jumping up and down.
Shanebug.
This wasn't a diamond.
This was a whole ass diamond mine. Except, instead of child labour, it was one Russian menace who didn’t know when to shut up pulling the jewels out.
Ilya ignored him, counting examples off on one hand.
“You pick what restaurants we eat at and have done since you could talk. David gave up his home office so you could have a playroom as well as your bedroom—the bedroom they painted four times in one month because you couldn't decide what shade of blue you wanted.”
Shane's face started turning red.
“They used laundry detergent that made your mum itch because you liked the smell.”
“Oh my god.”
“They paid a landscaper to dig all the gravel and every single rock out of the garden and replace it with grass because you tripped over one, scraped your knee, and then refused to play outside until all the rocks were gone.”
The team erupted like the circus of monkeys Harris always knew they were, slapping each other and jumping in the realisation that the Shane Hollander had been a spoiled brat.
Shane could only blink at his husband as each example was ticked off.
A war was being fought on his face between outrage and dawning horror.
“I—uh—how do you even know all that?!”
“David told me.”
“What? Why? My childhood is not that interesting.” Shane shook his head, “You talk to my parents too much.”
“David also said you used to pick the family holidays.”
“I did not!”
“Oh really?” Ilya asked sweetly. “So you definitely didn’t go to Toronto three years in a row—even though Disney World was an option—because little Shaney wanted to spend eight hours in the Hockey Hall of Fame?”
Shane spluttered, blush darkening.
“Mum wanted to go there too!” he defended weakly.
Ilya snorted.
“Yes. Once.”
He held up three fingers.
“Not three years in a row.”
Harris swung the camera towards the team, catching the expressions on their faces as they dissolved into laughter.
Shane folded his arms, glaring at the floor.
 
“It’s a very good museum,” he mumbled.
Immediately, Ilya softened.
His grip tightened around Shane’s waist, neither of them having moved apart despite the argument.
“I know, моя любовь,” he soothed, pressing a kiss into Shane’s temple. “It is a very good museum. Was very fun to spend 6 hours staring at my own face.”
Shane huffed.
“I still think you're exaggerating.”
“Sweetheart,” Ilya laughed, “your parents literally renovated part of their house because toddler-you demanded your toy dinosaurs needed more space.”
There was a pause.
Shane frowned again.
“...They did need more space. And you like the sunroom!”
Ilya nodded solemnly.
“I do. Baby Shane had excellent taste in real estate even then.” He paused, grinning. “But why did they need more space?”
Shane pouted further, looking down at his skates and kicking one against the floor in embarrassment. He mumbled something under his breath.
“What was that?” Ilya asked, leaning down playfully. “A little louder, sweetheart.”
Shane huffed, rolling his eyes as he looked up at his infuriating husband, who seemed to be thoroughly enjoying revealing the brat Shane secretly was.
“There wasn't enough room to put them in my bedroom. Or my playroom...” He trailed off before mumbling the rest. “Or the living room. Or the dining room.”
He finished looking genuinely mortified, as if he was only now realising it wasn't normal for one child to fill an entire house with toys.
“Dude...” Boodram laughed in disbelief. “All my kids' stuff is kept in their rooms and the living room. Everyone knows once you let the toys spread to the whole house, you’ve lost all control.”
Ilya just smirked and snorted.
“I don’t think Yuna and David even tried. These big browns were too powerful.” Ilya cooed, playfully squishing Shanes cheeks despite his harsh glare. “Can not blame them, I can never say no

either.”
The room erupted again, Harris making sure to capture the teams reaction to finding out the extent of dictator child Shane.
Ilya grinned, laughing as his husband pushed him off, and cleared his throat.
“Yuna told me that when Shane turned fourteen, they did a massive clean-out and donated most of the toys to charity. Do you know what happened?”
“What happened?” Troy immediately asked, practically vibrating with excitement.
“The charity said they could only accept so many and sent them to the next closest one.” Ilya was openly laughing now. “Then that one sent them to the next one. And then the next one.”
The team was already losing it.
“In the end, they hit the toy limit for twelve different charities.”
“TWELVE?” Barrett nearly shouted.
Shane made a strangled noise.
“Shut up! All of you.”
“Most?” Hayes asked, eyes glinting.
“Da.” Ilya nodded. “Their garage is still full of Shane's stuff because he refused to let them throw it away.”
“A lot of them are collector's items!” Shane defended immediately.
“Your kitty stuffie that's missing an eye is a collector's item?” Ilya asked, raising an eyebrow.
“Your parents were buying you collector's items?” Luca asked at the same time, looking baffled.
Shane ignored him completely, choosing instead to try and shove Ilya over.
“Stop knowing things about me!”
Ilya stuck his tongue out, laughing as Shane tried to kick his skates out from underneath him, apparently not worried about pissing his husband off.
“Shouldn't have married me then.”
“Bro…” Dykstra shook his head, looking genuinely baffled. “My mum wouldn’t even buy me McDonald’s after practice, and you’re telling me your parents thought it was easier to build a whole-ass room onto their house than get you to throw your toys away?”
“They could have just stopped buying me so many!” Shane shot back. “It’s not my fault; I was a kid! They never said no!”
“Who could say no to you?” Ilya cooed, pinching Shane’s cheeks again and ignoring the responding slaps. “Of course, the baby got whatever he wanted.”
“They said no,” Shane huffed.
The room went quiet.
Ilya raised an eyebrow.
“Oh really? When?”
“They wouldn’t let me billet.”
Shane said it almost smugly, like he'd finally found the smoking gun that proved he hadn't been spoiled.
Ilya stared at him for a second.
Then he burst out laughing.
“Oh no,” he deadpanned. “Your parents wouldn’t let their only child move twelve hours away at fourteen to live with strangers and play hockey.”
He placed a hand dramatically over his heart.
“The abuse.”
The team dissolved into laughter.
“It’s not funny!”
“It is a little funny, sweetheart.
Shane scowled.
“You know what I mean. They said no to me.”
“Do I?” Ilya asked grinning widely. “Because isn’t this the same year that they bought you a brand-new car to make up for it.”
“That was different!”
“How?”
“I needed to practice for my test!”
“You were fourteen! You legally couldn’t drive for another 2 years.”
“We had a private road, I didn’t need a license for that! And dad said I deserved it for getting all Bs on my report card.”
Harris almost chocked. All Bs? All Bs?!
Harris had brought back mostly As and one B in school. You know what he had got?
A scolding for not getting all As. Even if he did get all A, the next problem was that he had not got A+.
He most certainly did not get a brand-new car two years before he could even drive for average grades.
“Sweetheart, that is somehow worse.” Ilya respond almost pitying.
The room exploded.
Shane clenched his fists, Harris could see the exact moment his annoyance started becoming genuine irritation and he couldn’t stop the nervous swallow.
Unfortunately, that only made the footage better and thus Harris had a contractual obligation to record.
Ilya, meanwhile, looked delighted.
The man was treating this, poking at his increasingly irritated husband and watching him blush, like an Olympic sport. And he was determined to get gold.
Shane folded his arms tighter across his chest, cheeks burning bright red.
“You're all assholes.”
“And you're adorable,” Ilya retorted, wrapping an arm around his waist and pulling him against his side once again.
Harris cleared his throat, trying—and failing—to regain control of the interview.
“So… moving past Shane’s brat era—”
“HARRIS.”
“—does anyone else actually want to answer the question of the day? You know… the entire point of this video?”
“Uhh…” Hayes started, face scrunching up in thought. “Acne, maybe? I was a really spotty kid. My skin didn’t clear up until I was twenty-one.”
There was a collective murmur of agreement, most of the team nodding in sympathy. Haas rubbed his chin self-consciously where a star-shaped spot patch sat.
“I hear you, dude,” Holmberg nodded, having accepted his Santa betrayal by now but still glued to Young’s side. “I swear, no matter what cleanser I use, nothing changes.”
“My skin’s clear because I use the toothpaste method,” Chouinard bragged, stroking his own cheek before trying to get Young to stroke it too.
“Bro, I’m not stroking you.”
“All of you are weak,” Ilya scoffed, waving a dismissive hand. “Using chemicals instead of letting your skin show its truth. Mother Russia gives all her children skin as clear as ice to match our hearts. We do not need cleanser.”
He looked at Chouinard almost disturbed, ignoring the eyerolls of the whole team.
“Or face toothpaste.”
“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” LaPointe mocked. “My name is Ilya Rozanov. I’m six-foot-four with massive biceps and a massive ass, I’m married to the best hockey player in the world, and I’ve never dealt with a single blemish or bad hair day in my life. Girl, fuck you.”
Ilya smirked.
The smuggest smirk to ever smug, Harris thought.
He opened his mouth, no doubt about to say something that would make the team want to punch him even more—
—but Shane snorted.
Actually snorted.
He gave Ilya an incredulous look.
“Really? Skin as clear as ice? That’s what you’re going with?”
“Going with?” Ilya questioned, suspicion immediately creeping onto his face. “Sweetheart, my skin is and always has been clear. It is one of my best features.”
“Yes,” Shane nodded easily. “Now.”
“Uhm, no.” Ilya shook his head, “My skin is clear. My skin has always been clear and soft, like baby’s bottom.”
Shane raised an eyebrow, unmoved and unimpressed.
“Really?” He drawled out slowly, “You think I didn’t notice the makeup you put on when we started seeing each other?”
Ilya Rozanov, the man who up until this point Harris had considered impossible to embarrass, started to blush, recoiling from his husband as if he had just been shot.
“Stop talking!” He squeaked, actually squeaked.
“Remember when you let me get the blackheads on your back? That was a fun night, even if you were whinnying like a wimp.”
“Shane!” Ilya screeched, looking betrayed, “You lying liar who lies!”
Shane didn’t say anything but raised an eyebrow with grin, clearly taunting his husband.
Harris zoomed the camera in even more on the captain, capturing the uncharacteristic blush, this day just kept getting better and better.
Ilya jumped back, pointing theatrically at Shane, “Bad Husband! Very bad, no good husband. Stop talking!”
Shane grinned almost smugly, “Oh I’m sorry Rozanov. The truth too hard?” He teased
Ilya smirked the second that last word came out and Harris almost groaned, knowing what ever was about to happen would have to be cut out.
“I’m always hard for you, моя любовь.” (My love)
Called it.
Shane just rolled his eyes, ignoring the collective groans of the team, arching one eyebrow, “Don’t start you asshole, I know you’re just trying to distract me.”
“I would never,” Ilya responded serenely, inching closer to his husband and trying to circle his arms around him despite his lacklustre struggle.
“Get off me, you dick,” Shane hissed, knocking his hands away, “You wanna bring up my embarrassing childhood stories, well guess what? Revenge is best served ice cold.”
“Like his skin!” LaPointe yelled, egging Shane on, only smirking wider at his captain’s responding glare.
“I always forget you’ve basically been together since you were seventeen,” Boodram mused, grinning as the star couple continued to push and pull at each other. Ilya let out a hiss as Shane lightly smacked his hand away with his stick.
“Well… not together exactly,” Ilya corrected without looking, rubbing at his hand while pouting at Shane, whose eyes were now firmly fixed on the rink, pointedly ignoring his husband.
Boodram rolled his eyes.
“You know what I mean. You two have been... whatever this is... for so long that you saw each other through your awkward teenage years. It’s kind of crazy if you think about it. The two best players in the league were basically teenage sweethearts, and nobody knew.”
“That’s a generous description,” Shane argued, though his eyes softened as they drifted back to Ilya.
Harris felt absolutely no guilt in zooming in, capturing the way Shane’s entire expression changed whenever he looked at his husband. The guarded, media-trained superstar disappeared, replaced by something impossibly soft. Pure love. Pure devotion.
“But an accurate one,” Ilya replied just as quietly, his own eyes locked on Shane. “I have loved you since I was nineteen, maybe even from the second I saw you, it just took us a long time to realise it. It counts, da?”
“Da,” Shane almost whispered.
His hand reached out almost unconsciously, immediately met by Ilya's. The Russian laced their fingers together and lifted Shane's hand just enough to press a kiss against the strip of skin between his glove and jersey sleeve.
Harris almost cooed.
He didn't dare make a sound, knowing the second he did, the spell would break, and Shane would remember there was a camera pointed at him before retreating back into hockey-robot mode.
“You two are so cute you're giving me hives.”
Oh, for fuck's sake.
“Chouinard!” Harris hissed.
He sighed as Shane immediately let go of Ilya's hand and took a step towards the rink, a bright blush creeping over the tips of his ears.
Such a shame.
Thankfully Harris already had enough Hollanov footage to keep Twitter happy for weeks.
Ilya only huffed fondly, wisely deciding not to tease his husband any further. He clearly recognised Shane was reaching his limit.
“Everyone on the ice!” Ilya suddenly barked, pointing his stick at the team. “Bag skates for everyone!”
“What?! Why?”
“Wa—Captain!”
“What did we do?”
Ilya simply shrugged, the chorus of complaints only making his grin wider.
“I just feel like it.”
LaPointe glared at him.
“You’re a dick.”
Ilya winked.
“A big one.”
Hayes snorted.

“Yeah. We know.”
Despite the complaints, the team shuffled onto the ice, Harris making sure to capture the shot. It would make a perfect opening for the video.
Ilya turned towards the camera with a grin, delivering the closing line before Harris even had to ask.
“And that is it for the Question of the Day. Please like and subscribe so you can watch us crush the dreams of every player not on this team.”
Harris snorted, stopping the recording.
“Thank you.”
Ilya shook his head.
“No worries. Just make sure you cut out the bit about us being 'teenage sweethearts.'”
“What? No, Ilya—”
“Harris.” The captain's tone strengthened, losing its usual playfulness. “People still do not know how long we have been together. Shane thinks it is best we keep it quiet so no one can argue the games we played against each other were staged. There are already too many allegations that we cheated.”
“But... you were together before either of you even made it to the NHL.”
“Not the point.” There was only the slightest edge of irritation in Ilya's voice. “Shane wants to keep it quiet. So we keep it quiet.”
Harris frowned but eventually nodded.
“Fine. I’ll edit it out.”
Ilya's expression immediately softened again.
“Perfect. Thank you.”
 
With that, the captain stepped onto the ice and skated after his husband.
Harris lingered for a moment, camera hanging loosely from his shoulder.
For all the jokes, all the teasing, all the stolen moments he got to capture...
There were still parts of their story they had to keep hidden just to protect themselves.
He hoped one day they wouldn't have to.
 
The camera turned on with a click, the footage blurry as it struggled to focus on a tall, fit-looking man.
It was Troy Barrett.
“Uhm…” The man coughed, looking awkward as he fiddled with the camera, the video going in and out of focus. “So, I don’t really… do this type of thing.” He waved a hand vaguely in the air. “But I owe the captain some revenge, and I thought, why not make my boyfriend happy by recording it? Two birds, one stone and all that.”
The camera started moving, capturing the hockey player as he walked outside towards a car.
The footage briefly went black as Troy climbed into the passenger seat before flickering back on to reveal Boodram in the driver's seat, who gave the camera a small wave and an easy smile.
Troy propped the camera up on the dashboard, making sure they were both in frame.
“Zane,” Troy started with a grin, “you wanna tell the fans what we’re doing today?”
“With pleasure,” Boodram grinned. “A certain Russian has gotten a bit too comfortable with power—and the complete lack of retaliation—so we think it’s time he gets knocked down a peg or two.”
“And,” Troy prompted, pointing dramatically at him, “what has the captain done to deserve this?”
Boodram slowly turned towards the camera with the flattest expression imaginable.
“He bought my kids a drum set.”
He paused.
“And a guitar.”
Another pause.
“Proper ones. Not the plastic toy ones that need batteries. Proper instruments.”
He dropped his forehead onto the steering wheel with a groan.
“They’re three and five.”
Another groan.
“They can’t even read!”
Troy immediately burst into laughter.
“And it wasn’t even their birthday!” Boodram continued, throwing both hands into the air. “So now I’ve got two kids who think they’re the next rock stars despite not being able to read music, who absolutely worship their Uncle Ilya, and a wife who is one more terrible rendition of We Will Rock You away from kicking me out of the house.”
Troy was laughing too hard to keep the camera steady.
“I’m serious!” Zane protested. “Do you know what it's like waking up at five in the morning to your five-year-old screaming WE WILL, WE WILL ROCK YOU while your three-year-old beats the absolute shit out of a drum kit?”
He pointed accusingly at the camera.
“That man is a menace.”
Troy snorted, shaking his head in fake disappointment.
“A true danger to society. He needs to be contained and learn there are consequences to his actions.”
Zane grinned, leaning towards Troy.
“And what actions did he commit that require you to become his consequences?”
“He dyed my dog!” Troy squeaked, looking genuinely offended. “I mean, it was only the tail, and it was pet-safe dye, but he dyed it bright red.” He shuddered dramatically. “My least favourite colour.”
Boodram frowned.
“The team jerseys are red?”
“Yes,” Troy nodded, “But their dark red. It’s a completely different vibe.”
“Why do you even have a least favourite colour?”
“It just feels... aggressive,” Troy said, scrunching up his face. “Which is the complete opposite of Chiron.”
“And how did Roz know it?”
Troy shrugged.
“I honestly don't know. I never told him. The man's just... very perceptive.”
He turned back to the camera, looking much more comfortable now.
“So today, we will be sneaking into our dear captain's house and—drumroll please.”
Boodram happily drummed both hands against the steering wheel.
“—replacing every single one of his kitchen utensils with child-safe ones to reflect the actual fucking child he is.”
Boodram nodded solemnly.
“Including all the scissors.”
“Yes.” Troy grinned wickedly. “Especially the scissors.”
He let out a happy sigh.
“God, he's going to be so mad.”
“You're not worried about Shane?”
“Nah.” Troy waved the concern away. “He'll know the fault lies with Ilya and won't blame us.”
Boodram laughed as he started the car, pulling out onto the road.
“Okay... but if he does blame us, I'm throwing you under the bus. He's fucking terrifying when he's mad.”
Troy snorted.
“Fair enough.”
He reached for the camera.
“I'll turn this back on when we get there.”
The screen went black.
 
The footage faded back in to reveal a very expensive-looking house on the edge of the city.
The camera bobbed gently as they walked up the gravel driveway, only their shoes visible as they exaggeratedly tiptoed towards the front door.
The recording had clearly started halfway through a conversation.
“—You sure Hollander isn't going to be here?”
“Yeah. I asked him a couple of days ago if he'd got any plans today. He said he had a photoshoot.”
“Ooh.” Boodram sounded interested. “For who?”
“Uh... Calvin Klein, I think?”
Zane snorted.
“I bet Roz loves that.”
“Nah.” Troy laughed quietly. “I think he was actually annoyed.”
You could basically hear as Boodram let out the biggest eye-roll imaginable.
“I genuinely don't understand why that man gets so jealous.”
He glanced towards the camera, troy having turned it around to show Boodram carrying multiple bags full of boxes.
“I've never seen Shane so much as look at another man the entire time I've known him. And he doesn't even realise when people are flirting with him half the time.”
“Half the time? Try all the time. I do not know how they started seeing each other when Shane misses even the most obvious of signals.”
Zane snorted. “Remember when that investor 'accidentally' spilled water all over his white shirt and asked Shane to 'help' him in the bathroom?”
“Oh my god, yeah,” Troy laughed, already grinning at the memory. “And Hollander just said he didn't think he'd be much help and offered to get his spare shirt from the car instead. God, that was so funny.”
“I've never seen Captain so angry.”
Boodram shrugged. “I honestly thought he was going to punch the guy. And I wouldn't have blamed him either, doing that right in front of him was crazy. I sure as shit would've if someone had done that to my wife.”
They'd reached the front door by now, Zane placing the bags down with a grunt.
Troy focused the camera on them, making sure the bright pink toy baking oven covered in cartoon cupcakes was perfectly in frame.
“A play bake oven?” Boodram questioned, eyebrows raised.
“Yeah, to replace the microwave.” Troy nodded proudly. “I did think about replacing the actual oven as well, but then I figured messing with the gas pipes probably wasn't the smartest idea.”
Zane nodded in agreement.
“Good call, bro. There's revenge and then there's murder. I’m too pretty for prison.”
Troy made the camera go up and down, capturing Zanes full 6’10 foot figure, his thick frame and muscles almost bulging out the old t-shirt he was wearing.
“Ya dude,” Troy said dryly, “you’d be someone’s bitch in no time.”
Zane rolled his eyes and laughed, looking back towards the front door.
“You are sure the house is empty? And how exactly are we getting in?”
“Nah, Ilya's inside,” Troy answered calmly, completely ignoring the panicked look Zane immediately shot him. “But Shane left early today, so Ilya will still be in bed until at least twelve. He always goes back to bed after seeing Shane off. As long as we're quiet, we shouldn't have any problems.”
Zane stared at him for a second.
“You could've led with that.”
Troy just shrugged.
“And I've got a key anyway. Ilya gave me one months ago so Harris could drop Anya off if they were both busy.”
“Okay...” Boodram nodded slowly. “I trust you.”
He paused.
“But if he wakes up, I'm blaming you and running.”
“No loyalty, I’m noticing a pattern dude,” Barrett sighed sadly, opening the front door, only to be met with the slow sound of music drifting through the house. “Shit.”
“Maybe Hollander put it on before he left?” Zane asked hopefully.
Troy let out a pained sigh, visibly thinking.
“Okay,” he said, biting his lip. “Let's just be quiet, and if we hear any movement, we bolt and try again another day.”
“Okay,” Boodram agreed nervously. “Quiet as a mouse.”
The camera captured the six-foot-ten 'mouse' slowly creeping into the house, carrying the bags and wincing every time the plastic crinkled.
A new song started just as they reached the end of the hallway leading into the kitchen, the sound of feet shuffling meeting their ears.
Troy shot Zane a wide-eyed look.
“Is that Golden Brown?” Zane silently mouthed, distracted out of his panic by the music.
Barrett just shrugged.
They edged a little closer before Boodram suddenly froze.
“Shit... what if they're having sex?”
“What?” Barrett hissed. “Why would you think that?”
Zane shrugged helplessly.
“It’s Roz, he’s always angling to score. And I read on one of those Roz Puck Bunnies subreddits that he always puts music on when he's fucking.”
Troy shook his head.
“Nah, not with Hollzy. He told me he loves the sound of Shane's moans too much to have music on.”
Zane slowly squinted at him.
“How do you know that?”
Troy raised an eyebrow.
“I'll answer that if you tell me why you were reading the Roz Puck Bunnies subreddit.”
“…Touché.”
They both carefully poked their heads around the corner just as they heard the low rumble of Ilya's voice, immediately ducking back behind the wall with whispered curses.
“Gonna dance for me, Rozanov?” Shane's voice, warm with amusement, echoed down the hallway, making Zane shoot Troy a pointed glare.
“You know it, малыш,” Ilya replied. (Baby)
Troy eased the camera around the corner just enough to catch the scene.
They were both standing in the kitchen.
Pancakes sizzled gently on the stove, filling the kitchen with the smell of vanilla protein powder.
Both were wearing loose grey sweatpants, Ilya shirtless while Shane had on an old Boston Raiders sweater that had clearly seen better days, Ilya with black adidas sliders on their feet and shane in his white socks.
“The betrayal,” Zane whispered dramatically, looking almost offended.
They looked good together. Very good. Even dressed in worn clothes troy would imagine never left the house, they could be a replacement for the cover of vogue.
Shane especially, with his still bed mused hair and glasses that only seemed to highlight his deep brown eyes and freckles.
Ilya set the wooden spatula he'd been using onto the spoon rest before beginning to sway gently to the music.
He reached out and wrapped an arm around Shane's waist, forcing him to copy the movements. Shane was facing the counter, chopping bananas and blueberry’s for the pancakes, but Ilya tugged him away until he reluctantly set the knife down.
“Ilya...” Shane sighed in put out way, but he was smiling slightly, biting his lips in an effort to remain stern.
“Sshh...” Ilya murmured. “Pretend it is our wedding day, da?”
Shane laughed, turning to loop his arms around Ilya's neck as he started swaying with him. he leaned closer to rest his forehead against his husband, nuzzling him slightly and for a minute there was only soft silence broken by the built in speakers that Ilya had insisted on.
“Shouldn't we be putting Diamonds by Rihanna on?”
Ilya scoffed dramatically.
“Our wedding was the second-best day of my life, but we are never letting Harris pick the music ever again.”
Shane laughed, but then an offended pout crossed his face as he stopped swaying.
“Second best? What was the first?”
Ilya only grinned.
He leaned down, pressing a kiss to each of Shane's cheeks, right over the freckles he loved so much, before finishing with one on the tip of his nose. Leaning back in to rub his nose against Shanes jawline, multiple soft kisses being placed against the slightly stubbled skin.
“Meeting you, of course.”
Shane immediately softened.
He leaned back into his husband with a quiet, contented hum, hands tighting on his shoulders.
They continued swaying together for the rest of the song, their bodies fitting together without even an inch between them. Shane slowly nuzzled into the crook of Ilya's neck while Ilya rested his cheek against Shane's hair, both of them completely relaxed in their home.
There wasn't a trace of tension to be found.
Just two husbands, alone in their kitchen, quietly dancing together while breakfast cooked on the stove and reminiscing about their wedding day.
Troy and Zane shared a glance.
Neither of them said anything.
They both had the unmistakable feeling they were witnessing the kind of vulnerability that only existed inside a marriage, something they probably shouldn't be seeing.
Neither of them moved.
Not because they wanted to invade the moment—
—but because, for the first time, they were seeing the relationship the entire hockey world talked about exactly as it was when they thought nobody else was watching.
Ilya leaned down, nuzzling his face against Shane’s. “Tell me what we’re doing today.”
“Oh, hmm.” Shane hummed, nuzzling back. “Well, first, take Anya for a walk. I was thinking we could go to the park so we can see if the ducklings have hatched yet.”
Ilya nodded, humming excitedly.
“Then I need to clean the downstairs bathroom and the guest room. Jade and Ruby somehow got glitter everywhere.” He leaned back at that, scowling through his glasses at his husband. “Which, last I checked, was a banned substance in this house. You want to tell me how they got their hands on it, Rozanov?”
“I have no idea. Children have sticky little hands. Always getting into things they shouldn’t.” Ilya soothed, smothering a smirk into Shane’s hair.
“Then I’ve got to ring the tree technician to see if he can come look at the one leaning near the garage, make a list for the food shop tomorrow, change our bedsheets to those new microfibre cotton ones—”
Ilya interrupted him with an exaggerated moan, tightening his grip on Shane’s waist and pulling him closer. “Oh yes, Shane, tell me more.”
Shane snorted but carried on with a grin. “Then I need to check the lights in the garden. I’m pretty sure one of the bulbs needs replacing, and they need to be cleaned as well-”
He let out a laugh as Ilya fake-humped him.
“Then I’ve got to do three loads of stinky laundry because someone keeps leaving their gym bag in the car, iron our suits and shirts-”
“Don’t stop, I’m almost there,” Ilya fake-moaned.
“And then…” Shane’s voice dropped low and sensual, his eyes twinkling. “I’ve got to clean the living room because my parents are coming over for lunch, and I’m not letting them find the plug and lube. Again.”
Ilya straightened up, his face twisting into a grimace. “And you have ruined it.”
Shane burst into laughter, eyes scrunching at the corners, the look on his face letting Troy know he had done it entirely on purpose
A new song started then, one with a faster beat and tempo, soothing vocals echoing around the room.
Ilya gently pushed Shane away, keeping hold of one hand as he lifted it above his head, silently asking him to spin.
Shane let out a huff of laughter, but obeyed, the force of the twirl making him lose his balance on the tiled floor from his clean white socks. Not a hint of panic or urgency entered his body, trusting Ilya completely as his husband caught him and dipped him so low that the ends of his hair almost brushed the floor.
Troy shared a look with Zane, both silently acknowledging the frankly ridiculous amount of flexibility Shane had just displayed.
Troy knew he shouldn't do it.
He should lower the camera, quietly back out of the house and pretend none of this had happened.
Instead, something in him kept urging him to keep recording.
To keep capturing the moment.
It was a massive invasion of privacy, and Troy knew if Shane ever found out he'd filmed this, he'd be skating drills until retirement.
Shane Hollander was a lot of things.
Forgiving when someone stepped over his known boundaries was not one of them.
For a split second, Troy pictured himself collapsed at centre ice after whatever fresh torture Shane had come up with, the legendary winger standing over him with his hands on his hips.
The image alone made Troy hesitate, the camera dipping towards the floor as he genuinely weighed up whether the footage was worth risking his life over.
Ilya laughed then, the sound seeming to come from his whole body, as Shane immediately grabbed him by the waist and returned the favour, smoothly dipping his husband almost as low.
Ilya's grin only widened, blond curls framing his face. He looked completely unbothered hanging upside down, one arm still wrapped securely around Shane's waist while the other reached up to brush a stray curl away from Shane's forehead.
Troy lifted the camera again just in time to catch the moment Shane pulled him upright, immediately pulling him into a spin and only just missing the corner of the kitchen island. The music increased its tempo again, energetic and bouncy, reflected in the dance moves Ilya was now doing, his bare feet shuffling against the floor with only slight difficulty.
Boodram let out a small gasp as Ilya suddenly picked Shane up, twirling him rapidly before placing him on the island counter, then quickly jumping up himself in an impressive display of athleticism. Only giggles and snorts could be heard as Ilya pulled Shane to stand on the counter, which was roughly the size of a family dining table, their hair only just brushing the ceiling.
Troy bit down a grin, watching as Ilya led them into a weak rendition of a waltz, both of them carefully staying within the boundaries of their makeshift stage so they didn't fall off. Shane's hand gripped tightly onto Ilya's shoulder while Ilya's hand cupped Shane's waist, their other hands joined together, fingers overlapping until it was impossible to tell whose belonged to whom, with only the shine of their wedding rings separating them.
And for a split angle, they weren’t the two intimidating, built like a tank, professional athletes that were the top of their field, instead they were just the two teenage boys that feel in love on a cold day in the middle of nowhere.
From this angle, the light shone behind them, illuminating them against the dark oak cupboards as if they were a Renaissance painting symbolising God through love and dance, and for just a second, Troy felt the need to pray like he hadn’t since he was teenager.
They spun towards the edge of the warm grey marble countertop, Shane releasing Ilya's shoulder as he tilted backwards, one foot kicked up behind him in the air, leaving only a single white-socked foot and the grip of their joined hands as the things preventing him from falling onto the hard, tiled floor. Ilya's eyes hadn't left Shane's throughout any of it, neither one shying away from the vulnerability of their constant eye contact, their faces soft and completely unguarded.
Ilya pulled him back in, and Troy had to stop a gasp as Shane suddenly jumped, his legs wrapping tightly around his husband's waist. Ilya had apparently been expecting it, holding his weight easily as his hands moved to support him beneath the thighs, causing Troy to roll his eyes when he gave him a quick squeeze.
They weren't even really dancing anymore. Ilya was simply spinning in slow circles, keeping his husband as close to him as humanly possible, Shane once again tucked into the crook of his neck and letting out happy little sighs as Ilya held his weight without the slightest struggle.
My God, that was hot.
Troy quickly swiped the corner of his mouth, happy to find there was no drool.
He loved Harris, adored him even, and thought he was the hottest man on earth. He loved his chubby cheeks—both kinds—and his soft stomach but being a six-foot-two professional athlete whose entire job was to body slam people into the boards wasn't exactly conducive to being picked up.
And yet...
Shane's eyes were closed, his face completely lax as he breathed slow, deep breaths while Ilya gently swayed them. There wasn't a single line of tension to be seen, the man completely trusting his husband to take his weight without a struggle.
Ilya slowly lowered himself to his knees in an impressive display of strength, carefully bringing Shane back down with him as he returned to the floor, never loosening his grip on his husband until the other man was standing firmly on the ground.
They both seemed to lean forward for a kiss at exactly the same time, distracted by each other's lips and accidentally bonking their heads together instead, an interruption in what had otherwise been an incredibly tender moment.
The tenderness was still there, however, snorts and giggles filling the kitchen.
But the second they were face-to-face again, it softened.
Their eyes did too, brown and blue meeting with no obstacles or walls.
Like every single time they looked at their husband, the whole world seemed to disappear until it was just them, standing together.
“You're gorgeous,” Shane suddenly interrupted the quiet, increasing his grip.
They were back to swaying now, clinging tightly to each other. One of Shane's hands cupped Ilya's shoulder while the other remained wrapped around the back of his neck, his thumb lazily tracing over Ilya's strong cheekbone.
“Mmh, not as gorgeous as you,” Ilya murmured, leaning down to press a soft kiss to Shane's nose, tightening his grip around Shane's waist.
“Stop,” Shane huffed, though he never stopped smiling as they continued to sway with the music. “I'm being serious. You're so beautiful it still takes my breath away. Even after all these years.”
He didn’t say it loudly or grandly, like he was trying to emphasis the compliment. He said it quietly and simply, like he was just repeating something he knew was a fact.
Troy sniffled, eyes watering.
Ilya smiled, but it wobbled as he blinked rapidly.
Then Troy watched him take a slow, steady breath, like he was trying to keep himself together.
The camera caught the faint tremble in his fingers as they tightened against Shane's waist, his grip growing almost desperate before he gently encouraged Shane to tuck his face back into the corner of his neck.
“Fuck, sweetheart,” Ilya breathed, his voice barely above a whisper. “You can't just say things like that.” He let out a quiet, almost disbelieving laugh. “You're going to kill me.”
Shane only rolled his eyes, though Troy could still see the fond smile lingering on his face from where it was tucked against Ilya's neck.
“I love you so much it hurts sometimes,” he said honestly, humming contentedly as Ilya's hand slipped beneath the hem of his jumper, slowly tracing up and down his back in absent-minded strokes, trying to pull him impossibly closer, as though there was even any distance between them to begin with.
Ilya smiled - a true, reach to the corners of his eyes - smile, whispering, “and I love you, sweetheart.”
Troy stopped himself from sniffling again.
 
He was gay, but he wasn't that gay, and crying over two married men simply dancing around their kitchen, a room that somehow seemed almost flooded with love, was definitely that gay.
 
He cut the thought off immediately, shaking his head as he looked back towards the couple.
A little voice in the back of his head (one that sounded suspiciously like Harris) was quick to point out that getting emotional over seeing a loving, devoted, seemingly unbreakable human connection wasn't gay at all. It was just a sign of being human.
Another voice (this one sounding suspiciously like his therapist) argued that the tears probably had far less to do with his sexuality and far more to do with the fact that he had grown up in a home where conflict was entertainment and love was a fairy tale.
Troy decided he didn't like either voice very much.
“Моя любовь,” Ilya murmured, his voice low and warm. “Давай танцевать.” (My love, lets dance)
Shane let out a snort.
“Again?” he laughed.
“With you? Forever and always.”
Shane rolled his eyes but obediently stepped back, wiggling his eyebrows playfully in a way Troy never would have expected from the infamously serious Shane Hollander.
Troy and Zane shared a look as the couple started moving through the kitchen, matching the faster song that had just started. Their dancing wasn't polished or elegant. It was messy, full of bumped hips, stepped-on feet and nearly colliding with the kitchen island, every mistake earning nothing but another laugh instead of even the slightest hint of irritation.
Boodram had to slap a hand over his mouth to stop his laughter as he watched Shane do a clumsy re-enactment of the Robert and Ilya doing the sprinkler with way too much enthusiasm, almost hitting the cupboards.
It was...
Cute.
Not the loud, over-the-top flirting the team saw every day.
Just...cute.
It was the sort of quiet love that seemed to seep into the very walls of the house, making the kitchen somehow feel warmer just by standing in it. Troy could practically see the hearts floating around them, like one of those cheesy rom-com scenes Harris always made him watch that somehow, against all logic, left him crying in the bathroom.
The camera suddenly jerked violently as the couple drifted closer to the kitchen doorway, Troy's heart dropping straight into his stomach as he instinctively ducked back behind the wall.
Shane would kill him.
Ilya would kill him.
Hell, Troy might just kill himself.
His stomach twisted unpleasantly as he pictured Harris finding out someone had secretly recorded a moment like this between the two of them. Something so small, so ordinary, so completely theirs.
He'd feel sick.
It wasn't just dancing.
It was a private moment between two husbands in their own home.
One that nobody else was ever supposed to see.
Shit, he was fucking up right in this very moment.
He shared a look with Zane, camera perspective dipping towards the floor, trying to force the thought that they needed to leave. Now.
A slight bang followed by a muffled swear caught his attention. Troy glanced back around the corner just in time to watch Ilya scoop Shane up off the floor again with a light huff.
The slightly shorter man burst into laughter, almost giggles really, slapping uselessly at his husband's shoulders in protest while Ilya ignored him completely, continuing to spin them both around the kitchen.
It wasn’t the first time troy had seen Ilya manhandle Shane, but it was clear that in the safety of their home that neither held back from touching each other like an extension of their own body.
For a second, Troy found himself wondering how often he must do this to look so completely comfortable carrying another grown man around like he weighed nothing. He cut that thought off as it started to drift to where else Ilya would hold Shanes weight.
The song was drifting to a close, Ilya still spinning them around the kitchen in what could generously be described as dancing, Shane still clinging to him like glue.
Troy's head whipped towards Zane as the bigger man let out a noise suspiciously close to a coo, his expression completely smitten as he watched the affection practically radiating off the couple.
Troy rolled his eyes and shot him a glare.
Of course he was cooing.
The man cried at rom-coms in front of the whole team unashamedly and had once spent an entire evening blubbering about, "Love, man. Love.", the 6’10 man wrapped in two blankets and having demolished two pints of Ben and Jerrys cookie dough during the team’s monthly movie marathon night while Shane watched on in horror.
Ilya finally slowed to a stop, setting Shane down on the kitchen counter before immediately leaning in to kiss him.
Shane hummed happily into it.
One second, then another, before eventually Shane smiled against his lips and gently pushed his husband away before hopping down—or hopping as well as a five-foot-ten professional hockey player could—and heading back towards the stove where Troy could hear the pancakes beginning to spit from the leftover heat.
He didn't make it more than two steps.
Ilya caught him around the waist and tugged him straight back against his chest, immediately burying a kiss against the back of Shane's neck.
“Ilyushenka,” Shane groaned, though from where Troy was standing he could see the smile he was trying and failing to hide.
“Why are you running?” the Russian asked with a pout that looked remarkably similar to a toddler being told he couldn't have dessert, his hand slowly sliding underneath Shanes waist band.
Shane rolled his eyes.
“I'm not running,” he laughed. “I'm cooking. Cooking your breakfast, might I add.”
“Your breakfast too,” Ilya protested, his hand still slowly moving under Shanes clothes.
“My breakfast was my smoothie before you even woke up. I added strawberries and full fat yogurt today.” He sounded oddly vindicated by that last part, pleased with himself as though he'd just cleared some enormous hurdle. Troy wondered for a moment why adding strawberries and yogurt to a drink that was already overflowing with fruit and vegetables like kale and spinach counted as such an achievement. “Now, get your hand off my dick.”
“Good boy, I’m proud of you.” Ilya placed another kiss against the back of his neck. “But that is not breakfast. That is a drink. And whyyy,” his voice turned into a whine, “It is my favourite toy.”
“It had twenty-eight grams of protein!” Shane said, apparently ignoring the latter half of the statement, tellingly not pushing Ilyas hand away.
“And now you're about to have another fourteen and a full belly.” Ilya was now pressing a slow trail of kisses along Shane's shoulders, refusing to let him escape while stoking one hand tenderly against his lower belly. “A very good start to the day for my little Shanebug.”
“Oh, for fuck's sake. I told you not to call me that.”
“But it's so cute!” Ilya whined, still refusing to let him go, instead tightening his arms around Shane's waist. “A hug for my bug.”
Shane let out a sigh Troy could feel on a psychic level.
Then he gave a long, deadpan look out of the kitchen window as though there were a camera crew standing outside and he was starring in The Office.
Not knowing the camera crew was actually hiding in the hallway.
Troy winced, knowing he was in for a world for pain if, or when, he got caught.
“You're ruining my morning.”
To Troy, his tone was completely flat, an expression of his growing irritation with his husband.
To Ilya, however, it was clearly the exact opposite, judging by the slow, knowing smirk spreading across his face.
“Poor baby,” Ilya cooed.
One hand slid up Shane's chest to cup one of his pecs, giving it a firm squeeze that felt strangely out of place against the otherwise soft, domestic atmosphere.
“Let me make it better.”
Before Troy could even blink, Ilya suddenly pushed Shane harshly back against the counter, one hand on the back of his neck and the other holding firmly to his hips.
Troy jolted forwards before he could think.
Only Zane grabbing his wrist and yanking him back stopped him, his mind too overwhelmed by memories of Dallas Kent slamming his short-term girlfriends around to think clearly.
He never would have thought Ilya capable of something like that.
Not Ilya.
Not the man who had once stepped in front of his husband just to take the splash of filthy street water after a truck tore through a flooded road too quickly, ruining his $900 white jeans.
The same man Troy had watched spend an entire flight rubbing circles into Shanes legs and white-soak covered feet after he had over done it on the treadmill, sacrificing his turn on the team planes PS4 to instead tend to his husband.
The man who had once taken a puck full force to his ribs after Shane had mistimed it and had done nothing more than wheeze out a compliment about the speed while collapsed on the ice, his husband fretting over him.
That Ilya would never hurt his husband.
But...
He'd once thought the same thing about Kent and look how that had turned out.
Troy finally let out the breath he'd been holding as Ilya simply folded himself over Shane, returning to pressing lazy kisses against the exposed skin of his neck while keeping him pinned in place—gently, but firmly.
He was mostly just grateful that the two were so wrapped up in each other that they hadn’t noticed the sound of the scruffle.
Shane let out a contented hum, almost wiggling in satisfaction after playfully tugging at Ilya's hands and finding absolutely no give.
Only then did Troy properly relax.
The smug little smile tugging at the corner of Shane's mouth made everything click into place.
It wasn't fear or anger. It wasn't the sign of an abusive relationship hidden behind closed doors.
It was just sex.
Very kinky sex.
But still just sex.
Troy let out a long sigh of relief and looked over at Zane, wanting to share a relieved look after nearly giving himself a heart attack.
Instead, the other man was still completely locked onto the kitchen.
A slow blush was steadily creeping across his face, growing more pronounced by the second.
"...Zane?" Troy whispered.
The bigger man didn't answer.
He just continued staring, looking thoroughly captivated by whatever was happening in the kitchen.
Troy followed his gaze before letting out a long-suffering sigh at view of Shane rolling his hips in a truthful sinful way to grind back against his husband. If he didn’t know Ilya so well, knowing it would end up with him in a body bag underneath a river somewhere, he would suggest onlyfans or belly dancing at the very least. (Ilya really was a selfish bastard, keeping all that to himself.)
"Oh, for fuck's sake."
Of course.
While Troy had been busy having flashbacks and questioning whether he needed to intervene, Zane had apparently skipped straight past concern and landed squarely on ‘they're kind of hot together’.
Troy didn’t know whether he wanted to cry or scream, the sight of another straight man (A married one with kids at that) visibly questioning his sexuality due to Shane Hollander. Especially when said man was grinding all up on his husband who was also very attractive, firmly in the cosmopolitans list since he was 22.
Troy couldn’t stop himself from zooming in, capturing every detail and sound.
Because Harris would want to see it of course. No other reason. Totally not for him on lonely nights on the road .... not that he needed the footage anyway. He'd already discovered that requesting the hotel room next to the couple had resulted in an almost nightly, unsolicited soundtrack. Mortifying at the time, admittedly worth the embarrassment in hindsight.
Shane suddenly froze, pushing back against Ilya in less playfully manner than before, “Shit, wait Ilya, the time.”
Ilya just hummed, not letting him move an inch, “We have time.”
“My parents will be here in less than 2 hours-“
“More than enough time,” Ilya placed another kiss on his shoulder, tugging his sweatshirt down, “Enough time for two I think.”
“But the pancakes-“
“I will order from that stupid GMO free, vegan restaurant you like.”
“I still need to clean the-“
Ilya cut him off with a harsh grind, “I will clean and change the sheets while you shower. And I will ring the tree doctor.” His voice started to twist into a cooing tone, “Sweetheart, why are you arguing? We both know you want this. You want to play? Is that it?”
“No!” Shane huffed in protest but troy couldn’t help but notice that his tone had turned from frustration into almost whiny tone, still rolling his hips back in a way he thought was more appropriate for a pole dancer than a professional hockey player.
Trou felt salvia gather in his mouth as he watched Shane spread his legs wider, allowing Ilya closer despite his fake protests, his voice turning bashful.
“I’ve not prepped-.”
“I don’t care.”
Troy almost wanted to groan, feeling his dick twitch at the pure animalistic vibe that was growing in the kitchen, atmosphere getting heated.
“Ok,” And yes, troy could see the embarrassed yet happy grin Shane was trying to hide, the hypocritic, “But get a-“
Ilya once again cut him off with a harsh grind as well as scoff, “I’m not wearing a condom.” He said firmly.
“Ilya!”
A slap suddenly echoed around the room, Shane crying out at the sudden spank and trying to wiggle away. Ilya stayed firm, keeping Shane pinned and swiftly craning his arm down two more times, sound only slightly muffled by the sweatpants.
Ilya leaned back over him, pressing him into the counter and biting his ear, before standing straight to slide one hand up his freckled back, pushing his sweater up as he did.
“I told you. Anything you need to do, you can do it with my cum leaking out of you,” Ilya almost growled, “Там, где этому, блядь, и место.” (where it fucking belongs.)
God, that was hot.
Shane letting out a loud moan, breath hitching in pleasure as he hid a smile into the crook of his arm now pinned above him, was hotter.
A squeak caught his attention, looking over to Zane just in time to watch the man shuffle on his feet, clearly trying to hide his slight boner. Troy blinked and then looked down, not surprised to see his own dick was starting to tent his athletic shorts.
Of course.
He tried to not feel that embarrassed about it. Troy dared any man to watch the Shane Hollander getting bent over a counter while being dry humped by his equally fit partner and not get hard.
Troy was sure he would win that bet, would put his car on it in fact.
“Fuck,” The breathy moan made him swing back to the kitchen just in time to watch Ilya drop to his knees while tugging Shanes sweatpants down at the same time, reviling bare skin and an extremely toned ass that bounced as waist band passed over it.
His heart almost dropped, knowing they were now crossing the line into straight-up illegal, and that Ilya would almost certainly introduce his fist to Troy's teeth before running him down with one of his many sports cars.
Not to mention Shane would give him his 'not mad, just disappointed' face before also murdering him, which was somehow even worse.
He gripped Zane's wrist and tugged him outside as fast as possible, practically dragging the bigger man with a heavy heart, not wanting too but knowing it was necessary to not cross the line into unforgivable. Not even worrying about the couple seeing them, they seemed far too wrapped up in each other to notice.
The cool morning air was a welcome balm to his thoroughly flustered nerves. Troy's head swung wildly from side to side, half expecting a police car to come screeching around the corner and arrest them both for the gross invasion of privacy they had just committed.
Zane collapsed onto the ground beside him, dropping to his hands and knees as he gripped desperately at the gravel, taking huge, lunging breaths like he'd been holding them the entire time they were inside the house.
Troy was panting hard enough himself that it almost drowned out the growing chorus of muffled moans and shouted swears drifting through the open kitchen window.
They shared a look.
Troy was fairly certain he looked just as horrified, embarrassed and completely unfiltered as Zane. He thinks if anyone was to see them now, they would think they had just escaped a hostage situation, and If it was a hostage situation, it was one of their own making.
And in that single, painfully awkward moment of eye contact, Troy knew this was a secret they would both be taking to their graves.
“I need my wife,” Zane finally broke the silence, his voice trembling with a mixture of fear and...horniness?
Troy didn't know. He had never heard that particular combination of emotions from the bigger man before and, quite frankly, he never wanted to hear it again.
But he nodded anyway.
“I need Harris,” he admitted.
A shouted, “Fuck, yes! Right there, baby, don't stop—” drifting through the open window was enough to send both of them sprinting towards the car, Zane nearly tripping over the abandoned shopping bags scattered across the front path.
They drove home in complete silence, both of them feeling far too much to even begin putting into words what they had just witnessed.
Zane skilfully pulled up outside Troy's apartment building.
Troy climbed out, but paused before closing the passenger door, his mouth opening, then closing again.
He didn't want to say it but he needed to.
Whatever Zane saw on his face made his eyes widen in horror.
He immediately started shaking his head.
“No. No. Don't say it, bro—”
“How many times do you think we've talked to Shane while cum was leaking out of him?”
Zane let out a pitiful whimper.
“You said it.”
“I had to.”
“You didn't. You absolutely didn't. Please stop.”
“I mean, hangouts, practice, actual games—”
Troy was cut off as Zane suddenly floored the accelerator, door slamming shut from the force, tyres screeching as he shot out of the parking space, nearly clipping another car in his desperate attempt to escape the conversation.
“You can run, but you can't hide, Bood!” Troy shouted after him, shaking his fist dramatically. “I saw your boner!”
He faltered as he realised the three elderly ladies sitting outside the café across the street were all staring at him with wide, horrified eyes. One slowly traced down his body to rest on shorts, still slightly tented.
Troy froze.
“…Uh… good afternoon, ladies.”
He offered them an awkward little wave before immediately turning and practically sprinting up the stairs to his front door.
He slammed it shut behind him like he was being chased.
Not by the police but by the truth. The truth dressed up as the police even.
Something hard and plastic knocked against his hand then, dragging him out his conflicted thoughts.
Troy frowned before looking down.
His stomach dropped.
He was still holding the camera.
The camera that was still recording.
“Shit.”
Well...
 
At least Harris wasn't home.
That meant he could delete it before his boyfriend inevitably demanded to watch it first, because there was absolutely no chance Harris would willingly let footage like that disappear.
“Babe? That you?”
Troy slowly closed his eyes.
“...Fuckkkkkkk.”
 
Harris didn't know why he kept doing this.
He really didn't.
It would take a miracle, all the planets aligning perfectly, to get a video with both Shane and Ilya without at least one inappropriate action or joke.
But Harris, because he was a man who worked for what he wanted and apparently didn't know how to quit, kept trying.
The thousands of dollars the team paid him each month might also have been another incentive.
“Okay,” Harris started, his expression stone-cold and determination lacing his voice. “We are going to make a video. It is going to be a funny video. You will laugh, I will laugh, the fans will laugh. There will be no talk of dicks, of cocks, of ass, or any other body part. Sex as a whole is a strictly banned topic. As far as I'm concerned, you are a virgin, I am a virgin, the whole world is a virgin and every single baby is born through immaculate conception. Can I get a ‘Yes, Harris’?”
“What you saying, Harris?” Ilya looked up from where he was cuddling Chiron on the floor. “Virgin? Like the mocktails?”
“Never mind,” Harris sighed, unwilling to say it again. What was the point? It wasn't going to happen.
“Just go get changed, please. Your costume is in the locker room.”
“Okie!” Ilya said happily, jumping up with one last pet for Chiron before bouncing towards the locker room.
That was probably the best thing about recording with Ilya. The man rarely questioned what Harris was doing.
Harris fiddled with his camera, making sure it was in the prime position to record both doors and mounted securely on the stand so it could swing around to the rink easily.
“Harris, I still don't understand the point of this video.”
Shane Hollander walked out of the visitors' locker room, his movements clunky and awkward, the sound of plastic rubbing against plastic echoing around the room.
Perfect.
Absolutely perfect.
“You look amazing,” Harris couldn't help but breathe out, eyes wide and mouth open in what could only be called divine worship and devotion.
Devotion towards the pay rise that was surely coming Harris's way after this video hit the internet.
“I love you. I'm going to be able to buy a new sewing machine with this bonus.”
“Okay...” Shane started slowly, one eyebrow raised. “I like you too? And I hope you … have fun with it?”
He then reached up to scratch his nose, only to be stopped by the inflated light-brown plastic. The blow-up hockey-stick costume he was wearing meant only his arms were free, the rest of his body and up to two feet above his head surrounded by the plastic, only his face circled out.
Shane scrunched up his nose, looking unfairly cute for a 27 year old professional athlete built bigger than a house.
“I still think this is ridiculous. These costumes are so stupid.”
“It's for Halloween! The fans will love it!”
“It's July.”
“But it'll be posted in October! So get your Halloween spirit on!”
Harris turned gleefully away from him, checking the camera once again, already imagining the compliments the GM and head of social engagement would be sending his way after seeing the fans' reaction.
He already knew that a two-man game, with both players dressed up as hockey sticks and a third dressed as a puck, would hit the internet like wildfire.
And not just any players.
The hockey husbands themselves with his very own boyfriend who was already obediently waiting on the ice.
And who didn't love Troy? He was amazing! And pretty! And smart! And charismatic! And kind! And chivalrous! And had abbs of steel – ok, he was getting distracted again.
Harris couldn't believe the idea had come to him after watching his cats play piggy in the middle with his dog, gleefully tossing Chiron's favourite cheeseburger stuffie with evil intent.
God.
He scared himself with how smart he was sometimes.
“Are you sure this is going to look good? I feel like the fans might just think it's stupid. And if Ilya is acting like the puck, how are we meant to score? Because I am not slap-shotting my husband into the net.”
Harris waved Shane's protests away. “It's not meant to be a serious game of hockey. You and Troy are just going to gently... tap... yeah, tap Ilya towards your goals. But if you do end up slap-shotting him...” Harris shrugged. “At least the fans will get a laugh out of it.”
Shane gave him a flat look. “Troy is not hitting my husband with a stick. I am not hitting my husband with a stick.”
“Then no problem!” Harris cheerfully said with a smile.
Shane rolled his eyes. “Harris, I have concerns—”
“I am ready!”
Ilya's voice suddenly cut in, the door slamming open almost enthusiastically, which was a weird emotional state for a door.
“So, how do I look?” Ilya asked with a spin, hand almost hitting the door from the way the costume forced his arms to stick out.
“You look like I'm getting a promotion!” Harris said with wonder and only a little bit of drool.
Ilya snorted, the black plastic inflatable circle squeaking with the movement, his puck costume fitting perfectly.
“Everything fits? I swear, these were the only hockey costumes available in the whole world. I had to order these from Sweden of all places,” Harris asked, making sure the camera was in position for the third time.
“It smells weird.” Ilya wrinkled his nose. “But comfortable, yes. I am ready to get slapped around like a good little puck.”
“Okay, perfect. I'll start the camera in five, four, three, two—”
“Why are you looking at me like that?”
Harris blinked, his hands hovering over the button, but was interrupted by Ilya's question.
He looked up, expecting Ilya to be looking at him, but instead found him staring at his husband.
His husband, whose face was suddenly lax, his eyes wide and mouth slightly open, his previously expressed protests suddenly nowhere to be seen.
“I'm not looking at you like anything,” Shane coughed, looking away while shuffling awkwardly in place. “Nothing's happening. Let's just start the video.”
“No, no, no.” Ilya shook his head, the plastic squeaking with the movement. “You are giving me a look.”
“There is no look.”
“Hmm, yes there is. Tell me.”
“There is no look!”
“You are lying, sweetheart.” A slow grin was forming on Ilya's face, his eyes never leaving Shane as he drifted closer with each word. “What was that look?”
Shane glanced at Ilya, and Harris watched, with something dangerously close to despair, as he blushed.
“There was no look!” Shane insisted again, looking away, almost squirming as his blush deepened.
“Oh my God,” Ilya breathed out slowly, his expression turning to something like horror. “You’re horny.”
“What?! No, I’m not!” Shane stuttered, refusing to make eye contact.
“Yes, you are.” Ilya shook his head, still caught somewhere between horror and pure bafflement, his eyes widening as he saw the new opportunities laid out before him. “Sweetheart... a puck costume? That’s what does it for you?”
It didn’t do it for Harris, that was for sure.
He bit his tongue, stopping himself from shouting or crying like he wanted to.
Just once.
Just once, he wanted to be able to post a video without heavy editing or getting rid of whole chunks.
He thought he was safe.
Minimal contact, no space to take conversations to NSFW places, nothing that could possibly be interpreted as dirty.
Except this was hockey.
And there was nothing Shane Hollander found more attractive than hockey.
Really, this was his fault. He should have expected this. He shouldn’t have let Shane and Ilya meet until they were already on the rink, the only place neither of them seemed to let their sexual wants take over.
“Shut up!”
“Котёнок, no, it’s okay.” Ilya soothed, getting as close as their plastic costumes allowed him to. He tried to reach out to wipe away the embarrassed little frown that had overcome Shane’s face. “You know I always want to hear about what makes your cock hard. If it’s plastic costumes—”
Shane rolled his eyes, batting away Ilya’s hands.
“It’s not the plastic costumes, Ilya,” he admitted bashfully, blushing bright red and still refusing to look at his husband.
A look of realisation overcame Ilya’s face.
“Ahhh, it’s the hockey, да?” Ilya shook his head with a grin. “Of course it’s the hockey. My mistake, sweetheart.”
“Shut up.”
“Hmm, no. I think you like it.”
“What? I like you dressed up in stinky plastic from Sweden?”
“No, you like me dressed up as hockey.” Ilya moved closer with a smug smirk, the plastic squeaking against plastic. “You like seeing me dressed up as a puck? The thing that get you too victory?”
Shane was now breathing hard, his blush highlighting his freckles as he bit his plump lips.
“Tell me. Tell me what you want to do to me,” Ilya purred.
“I... I want to...” Shane stuttered, his eyes locked onto Ilya’s.
“Tell me.”
“I want to hit you.” Shane’s eyes darkened, his voice trembling with nerves. “I want to chase you... run you down and... and slap you around.”
“Sweetheart...” Ilya said slowly, almost moaning. “We can do that.”
Harris looked around, desperately trying to find someone else to share his misery with.
“Yeah?” Shane asked hesitantly.
“Hell yes,” Ilya breathed out. “Let’s do it now. We can go to the cottage, use the rink there so I don’t have to worry about anyone else seeing you,”
“It will take two hours to get there.”
“Two hours that will be worth it.” Ilya wiggled his eyebrows, placing his hands over Shane’s waist and pressing down, trying to reach his figure through the inflated plastic.
“Uhm!” Harris coughed, unable to let whatever weird sexual fantasy this was play out. “Excuse me, gentlemen. Are you forgetting we’re meant to be recording a game right now?!”
“Fuck the game,” Ilya quickly spat, not looking away from his husband.
Harris rolled his eyes. Not unexpected. It was Ilya, after all.
“These costumes took two months to arrive and ages to find. We are recording—”
“Fuck the game,” Shane cut in, causing both Ilya and Harris to gasp. Neither of them had expected those words to ever, ever, ever come out of his mouth. “I’m sorry, Harris, and I promise to make it up to you. I’ll do a Q&A video or some shit, but we’re going home.”
“I— are you— are you being for real right now?” Harris stuttered, his eyes wide. He had never expected the hockey-obsessed man to ever utter that sentence.
Fuck the game?
Fuck the game?!?!?!?!?!!?
Harris quickly checked his pulse, wanting to know when exactly he had passed into hell, or some alternative universe where Shane Hollander, hockey addict extraordinaire, would rather go home than play a game.
“Harris.” Shane turned to look at him for the first time since Ilya had walked out of the locker room. “I will buy the costumes from you for twice the price you paid for them. And I am sorry. But I am harder than I have ever been in my life, and I need Ilya to suck me off before I explode.”
Harris didn’t have time to respond. His mouth opened and closed in a useless attempt to figure out what to say before Shane grabbed Ilya by the hand and dragged him out of the room, plastic squeaking all the way.
Ilya, for his part, looked delighted.
A massive grin was spread across his face, his eyes dark with thoughts about every single thing he was going to do to his husband the second they got home, or most likely, the first private space they find. He cheerfully waved as he practically skipped out of the room, letting himself be frog-marched by Shane.
The door slammed shut like a judge’s gavel, delivering the final sentence without mercy or hesitation.
Harris watched the door close on his promotion and new sewing machine.
He squealed and turned, accidentally knocking over his melted iced coffee, which had been sitting on the floor.
WHY?!?!?
WHY DID THIS ALWAYS HAPPEN TO HIM?!?!?!?
Just once.
Once.
He wanted a video he could post without heavy editing or censorship.
And now, there was no video to post at all!
He was going to kill someone.
He was going to beat someone black and blue.
 
He deserved it, as a little treat. A little compensation for having to put up with the horny fucks who had just gleefully ruined Harris’s day.
The next person to come through that door was going to meet his wrath, his rage, the pure injustice of having to—
The door opened and Harris turned towards his victim, arm at the ready.
“Baby, when are Ilya and Shane getting on the ice— OH MY GOD!”
Troy jumped back, narrowly missing the now-empty Starbucks cup Harris had just thrown.
“What the fuck?! Babe... why?”
Harris stared at the iced coffee running down the wall.
Fuck his life.
 
Harris leaned against the boards, watching the team wrap up practice.
And, more importantly, he was ogling his boyfriend as he happily slammed grown men into the glass.
He hummed to himself as he checked his phone, making sure everything was set up for the video he'd asked Ilya to do and tricked Shane into.
Wiebe was wrapping up practice now, players starting to drift off towards the changing room while a handful stayed behind for extra drills.
Harris watched as Ilya lingered on the ice, talking to Wiebe about... something.
He never claimed to be an expert.
He'd played hockey at school, not on a professional team, so he generally tried to stay out of the way whenever captain duties were involved.
Besides, Ilya wasn't the one Harris was worried about.
“Don't you dare, Hollander!”
Shane whipped around from where he'd been attempting to sneak off the ice towards the visitors' changing room, having stashed both his and Ilya's bags there in what was clearly an effort to hide from Harris.
He was more amused than offended that Shane thought he wouldn't notice.
It really did prove Shane spent far too much time around concussed hockey players.
“Harris, I was just—” Shane started, eyes widening innocently.
“Trying to run?”
“No.”
Shane sighed.
He was very clearly lying and had very clearly given up on his escape attempt almost immediately.
Huh.
Harris had expected a little more commitment, to be honest.
“Not even going to try bribing your way out of this?” he asked, raising an eyebrow.
“You don't take bribes,” Shane replied flatly, “and I do owe you one.”
Harris grinned.
“No, I don't and yes, you do. But I like seeing what's on offer, you know?”
Shane rolled his eyes before letting out another sigh and falling into step beside Harris as they headed towards the media room.
Harris pulled out his phone to recap the plan.
“Okay, the lie detector's all set up, and I made sure to get rid of all the prompts you and Ilya vetoed. Do you want me or the camera operator asking the questions?”
Shane hummed thoughtfully.
“You, I think. It'll be better for the fans. We've got more chemistry, which they'll probably enjoy.”
God.
This was exactly why Harris was always trying to convince Shane to be in front of the camera.
Even though the man hated media work with a passion that seemed to grow stronger every year, he was ridiculously good at it.
Harris never had to worry about Shane saying something that would cause backlash—unlike certain people.
No matter what he was asked, Shane somehow always had the perfect, media-trained response ready.
He was brilliant with fans.
Brilliant with the press.
He left everyone happy and Harris without a migraine, which couldn't be said for the rest of the team.
The only person who could consistently break through that polished image was also the person responsible for at least half of Harris's stress.
“Is there a script for us to follow?”
God, he wants to marry this man.
“No,” Harris answered instead of proposing on the spot. “I want it to feel like a proper conversation. It'll give us a better chance of getting one of those viral moments, and we really need engagement on the YouTube channel.” He shook his head dramatically. “All the kids have abandoned YouTube for TikTok.”
“TikTok?” Shane frowned. “What's that?”
Harris stopped walking.
Shane paused beside him, giving him a puzzled look.
“You don't know what TikTok is?”
“Should I?”
Harris stared at him in disbelief.
“It's, like, the biggest internet addiction on the planet right now. How do you not know this?”
Shane gave him a perfectly deadpan look.
“Sorry, Harris. Working sixty-hour weeks, with most of the year living in hotel rooms, doesn't leave a lot of time for internet addictions like other people.”
Wow, what a dick.
Harris burst out laughing, as he always did whenever Shane said something so unbelievably bitchy he'd never dream of saying it in public.
“Those short, funny videos Ilya keeps showing you?” Harris explained once he'd recovered.
“They're from TikTok.”
Shane simply nodded and shrugged, obviously not giving a fuck.
“Okay.”
Then he carried on walking, forcing Harris to hurry after him.
“But anyway,” Harris continued, getting back on track, “I want it to be a proper conversation because it'll flow better. Afterwards, you and I can go through the footage together and cut out anything you don't want people seeing.”
“Alright. That sounds good.”
With one last sigh, Shane squared his shoulders before opening the studio door.
“Let's do this.”
The operator, a middle-aged woman with brown hair called Esmeralda who only slightly scared Harris, finished setting everything up before reaching out for a quick handshake.
They exchanged casual greetings as she instructed Shane to take a seat, efficiently hooking him up to the lie detector.
“Do you do this often?” Shane asked, making polite conversation.
He was always like this, no matter how much he hated media work, he somehow still managed to be genuinely kind to everyone involved in it.
Esmeralda looked up at him.
“Do I spend a lot of time operating my lie detector for a couple on a professional hockey team's YouTube channel?” she asked dryly.
Shane flushed, “…No?”
“No,” she agreed. “I usually work with the police.”
That immediately caught Shane's attention.
“Oh.” His eyebrows lifted. “What cases do you—”
The studio door swung open.
“My love!” Ilya announced dramatically. “I have returned from the evil force separating us!”
Shane rolled his eyes, though somehow the gesture still managed to look affectionate.
“The evil force meaning your job?” he asked. “And we literally saw each other fifteen minutes ago. Stop being dramatic.”
Ilya responded with an exaggerated pout.
Harris sighed, he could already see the playful whining that was undoubtedly about to begin.
The lie detector suddenly emitted a series of strange, curious beeps.
“...Huh.” Esmeralda frowned, she leaned closer to the monitor, studying the display before looking from Shane to Ilya, who was still standing by the door.
She waited another moment.
Esmeralda tapped the screen once before looking back at the couple, an amused expression tugging at the corner of her mouth.
“Oh.”
Shane blinked.
He glanced at Ilya before looking back at her.
“Is... there a problem?”
“No,” she replied with a small huff. “I just need to recalibrate the monitor. Your heart rate increased the moment your husband walked into the room.”
Shane immediately blushed, the colour creeping all the way to the tips of his ears. He coughed awkwardly, suddenly finding the opposite wall fascinating.
“Why?” Ilya asked quickly, concern replacing his usual teasing expression. “Is that bad? Is something wrong?”
“No.” Esmeralda smiled, the first genuine smile Harris had seen from her all morning. “It just means your husband loves you. I haven't met many couples where that happens. It's... cute.”
Harris watched Ilya's expression soften.
The concern disappeared instantly, replaced by something impossibly fond and more than a little smug as he looked over at Shane.
He looked absolutely besotted.
Honestly, Harris couldn't blame him.
Finding out someone loved you so much that simply seeing you affected their nervous system enough to raise their heart rate was... mind-boggling.
“Shut up!” Shane snapped, looking thoroughly embarrassed.
“I didn't say anything.”
“You were thinking it.”
Still grinning, Ilya crossed the room and sat down so Esmeralda could begin attaching the lie detector to him.
“So,” he asked conversationally, “how many murderers have you met?”
“Ilya!” Shane spluttered. “You can't just ask that—”
“I've met quite a few,” Esmeralda answered without missing a beat.
Shane slowly closed his eyes, sighing “Oh my God...”
Harris ignored the conversation entirely, laying out the prompt cards Shane and Ilya had already approved.
“Okay,” he began, cutting them off before another playful argument could start, “this is going to have two parts. First, I'll ask you both questions. Then you'll take turns asking each other. You'll have prompt cards to help, but feel free to go off-script if something comes up. We're aiming for a light-hearted, funny conversation, so don't force anything. Just let it happen, even if it ends up going in a completely different direction. The fans just want more content with the two of you, so I'm pretty sure they'll be happy with whatever you give them.”
“We are the stars of the league,” Ilya declared with a smug grin. “Of course they can't get enough of us. Our faces are too pretty and our skills too powerful.”
“And apparently our egos are too big,” Shane replied, raising an eyebrow.
Ilya scoffed, “Is it an ego if it's true?”
“Yes.”
Another offended scoff.
“This is why idiots on Twitter say there are better players than us. You are too humble, Shanya.”
“I'm not.”
“You are. But that is okay, because I am here to remind everyone that you are the second-best player in the league.”
Shane folded his arms, leaning forwards, “You're the second-best player. Or should I remind you who's leading the league in points this season?”
Ilya rolled his eyes, “And who is leading in—”
“No!” Harris interrupted, throwing both hands into the air. “We're not doing this again. Save the greatest-player-of-all-time debate for when you're at home.” He pointed towards the cameras. “Or at the very least, wait until we're actually recording.”
He quickly went around the room, making sure everyone was ready and that everything was set up.
“Alright... I think we're ready. Shane? Ilya?”
They both nodded, Ilya giving a thumbs-up.
“Okay... one... two... three... and go!”
Harris whipped towards the camera set up at the front of the room with a smile.
“Welcome back to the Centaurs! You might be wondering which players are in today's video and... drumroll, please...” He paused dramatically before gesturing towards the couple. “Say hello to Shane and Ilya Rozanov-Hollander!”
“Hello, Centaurs!” Ilya smiled, Shane simply giving a small wave beside him.
Harris quickly explained the basis of the video, introducing Esmeralda and the lie detector before bringing out the questions.
“Last week I posted a tweet asking you guys for questions that you wanted answered honestly and truthfully by our star couple. So now, without further ado, let's start.”
Harris cleared his throat, excited but trying to hide it, before starting.
“I'll start you off easy. Do you like the Centaurs' logo?”
“Yes!”
“Yeah.”
“Lie,” Esmeralda said, her expression completely unchanging.
“Shane Hollander! You hate your own team's logo?” Harris gasped dramatically.
“I don't hate it, it just could be... better?” Shane said slowly.
Esmeralda nodded.
“Truth.”
Ilya tutted, shaking his head.
“You hate Horse Man? The Horse Man who helps us ride to victory?”
Shane scoffed.
“He does not help us 'ride' to victory. It's just a stupid logo.”
“Well, I think the stupid logo is cool!”
“Lie.”
“Hah!” Shane pointed at his husband victoriously. “You think it's stupid too!”
“No, I don't.”
“Lie.”
“Okay, fine, maybe I do,” Ilya admitted, glaring slightly at Esmeralda. “But I still like it!”
“True.”
Ilya wiggled his eyebrows at Shane, who only rolled his eyes and looked away, trying to hide the grin pulling at the corner of his mouth.
“Next question, this one is for Ilya. Are you really friends with Rose Landry?”
Ilya's face twisted rapidly before settling on what could only be described as serene, similar to that Labrador meme where the dog looked completely at peace despite everything around it suggesting otherwise.
“I am,” he nodded calmly, very deliberately not looking towards his husband, who now had one eyebrow raised so high Harris was surprised it hadn't disappeared into his hairline.




  





Esmeralda gave a similar nod.
“Truth.”
Harris squinted, feeling like he was standing on the edge of a cliff, knowing he only needed one more push before he got to watch Ilya throw himself into freefall.
“Do you like Rose Landry?” Harris rephrased the question.
Shane slowly turned to look at Ilya, settling back in his chair with one eyebrow still raised, clearly ready to judge whatever answer was about to come out of his husband's mouth.
Ilya gulped, his face twitching for the briefest second before it was swiftly replaced by complete confidence.
“Yes,” he said firmly.
“Lie.”
“Ralda!” Ilya hissed, turning towards the operator with a look of absolute betrayal.
The operator didn't even look up.
“That's not my name.”
“You get full-name privileges after you stop causing trouble in my marriage.”
“Ilya,” Shane interrupted with a stone-cold glare. “You don't like Rose?”
“Whaaa, sweetheart, I love Rose—”
“Lie.”
“—She's such a good friend to you—”
“Truth.”
“—And I love that for you—”
“Also truth.”
“But...” Ilya drawled, still refusing to look at Shane.
“But?” Shane questioned slowly, dangerously.
Ilya's mouth opened, then closed again, spluttering as he visibly tried to decide whether he wanted to tell the truth or continue living.
Harris didn't move.
Didn't breathe.
Maybe if he stayed still enough they wouldn't notice he was there. They were the T-Rexes and he was the little white goat creeping closer for the best patch of grass.
Or gossip, in this case.
Shane suddenly scoffed and looked away, not saying anything out loud but somehow still sending a very clear message that Ilya immediately received, judging by the irritated pout now pulling at his lips.
“But she fucked my fucking husband!” Ilya suddenly snapped, crossing his arms. “I don't have to like her!”
Shane whipped back around.
“You jealous bastard!” he snarled. “I knew you were lying!”
“I was not lying!”
“That was a lie.”
Ilya immediately swung his glare towards Esmeralda. “You are on very thin ice, operator lady!” He turns back to Shane. “I do like her. I promise. It's just... sometimes I have to remind myself she's not the enemy.”
Shane squinted suspiciously but didn't say anything, instead looking over towards the lie detector.
“Truth.”
Shane let out a heavy sigh, frowning as he visibly debated whether to let it go or not.
“She’s my friend, Ilya. Not only that, but she’s an amazing person who doesn’t deserve your dislike just because we dated for less than a month. You don’t see me disliking Svetlana, and you guys were fucking for years.” Shane huffed before adding, “Also, I’m going to remind you again... I. Am. Gay.”
“Truth,” Esmeralda broke the silence.
Ilya snorted, the remaining tension immediately breaking.
“Even the lie detector knows you’re super gay.”
Shane groaned, though it was light-hearted this time.
“I’m not super gay. I’m normal gay.”
“Anyway...” Harris drawled out, “next question; what was your first impression of each other?”
“I thought he was an ass,” Shane quickly said with a slight grin at his husband.
“Truth.” Esmeralda nodded.
“So mean to your husband,” Ilya cooed with a smirk. “Just an ass? Is that all you could see? My juicy double-bubble butt?”
“And your disgusting cigarette.”
Ilya rolled his eyes.
“Liar. You thought I looked hot.”
“While sucking cancer off? No, I did not.”
Harris snorted at that, trying not to laugh out loud and ruin the moment, not expecting Shane to phrase it quite like that.
“Lie.”
Shane raised an irritated eyebrow at her, while Ilya shot him a triumphant look.
“Okay, fine,” Shane snapped, a blush already starting to form. “I was the weird kid with not a lot of friends. I didn't hang out with the ‘popular kids’ or whatever, and then you were there, with your jacket and your hair and your fucking cigarette. You looked so fucking cool. And you actually wanted to talk to me, even after insulting my whole team on the ice.” He shrugged, looking increasingly embarrassed by the admission. “I thought you were the hot, ok?!?”
“Truth.”
Shane crossed his arms at that, looking embarrassed but not resisting when Ilya softened, wrapping an arm around his shoulders and pulling him as close as possible.
“Does that mean I should smoke more?” Ilya teased.
“Don't you fucking dare, Rozanov.”
“Ilya? What was your first impression?”
Ilya brought his hand up from where it was cupped around Shane's shoulder, tangling his fingers into Shane's dark hair and tugging it slightly to turn his face towards himself.
“I thought he looked like a fucking angel,” Ilya said without hesitation, his eyes softening. “You had that cute little hat on with those stupid-ass microbangs, and a hoodie that was two sizes too big. And then you shook my hand twice within the span of thirty seconds and complimented my gameplay. I already felt like I'd been sucker-punched, but then those freckles got me on my knees.”
Ilya shook his head fondly, clearly reminiscing as he traced a finger over Shane's cheekbones where his freckles lay.
“Truth,” Esmeralda said, almost with a smile.
Shane scowled.
“I did not have microbangs.”
“Mmh, yes you did.” Ilya smiled fondly. “So young and awkward, yet so fucking beautiful. Even with your mum's haircut.”
“My dad cuts my hair,” Shane corrected.
“He does?” Harris questioned, wondering why a twenty-six-year-old multimillionaire was still getting his hair cut by his dad instead of going to the thousand-dollar hair salon most people would probably expect.
Shane shrugged. “I don't like strangers touching my hair.”
“He does mine as well!” Ilya added with a happy grin. “Yuna has been banned.”
“She said she was sorry!” Shane defended.
“She did it on purpose and we both know it.” Ilya scowled. “My precious hair was ruined over Scrabble. Scrabble!”
“It was not ruined, you're being dramatic.” Shane rolled his eyes, but the slight smirk on his face made Harris think Ilya might actually be telling the truth.
“Next, who did better at school?”
“Ilya.”
“Me. No argument.”
“Truth.” Esmeralda nodded.
“Ilya's a lot smarter than most people think,” Shane started, matter-of-factly. “He graduated top of his class and even had multiple university offers, not just from Russia but from Michigan and Boston. He's even thinking about getting a Bachelors in computer science. We're just trying to work out the logistics around the playoffs and the amount of travel we do. If he does a part-time course online through McGill, he can graduate in four years. If he does the course through the summer, he can graduate in two years, but it's a lot harder and more demanding. Ilya is more than capable, of course, he's the smartest man I know, but then it takes away from the time we get together—”
“Shanya,” Ilya interrupted with a blush, “please, sweetheart, slow down. I'm not that smart.”
Shane scoffed, looking dubious.
“You got an offer from Cornell, baby. It's one of the best universities in America. You can't seriously try and say you're not smart.”
“Why McGill then?” Harris questioned. “And computer science?”
Shane shot a fond look at Ilya, reaching over to grab his hand and squeeze it.
“My dad went there.”
“David did say he wanted someone to carry the family legacy on,” Ilya added with a grin, his cheeks still bright red at the way his husband was talking about him. “Said he always wanted a third Hollander to graduate there.” He raised an eyebrow at Harris then, “And what? I like computers.”
“I just wouldn’t expected something like that from you.” Harris admitted with a hesitant smile, trying to not pale at the sudden glare shot at him by Shane.
“I have dimensions Harris, I’m not just a hot dumb blond bimbo” Ilya said almost snidely which seemed fair.
“As for McGill…”
“My grandmother went there,” Shane explained with a small smile.
Harris felt his eyebrows rise in surprise as he thought about that for a moment, wondering how old Shane's grandmother would have been.
“Were women even... allowed?” he hesitantly questioned.
Shane's smile widened, looking almost proud.
“She graduated in 1959. She was part of the first class of women allowed to graduate from McGill. Grandad was so proud. Never shut up about it.”
Ilya gently soothed a hand up and down Shane's arm as his smile dimmed slightly, before bringing his hand up to his face and kissing the back of it.
“They died when I was a teenager, but even on her deathbed Nana was talking about the importance of education.” Shane's voice softened. “There's still a picture of her in the main entrance hall. She used to joke that way she'd always be watching whenever I went there.”
He shrugged self-consciously.

“But unfortunately, that just was never in the cards. I always struggled with school.”
“You did your best, and that's what matters the most,” Ilya immediately argued with a slight frown. “You're smart in different areas. Traditional school is just not for everyone.”
“You're not the first person to struggle, and you won't be the last,” Harris cut in. “I bet there's a lot of fans in your position, and I'm sure they'll find it comforting to know that even the best hockey player in the world wasn't the best at school.”
Shane nodded slightly, still seeming unsure but warming up to the idea.
“I never clicked with it. Didn't help that people would assume I didn't need help. My dyslexia didn't help either.”
“Your dyslexic?” Harris couldn't help but blurt out, having never heard that despite all the research he'd done on Shane Hollander.
Research he had to do because of his job, of course.
No other reason.
“Mostly with reading and writing,” Ilya informed him. “You should see his handwriting. It looks like shit. It's so cute.”
“Fuck off,” Shane rolled his eyes. “My handwriting's fine.”
“For a toddler, maybe—”
“Moving on,” Harris interrupted with a forced smile, already knowing this would lead to a heated argument which would, like always, end with the two of them dry humping against the wall. “This one is for Shane. What's your favourite thing to do?”
“Hockey.”
Shane answered confidently at exactly the same time Ilya did, both of them glancing at each other before grinning.
Harris smiled.
Perfect.
This was exactly the sort of wholesome, family-friendly content he'd been hoping for, while simultaneously knowing it would be almost impossible to get from these two. This was the type of clip he could post across every social media platform without worrying about it being flagged for inappropriate content, just the team's beloved power couple smiling at each other over their shared love of hockey.
He could already picture the views rolling in, the edits appearing on Twitter and TikTok within the hour, the compilations on YouTube, the Instagram comments filled with heart emojis. Hell, if the Centaurs account finally managed to hit one million followers, Harris could start thinking about a new sowing machine again—
“Lie.”
Esmeralda's single word landed in the room like a sledgehammer.
All three men whipped around to stare at her, their expressions ranging from confusion to outright horror.
Harris's mouth slowly dropped open.
His eyes flicked towards Shane, his brain refusing to process what he'd just heard.
This was Shane Hollander.
The man who had paid to have his own rink built at home because four weeks without skating during the off-season was apparently too long.
The man who'd insisted every birthday party until he was sixteen be held at an ice rink.
The man who'd been caught multiple times as a child hiding underneath the seats so he could secretly stay overnight at the rink.
The man who could recite NHL statistics stretching back decades, rank every Stanley Cup-winning team without hesitation and somehow remember who scored the game-winning goal in a random playoff series twenty years ago.
The man who willingly spent over forty hours a week on the ice and had done since juniors.
The man who, on his days off, used to spend eight hours skating entirely by himself—not because he needed the practice, but simply because he enjoyed it.
It showed every single time he stepped onto the ice.
He didn't just play hockey.
He lived for hockey, breathed for it, even dreamed about it.
He was hockey.
“What?” Shane questioned, his voice suddenly higher than normal, wobbling with genuine confusion as he looked at Esmeralda like she'd just informed him the sky was green.
“That,” Esmeralda repeated, completely unmoved by the mental breakdown she was causing, “was a lie.”
“Shh, it's okay, моя любовь,” Ilya soothed immediately (my love), rubbing slow circles up and down Shane's arm while simultaneously shooting the operator a harsh glare. “The machine is obviously broken. You love hockey. Everyone knows this. It is your true love, and it loves you. There is no one else in the world who loves hockey like you. The machine and the lady are clearly wrong. I told you we could not trust them.”
“You're my true love,” Shane replied absent-mindedly, still staring towards the floor in complete disbelief, seeming to correct Ilya automatically.
He blinked rapidly before unconsciously leaning further into Ilya's touch, accepting the comfort without even realising he was doing it.
“But... I love hockey?” Shane questioned, visibly shaken as he reached over to grab Ilya's hand for support.
Harris pushed his glasses further up his nose and frowned, looking properly at Shane for the first time and noticing the man was slowly starting to go pale.
Shit.
Should he grab the med kit?
Was this news genuinely causing Shane's body to go into shock?
Esmeralda nodded.
“Truth.”
Shane collapsed back into his chair, a reaction far more appropriate for finding out a family member had survived a dangerous surgery than discovering he did, in fact, love the sport he played for a living.
Harris stopped eyeing the med kit.
Ilya continued holding Shane's hand, nodding firmly.
“Ah, see. She finally tells the truth. Everything is okay, sweetheart,” he soothed, still glaring suspiciously at Esmeralda.
“Hockey is my favourite thing to do,” Shane repeated, eyeing the machine cautiously.
It beeped once.
Esmeralda shook her head.
“Lie.”
“I love hockey, but it's not my favourite thing to do?” Shane questioned, his eyebrows bunching together as he slowly tried to work it out.
She nodded once. “Yes.”
“Huh...” Shane slumped further back into his chair, frowning in confusion. “I don't know anything I'd rather do than hockey.”
“Yes, you love hockey, but according to the detector, there is another activity you enjoy more. You must already know what it is, otherwise it wouldn't have been flagged.”
Ilya snorted, throwing Shane a grin.
“Maybe it's the activity of sucking my dick.” He jestered with a overexaggerated up and down look at his husband.
Shane immediately blushed, finally letting go of Ilya's hand so he could shove him away.
“Fuck off. It is not.”
Esmeralda coughed once, almost nervously which is a very weird tone for a cough, the sound drawing everyone's attention simply because it was the first crack in her otherwise expressionless demeanour.
“Lie.”
Harris briefly considered throwing himself out of the nearest window.
Just once.
Just once he would like to film a video that he could upload without worrying about it being flagged, demonetised or taken down.
Ilya slowly turned to Shane with what could only be called a shiteating grin, repeatedly tapping his feet on the ground in excitement, Harris tried not to think about how much he resembled a dog getting its belly rubbed in this moment.
Shane, for his part, was frozen.
His eyes were wide and his mouth slightly parted, somehow looking both pale and flushed at the same time. Embarrassed wasn't a strong enough word to describe him. He was refusing to look at his husband.
“Shanya, sweetheart, моя любовь, солнышко,” Ilya cooed, (My love, sunshine), leaning further into Shane's space. “You prefer sucking my dick over hockey?”
“No!”
“Lie.”
Shane whipped around to glare harshly at Esmeralda.
“I will sue you,” he hissed with all the force and confidence of man raised by Yuna Hollander.
“I knew you liked it. You drop to your knees far too quickly not to, but I didn't know you loved it.” Ilya shook his head in mock disbelief. “Ты настолько шлюха? Мой красавчик с лучшим ртом.” (You're that much of a slut? My pretty boy with the best mouth.)
“Stop it.”
“Моя любимая шлюха, которая высасывает из моего члена всё досуха,” Ilya continued with a smug smirk. (My favourite whore who sucks me completely dry.)
Shane's blush steadily deepened, the colour spreading all the way to the tips of his ears as his eyes darkened, drifting almost helplessly towards Ilya's lips and stubbornly refusing to leave them.
He shifted in his seat, the very definition of squirming, as Ilya continued speaking in Russian, every word seeming to make him that little bit more flustered.
Harris stayed completely still because, honestly, what else was he supposed to do?
He caught Esmeralda's eye across the room, finding her wearing an expression that looked almost pained, just as Shane let out a noise that could almost be mistaken for a whine, Ilya now resting one heavy hand on his knee, his fingers tracing slowly up and down.
With slowly dawning horror, Harris realised he was actively watching Ilya flirt his husband into complete flustered submission, Shane's eyes softening as he seemed to lean further into his husband.
Ilya's smirk only seemed to grow, their shoulders now touching as he continued uttering sweet nothings in Russian.
Well, not exactly nothings, based on the way Shane was now gripping him by the wrist, either trying to stop the hand from sliding any further or encouraging it.
Their eyes remained locked onto each other, completely focused and very clearly aware of nobody else in the room.
God.
The tension.
It really was something.
There was a type of atmosphere that was almost impossible to capture on camera, but good God did Harris want to try.
His mind slipped for a second.
He imagined a dark room with even darker sheets, carefully positioned lighting hitting only the bed, illuminating tan skin against pale skin dotted with moles. Light reflecting off satin sheets, catching on silky dark hair, rumpled and messy from large hands that would grasp and pull.
Harris already knew it would be a visual masterpiece.
And, judging by the sounds currently coming from the other side of the room, probably an audio one too.
Moans, gasps and whimpers filling the room, the begging, God, the begging. Troy had told him more than enough to figure out the type of dynamic that they had, not that Shane and Ilya had tried to hide it. Just imagining the sound board Harris could create, the kind of private moment that would probably become the centre of every hockey fan's fantasies if anyone ever got their hands on it. The type of thing that would go viral across every single social media site, Twitter especially – that place was full of perves.
Oh, to be there. In the room. In the bed…
He very deliberately did not let his gaze drop any lower than the other man's chest before clearing his throat loudly, hoping to break whatever increasingly heated atmosphere had settled over the room.
“You do realise I'm going to have to delete all of this, right? Like, the past ten minutes have been completely useless?”
They shot apart, a flush appearing on both their faces for once, Ilya instinctively leaning forward to cover as much of Shane's body as he could, a look Harris had never seen before being violently thrown at him. Shane seemed to blink rapidly, shaking his head slightly as if visibly trying to shake out his thoughts, eventually stroking a hand against Ilya's back to encourage him to relax, a sheepish look on his face.
“I'm so sorry Harris, but please delete-.”
“Make sure you email it to me before you delete it, yes?”
Shane and Ilya spoke at exactly the same time, one looking deeply embarrassed while the other wore his usual cocky smirk.
“You mean BigAsianBootyLover420@gmail.com?” Harris couldn't stop himself from asking dryly, one eyebrow slowly rising.
Shane turned to Ilya with an expression of genuine horror.
“Please do not tell me that's actually your email,” he pleaded.
Ilya spread his arms in a questioning gesture.
“What? Is very good name. I was lucky no one had taken it.”
“Yeah...” Shane said sarcastically. “I wonder why.”
He let out another heavy sigh before turning back to Harris with an apologetic expression.
“Harris, we're sorry. We can carry on with the rest of the video, and I promise everything from now on will remain PG-friendly.”
He sharply nudged Ilya with his elbow, making the other man nod in agreement, though the smirk never once left his face.
“And you are changing that email,” Shane added, turning back to his husband with a look that made it very clear this was not a suggestion. “Balenciaga and Porsche email you!”
Harris let out a long sigh, staring at the two dumb fucks currently sitting in front of him.
The two best hockey players in the world.
Men who had dedicated thousands upon thousands of hours to training, sacrificed practically their entire lives for the sport and reached a level that most people wouldn't even come close to touching.
And yet they couldn't go five minutes without talking about their sex life and were now arguing over an email address that sounded like it had been made by a twelve-year-old.
“You have lost question privileges, not that we even got that far,” Harris announced, pointing accusingly at the pair. “You two clearly can’t be trusted on your own, so I’m going to keep asking the questions. And please, for the love of God, try to keep your answers direct and family-friendly.”
He waited until they both nodded, graciously ignoring Ilya’s dramatic eye-roll.
“Ooh, here’s a good one.” Harris coughed slightly, clearing his throat. “Ilya, how many tattoos for Shane do you have?”
Ilya’s eyes lit up as he sat up straighter.
“I have three,” he said enthusiastically.
“Truth.”
“My stupid wolf-bird that lives near our cottage.” He lifted his sleeve, showing the black loon bird wrapped around his arm. “I have this.” He twisted his arm to reveal a perfect bite mark tattooed on the inside of his forearm. “It’s in the perfect place, because that’s where Shane always bites me when I’m fucking him from behind—”
“Ilya!”
Both Shane and Harris hissed at the same time.
“I’m going to have to delete that!”
“And the last one is Shane’s name written in Cyrillic, but I can’t show you where that one is.” Ilya almost purred, his hand reaching down to tug at the waistband of his sweatpants. “It is not, how you say, appropriate for public.”
Despite his words, the fact that he was practically patting his crotch left little to the imagination as to where the tattoo was placed.
“Okay... thanks for that.” Harris sighed, already tired of trying to police the man.
“You’re welcome!” Ilya chirped with a wide smile. “Now ask Shane.”
“What? Shane doesn’t have any tattoos.”
“Hmm, yes, he does.” Ilya murmured with a smirk, looking at his husband with dark eyes. “Come on, sweetheart. Tell the camera what you got inked for me.”
“Shut up, dickhead!”
“No. Tell them, or I will.”
“Fine.” Shane huffed, looking back at the camera from where he had been glaring at his husband. “I also have his name tattooed in Cyrillic, as well as his jersey number. I am not telling you where it is.”
“Truth.” Esmerlda sighed
“That’s not all,” Ilya sing-songed, the glare thrown at him by his husband only making him smile wider
“I’m going to murder you when we get home,” Shane said matter of fact, rolling his eyes but answering, “I also have his bitemark tattooed.”
“And guess where that is” Ilya said enthusiastically
“His whole body is regularly plastered all over the internet. I think we can guess as to where it is,” Harris cut in dryly, already knowing he would have to delete the past five minutes.
“I will give a hint,” Ilya said cheerfully, leaning away as Shane turned to start slapping at him. “It is my favourite biting spot.”
“I don’t want to know, thank you,” Harris lied with a heavy sigh, picking up the next stack of prompt cards and trying to ignore the thought of just where the tattoo would be and how it would feel to lick it. “Time for rapid-fire questions.”
“Who steals the blankets?”
“Shane.”
“Me.”
“Truth.”
“Who forgets to do their chores?”
“Ilya.”
“I don't forget them! But yes, me.”
“Truth”
“Who has the best fashion sense?”
“Ilya.”
“Me.”
“Truth.”
“Who would you say is more masculine?”
“Ilya.”
“Shane.”
There was a brief pause as they both turned to look at each other, each wearing matching expressions of confusion, before turning towards Esmeralda expectedly.
Esmeralda looked between her two screens before shrugging, “They’re both telling the truth.”
“Ну конечно, от тебя теперь никакого толку, раз ты не разрушаешь мой брак.” Ilya huffed, before turning back to Shane, “How am I more masculine?” Ilya asked, one eyebrow arching. (Oh, now you're useless when not breaking my marriage up)
“Because you are?” Shane answered as though it were obvious. “You're taller and more muscular than me, you love to fight, can be really protective and... commanding?”
His eyes flicked towards the camera before darting back to Ilya, a faint blush beginning to creep across his face.
“And... you know...”
“Sweetheart,” Ilya snorted, “just because you like getting fucked doesn't make you feminine. And you have a perfect cock, very manly and very pretty.”
Shane's face immediately dropped before turning an impressive shade of red.
“Truth,” Esmerlda added, not looking up from her screen and therefore missing the harsh look thrown at her by said man and the snort of the other.
“Delete that,” he hissed at Harris, which Harris thought was deeply unfair considering he hadn't actually said a single word and, more importantly, hadn't been the one to start this fucking conversation that was once again not PG friendly.
Harris was going to treat himself to a whole pint of ben and Jerrys when he got home. He deserved it after this shit show. Maybe he would also treat himself to Troy, if the man was up for it of course.
For fucks sake, Shane was meant to make it easier!
“You always hold the door open for me, you pull chairs out for me, you're the one who does all the repairs around the house, you usually pay when we go out—”
“Our finances are mixed,” Shane interrupted. “Technically we're both paying. And you always sneak off to pay when we have dinner with my parents.”
Ilya rolled his eyes, opening his mouth to continue, but Harris cut in first for once.
“Wait,” he interrupted, frowning. “You have joint finances? I thought you two would have signed a prenup and kept everything separate.”
Both Shane and Ilya turned to look at him with matching expressions of confusion, making Harris feel like he'd somehow become one of those modern art pieces that no one understood. Like a red page with a singular white stripe that was somehow meant to represent capitalism or the greed of humanity or some shit.
Finally, Shane shook his head, “Why would we have a prenup?”
Ilya looked at Shane with a soft expression before shrugging in agreement, “We're never getting divorced, so what's the point?”
“I don't know...” Harris replied dryly. “Maybe the fact you're both paid fifteen million dollars a year?”
“Fifteen-point-five and fifteen-point-nine,” Shane corrected automatically.
“My apologies,” Harris said sarcastically.
Shane simply nodded, completely missing the sarcasm.
“But that's my point,” Harris continued. “That's a lot of money not to protect properly.”
Shane frowned slightly, head tilting to the side “Why would I protect my money from my husband?” He tilted his head as though the question genuinely didn't make sense, “And it's not my money. It's our money.”
Harris blinked, not able to quite comprehend it.
He'd grown up in a two-parent household until he was twelve, when one particularly nasty divorce had left his stay-at-home mum suddenly trying to support herself and two children on her own with what a very generous person might call child support.
Ever since that final court date she'd preached the importance of prenups to both Harris and his sister, telling them over and over that they weren't about expecting a marriage to fail, they were about protecting both people if it ever did.
Nobody got married planning to divorce.
His parents certainly hadn't. For years they'd been happy. Good parents. Good partners.
Then, somewhere along the way, things had changed.
Watching two people who'd once loved each other become bitter, angry and spiteful over money and custody was something Harris knew he'd never fully stopped carrying with him.
Life happened.
People changed.
Love wasn't always enough.
At least... that's what he'd always believed.
And his parents had almost drawn blood arguing who got the house and who got the cars and who got the debt, every single asset they used to share becoming a weapon against each other. And they'd barely been middle class!
So, for the two men sitting opposite him—both multi-millionaires with more money in their bank accounts than Harris would ever earn in his entire lifetime—to casually insist there was nothing to protect because they were simply never going to break up...
It was almost impossible for him to wrap his head around, even he was hesitant to bring up marriage to troy, and he’d never loved anyone more!
Shane and Ilya were still staring at him with a type of confusion people without devoiced parents tended to do. Harris shook his head so hard that he had to catch his glasses as they slipped of his nose, getting back on track with a quite huff and deciding this was properly something he should bring up with his therapist and not two hockey players who took 9 years to admit they loved each other.
He should probably start using his biweekly $125 therapy sessions for an actual reason instead of treating them like the free bitching sessions they had become, especially considering they were completely covered by his health insurance.
“Never mind,” he muttered, shaking his head before motioning for Ilya to carry on.
“Anyway,” Ilya drawled, shooting Harris a look that he felt was extremely unfair considering this was the first time he had derailed the conversation, unlike a certain someone. “You mow the grass, you look after the finances, and have your whole real estate side-business thing—”
“It's not a business,” Shane interrupted. “It's just a few buildings.”
Ilya raised an eyebrow, “You own three apartment complexes and two office buildings. You employ four property managers, and Yuna had to stop you from buying a skyscraper last month. That is a business, моя любовь.” (My love.)
“It wasn't a skyscraper,” Shane corrected with a roll of his eyes. “It was only twenty-eight floors.”
He rolled them even harder at Ilya's snort.
“And besides, I would argue real estate is more feminine than masculine.”
That made Harris pause, “What?” He frowned. “How? Real estate is still largely dominated by men.”
Shane turned to him, looking equally confused, “No, it's not? Every single estate agent and property manager I've ever worked with has been a woman. And they're better at it. They're more organised, less likely to argue about ‘vision’ and have a much better eye for potential.” He nodded to himself, sounding completely certain.
“Do these people happen to be recommended by Yuna?” Ilya asked.
Shane frowned slightly, “Yes? What does that have to do with anything?”
Ilya snorted, “Sweetheart, your mum was a high-powered career woman in both real estate and sports management, two industries that are massively dominated by men. Of course she's going to recommend female agents over male ones whenever she can.” He tilted his head, “You've never wondered why so many of your contacts are women?”
Shane blinked.
His mouth slowly dropped open as his eyes fell to the floor, clearly thinking it through. Neither Harris nor Ilya interrupted him. They both knew by now that once Shane got that particular look on his face, it was best to simply give him a minute.
“I... uh...” Shane finally said, sounding genuinely surprised. “I never questioned it.”
“Sweetheart,” Ilya continued, barely holding back a smile, “you even use female-owned plumbing and electrical companies. That didn't strike you as unusual?”
“Why would it?” Shane defended immediately, beginning to look slightly embarrassed by his own lack of awareness. “They give really good service and have amazing rates.”
Ilya just looked at him softly, then he leaned over and pressed a gentle kiss to Shane's forehead. “I love you.”
“Shut up,” Shane muttered with a frown, folding his arms across his chest, though he made absolutely no attempt to move away from the kiss.
“Anyway,” Ilya drawled, steering the conversation back on topic, “your favourite colour is blue, you had a dinosaur phase as a kid—”
“Dinosaurs are gender neutral,” Harris interrupted, thinking back to his sister's four-year obsession.
Ilya rolled his eyes but carried on regardless.
“You hate makeup, hate fashion, hate my iPad—”
Harris frowned, taken aback and thoroughly confused. How exactly was an iPad feminine?
“—you hate shopping, you love the outdoors and,” Ilya turned to Shane with an expression so solemn it looked like he was about to deliver terrible news. He even reached over to take Shane's hand as though they were sitting together at a funeral.
“I'm very sorry to tell you this, моя любовь,” (My love.)
He paused dramatically, letting the silence build purely for effect. “But... you are a jock.” Another pause. “The jockest jock to ever jock.”
He nodded to himself as though confirming a diagnosis.
“In fact, if you were a clothing item, you would be a jockstrap.” He leaned closer to Shane, lowering his voice into what was clearly meant to be a whisper but was, unfortunately for Harris's ears, nowhere near quiet enough, “There's two reasons for that one.” He wiggled his eyebrows.
“Fuck off,” Shane said, snorting as he shoved him away. “And I'm not that much of a jock.”
Ilya raised an eyebrow, “Really? Sweetheart, you are the very definition. If you Googled the word, there would just be a picture of you.”
“Do you ever shut up? We both know that's not true.”
“No,” Ilya answered immediately, leaning back over for another kiss. “But thank you for inquiring.”
He squeezed Shane’s hand again before continuing. “You jog and do your yoga every single morning and go to the gym every evening. You follow your stupid diet more strictly than runway models, you’re obsessed with sources of protein, have stronger opinions on protein powder than Christians have about the Bible, and the only thing you’re interested in is sports. And worse than that, I’ve yet to see you meet a sport you’re not good at. Give you the rule book and ten minutes, and you could compete nationally in whatever you wanted.”
He shook his head, laughing almost incredulously. “You have your favourites, of course. Hockey is first, obviously,” he continued, counting them off on his fingers, “but you’re also better than you should be at basketball, lacrosse, darts, and figure skating.”
“Ice skating,” Shane corrected automatically.
Ilya waved a dismissive hand, “No, figure skating. I’ve seen you on the ice when you think no one is watching, you could compete in the Olympics sweetheart.”
“I could not!”
“My point,” Ilya continued, refusing to be derailed, “is that apart from real estate and my dick... there is literally nothing else you enjoy. Plus, you call everyone ‘Dude’ or ‘Man’ which I think is the worst ‘jock’ habit you have.”
“I do not! Just shut up! None of that is true.”
“He has not lied once,” Esmerlda corrected, not bothering to look up and therefore missing the harsh look from Shane and the joyous one from Ilya.
“My love, I've watched you call babies ‘dude’. I've watched you call Terry ‘man’ more times than I can count, even after you broke four of your toes. You called the GM ‘dude’ when he came down to watch practice. Hell, you said ‘nice work man’ the first time I fucked you.” Ilya gave him a flat look then, “I’d literally been inside your guts, made you cum hands free and you called me man.”
“ILYA!”
“I’m just saying,” Ilya defended, wide eyed but with a grin, “I try my best to get you pregnant, and you said thanks bro.”
“Everything you've listed is incredibly stereotypical,” he replied instead, clearly trying to change the topic with a heavy blush. “We shouldn't be encouraging that type of thinking. Interests don't have a gender, and we're just perpetuating harmful stereotypes by labelling things as 'masculine' and 'feminine.'” He turned to Ilya and then and whispered hissed, “I did not say ‘thanks man’ for cumming in me!”
Ilya let out a snort, a wide grin spreading across his face.
Harris sighed.
He knew that grin.
It was Ilya's I've already won this argument grin, which unfortunately also meant he was about to become even more insufferable than usual with probably a lot more details about, oh god, cumming in his husband.
“You are absolutely right, Shane,” Harris interrupted before Ilya could open his mouth. “So we all agree? You're both simultaneously masculine and feminine because gender roles are social constructs, interests don't belong to one gender, and everyone watching should go home and have a little think about perpetuating stereotypes?”
The couple blinked at him.
Then, perhaps recognising just how close Harris was to finally snapping, they both nodded very quickly.
Just think about the ice cream, Harris, he self-soothed. Only the ice cream.
“Okay, I’ll probably regret this, but Ilya, this one is for you.”
Ilya perked up, not dissimilar to a dog.
“What’s been your favourite home: Moscow, Boston, or Ottawa?”
Ilya straightened up, his previous joyous mood sobering. His hand unconsciously reached for his husband’s, who didn’t say anything but squeezed it gently.
“Russia will always have a special place in my heart. It is my birthplace,” Ilya said matter-of-factly. “You should see it in the winter. Snow and ice cover everything, so clean and clear you could see your own reflection. The buildings are beautiful, so old and strong, you can almost feel the history. The people are rude but kind, the бабушка who looked after everyone, the teachers who everyone hated but would push you further than you thought possible, the old men who did nothing except complain but then would give you coins for candy.” (grandma)
“Truth” Esmerlda said quietly, sensing the mood.
His voice got quieter and quieter, almost wistful as he continued to talk, his hand tightening around Shane’s.
“But, obviously, it was bad for me in many ways, no matter how much I miss it. It’s why I’ll always be thankful for Boston, the first city to show me how to live without fear. I didn’t have to worry about the police, about getting caught out late at night, or having to bribe some random official. Dangerous in other ways, of course. It is America, after all. But freeing in so many others.”
“Truth.”
“And Ottawa…” He trailed off, starting to grin again. “Well, first thing I legally have to say is that it is boring. No clubs, no bars—”
“There are bars!”
“—no water parks, no arcades—”
“Are you twelve?”
Ilya rolled his eyes, but he was grinning. “It is most boring place on earth. But…”
He then turned to Shane, bringing the hand he was holding up to kiss the back of it.
“There is one person who lives here that makes it the most interesting place on earth. So Ottawa is my favourite home, because my favourite person is here.”
“Truth”, Esmeralda said, almost softly
“Aww,” Harris couldn’t help but coo, clasping his hands together and tucking them beneath his chin, unable to stop himself from acting like a fanboy when faced with such utter love and devotion. “I guess a home is sometimes a person.”
“Yes,” Ilya nodded. “Because you can cum inside them.”
Harris ignored Shane’s immediate slap and hissed protest, rolling his own eyes with a heavy sigh. This was his fault. He had practically set it up for Ilya to turn dirty.
There comes a time when you have to take responsibility for your own actions, after all.
“Okay.” Harris clapped his hands together, deciding to move on rather than scold Ilya when it wouldn’t change anything. “This will be the last question, and then this absolute shitshow can finally end.”
He turned towards the operator, who was now casually scrolling through her phone.
Normally Harris would have been horrified by the lack of professionalism, but quite frankly he couldn't blame her.
He was mentally checking out himself after listening to the pair argue for what had to be the hundredth time in the last fifteen minutes.
“Esmeralda,” he said with a polite smile, “again, thank you for your time. We'll get you out of here soon.”
“Oh thank God,” she muttered under her breath, shooting one particularly fed-up look towards Ilya who scowled back.
Harris graciously ignored both of them.
“Now,” he announced, turning back to the cameras, “this is the big one.”
He paused dramatically.
“The most important question you will answer today.”
Another pause.
“Are you ready?”
They both nodded, still absent-mindedly holding hands.
“Who...”
Harris leaned forwards.
“...is the best hockey player in the world?”
“Me!”
“Me!”
Every head in the room immediately turned towards Esmeralda.
Even she seemed to realise the importance of this one. She shifted slightly in her chair, leaned forwards and studied the monitor for a few seconds before tapping the screen once.
Harris held his breath.
She nodded to herself, apparently satisfied with whatever she had seen, before looking back up at the room.
“They're both lying.”
Harris's mouth slowly fell open.
He whipped back around just in time to watch the two players react.
“You think I'm the best?”
“How am I the best?”
They spoke at exactly the same time, both staring at the other with identical expressions of genuine confusion and disbelief.
“Explain. Both of you, explain now,” Harris said forcefully, unable to miss the opportunity to get to the bottom of an argument he'd heard every single week after Shane had joined the team, and even before that.
Shane shot an unsure look at Harris before looking to Ilya, who nodded in encouragement.
“Technically, by stats, I am the best hockey player,” Shane started, ignoring the face Ilya pulled, “I have the better stats and more awards and recognitions than Ilya, but in terms of actual talent? Ilya's got me beat.” He turned to his husband then, perhaps sensing he was about to start arguing, “Don't try and say otherwise. You've always picked up on new drills and strategies quicker than me, you only have to see a technique once to copy it, and you don't need nearly as much space as me when it comes to accuracy shots. You just shoot and it goes in while I actually have to plan it out on the ice. You won the Cup at twenty-two in your first year as captain, something that's never been done before and is actually mind blowing. Not to mention every single team you’ve been on has adored you, even now the Boston raiders still call you captain and you left 5 years ago. Every team you touch becomes better.” He shrugged. “That makes you the best.”
“Sweetheart,” Ilya shook his head in disbelief with a slight giggle, “I might pick up on things quicker or have more chemistry with the team, but there is no universe where I beat you. It's impossible.”
Harris pointed a finger at him.
“Explain.”
Ilya let out a huff, rolling his head as he slouched in his chair, irritated at having to explain but obeying anyway. Maybe as a way to say sorry for giving Harris a headache again.
“I like to win. Shane likes hockey.”
“Okay...” Harris waved his hand, urging him on.
“I like to win. Doesn't matter at what. I've always felt the need to win, loved the feeling of it, of being the best. So obviously, when I started hockey and realised I had a natural talent for it, I kept with it. What boy doesn't dream about having sports cars and mansions and a hot wife with a beautiful dog and a shit load of money? I saw a path to that, so I took it.” He leaned back in his chair at that, rubbing his nose in nerves, maybe at being honest under the threat of Esmeralda. “It doesn't mean I didn't work for it or that I didn't fall in love with it. I've spent more time on the rink than I did at my house when I was a kid, but it was never the dream. Winning was the dream.”
“Truth,” Esmeralda, the threat herself, said simply.
Ilya shot her a glare but carried on, spreading his arms wide, almost smacking Shane in the face in the process.
“And now look at me. I've got the house, the dog, the cars, the money... and the hot wife.”
He winked at Shane, who rolled his eyes despite the smile tugging at his lips.
“I am in magazines and adverts, people recognise me from my hair, people want me or want to be me. I've not walked down a street without someone recognising me in almost 10 years.” He shook his head in disbelief, laughing slightly and gripping Shane's hand tighter. He laughed quietly, almost sounding disbelieving himself.
“Look at me.”
He tightened his grip around Shane's hand.
“I've won.”
Shane smiled softly, immediately recognising the vulnerability creeping into his husband's voice. He squeezed Ilya's hand before leaning over to press a gentle kiss against his cheek.
“Which means,” Ilya continued, turning back to Shane, “I can never be the better player. You could be the worst player on the worst team in the league and you would still wake up every morning excited to go to practice because, at the end of the day, you'd still be playing hockey.”
He smiled.
“And that's also why you could never actually be the worst player. You don't stop. It doesn't matter if it takes you twice as long as me to master the same drill because you'll stay on that ice until you perfect it. And then you would stay there till you understood it and can see the movements for it in your sleep, which you actually do and I’m  pretty sure why your ice reading is so advanced”
He lifted Shane's hand, pressing a lingering kiss against the back of it.
“You love winning because you love hockey. I love hockey because I love winning.”
He rested their joined hands back in Shane's lap.
“That's the difference. And that's why you'll always be the better player.”
He shrugged simply, like he wasn't breathing hearts all across North America or causing tears to well up in Harris's eyes.
Shit.
He couldn't be mad at them when they went and did shit like this.
“Wait,” Harris paused, a tear paused halfway out of his eye. “But Shane is the most competitive person I've ever met. We had to ban UNO because Shane almost got us kicked off the plane that one time.”
“Ahh,” Ilya nodded knowingly. “That is just a byproduct of being raised by a woman who considers second place the first loser. It's less about winning and more about beating the other person and making them cry. Just like his mama taught him.”
“You're making my mum look bad.”
“She knows I say it with love. I always look back on the first time she called me a ‘loser whining baby who still needs training wheels’ fondly, I promise.”
Shane snorted at that, trying to push down a smile and hide how funny he found it.
Harris blinked, his mouth opening and closing as he tried to find a way to digest the fact that the same woman who made agents across the league tremble with fear at the sound of her name, and who had a reputation for twisting the arms of anyone who stood in the way of her son, was apparently the same woman who called her son-in-law a whining baby while beating his ass at Monopoly.
“Okay...” Harris shook his head. “I think we can end it here. That was a very emotional speech, thank you, Ilya. The fans will eat it up. I just need one of you to do the outro and then you are free to go.”
Ilya quickly repeated the usual outro before the pair seemed to flee the room, giving a quick goodbye to both Harris and Esmeralda and one last harsh glare in the direction of the lie detector.
Harris thanked Esmeralda, also apologising at the same time because god knows she deserved it, before packing up and quickly escaping to his apartment which had both ice cream and troy.
Walking quickly through the halls, his thoughts already on home, Harris was interrupted by a thud coming from a closet door he was passing.
He stopped so quickly his shoes squeaked against the tiled floor, camera bag slapping against his hip, blinking rapidly as he stared at the door and tried to decide whether it was a ghost or a murderer.
He had a quick panic about who would water his plants before realising Troy would adopt them in his grief, then had another panic when he remembered Troy couldn't keep anything alive, before finally relaxing when he remembered Troy would simply pass the plants on to Dykstra, knowing this.
A moan cut through his thoughts, followed by a breathless, “Ilyushenka,” coming from behind the door.
Never mind.
It wasn't a ghost or a murderer.
Just two horny husbands who apparently couldn't wait until they got home.
Or even until they got to their car.
Harris could accept a car.
“Ilya, wait, someone's going to hear,” Shane breathed out quietly, although apparently not quietly enough.
Harris paused, his eyes darting all over the hallway, knowing he should walk away as quickly as possible and yet...
“I think you want that.”
A whimpering breath was Shane's only response, betraying his previous statement of defiance.
“You know you want it. Я знаю, ты этого хочешь. Тебе всегда мало, тебе всегда нужен мой член. Неважно где и когда. Разве не так ты мне говорила, кошечка?” (I know you want it. Always wanting more, always wanting my dick. No matter the place or time. Isn't that what you told me, kitten?)
The sound of a belt buckle hitting the floor followed, along with the quiet shuffle of feet against the tiles, and Harris could almost picture it.
Shane pressed face-first against the door, Ilya crowded up behind him, hands roaming over him.
Harris, shamefully, took another step closer.
Then another.
Slowly.
Quietly.
Until he was leaning against the door.
He could almost feel Shane's breath through it, even though he knew that was physically impossible.
“В нашу брачную ночь ты не просто протянул мне руку, правда? Ты преподнес мне самый драгоценный дар.” (You didn't just give me your hand on our wedding night, did you? You gave me the most precious gift of all.)
Harris slowly traced a hand across the door, wanting to see, wanting to touch.
“Ты отдавала мне себя. Всю целиком. Открытая и готовая — в любой день. Всегда жаждущая этого. Идеальная шлюха, созданная для меня, рожденная для меня.” (You gave me you. All of you. Open and willing, no matter the day. No matter the time. Always craving it. The perfect whore, made for me, born for me. Made to get fucked.)
Ilya was almost cooing now, his voice dropping into a seductive tone that could probably make anyone's panties—or boxers—drop.
“You would make me a bad husband? Would make me ignore my vows?”
Harris didn't speak Russian and didn't have a single fucking clue what Ilya was saying right now, but even so, it was working for him.
It seemed to be working for Shane, at least, judging by the hissed, “Wait, shit, the floor. Don't let my briefs touch the floor! It's dirty!”
That told Harris that Ilya had somehow managed to undress his husband in what could only be described as record time.
“Mmh, but you like being dirty, don't you?”
“Not like that!”
A low chuckle followed, before Ilya murmured, “Не волнуйся, любимая: я не дам твоим красивым трусикам упасть на пол.”  (Don't worry, my love. I won't let your pretty panties touch the floor.)
“They're not fucking panties! Stop saying that!”
“They are red lace. They are panties.”
“The cut is briefs. They are not panties!”
“Well, sweetheart, considering I picked and bought them for you, if I say they're panties, they're panties.”
“Fuck off—oh my God!”
Harris tried to slow his breathing so he could hear better, painfully aware that every sound coming from behind the door was making it harder and harder to remember that he was supposed to be leaving. Frozen to one place by the slick sounds of someone stoking a wet dick. God, how much lube did Ilya carry around with him? Surly he wasn’t planning this?
“So fucking responsive, so fucking wet for me, even with all your whining and bitching. Can never hide your true feelings with this pretty thing.” A slap nose echoed out and Harris had to bit his lip to stop his own noise, knowing Ilya had just slapped Shanes cock, the sound doing something for him he would never have thought possible.
“I know you want It baby. You want everyone to hear me fuck you, to hear me making you mine, to know that my cum leaking out of you every time they see you.”
“Baby...”
“Yes?”
“Please.”
“Please what?”
“Please let me suck your dick.”
Harris only heard Ilya hum, the slick sounds never stopping.
“Baby, please. I want it.” Oh god, that was a whine. Shane Hollander was whining.
“Want it?”
“Need it,” Shane corrected with a moan.
“What if I don’t want it? What if I want your pretty hole instead?” More slick sounds followed by a slap on bare skin, “What if I want this tight pussy? Look at it, its winking at me, so desperate, so fucking hungry for my cock even when you’re still leaking my cum.”
“Then fuck me!” Shane hissed, sound more than loud enough to reach through the door, impatience clearly getting the best of him. Harris couldn’t blame him, he was only overhearing it and already he felt like he could cum from a breeze.
The sound of rapid spanks echoed alongside the whimpers and gasps from Shane with every slap, a thud against the door letting Harris know the man had fallen forward to brace himself.
“Careful Sweetheart, any more attitude and you’re not coming for a week.” Ilya warned, voice soft but firm. “I’m going to give you 2 choices.”
Harris leaned back against the door, eyes slipping closed the same way he imagined slipping into the closet, of slipping out of his clothes and maybe even slipping into someone while someone else slipped into him. Even just the idea of it caused his heart to race, keeping his breath slow and deep so he could hear as much as possible, putting a hand over his surgery scar in an effort to calm down.
God, the only thing that would make this better was if troy was here.
Harris wasn’t blind to the fact his boyfriend had switched room assignments just as Shane had joined the team, now always placed right next to the team’s power couple on every road trip. Harris had more than a idea of what happened overnight on those trips, had in fact been the one responsible for taking down the twitter post of the hotel cleaner who had walked in on a room that had, for lack of better word, been sullied.
Not just the bed, but also the desk, broken beyond repair with holes above the bed and opposite the mirror. The only silver lining is that Shane had made Ilya clean and wipe down the whole room from his careful perch on the unbroken chair, any DNA evidence wiped away with the (torn) sheets already binned.
Harris hadn’t been able to stop himself from inquiring after being emailed the list of damages so he could make sure no word of it hit the internet, too curious as to what had inspired the $5,467 of damages, especially as they had been facing buffalo of all places.
Shane had, predicably, power walked away blushing.
Ilya had just grinned, voice purring, murmuring about passion never taking a night off.
It had been hotter than it deserved. Something about Ilyas tone, posture just hit right, Shane reaction of lips slipping open and eyes darkening hadn’t helped either.
So no, Harris did not blame troy one bit. He would do the same if he was in that position and knew that troy had become the number one roommate because of it, the only one brave enough to handle the humiliation of the whole team knowing the true reason he roomed next to the captains.
If only troy could be here now, with Harris, so it was something they could remember and think on together late at night.
Harris eyes caught on the camera bag
No
He couldn’t
He shouldn’t
It was wrong
It was ... Illegal?
Was it Illegal?
They were in a public venue but as this was the staff area, did it now count as private property?
Private property where it was legal to record … intermate acts.
But not with two unknowing people.
…….Two unknowing people who got off on everyone knowing they were fucking
Really, if anything, it would be a favour towards them.
After all, what type of friend doesn’t encourage their public sex kink?
Before he could start doubting himself, he slipped his camera out and hit record, not bothering to take the cover lenses of as there was no point. Unfortunately the door hid every enticing site, a true shame and crime.
“Option one, you pull your pretty panties up, sit in the car like a good boy and we go home. I will fuck you till you cry and ruin the sheets, maybe even bend you over in front of the mirror so you can see how good you open for me.” Ilyas voice was deep, accent thicker than Harris had ever heard apart from old videos from his rookie season.
“Option two, you get on your knees on this dirty floor and suck my cock-“
“Option two,” Shane cut in quickly, voice only slightly trembling in anticipation and … excitement?
“So eager кошечка,” (kitten) Ilya cooed, the sudden whimper letting Harris know he’d went back to torturing his husband, “You didn’t let me finish. You can suck my cock, but you can’t come till the weekend.”
“What!” Shanes voice went higher in panic, almost a whine, “Ilya – baby please. Its Tuesday. How am I meant to go that long without you fucking me?”
“Shhh, sweetheart,” Ilya soothed, voice pitching softer, “I didn’t say I wouldn’t fuck you, just that you won’t be coming.”
“But how? You know I struggle with-“
“Mmhh, I thought your cage has been looking a little lonely lately.”
There was a pause and Harris could almost feel Shanes blush, heat reaching through the door, the same way it was seeping low into his belly.
“The team…” Shane started slowly, not protesting but not decided.
“Will not notice,” Ilya immediately responded, “You dress quick and are always facing the wall in the showers, my shy little kitten. I could take it off every practice if you like, but I have a feeling this is not what you want.” A pause, the shuffle of fabric, “Would not be able to stop yourself from getting hard and so wet the second you are free.”
“Ilya,” Shane sighed, pressing against the door, voice laced with pleasure
“Pick, sweetheart.”
Harris held his breath, ear as close as possible, hands almost trembling in anticipation.
“I want to suck your dick.”
“Oh кошечка,” Ilya cooed almost pityingly, “And you thought hockey was your favourite thing to do.”
“Oh, fuck off-“
“On your knees.”
Harris had to slap a hand over his mouth, Ilyas tone had changed quicker than he could blink, now dark and almost dangerous. The type of tone that didn’t just demand obedience but expected it, the perfect mix between confident and cocky, the type of tone that always made Harris cum in 10 minutes the few rare times troy had slipped into it in the bedroom.
He could hear Shane hit the floor without hesitation, another belt buckle being undone quicker and more efficiently than Harris could have ever done.
He’d barely taken a breath, trying to prepare himself for the event happening less than a foot away from him, before the wet sounds of gagging reached his ears. Harris swallowed, saliva having gathered in his mouth and almost drooling, not expecting Shane to immediately deep throat his husband’s cock.
Then again, this was Shane mother fucking Hollander. Mediocrity wasn’t a word anyone would associate him with and apparently that also applied to his blowjobs, not that Harris was surprised, with those plush lips…
A wet gag and then a rough sounding choke filtered through the door, low groans from Ilya following it.
“Da, that’s it sweetheart.” Ilyas low voice carried through the door, “All the way down now, that’s it. Such a good boy.”
There was now a rhyme to the gagging and choking coming from the cupboards, wet sounds increasing with every second. He could hear Ilya muttering low in Russian, whatever he was saying was causing high pitched moans and whines, muffled by what could only be Ilyas cock.
There was a slick sound followed by harsh swallow, “God, you taste good.” Shane breathed out, sounding almost drunk.
Harris shamefully felt his hand drift closer to the bulge in his jeans.
He couldn’t
He shouldn’t
But……..
He undid the button of his jeans, ears still pressed up against the wood of the door, when his eye caught the light shining of the camera in the corner at the end of the hall.
Never mind
He wasn’t into exhibitionism unlike the freaks behind the door.
He was the hornist he’d ever been and he couldn’t even touch himself, fuck!
“Shhh,” Ilya cooed, “Deep breaths. That’s it. Now swallow – fuck, just like that!”
A slick sound joined the filthy noises already coming through the door, a strangled moan joining it.
“Did I say you could touch yourself?” Ilyas voice was steel compared to the cooing tones of before, making both Harris and Shane whimper, “Get your hand of that useless thing. My cock is the only one you need.”
Oh, Harris was going to explode.
There was a muffled moan, followed by a whine, almost sounding like a protest
“Oh, is my poor little baby hurting?” Harris could hear the smirk, “you can hump my leg like a puppy if you want –“
There was a sigh of relief, before he heard the sound of fabric rubbing against each other, the squeak of leather making Harris picture Shane rubbing up against Ilyas leather ankle boots.
“But…” There was teasing quality to his voice now, “If you cum, I’m locking you in the cage for a month.”
There was the slick sound of Shane pulling of his husband’s cock before he coughed, barely taking time to breathe before protesting.
“What? Ilya, that’s not fair. Baby please, I just want-“
“What you want doesn’t matter. Little sluts don’t get to choice when they cum.” Ilya cut in, voice dark and certain, unwavering in his certainty that Shane would obey. “Now lick my balls.”
Harris let out a low moan into the crook of his arm, forcing himself to not touch his hard cock and making sure to keep the camera pressed as close of possible to the door.
This was so fucking hot, better than any porn he’d ever seen, including the taboo shit on twitter.
God, he couldn’t wait to go home and tell troy. Maybe take him to bedroom, warm him up first then show him the video, but then again, the living room tv had better speakers……
The worst thing in the world happened then, someone walking on the floor just around the corner caught his attention, a fast-paced tempo that let Harris know it was probably one of the administrative workers.
FUCK!      FUCK!      FUCK!
NOoOoOoOoOoOoOoOoOo!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!
NO!
NO!
WHY DID THIS ALWAYS HAPPEN TO HIM? WHY COULDN’T HE JUST HAVE A GOOD LIFE!?!?!
WHY GOD, WHY!?!?!?
Harris whole body was twitching in panic, stuck between the heat low in his stomach, the fear of being caught in this state and the absolute pure rage that was coursing through him from this moment being interrupted.
He didn’t know what to do.
He wanted to cry. He wanted to scream. He wanted to fucking cum.
The sound of shoes got closer and Harris eyes darted down to the tent in his jeans. Ya, there was no way he could hide that, never mind trying to explain to some intern as to why he was hanging around a random closest door.
Please god, make the sound go away. Make the interruption go away, even just for 5 minutes, or make the worker the slowest walker in the world. Please god, just give him time, just a little bit more time.
He’ll do anything. He’ll stop eating meat, he’ll become a vegan, he’ll stop buying from companies that use child labour and exploited workers – even if that only leaves 3 shops available in all of Ottawa -  he’ll only buy from that stupid cruelty free shop that was triple the price of a normal one.
Hell, he will join his sister in her volunteer work at the homeless shelter, even if the main cook who judges Harris for his food combinations and hats is still there.
He’ll break up with troy – ok, no. that one was a bit far.
But everything else! he will do anything! Just 5 more minutes! Please!
The sound of footsteps continues on, unsympathetic to Harris prayers and dreams.
“Fuck,” He spits harshly, surprising even himself with the amount of anger in it.
The closet goes suspiciously silent, but Harris doesn’t have time to think on that, too busy awkwardly waddling to the men’s bathroom that is thankfully only a couple meters away.
He closes the door just as whoever just ruined his day, no, month, rounds the corner. He quickly goes into the stall at the end of the bathroom, only doing a quick onceover to make sure he’s alone, to impatient to wait any longer.
He feels little shame as he quickly unbuckles his belt, only just remembering to stop the recording once it bounces against his belt, before closing his eyes.
His mind goes back to the sound of Shane gagging, the wet sound of slick skin and trembling breaths.
Oh to see it. it would be worthy of a golden globe or even the noble peace award, because who would feel like fighting after seeing that?
He imagines for a second, only a second, of standing in front of Shane. Of seeing those freckles painted white under deep brown eyes, mouth wet at the corners as he forced himself down, a trained throat squeezing and swallowing around his most sensitive skin.
He imagines being on his knees, the cold floor reaching through his jeans but ignored for the heat of Ilyas gaze. He imagines his cock, thick and long from what troy had described, stuffed down his throat.
He cums, biting down on his lips to stop any nose.
Ok. That just happened.
Harris blinks dumbly down at his hand, covered in white, panting slightly.
He just had an orgasm at work.
An orgasm. At work. The place where he earned his money.
He’s just covered his own hand in cum in the male bathroom at his place of work. Where anyone could come in. Where anyone could have caught him. His coworkers. His boyfriends coworkers and friends. His boss. Oh ya, and the couple he was fucking masturbating too!!!
What the fuck!?!
Why did he just do that?
He glanced down at his camera, hands reaching forward to delete it, knowing that he had gone too far.
But……
He hesitated, fingers twitching, not knowing if he wanted to get rid of the hottest thing he’s ever overheard so quickly.
After all … troy would want to see it.
Yes, troy. His perfect, hot boyfriend who also had hard on for the team’s hocky husbands.
Harris liked to think he was a good boyfriend after all, and deleting the video before troy even had a time to listen to it? Well. That’s not very good boyfriending of him, is it?
After all, troy had shown him the video from where he and Zane had attempted to prank Ilya and Shane.
Fairs fair.
He nodded quickly, trying to clean up as quickly as possible, placing the camera safely back in its bag.
He would delete it after.
Ya, after.
 
Harris watched in fascination and what could only be described as bafflement as Young and Holmberg played their fifth round of ‘rock, paper, scissors’.
Young hissed as he lost, holding out one hand with his eyes scrunched shut, only for Holmberg to bring his own hand down hard, turning what should have been a peaceful high five into a weapon of war.
Harris winced, the sound loud enough to echo around the locker room where the rest of the team was preparing for Game 2 against Boston in the final playoffs.
The whole room was buzzing with nerves and anticipation. It was the furthest the team had gone in the playoffs in over 30 years, and that was reflected in the tension hanging over the room.
Harris pushed his leg back down from where it had started bouncing, biting his lip and trying to find a distraction to stop his heart from racing.
The only reason he was in the room was to record the ‘inspirational’ speech that Ilya was sure to do to pump the guys up, but as half the team were still getting dressed, he couldn’t start recording yet and thus had no distractions.
He decided to look back at the ‘dumb and dumber’ of the team.
“OW! Bro, that’s too hard. It’s too much, you need to go softer” Holmberg whined, rubbing his hand from where young had just slapped it
Young rolled his eyes. “Bro, shut up. I am pounding you right now. Again. Rock—paper—scissors—”
“Wait, wait, just let me—”
“Stop being a pussy.”
“OW! I said softer—”
Harris watched with one eyebrow raised as they continued to play what was becoming a very homoerotic game of rock, paper, scissors.
He’d questioned more than once whether the team’s two dumbasses were secretly fucking.
Then he had watched Holmberg walk straight into the glass door with complete confidence that it was open, something even the dogs knew not to do, not just once but on four separate occasions.
And the less said about Young, the better.
It genuinely upset Harris to think about how the twenty-one-year-old had once face-planted onto the floor after somehow tying his own shoelaces together while putting his shoes on, or how he had accidentally swallowed bleach twice.
So if theses idiots couldn’t even hide when they snuck pre-practice doughnuts, somehow always baffled when Shane catches them out (The powdered sugar on their mouths and shirts is a big hint), there was no way they could hide if they were fucking.
Holmberg then shouted in joy as he won for the second time, and Harris felt his face go completely flat as he watched the man still stick his hand out, Young happily slapping it despite having lost.
Idiots.
The slap of fabric against wood caught his attention. Harris looked over just in time to catch Ilya throwing his gym shirt into his cubby with vengeance, a harsh frown on his face.
He'd been tense from the moment he walked in. Going against his old team in probably the most important series of games of his life would do that to a person. Because if they beat them, if they won the Stanley Cup, Ilya Rozanov had done it.
He had officially built a team from the ground up for the second time. He had taken them from the worst team in the league, the laughing stock of the hockey world, and turned them into the best team in the league in the span of four years.
It wasn't just him, of course. Player trades, the coaching staff, and his husband had all helped. But there was no denying that it was Ilya Rozanov who had pulled them up through the ranks, working closely alongside the GM and coach to figure out which lines to swap and which players to trade.
Similar to what he had done for Boston, he had dragged them to the playoffs for the first time in a century. The franchise had been built not just around him, but to outlast him, as shown when he left Boston.
And, unknown to everyone else, it had been built for his husband, too.
Harris had never voiced his suspicions, but when Shane had joined the team, the transition had been seamless. Almost like the team had been waiting for him.
Ilya had never suggested another player to take centre on the second line. He had never tried to build up the depth at centre like most teams did. At first, everyone had assumed it was arrogance. They thought Ilya believed he was the only centre the team needed to win.
And then they had been outed.
Then the Metros had turned their backs on Shane.
And then Shane had become a free agent.
A free agent who fit perfectly into the team's existing dynamics and lines, filling the missing second-line centre position as though it had been waiting for him. The cap space had been suspiciously freed up, and the lines were open to movement.
Almost like it had all been planned.
And it probably had.
Ilya had silently moved pieces around the board, making sure his husband had somewhere soft to land after his fall from hockey's grace.
Well.
Not hockey's grace.
Shane Hollander would always have hockey.
In a lot of ways, Shane was hockey. Every team he touched became better simply because he was there.
It was an open secret within the organisation that the training drills and practice plans—the ones that had made grown men cry but somehow turned a team of average players into some of the best in the league—hadn't actually come from Ilya.
Ilya had never confirmed it, of course.
He had simply turned up to the rink after a long weekend carrying stacks of paper organised by colour, covered in thick tabs and meticulously planned schedules. The organisation had been suspiciously familiar to anyone who had ever spent more than five minutes around Shane Hollander.
Still, nobody said anything.
Officially, the plans were Ilya's. Unofficially, everyone knew better.
There was always the risk of accusations of insider interference, especially considering Shane was still technically playing for a rival organisation at the time, so the entire team had collectively decided to keep their mouths shut.
But it had opened their eyes.
It showed them exactly how Shane had managed to drag a mediocre team to the playoffs year after year, even after being named captain at an age most players were still trying to prove they belonged in the league.
Then Ilya had made the mistake of telling them that the current training programme was actually a toned-down version of Shane's original proposal.
Apparently, he had taken one look at Shane's suggested routine and decided that none of them would survive long enough to actually reach the playoffs.
Harris had genuinely thought the entire team was going to drop to their knees and kiss Ilyas feet in gratitude.
But it also proved something everyone already knew.
Shane Hollander was really, really fucking good at hockey.
No, Shane hadn't fallen from hockey's grace.
He had only fallen from the people who thought they owned it.
And even that hadn't lasted long.
Now, look at him.
His advertisements and brand deals had doubled, companies desperate to have Shane Hollander wearing their clothes or holding their products, despite his increasingly obvious distaste for the entire thing. He was the alternate captain of what was quickly becoming the best team in the league, admired by every single one of his teammates, including his husband.
He was recognised worldwide as the best hockey player on the planet, not just the best player in the league.
And he was earning millions.
Not just every time he stepped onto the ice, but every time he stepped outside wearing Reeboks or Rolex.
The whole thing should have been satisfying. It should have been proof that Shane had survived the scandal, that the people who had turned their backs on him had been wrong.
But Harris would never say any of that out loud, because there were still wounds Shane kept hidden.
Wounds left behind by the people he had once considered his friends. His brothers.
People who had known him for years and had promised to stand beside him.
And when it mattered, they had abandoned him.
All because Shane Hollander had fallen in love.
They had thrown away the very reason they were winning. The Metros had barely managed to scrape their way into the playoffs this year, despite Shane having only left recently, proving exactly how much they had depended on him.
But that was alright.
Because the Centaurs had him now.
And the Centaurs knew how to treat players like Rozanov and Hollander.
Or, more accurately, Rozanov-Hollander and Rozanov-Hollander.
“Shit,” Chouinard suddenly spat.
Harris was rudely pulled from his thoughts as Chouinard began frantically searching through his bag.
“You alright?” LaPointe asked from where he was watching Luca methodically wrap tape around his stick, in almost the exact same way Shane was currently doing beside him, headphones in to block out the noise of the room.
“No, no, no, no,” Chouinard muttered under his breath, tipping his bag upside down and groaning when whatever he was looking for failed to fall out.
“Shit.”
He turned to the locker room, now fully aware that everyone was watching him. A slight blush had appeared across his face.
“I don’t want anyone judging me, okay? This is a safe space.”
Young snorted. “Hell yeah, this is a safe space. The safest space of all. The epitome of safeness—”
“Shut up, bro,” Holmberg interrupted with an eye-roll. “This isn’t a safe space. This is a bro space.”
“A dude space.”
“A homo space.”
“A homobro space—”
“Okay, enough.” Ilya interrupted Dumb and Dumber with an eye-roll, though the lingering tension in his shoulders hadn't quite disappeared.
“Chou, what do you need?”
“Well... it’s just... I need—”
“Spit it out.” Ilya snapped, visibly getting fed up.
Chouinard turned bright red, “Condoms,” he blurted. “I need condoms. I have plans after the match.”
“Really? That’s what you were pussyfooting about?” Ilya sighed, apparently completely unconcerned by Chouinard's embarrassment. He turned to the rest of the room and waved a hand. “Someone cough some up.”
There was an immediate flurry of movement as most of the players turned towards their bags and began rooting through them.
Slowly, a number of denials started being uttered around the room. Even Hayes checked his bag, looking almost surprised when there turned out to be nothing inside.
“Seriously?” Ilya asked. “None of you? I thought this was a hockey team!” His frown lightened slightly as he teased them.
Chouinard, who had been slumped over in defeat, suddenly perked up. “Captain! Oh, Captain, my Captain! Be a good man.”
Ilya raised an eyebrow. “What are you going on about now?”
“Let me borrow a condom. Don’t try and tell me you don’t have any. I know you and Hollzy fuck every day. Just let me have one.”
Ilya snorted, still bare-chested, and Harris tried very hard to ignore the way the movement made his chest shift. “One, we don’t fuck every day. We fuck multiple times a day. Two, how the fuck are you meant to borrow a condom? You gonna give me back a jizz sock or something? And three, I don’t have any condoms.”
Chouinard blinked.
His eyes darted towards Hollander.
“Does Shane keep hold of them, or...?”
Ilya gave him a flat look. “Nardie. We are married and have been exclusive for almost six years. We don’t use condoms.”
Chouinard slumped back over in disappointment. Harris could practically see his evening plans floating away. “Okay, yeah, that makes sense—”
“You what?!”
The locker room went quiet.
Everyone slowly turned to look at Haas, who had suddenly stood up, his face pale with shock.
LaPointe had leaned back in his seat, equally stunned. No one had expected the sudden outburst.
Luca stood as well, his mouth opening and closing as he struggled to voice whatever crisis had suddenly taken over his brain.
“I can’t believe you!” he finally blurted. “That is so irresponsible! I mean, I’m happy for you and everything, you’ll be a lovely family, but is now really the best time? We’re in the middle of the playoffs! How often are you testing? You can never be too careful with these things, and you can’t test for it in the first couple of weeks. What if Shane gets checked or thrown over the boards?! What will you do then? Why would you risk that type of loss? What if it’s already happened?! With how often you guys are fucking, it’s probably already happened! What if he’s—oh my God. He can’t play. We have to get Coach to take him off—”
“Luca, Luca, Luca!” Ilya interrupted, waving both hands, his eyes wide. “What on earth are you going on about?”
Luca blinked.
He looked around the room, apparently only just realising that nobody else seemed to be panicking as much as he was.
“Come on, Captain,” he said desperately. “Are you really going to risk losing your baby?”
Luca's final question hit the locker room like a truck.
Everyone froze.
Mouths slowly dropped open as accusing eyes turned towards Ilya, who was standing perfectly still in shock, and Shane, who still had his headphones on and was currently tying his skates into perfectly symmetrical bows.
“What?” Ilya squeaked, a rare blush beginning to form.
“Hollzy’s pregnant?!”
“You knocked Hollander up?!”
“Are you serious?”
“Welcome to the dad club, Roz! We meet every Tuesday—”
“I bet it’s a girl—”
“No, it’s definitely a boy—”
“The league is going to lose it. Imagine the hockey skills—”
“Congratulations, Captain! You never forget the first—”
The locker room burst into conversation, so many people talking at once that Harris couldn’t tell who was saying what. The atmosphere of joy and congratulations was vibrant, however, every single player wearing a smile.
Except Luca, who was looking more and more stressed by the second.
“Stop it!” he almost squeaked, causing LaPointe to give him a concerned look as he drifted closer to place an arm around his shoulder. “Don’t you see what this means? Shane can’t play! And it’s the finals!”
Once again, silence hit the locker room like a sledgehammer.
Looks of horror and despair came over their faces.
Young and Holmbergy hit the floor on their knees at exactly the same time, both crying out like they had just been told their favourite crisps had been discontinued.
Boodram simply sat down with a solemn look, gazing over the whole room in a way that showed he was clearly anticipating their failure.
LaPointe was cooing reassurances that Harris couldn’t hear to Luca, rubbing up and down the trembling rookie’s back, who looked one second away from crying.
Hayes was still smiling, apparently more invested in the baby than he was in winning.
“I’m going to buy them the whole set of DC stuffies so they can start their education young,” he said cheerfully, already scrolling through his phone.
Troy—and this did break Harris’s heart—slowly slumped against him, settling heavily like he had suddenly lost control of his entire body.
He let out a heavy sigh as Harris reached up to slowly stroke his hair.
“Aw, it’s okay, babe. Stuff happens. There’s always next year.”
“Yeah,” Troy sighed. “I’m happy for them. They’re going to be amazing parents, but the timing still sucks.”
Harris turned towards Ilya, ready to congratulate him, but the man was staring at the floor, his shoulders silently shaking.
“Oh, shit,” Troy whispered. “Is he having a breakdown?”
“Um...” Harris blinked. “I honestly do not know.”
Shane hummed, looking down at his identical skates in satisfaction before taking his headphones off and placing them in their designated case.
He turned towards the rest of the room, only to flinch back at everyone staring at him—his husband silently shaking on one side and Luca close to tears on the other.
Eyes wide, he looked around the room.
“What’s going on?”
“Congratulations!”
“How far along are you?”
“Why didn’t you tell us—”
“Not that you had to tell us, it’s your information to share, after all—”
“I can’t wait for the baby shower!” Harris couldn’t help but add to the cacophony of noise, already picturing themes and the games they could play. “Don’t worry, I’ll plan it, I know that its not your type of thing.”
And how well it would do on Twitter, of course.
Shane blinked, looking towards Ilya for help, but the Russian was still too busy silently laughing.
“What baby shower? Who’s pregnant?”
“You are!” Hayes said cheerfully.
Then he shoved his phone in front of Shane.
“What do you think of this Batman onesie?”
“I’m what?!” Shane squeaked, blushing bright red. “I am not pregnant!”
The locker room once again froze.
A sombre mood overtook the room, and Harris couldn’t stop his slight gasp.
“You’re aborting it?” Luca asked, looking torn between relief and sadness.
“Hell yeah, express your bodily autonomy, bro—”
“Your body, your choice, I always say. You need a ride to the clinic?”
The room seemed to split in two: half expressing happiness and relief that Shane wouldn’t be taken out of the playoffs, and the other half disappointed by the lack of a hockey-genius baby.
“Dude, I love you, but you really shouldn’t be using abortion as a contraceptive. You know I love you guys, but maybe it’s time to get condoms,” Boodram said slowly, causing Shane to splutter.
“Are you all fucked in the head?” Shane asked with a scowl, clearly done with the team. “How on earth could I be pregnant?”
“Well...” Troy looked between the team and Shane, unsure. “You know... when mummy and daddy love one another—”
“Yes, exactly!” Shane spat, his eyebrows scrunching together. “Where’s the mummy?”
And with that, another pause overcame the locker room.
Every single person blanked as they thought, Oh shit. Yeah.
“Oh my God, Hollzy, I’m so sorry—”
“Bro, are we dumb?”
“I think we’re all dumb, bro.”
“Shane,” Luca started, his eyes still watering but something like shame showing through, “I am so, so sorry.”
Ilya, for his part in being helpful, burst into laughter.
He looked up at the room, showing off a smile so wide it looked painful, his face red from trying to hold it back.
“And you.” Shane spun towards his husband with a scowl. “Fucking useless, aren’t you? You could have stopped them at any point.”
“Aw, sweetheart, don’t be like that,” Ilya cooed, trying unsuccessfully to hide his smile as he wrapped himself around his husband. “You should be happy they were so supportive. It’ll be useful when I do put a baby in you. Harris was already planning the baby shower.”
“There will be no baby showers and there will be no babies,” Shane hissed, batting Ilya away before turning back to the room. “And you lot. We are about to play one of the most important games in Centaurs team history, and none of you are focusing. Do you want to lose? To bring shame to Ottawa? Every single game, every practice, every early 5 a.m. start was for this. This moment.”
He paused, letting that information settle over the room.
Every single person grew serious, determination and the need to win flashing across their faces.
“Are we going to squander it?” Shane asked, determination filling his voice.
“NO!” the team echoed.
“Are we going to let it pass us by?”
“NO!”
“Are we going to disappoint every single person who travelled hours and miles to watch?!”
“NO!!!”
“Good,” Shane said, stone-cold serious. “Don’t embarrass me.”
“TO MAKING THE RAIDERS CRY. TO BEATING THEM BACK TILL WE WIN. FOR OUR FANS. FOR OUR FAMILY. FOR EACH OTHER. TO VICTORY WE WILL FIGHT!” Ilya suddenly jumped up on the bench, throwing his stick into the air and causing the rest of the team to copy him, everyone joining in with cheers.
Harris watched, his own heart pounding, as the team filed out of the room, still clearly pumped up.
Shane tried to follow, but Ilya grabbed his arm, pulling him back.
“Ilya, what—”
He was cut off by Ilya gripping his face with one hand, holding him firmly enough that Shane couldn’t pull away before pressing a deep, passionate kiss to his lips.
Harris shifted awkwardly in his seat as the vague feeling that they had completely forgotten he was there.
Ilya finally leaned back.
“Good fucking speech, sweetheart.”
Shane’s eyes darkened as they moved to focus on his lips.
“Yeah?”
“Yeah,” Ilya hummed. “So fucking sexy when you take charge.”
“What? You want to call me captain?” Shane teased, his hand moving to cup his husband’s waist. “Maybe it’s time for a roster change.”
Ilya shook his head with a snort, his previous bad mood nowhere to be seen.
“Котёнок, the team would not last one week with you as captain. You would have them running home crying to their mamas, and then where would we be?”
“At the top,” Shane replied almost snidely.
That caused another snort, Ilya’s eyes practically twinkling at Shane’s response. He leaned closer, nuzzling his nose against the side of Shane’s head.
“I think we’re already there. And since I am the captain, without anyone crying.”
Shane chuckled, leaning back to raise an eyebrow.
“You literally made Dykstra cry last week.”
“That was because of plants! How was I meant to know you needed to water cactuses? They live in the desert!”
“They still need water, baby. And I don’t know why the team thought we were ready for a baby when we can’t even keep a plant alive.” Shane shook his head. “They’re fucking idiots.”
“Hmm, yes.” Ilya leaned forwards and pressed a kiss against his forehead. “But they are good at hockey. So let’s go win this, sweetheart.”
“Fuck yeah.”
They both leaned forwards again, kissing before Ilya’s hand sneaked down to give Shane a firm squeeze on the arse before pushing him towards the door.
Just as Shane started walking, Ilya moved forwards and slapped his arse so hard that the sound echoed around the empty locker room.
Or what they clearly thought was an empty locker room.
“ILYA!” Shane hissed.
“For luck, котёнок,” Ilya soothed with a smug grin.
Shane rolled his eyes but walked out swiftly, Ilya quickly following behind him.
Harris blinked, looked down at the camera in his hand and realised that he had never actually turned it on.
For fuck’s sake.
 
Forty-five minutes later found him sitting just behind the coach, his trusty camera ready and recording—not the rink, but the bench.
He was ready.
Ready to record the moments and scenes that would be included in the Stanley Cup run video he would post across all their social media pages, because they would win.
He refused to think otherwise.
Everyone, not just his amazing boyfriend, had worked so hard for this, and they were finally here.
Oh, Harris could just cry.
He would definitely cry when they lifted the Cup.
Except...
Ilya was playing wrong.
The weird mood that had plagued him in the locker room had returned, and it was now affecting him on the ice.
It was clear to anyone who knew him that he was getting frustrated. He was sloppy and overreaching, his shots going too wide and too powerful, barely communicating with his linemates. Both Boodram and Troy were trying to work around him, but Ilya was simply too fast, the only person capable of keeping up with him on the second line.
The good thing was that the power play wasn’t being affected. Shane was able to keep pace with Ilya easily, and the Russian had no problem switching to the wing for his husband.
Harris made sure to record Coach Wiebe slapping his clipboard, looking stressed. He knew it would make a good ‘powerful coach’ clip, as long as he edited out the very PG swear storm the man was currently uttering.
“For all the unicorns in the clouds, SLOW DOWN, ROZANOV!” Wiebe yelled, leaning over the boards and trying to catch the captain’s attention.
“I swear to everything that is cheesy, I’m going to murder that boy,” he muttered to his assistant coach, who simply nodded, knowing better than to actually say anything.
“What’s wrong with him?” he asked the air, his hands tightening around the clipboard. “Now is not the time to be having the yips.”
Harris automatically winced the second the forbidden word came out, the rest of the team following suit.
“Coach!” Luca yelped, looking horrified. “Don’t speak that into existence!”
Shane simply shook his head, ignoring the looks everyone was throwing at Coach.
“It’s not the yips. He’s in the finals for the Stanley Cup, going against the team he built and loved for almost six years. He really wants to win, but he also doesn’t want them to lose. It’s making him... antsy.”
Wiebe groaned, his hands—and therefore the clipboard—sliding down his face.
Harris didn’t record that.
It wasn’t a very ‘powerful coach’ moment.
Then again, the light blue cardigan knitted by his wife wasn’t very ‘powerful coach’ either.
Maybe Harris should ask him to change?
Wiebe sighed, his eyes drifting across the ice, eyebrows furrowed in thought as he clearly tried to figure out how to fix it.
His gaze then drifted across the bench before landing on Shane.
He pursed his lips, and Harris could practically see the steam coming out of his ears from his brain overworking. Then his eyes widened in realisation before being overcome by something dangerously close to fear.
Harris watched, confused but fascinated, as the coach looked wildly around, clearly trying to find another solution to the one he had just thought of.
The horn sounded.
Another goal for Boston.
Now 2–1.
The Boston crowd erupted in thunderous applause.
“Holy cheese balls, I’m going to do this,” Wiebe whispered to himself, horrified, causing both his assistant coach and Harris to look at him in confusion.
“Hollander!” he suddenly called. “Come here, son.”
Shane blinked, confused, but jumped over the section of the bench easily before landing beside the coach. He walked over, looking at him questioningly.
Wiebe coughed awkwardly before taking a deep breath to steady himself.
“Okay. I’m going to start this off by saying I am completely aware that this is highly inappropriate, and I am in no way pressuring you or forcing you to do this. If you want to report this to HR when we get back, that is your right, and you will have my full support. I am willing to sign any statement you write about these events and will not cause trouble if you think disciplinary action is needed—”
Shane put his hands up, looking increasingly confused and worried.
“Wha—Coach, what are you talking about? What event?”
Wiebe let out a sigh that seemed to come from the very depths of his soul. He looked hesitant, but one glance at the ice—where Ilya was currently scowling after overshooting what should have been a simple shot—seemed to solidify his decision.
“I am going to ask you a question. I am going to ask you to do something for me. It is highly inappropriate and somewhat illegal, but it is necessary for the victory of this game.”
“Okay...” Shane frowned. “Coach, I’m not putting a bomb in the home locker room.”
“What?!” Wiebe leaned back, spluttering. “No! What in the unicorn? Who would ask you to do that?”
Shane looked away, blushing slightly, his eyes darting towards Ilya.
“No one. Just a random thought.”
“Right...” Wiebe paused. “You can say no.”
“Okay?”
Wiebe winced but steeled himself, rushing out the words.
“I need you to calm Ilya down.”
Shane blinked before slowly nodding.
“I know. I’m trying, but it’s a tough situation for him—”
“No.” Wiebe interrupted, shaking his head, a slight blush appearing on his face. “I need you to calm him down.”
Shane frowned, confused. “Yes, I know. As I just said, I’m trying—”
“Not that type of calm!” Wiebe squeaked, now refusing to look at Shane.
“What?”
“He means he wants you to take Ilya to the locker room and make him cum,” Harris helpfully clarified, leaning forwards with a grin.
Both Wiebe and Shane jumped apart, bright red, having apparently forgotten that Harris could hear them.
Shane snorted, shaking his head. “Yeah, right, Harris. Like Coach would mean that—”
He turned towards Wiebe, clearly expecting him to join in on his incredulous look.
Instead, he found the coach staring determinedly straight ahead, lips pursed.
“Oh my God.” His voice dropped in horror, “You do mean that.”
“I’m sorry,” Wiebe whispered, sounding completely defeated, “but every time you two sneak off for… time together, he always comes back like he’s just downed a diazepam.”
Shane’s face dropped, somehow paling and blushing at the same time, which was an interesting look.
“Coach, you—you know? What did you— I’m so sorry. I know it’s completely and utterly unprofessional. It won’t happen ag—”
“Calm down, Hollander.” Wiebe waved a hand, but was tellingly not making eye contact and had a blush of his own going on. “I didn’t say anything because, quite thankfully, it does wonders for team chemistry and your composure on the ice.”
“It does?” Shane squeaked, looking at the floor, bright red.
Wiebe ignored him, coughing awkwardly. “So, I’m going to switch Ilya out with Lucas on the first line for the rest of the first period, then I’ll keep the boys on the bench for the break instead of sending them to the room, so you’ll have roughly fifteen minutes to… get the job done.”
“Coach,” Shane spluttered, “I don’t know if this—”
“Hollander. Fifteen minutes. Is that enough time?”
Shane snapped straight, his coach’s suddenly serious voice making him serious in return.
“Yes,” Shane said quickly, still flushed. His eyes locked onto his husband just in time to watch him snap his stick over his knee.
Shane winced, looking back to Coach. “You should probably pull him off the ice before he punches St. Simon. He’s been chirping him the whole game.”
“Homophobic stuff?” Harris asked concerned, the camera that was still recording dipping towards the floor.
“No, he would never do that.” Shane shook his head, a slight smile on his face. “He’s been calling Anya a bad dog.”
Harris snorted. “Oh my God, are you serious?”
“Unfortunately.” Shane sighed heavily. “Ilya made the mistake of telling Cliff that Anya failed her obedience class for the fourth time, and apparently that news is worthy of being locker-room gossip.”
“And that got to him?” Harris asked incredulously.
Shane snorted. “I saw his eye twitch, and I swear to God, he almost dropped his gloves. He gets so aggravated sometimes about things that don’t matter, especially today. He dropped his McMuffin this morning and I swear to God, he almost cried with rage.”
“So you see the problem,” Coach cut in, blinking rapidly as he eyed Ilya’s demeanour on the ice. “A problem you can fix in fifteen minutes.”
“I don’t need fifteen minutes,” Shane immediately said before his eyes went wide, his blush deepening at what he had just admitted to his coach and boss. “I mean—I didn’t—”
Wiebe let out a heavy sigh, waving a hand. “Don’t try, kid. I’ve seen you sneak in and out of the sports equipment room within ten minutes more times than I appreciate. I just thought I’d give you an extra five to get your head back into the game.”
“Um, thank you?” Shane said awkwardly, looking towards the locker room and refusing to make eye contact. “I’ll just… go?”
“Yeah, better not to see you go in together.” Wiebe nodded. “I’ll send Ilya in when we switch lines. Don’t be late.”
“Of course, Coach.” Shane nodded rapidly, his face still pink, before walking away as quickly as possible in his skates.
“So you’re actually doing this, huh?” Harris asked Coach, unable to believe this was actually happening. “Using the power of gay sex to win the cup?”
“Unicorns forgive me, but I am.” Wiebe sighed heavily, as if the weight of the world was on his shoulders.
Or, more accurately, the weight of winning the playoffs for the first time in thirty years.
“Smile for the camera!” Harris said enthusiastically, knowing Wiebe’s wife would laugh hysterically at the video.
“Go find a horn to hug, Harris,” he snapped, knowing exactly what Harris was doing and that he was in for a world of teasing from his wife.
He suddenly stepped forward to yell for a line change, switching Luca and Ilya, both of whom gave him confused looks but knew better than to argue with Coach in public.
“Locker room. Fifteen minutes,” Wiebe said to Ilya seriously, not letting any true emotion show on his face.
Ilya frowned, enhancing his already grumpy scowl. “What? Coach, why did you take me off? There’s nothing wrong—”
“Locker room. Fifteen minutes. Go.” He repeated himself sternly, raising a brow when Ilya didn’t move in challenge.
Ilya let out a theatrical huff but walked off quickly, clearly confused.
“You know…” Harris helpfully informed him, unable to believe this had actually just happened during a game televised across the world, with thousands of people watching. “You’re in for a world full of teasing if the rest of the boys find out.”
“If we win the Cup, then it will have been worth it,” Wiebe said determinedly, more like a war general sending a troop of men to die in battle than a coach sending two of his players to fuck so they could play better hockey.
“You’re a good coach,” Harris said, sensing the mental struggle the older man was going through and deciding to earn his paycheck.
“But am I a good man?” Wiebe asked heavily.
And for a second, Harris saw a wise old man sitting atop a mountain, having abandoned his past life because it was so full of trauma, instead living out his days giving advice to others.
Then Harris blinked, and he was back at the rink, watching a bunch of oversized toddlers bash each other into the boards while wearing knives on their feet, their handler having an existential crisis over how to manage them.
“Yes, I do. And I think any other coach would agree with you about doing whatever is needed to win,” Harris said, because he was nice and there was nothing wrong with increasing one’s job security.
“And I also think you’re being dramatic,” he added, because deep down, he didn’t know when to shut up.
“Shut up, Harris.”
“Shutting up, sir.”
Fifteen minutes to the dot later, Ilya came swanning out of the locker room door and into the tunnel, a grin on his face and breathing only slightly harder than usual.
Harris couldn’t stop himself from swinging around, investigating Ilya’s suddenly relaxed posture.
His jersey was slightly ruffled at the bottom, like someone had held it tightly in a scrunched-up fist. His shoulders were relaxed, that looseness travelling down his whole body to his feet as he walked lazily back towards the rink. Dark blond curls had come undone, mostly hidden by his helmet, thank God, curling around the sharp arch of his cheekbones, which were only slightly flushed.
He looked like a completely different man. Gone was the grumpy, scowling brute from before, replaced by the smiling, laughing menace people had come to expect.
Harris watched, curious and only slightly horny, as Ilya reached back towards the door and practically hurled Shane out.
The other man seemed almost wobbly on his skates, leaning against the wall, his neck arching when Ilya pressed in close. His knee seemed to give out for a split second, but Ilya was there with a heavy hand on his waist, pressing him back against the wall.
Harris unashamedly lifted his camera, using it as a telescope to zoom in closer. He could now see the hand Shane had wrapped around the back of Ilya’s neck. His dark brown eyes were fluttering as Ilya muttered something to him, leaning in to rub their noses together.
Shane’s expression was soft in a way Harris had rarely seen, except in the video Troy had oh so helpfully recorded, brows furrowed and lips slack.
It was utterly intimate. It was utterly them. And Harris probably shouldn’t be ears dropping – or well, eye dropping (Was that a word?), and definitely shouldn’t be recording.
But he was.
Oh, well, what was the saying? Curiosity killed the cat but satisfaction brought it back?
And Harris fucking loved cats. And dogs. He couldn’t forget Chiron.
He couldn’t hear what they were saying, but he was able to lip-read the word hockey on Ilya’s lips.
Shane muttered something back, his eyes closing and head rolling towards his shoulder, but he was interrupted by Ilya reaching up and playfully slapping him twice on the cheek.
Well, playful for them. Harris was pretty sure he would count that as a bitch slap if someone did it to him.
But it seemed to work for them.
Shane straightened up, like the slap was some type of signal. His eyes cleared, and the soft expression on his face turned to stone. The famous hockey robot look that had earned him hundreds of compliments for being completely untouchable on the ice coming back like it had never left for the tender soft look.
Ilya leaned back, now only connected to Shane by their hands, seeming to check on his husband one last time. Harris watched greedily as Shane nodded, dark black hair that had clearly been freshly pulled and tugged flopping back into his face.
Ilya turned swiftly on his blades, as only someone as skilled as him could, skating straight back onto the ice. Coach had seen him approaching and already switched the lines.
The arena cheered, both sides excited to see the league menace back on the ice. Ilya playfully threw his stick into the air, causing the noise to increase.
Harris watched with bated breath as St. Simon skated up with a grin, his mouth opening to chirp something Harris couldn’t hear.
Ilya, in contrast to his attitude before, just laughed. He smirked before replying with something that made the other player’s face drop, causing Ilya to skate off with an exaggerated laugh.
Shane flopped onto the bench near Harris, the rest of the team giving him confused looks, except for LaPointe, who seemed to snort.
He then leaned over and tapped Shane on the shoulder, leaning in so only they could hear his words.
Well. Them and Harris.
“You’ve got a bit of something there,” LaPointe whispered with a wide smirk.
“What? Where?” Shane asked, confused and unsuspecting.
LaPointe didn’t say anything, just pointed to the corner of his mouth. Shane frowned, confused, but lifted one gloved hand to swipe across it.
Harris bit his tongue to stop himself from saying anything, watching as Shane’s eyes widened at the now-wet white mark on the back of his glove.
“I, um—it’s just—I brushed my teeth,” Shane quickly stumbled out, bright red.
“Uh-huh.” LaPointe nodded innocently, but the glint in his eyes made it clear this wouldn’t be the last of it. “Toothpaste. Sure. Why wouldn’t you randomly brush your teeth in the middle of a game?”
“Wha—” Luca turned from where he was sitting next to him. “Toothpaste? I don’t get it?”
LaPointe chuckled, shaking his head as he got up to join the other players on the ice, Shane stumbling only once before practically feeling towards the ice bright red.
“Don’t worry about it. I’ll tell you later.”
“Okay.” Luca shrugged.
Harris let the camera fall, shaking his head in disbelief and laughing slightly.
He couldn’t believe this was actually his life. Who else had this type of shit going on in theirs?
A power play was called then, Ilya lighting up like a dog that had just heard the word treat, practically skipping onto the ice.
A heavy sigh caught Harris’s attention, making him swing the camera back to Coach, who was now covering his head with his clipboard.
Harris watched as Wiebe slowly swung it back, tapping himself on the head once, then twice, and then a third time.
“Um, I’m just going to— just let me,” the assistant coach muttered, moving forward to slowly slide the clipboard out of Wiebe’s hands.
He then winced as that didn’t stop the older man, who simply ended up slapping his own face with his hands instead.
“Look at them. They’re playing beautifully,” Wiebe said, his tone closer to despair and disgust than the excitement most coaches would feel when watching their players pull ahead.
“Is this how we win? Is this a sign? Should I start putting scented candles and roses in the locker room?” Coach asked, looking towards Harris for some reason.
Why was he looking at him?
“Uh? A sign of what?”
Wiebe let out a sigh so heavy Harris could see some of the fans closest to them turn around in confusion.
“Maybe I should make sure they… spend quality time together before every match.”
Harris snorted. “You’d be willing to do that? Make the locker room romantic to encourage them to fuck?”
The buzzer went off then.
Another point for Ottawa.
3–2.
“At this rate, I might just start encouraging the whole team.” Weibe responded dryly, shaking his head with a laugh, eyes locked onto the teams power couple who were now skating back to the bench, grinning at each other the whole way.
 
They had done it.
They had fucking done it!
“We fucking did it, boys! The Cup is ours!” Ilya yelled, his face red from exertion as he screamed from the bottom of his lungs, spit flying everywhere.
The whole team cheered back, champagne, jerseys and confetti—where did they get confetti?!?—flying around the room, leaving everyone half-naked, sticky and colourful.
Harris made sure to record, keeping the camera in its prime position and finding the best angles. He’d already given Troy his kiss and congratulations on the ice so he could focus on doing his job.
The atmosphere was absolutely electric, the cheering still not quieting and smiles everywhere. Even Coach had gotten into the celebrations, throwing off his cardigan to do the ‘Ted Lasso’ dance surrounded by his team.
Boodram was sat on the bench, absolutely bawling, tears slipping down his face. His tears had only briefly stopped for the celebration on the ice; the second he came back into the room, his feelings had overcome him again. Dykstra, smiling so widely it looked like it hurt, was trying to soothe the large man.
He wasn’t doing a very good job.
Young and Holmberg were doing some complicated dance-handshake, repeatedly saying “bro” to each other in various tones. Harris watched with a raised eyebrow as they suddenly slammed their heads together, apparently forgetting they had taken off their helmets, leading to them both being knocked to the floor with identical groans.
LaPointe and Haas were stood close together in the corner, Luca slumped against the wall, allowing himself to be held in place by LaPointe, who was grinning with one hand cupped around the back of his neck.
Hayes was jumping up and down, still half in his gear and holding a champagne bottle. He wasn’t even drinking it, just spraying everyone else.
Chouinard was doing the shuffle, egged on by Dillon.
Hollander and Rozanov were… missing???
Harris blinked, looking around the room and trying to see if they were hiding under a bench or some other object.
Huh.
Well, Harris could guess what they were doing.
He would leave them alone for now.
Music was blasting and everyone was everywhere, the scent of sweat and sweet alcohol almost becoming overwhelming.
They were all now rushing to get changed, ready to head to the official ceremony, then the after-party, and then the after-after-party.
Ilya and Shane had stumbled back in at some point, hair messy and lips swollen, breathing suspiciously hard.
Harris had kindly not recorded them, knowing Ilya’s unzipped fly would have been spotted immediately.
Currently, Harris was going around the locker room, doing a quick video of everyone’s outfits.
He had just finished recording Luca, the younger man dressed in a light blue suit that complemented his eyes, making him give one last spin before letting him stumble away to a waiting LaPointe.
“Shane Hollander,” Harris couldn’t help but coo, walking towards the man who had just finished fastening his watch, the last one left in the locker room apart from his husband who was fussing over his hair in the mirror.
“Harris Drover,” Shane shot back dryly, looking over his shoulder at the perfect angle to show off his jaw, sharp enough to cut. Harris might have sighed a little.
“And here we have Shane Hollander, the man responsible for three of the seven goals that won us the playoffs,” Harris sighed out, admiration clear in his voice. “Give us a spin, Shane.”
“It was a team effort,” Shane immediately responded before looking at the camera with a deer-in-the-headlights expression and awkwardly spinning on his heel.
“Really,” Harris couldn’t help but ask, the camera dropping slightly, “you record hundreds of advertisements and photoshoots throughout the year, but you can’t do a twirl on camera?”
“That’s different,” Shane immediately argued, a blush forming on his cheeks. “That’s a professional environment, not… this.” He waved around the locker room with one hand.
Harris rolled his eyes but carried on.
“And now tell us what you’re wearing.”
“Uh… a blue suit?”
“The brand, Shane. The brand.”
“Oh.” Shane’s eyes lit up in realisation, but then he looked down, completely clueless. “I don’t know. Ilya dresses me,” he admitted honestly.
Harris opened his mouth but was interrupted by the other half of the power couple. Ilya, dressed up in his own expensive suit, was standing behind his husband with a grin. He wrapped one strong arm around Shane’s waist, pulling him back and squeezing him with a grin.
“Don’t bother asking him anything. The only brands he knows are the ones he’s the ambassador for.” Ilya snorted, looking down at Shane with a smile. “Much better to ask me, yes? The most fashionable one in the room,” he said cockily.
“Shut up.” Shane rolled his eyes, reaching back to pinch Ilya.
“Okay, then give us the rundown,” Harris said, motioning towards Shane.
Ilya immediately ran his hands down his husband’s front, starting at his shoulders and ending at his hips, giving them a squeeze.
“He is wearing a bespoke suit by William Westmancott, but the shirt—”
“William Westmancott?” Harris couldn’t help but ask, having never heard of the designer.
Ilya nodded, his eyes still locked on his husband, who was staring at the wall with a slight blush, just letting his husband caress him up and down his body. “Yes, the designer is from England. All of his suits are woven in a traditional English mill using Sea Island cotton, which makes it soft and lightweight, and the stitching is done with thoroughbred horsehair so it doesn’t lose its shape. I spent a very long time looking for the best fabrics for my sweetheart.”
“It’s stitched with what?!”
“Shh,” Ilya shushed, still running his hands up and down Shane. “He is in very high demand. It took some convincing to make a suit for my Shanya without seeing him in person, but I managed to convince him to go off the measurements I sent.”
His hands moved to Shane’s belt buckle, running along it, his pinky fingers grazing Shane’s lower stomach where his white shirt was tucked in.
“The shirt is silk, by Hermès, also tailored.”
Harris bit his lip as Ilya’s hands moved back to Shane’s hips, shifting the suit jacket out of the way to show how the silk shirt clung to his waist and hips, showing off his figure.
“The belt is custom Gucci with twenty-five carats of diamonds—”
Shane tried to turn around, but Ilya’s grip was too tight, leaving him shaking his head and looking panicked.
“These are real diamonds?!?”
Ilya’s hand traced down Shane’s arm to grasp his wrist, bringing it up to kiss the back of it while showing the watch, bracelets and ring that were on it.
“Of course. His Rolex—he can’t legally leave the house without one on his wrist—but this one I commissioned for his birthday. Its original design was the Antimagnetique, but I had it changed to have it studded with diamonds, as well as changing the buckle because I know he doesn’t like deployant clasps,” Ilya explained, twisting Shane’s wrist to show the inside of his wrist, accidentally—or not—flashing the diamonds that sat just between too much and just enough.
Harris licked his lips, zooming the camera in on Ilya’s confident hold, the video slowly turning more sensual than he thought possible.
Just something about Ilya quite literally manhandling his husband like he owned him was doing something for Harris.
“His bangles and cufflinks are also from Rolex,” Ilya almost purred, pointing out the gold flat bracelets that sat flush against his skin, framing his watch. The cufflinks, in the shape of miniature crowns, caught the locker-room light, shining into the camera.
He twisted Shane’s wrist further to show the back of his hand. His gold wedding ring, which usually sat alone, was now adorned with two new thin bands: the top one studded with diamonds along its entire surface, and the bottom one with only a single diamond in the centre.
The two new rings brought even more attention to his wedding ring. Harris decided that was probably intentional, considering they were about to walk into a gala full of men drooling over his husband.
Ilya’s arm came underneath Shane’s armpit and across his chest, his hand moving to frame Shane’s face. His fingers pressed tightly against his flushed cheeks, forcing his head to turn and show off his necklace and earring.
“His necklace is by Shay Jewelry, their new Diamond & Emerald Baguette Tennis Necklace, and his diamond stud is by Tiffany & co.”
Ilya kept one strong hand cupping Shane’s jaw, turning him this way and that, so casually dominant that it made Harris sweat.
“His socks are his usual, boring cashmere ones by Loro Piana, and his shoes are, as always, by Reebok, but this time from the Maison Margiela collaboration.” Ilya continued, a smug smile on his face, seemingly genuinely enthusiastic to talk about how he had decided to dress his husband, clearly taking pride in the amount of money he had spent.
All the while he was talking, his hands did not stop moving, smoothing down the fabric over his husband’s body, caressing his face and lower body, seemingly unable to stop touching him for even one second. Harris watched with bated breath as Shane’s eyes fluttered, leaning into his husband’s touch.
He was visibly softening right in front of Harris’s very eyes, Ilya’s petting and stroking relaxing him into a space Harris didn’t think he was meant to see.
“Oh, I almost forgot,” Ilya grinned, looking down at his husband fondly. “Show Harris what’s in your pocket, sweetheart.”
Shane didn’t say anything. Only the slight nod let Harris know he had heard. Slowly, he moved one hand to his inside pocket, where it had been clinging to Ilya’s arm wrapped around his waist.
Harris blinked as Shane pulled out a jet-flame lighter, the silver case etched with something in Russian alongside a date, the lid of the lighter studded with diamonds.
“He’s decided to take up smoking?” Harris strangely asked Ilya, then paused.
Shane had just taken out the lighter, and common thought would suggest that it was his, yet Harris had just addressed Ilya when talking about Shane. He had, in fact, been doing it the whole time Ilya was explaining Shane’s outfit.
Why was he doing that?
Was it because Ilya had been so dominating since they had won, his leadership turning his presence into a forceful thing that seemed to spread and press down across the whole room?
Was it the way Shane wasn’t fighting against it, letting Ilya speak for him and quite literally direct his body?
Was it the atmosphere that had slowly become heated, at least to Harris, watching Ilya treat Shane like he was an extension of himself?
Ilya cut in then, breaking his thoughts.
“No.” He rolled his eyes. He didn’t say anything, but Harris could tell he was calling him stupid in his head. “It’s for me. We had a deal. I score more than 25 goals throughout the playoffs, and I get a whole twenty-four hours to smoke with no nagging.”
Shane pursed his lips at that, his soft expression remaining even as irritation became clear to see. He didn’t say anything about it however, sticking to the terms of the deal.
“So,” Ilya purred, “I thought, why not have a pretty little thing be my fire holder?” His hand slid up then, once again forcing Shane’s head to the side so he could press kisses against his jawline.
“That’s… a lot of diamonds,” Harris said, for lack of anything better, because he wasn’t touching whatever weird dominance posturing that was going on with a 10-foot pole.
“He looks good in them,” Ilya said simply.
“He looks expensive,” Harris snorted. “Seriously, all together, how much is he wearing?”
He knew he shouldn’t ask, not only because he would have to edit it out in case of negative reactions from the fans—jealousy was a powerful motivator for hate comments, not that Harris could judge much considering that before he got together with his millionaire boyfriend, he’d left one or two bitter comments on wealthy influencers’ posts—but also because Shane never reacted well to finding out Ilya had spent a ridiculous amount of money on him.
However, considering his dazed state at the moment, Harris was willing to bet he would be forgiven.
“Um.” Ilya’s head tilted to the side as he thought. “Well, the watch alone was 2.8 million, and the suit and shirt probably add up to just under 200,000. The necklace, rings, bracelets, shoes, and belt are most likely sitting just under 250,000.”
Harris blinked, his mouth dropping open in shock.
“3.25 mil?” he squeaked.
Ilya just smiled, nodding happily. “That was quick maths. Well done.”
Well, that felt strangely vindicating.
Harris definitely wasn’t going to think about that tonight.
“That’s ridiculous. For one outfit? Please tell me you understand how unfathomably ridiculous that is?”
Ilya just shrugged, still holding Shane close, who still didn’t quite seem to be back on Earth, his eyes half-closed and focused on the wall behind Harris.
“He’s worth it. You want to know what is ridiculous?” Ilya asked pointedly. “The fact that his socks are probably the most expensive thing he’s wearing.”
“What? How?” Harris spluttered.
“Mister Fancy Pants here,” Ilya started, squeezing Shane on the hips and nuzzling the side of his face when it made Shane arch back, “can only wear socks made with cashmere. Cashmere is not what anyone would call a durable material, so after about four washes, it’s time to bin them.” He looked at Harris then with a raised eyebrow. “A packet of three goes for about 490, and they last maybe a week. I’m pretty sure we spend at least a half a million a year just on socks.”
Ilya laughed then, as did Harris. However, Harris was pretty sure they were laughing for different reasons, as he felt almost like crying.
“Okay then, thank you for that amazingly detailed description—”
“Ah! Wait!” Ilya cut him off with a sultry smirk. “I forgot one.” His hands trailed back down Shane’s chest and gripped his belt, playfully tugging it. “His panties are by McQueen—”
“Ilya!”
Well, that seemed to wake Shane up. The other man immediately pulled himself out of Ilya’s grip, turning around and slapping his husband across the chest.
Harris let them bicker, stopping the recording and watching it back on the camera.
And … shit.
He couldn’t use any of this.
Without sound, the video only showed Ilya caressing Shane’s body, his hands running up and down his chest, over his arms, around his hips, and back up to frame his neck. Large, strong hands slipped over silky fabric, Shane’s twitching limbs responding instinctively to the warm presence.
It looked intimate, personal, and like a moment that shouldn’t be shared.
It looked like a fucking porn video.
He coughed awkwardly, shuffling on his feet and hoping his jeans were thick enough to hide any external reaction. Thankfully, the growing rage at once again not having a video he could post—even after all these attempts—was a good distraction.
“For fuck’s sake,” Harris hissed, looking up to glare at Ilya, who was currently muttering something under his breath to Shane that was causing him to blush.
“Ilya.”
“Yes, Harris?”
“I can’t use any of this,” he said dryly, waving the camera around.
“What? Why?” Ilya asked, looking offended.
“Because you treating Shane like your prized dress-up doll looks like a fucking porno that should be on Twitter!” Harris said heatedly.
“Oh, it does?” Ilya perked up, apparently not seeing the problem. “Send it to me, please. It can join our collection.”
“What collection—”
“Do. Not. Answer. That.” Shane hissed, fully back in his own body. He tightened his watch strap and started towards the door. “Come on. We’re late.”
“Of course, моя любовь,” Ilya said happily, almost skipping towards the door.
“And Harris,” Shane paused, glancing over his shoulder with one hand on the doorframe. “Delete that video.”
“Of course,” he replied immediately, not wanting to ever find out what the silent threat in Shane’s voice meant. “I’ll do it when I get home—I mean, right now.”
Shane nodded once and walked off, the light illuminating his frame and almost making him seem to glow.
Harris almost sighed, and Ilya definitely did, automatically following after his husband without a second look back at Harris.
Rude.
Harris looked around the now-empty locker room, knowing he had to rush back to his apartment to get ready, then meet Troy at the gala.
He didn’t have time to do anything else.
Definitely didn’t have time to have some personal time to himself in the shower.
He looked down at the camera in his hand.
The video wasn’t long. Maybe fifteen minutes. Ten, if he was quick.
He set off towards home, rushing out of the arena.
He could spare fifteen minutes.
 
A week later, he sat at his desk at home, going over all the ‘Hollanov’ footage collected over the past year.
 
It had taken weeks to go through it, carefully editing and slicing out any clips that hinted at their sex life or BDSM tendencies. Which, fuck him, had taken hours due to the sheer number of times either Shane or Ilya would get distracted by each other and end up revealing something they would rather not share.
It also held the video from the club, from after the gala, where both Shane and Ilya had gotten a bit too drunk and shared more than they would be comfortable with when sober. Harris wasn’t bothered. Quite honestly, he liked knowing how their dynamic worked after being a front-row watcher to it for the past year.
And yes, he and Troy did have an amazing night after trying what Ilya had described.
He had helpfully named the two video groups ‘Hollanov (Edited)’ and ‘Hollanov (Unedited)’.
He uploaded the videos and spun around in his chair, his head tilting back as he thought about the new sewing machine and the ridiculous amount of Ben & Jerry’s he was going to buy from the promotion this video was sure to get him.
Harris swung back towards his laptop with a happy sigh, only for his heart to drop.
NO!!! NO!!! NO!!! NO!!! NO!!! NO!!!
THIS WASN’T REAL!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!
THIS COULDN’T BE HAPPENING!!!
This was the end, the end of his job, the end of his relationship with troy, not just Ilya and Shane.
He was going to get fired. Maybe even arrested.
What the fuck did he just do?
On his laptop screen, the just-uploaded video got its first likes.
The title ‘Hollanov (Unedited)’ stared back at him.





  
    Chapter End Notes

    Can you believe there was originally going to be a whole other scene about the nightclub that would have probably added another 10k words?

The only reason this is posted is because I want it out before I leave it stuck on my laptop forever, but I do have plans to expand on the fic—just not in this story as i want to turn it into a series.

I’m not going to give you a timeline for that because I don’t even know the timeline myself, so bookmark it, I guess???

Please leave a comment. It is my only current source of self-worth as due to the amazing job market we are currently experiencing, and my degree has turned into a very expensive piece of paper.

Hope you liked it!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!


  


      

  












      Chapter 9: Series
  








  This is now a series!

More to be added soon!
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