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1. Chapter 1

Notes for the Chapter:Didn't plan on writing for this fandom but I am on cold medicine and went into a fugue state and wrote this in three hours.

Title from 24hr Dog by FKA twigs.




    
    It's Hollander’s fault.

Actually, it's all Hollander's fault, from fucking Saskatchewan on. Please note for the record. Because Ilya is many things — best hockey player since Wayne Gretzky, built like a Greek god, dumb when his dick is hard — but he is not normally so dumb that four years in he is still risking his career, family, and reputation for some Canadian pussy. Which officially makes this the dumbest thing he’s ever done, a record previously held by #2, Sasha, and #1, the American ambassador's daughter.

But this specific Canadian pussy, and the extremely boring Canadian man to whom it is attached — well, he does not have the words for it, in either language. It’s a good thing no one else has access to it. Economies would collapse. Wars would break out. Civilization might end.

Anyway.

The whole punishment thing is Hollander’s fault.

He asked. Sort of.

The first time it happens, Hollander is kneeling on a hotel carpet and sucking Ilya’s cock like the gutter whore his mother did not raise him to be. Ilya is saying many things, mostly fuuuuck and Hollllllaaander, and cupping Hollander’s skull in his hands as he takes Ilya’s cock into the spasming furrow of his throat and makes wet, desperate sounds.

“Don’t swallow,” Ilya says before he comes, because he likes to see it, the cream on the tongue, and hear Hollander’s pathetic little whines until Ilya lets him close his mouth and swallow like a good boy. He even pulls his cock a few inches back from the vise of Hollander’s throat to better sit it on his tongue, magnanimously. But after he’s come and pulled his spit-shiny cock from Hollander’s mouth, Hollander doesn’t keep his mouth open for Ilya’s perusal.

“I swallowed. I’m sorry,” he says hoarsely.

“’s okay,” Ilya says generously, patting him roughly on the cheek.

“No,” Hollander says meaningfully, “I made a mistake. I’m sorry.”

“Really, it is fine,” Ilya says with a yawn.

“I’m really sorry,” Hollander says, staring him straight in the dick.

It still takes Ilya another second, because excuse him, but his English is not one hundred percent and also his brain just got shot straight through his dick. But then —

“Ah,” he says. “Yes. You made mistake. I must… punish you?” And Hollander manages to nod, shake his head, say “sorry” again, and push his face into Ilya’s thigh all at the same time.

So. That’s how it happens. And how it keeps happening. Because now Hollander makes a “mistake” nearly every time.

It’s — if Ilya thought regular fucking with Hollander was good — the punishments — again, words fail. But the problem — not a problem, but a complication — a nice complication, he’s not complaining — is that Hollander enjoys it too much.

Ilya puts Hollander over his knee and spanks him until his ass is cherry red and he’s hiccoughing tears: and Hollander likes it. Ilya slaps his cheeks and calls him his filthy little slut: and Hollander likes it. Ilya makes him kneel in a running shower and pisses on him, his cock and panting face: and Hollander likes it. Ilya grinds a booted foot into the crotch of his jeans and tells him he’s not allowed to come, not today, not tomorrow, not until he sees Ilya again in a month: and Hollander really likes that.

The solution comes to him in a dream. Well. Ilya has many dreams about Hollander. He has not washed his bedsheets so often since he was twelve. But there is one dream that strikes him as particularly inspired.

It coincides with another idea, although it was less an idea than a momentary impulse. He had been at the Back Bay 24-Hour CVS, truly a low point of American culture, buying Gatorade, condoms, and cough drops, when he had seen a dog collar on a shelf of pet supplies, pink with a heart-shaped name tag. He had snapped a photo and sent to Hollander, with I buy for you, yes?

Hollander had left him on read for a week, a week in which he broke his own record for goals per game twice, got into three fights on the ice, and made Man in the Crease wonder if he was developing CTE. When he was finally in Ilya’s place at the end of the week, Ilya had a collar ready — not the cheap CVS one, because he was a gentleman, but a soft, buttery leather contraption purchased from a ludicrously expensive website with discrete wording, and for which he had paid nearly double for overnight shipping. He had decided on a dark green, because the idea of Shane in a pink one made him forget both languages and he had decided to, for the first time in his life, not go for everything at once and hold off on too much icing for the cake or whatever the fuck.

The green looks good on Hollander. He should wear it more often. Or maybe he should just always wear what Ilya tells him to. When Ilya attaches the leash his eyes do that half–shut, fluttery thing that makes Ilya feel about ten feet tall, and he reaches for Ilya's a dick.

“Ah, no,” Ilya says, jerking him still with the leash. “That is not for you today. Did you think leash was your punishment?”

Hollander’s expression tells him that he very much did.

“This is not punishment,” Ilya says, jerking him around some more because he can. “This you enjoy too much.”

“What the fuck, Rozanov,” Hollander says, with as much indignation as someone ready to come in his pants can manage.

“No, no. Your punishment is that today I am tired. Yes, I need break. Today, you top.”

It’s gratifying to see how expeditiously Hollander loses his shit. Ilya smiles through the sixty seconds it takes Hollander to say “What? I — No, what?”, start hyperventilating, blink back the tears starting to gather at the corners of his eyes, and do everything he can to convey to Ilya that he really, truly, absolutely cannot handle this.

It’s sweet. Ilya thinks Hollander should maybe see a therapist.

“Da, Hollander,” he says instead. “Will be good. You can learn what it means to be real man. And I get to rest for once.”

“Rozanov,” Hollander says, and he is desperate and shaking his head but does not seem aware that he is nodding, too.

“Oh, so is my fault I am big strong top with giant Russian dick and all little bitch boys want to bend over for me? No one cares about my prostate?” Ilya says. He does not say that this will be a first time for him, too. He is trying not to think about Hollander’s first time, their first time, and how softly and sweetly Hollander had opened for him, how it had made Ilya want to lock him in a box where no one could ever hurt him, because it’s not about that, it’s about finally having an actual punishment for Hollander, and Ilya getting something he’s wanted for a while, and Alexei calls him a faggot anyway, so he might as well embrace it.

Hollander has his face pressed hard into Ilya’s shirt, which already feels a little damp.

“Is ok,” Ilya says. “You will not be in charge. You will never be in charge. That is what leash is for, yes?”

This seems to calm Hollander a fraction, and the leash is in fact very useful for jerking him where Ilya wants, which for the start is kneeling by Ilya’s bed, his face glued between Ilya’s cheeks. This they have done before, and Hollander is good at it, eating him out like it’s an honor, tongue laving over whorled skin and pubic hair and plunging hungrily inward. Ilya grunts and tries to keep his knees as close to his shoulders as possible as he holds Hollander in place and tells him when to add fingers.

When he's ready he yanks at the leash and pats the bed beside him. "Up."

Hollander scrambles up eagerly. Interesting. Ilya tries to kiss him so filthily he'll forget what's coming next, and from Hollander's expression it half works, but by the time Ilya has put lube on his cock the panic is back on his face.

Ilya bares his teeth and tightens his hold on the leash. "Put it in, Hollander."

Shane Hollander does as he's told.

Ilya lets out a sound he's never made before and throws his head back against the pillow, his consciousness arcing out of the room and into space as he realizes fuck and yes and almost hurts and so good and they were right, every asshole on the ice, I love to take it in the ass. And then he's brought immediately back into the room by the realization that Hollander has pitched forward to bury his face in Ilya's shoulder, each stuttering thrust of his hips punctuated by a sob.

Ilya grins, feral. Oh, he could eat him. Why had no one told him it could feel like this? He is not invaded but enveloping, not penetrated but surrounding. Hollander's cock is inside him, and that makes it his.

His scratches his fingernails through Hollander's hair and shakes him. "You are going to come, Hollander?” He asks, and feels the nod against his skin. He digs his nails in. "But that would make you bad dog. I come first. You must make me come."

Hollander is still crying, but he wasn't second drafted in the MLH for nothing, and despite the state of overwhelmed abjection Ilya's ass has thrown him into he manages to get a hand around Ilya's cock.

Ilya shoves him a bit upright so he can see his face as he jerks Ilya's cock and tries to regulate the rhythm of his thrusts. Ilya thought he had seen him in every state of sexual emotion, but never like this, the bitten back sobs and the ugly, snotty tears that make him so pretty. He wants to protect him. He wants to hurt him. He settles for grabbing the leash tighter.

"Yes, good, fuck, harder, Hollander…"

His orgasm rolls through him like thunder and he just manages to keep his eyes open and grit out "Ok, now, good boy” and Hollander collapses on top of him with an undignified spasm. They lie like that, heaving, sweat-slick. Hollander is not sobbing anymore, but tears still tremble on his eyelashes. Ilya kisses them away, murmurs in Russian, calls him sweetheart and darling and my good little faggot. They lie together for so long that they start to shiver, and Ilya, thinking with weariness about how wonderful he is, gets up despite the sting in his ass to fetch warm washcloths and clean them both. He realizes he forgot the condom. Whoops. He's sure he will be fine, but Hollander, Hollander should probably get tested. He crawls back in bed and stretches like a cat while Hollander gets dressed.

“Was good, yes? We do again?”

Hollander's face is doing something Ilya is too tired to read. “Uh yeah, definitely. Sounds like a plan.” He’s not quite making eye contact with Ilya, but he often doesn’t. He gives a dorky little wave as he walks out the room that makes Ilya snort with fondness.

“Lock door when you leave,” he shouts at the sound of his retreating steps, and then rolls over to sleep.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          And then they proceed to not talk about feelings for another five years <3

If you are here because of my ASOIAF or Terror fics, I do have a sansan modern au and an Irving/Gibson canon divergence mostly finished and marinating in my hard drive. I will post them! Eventually! But sometimes the gods of hockey yaoi call to you and who am I to reject divine inspiration.

        




2. Chapter 2

Notes for the Chapter:I have made a few minor edits to the first chapter, since when I wrote it I never expected to add more. So if you read the first chapter earlier you may want to reread it now. Or not. They are minor changes, mostly to make it more emotionally continuous with this chapter. By which I mean I have made Ilya even more of a dick.




    
    It's Rozanov's fault. Just for the record.

Shane had systems. Plans, even. Ways of operating. They had worked for the first 23 years of his life.

Maybe not for the whole 23. The last five had been — well. A little dicey, maybe.

And the first years of his life, for the record, he had not even needed a system. They had been easy, the way being a kid was easy, because you hadn't really figured out yet that everyone else was a person in the way you were a person, with a whole little world inside them, but actually everyone else seemed to agree what that whole little world should look like and yours was different.

He'd been about nine when a whole bunch of things came to a head. That was the year when:

1. David McIntyre, sociopath of the swingset, had asked Shane why his mom looked weird, and Shane had learned that he and his mom were different not in the way that blondes are different from brunettes but in a way that mattered more.

2. Shane had started to suspect there was a language everyone else spoke, something in the face and the tone of voice and the tilt of a head, and people got mad when he didn't speak it but no one tried to teach it to him either.

3. He had his first sleepover, and he and Robby Gagnon watched a movie with a kissing scene (they'd been vocal in their disgust, but hadn't fast–forwarded) and fell asleep in sleeping bags on the living room floor, and Shane had dreamt of kissing Robby, and woken with the knowledge that he never would.

4. It turned out that Shane was really really really good at hockey.

So that was when the systems came into being. They were never a fully articulated ethos so much as a general plan of attack: mimic, assimilate, grind. In hockey you got better by waking up before the sun and hitting a puck a hundred times until you no longer remembered how to not score. It made sense that the same would work for everything else. He learned to make conversation to the bridge of someone's nose. He learned to not mind comments about the shape of his eyes.

It was, admittedly, a little harder to apply sheer determination to sexuality, but he had never believed in letting that stop him. He learned to make vague comments about girls. He asked Mackenzie Ellis to the winter dance. He kept two tabs of porn open, one straight and one not, and once his orgasm was rushing inevitably through him would switch to the straight one, so that it counted. He didn’t need to be 100% straight, he just needed to not be 100% gay.

There were times, as his internet history accrued, that the systems started to feel less like a winning formula and more like plausible deniability. But he did not underrate plausible deniability. It was what allowed for hope.

Hope for him took the shape of a girl in the future. He thought of her often. Her face was a little blurry in his mind. Her body was also pretty blurry. She was more an outline of an outline, but she had a nice smile, and curly hair — he liked curly hair. It would probably be blonde; most of the guys in the league seemed to date blondes. The important thing was she would be nice, and know a lot about hockey. They would have sex, and it would be fine. They would get married, and his mom and dad would cry at the ceremony. Then they would have kids, probably. He didn’t know a lot about kids but he knew he liked the way babies smelled.

The girl hadn’t shown up yet, but she didn’t have to. She would, eventually, and that was all he needed from her, to exist in the potential, because the actual kept getting dicier. But thoughts and pornography were just thoughts and pornography, and he knew enough about adolescent boys as a general category to know nobody wanted to be judged by what they jerked off to at seventeen. The future girl remained; the system remained.

The system remained through Ilya Rozanov jacking his giant dick in the showers. It remained through Shane putting said dick in his mouth with embarrassing speed after their first kiss. It remained through Shane discovering what the dick felt like in his ass, and learning in subsequent encounters how hard it could fuck him into the mattress or a hotel room carpet.

This probably should have concerned him more. But it had seemed instead an impressive display of the system's adaptability. Flexibility was a good thing, he'd been told. He had never really gotten the hang of the non-physical kind, and wasn't he constantly being encouraged to? Everyone had opinions on the rigidity of his diet and his need to remove various sticks from various parts of his body.

The future girl was flexible. She would be understanding. He would tell her — not everything, but something somewhat true. He would say that he didn't have a lot of experience with this, and she would say that's fine, she did, and could take the lead. That wouldn't be so bad.

Although —

Actually —

It did concern him the extent to which he envisioned the future girl taking the lead. He knew that with a girl he was supposed to be — not "in charge,” he wasn't a Neanderthal; he knew what feminism was — but more of an… active participant, maybe. More of a team leader.

He was not a leader with Rozanov. Never had been. Never had needed to be, because unlike certain Russian idiots he didn't go around cruising fellow players in the shower and bullying them with dick pics. Clearly Rozanov liked to be in charge, and that worked, because Shane liked to be the thing he was in charge of. He had always worked best with a coach.

There did come a point at which he wondered if he should worry less about liking Rozanov’s dick in his ass and worry more about his own dick having never been in anything but Rozanov’s mouth. But once more, the system proved flexible. A negative could be a positive. Plausible deniability sprung eternal. If he had never had sex with a girl, if he had never been the, uh, active party during sex, that only meant that he had not yet proven that he couldn't. When the future girl did show up, he would try it and find that it was totally fine. He would probably regret not trying it sooner.

This was all solid reasoning. He drifted off to sleep many nights with the memory of Rosanov's come on his tongue and the comforting reassurance that the future girl remained undisproven. The only worry that slipped in was at the thought that his blissful life with future girl would come at the expense of the sex he was currently having. It was becoming increasingly hard to imagine giving it up. He did not want to be one of those men who slipped out on their wives for something sordid. It seemed bad enough the number of men in the league who hid girls in different cities from their families; he felt sick at the thought of the tabloid headlines about Shane Hollander caught in a sleazy hotel with a dominatrix and rent boys.

Shane didn't even like dominatrixes. Too much leather. And what could a rent boy do for him? They wouldn't be —

They wouldn't be him.

That was the saddest part, really. No matter what happened, no matter what kind of sex he had in the future, it wouldn't be with Rozanov. Future sex would not involve Rozanov’s mouth, or his hands, or cock, or the deep purr of his voice, or the eyes that could shift from steel to soft in a second. Mostly it felt lonely, the idea of Shane with his future girl and Rozanov with his own future girl.

(She would be a supermodel, Russian, definitely blonde, a Victoria's Secret angel and on the Sports Illustrated cover in a bikini. She would have soft skin and big breasts and Rozanov's accent but in a breathy, feminine voice. Rozanov would see her across the room at a party and fall hard and instantaneously. She would make him chase her for a long time, maybe even years. She wouldn't kneel on a hotel carpet three seconds after their first kiss. Rozanov would go big: roomfuls of red roses, diamond necklaces, public declarations that she alone had his heart. Shane was quite sure Rozanov had never romanced anyone before. He was equally sure that when Rozanov fell in love, he would throw himself into it with the same determination that made him the second best player in the league. It would work, and Rozanov would marry her in a lavish ceremony in Moscow, Saint Tropez honeymoon to follow. They would spend the rest of their lives having beautiful Slavic children and attending fashionable parties, all of which would be documented by gossip bloggers and delivered directly to Shane's phone.)

It worried him, and it worried him how much it worried him. This addiction to sex with Rozanov felt pathological. Sex was supposed to be something you could talk about in the locker room, not a secret waiting to destroy your whole life.

He wasn't sure how to make the system work for this. His first attempt was to just stop having sex with Rozanov. He blocked his number, which worked for all of four days, after which he unblocked it, saw that he had a text saying send hole pic plz manitoba is boringggg, obliged, and then fucked him six days later in a hotel room. His second attempt was to work so hard he wouldn’t have time to think about sex. He showed up for practice forty-five minutes early, left late, added more cross training, and cut out sugar and histamines from his diet. Mostly it made him tired, and when he slept he dreamt of Rozanov. It lasted two weeks, after which he fucked him in Boston.

His third attempt — the one that worked, like a charm — was inspired by the memory of Douglas Prescott. Coach Doug had been a bear of a man, more pelt than skin, and ran his team of nine-year-olds with a ferocity that would have made the navy weep. “Son,” he would say, “never underestimate the effectiveness of good old fashioned discipline.” When Shane’s mom had found out about the withholding water and the hitting with hockey sticks she had taken him out of the team, which Shane had never really understood. They were undefeated.

So. That’s how the whole “mistakes” thing started.

Shane was not, let it be noted, so stupid that he missed the irony of asking Rozanov to punish him for having sex with Rozanov. And to punish him in some decidedly sexual ways, although that part was all Rozanov’s idea. Shane never specified. But the best cure for a hangover was some hair of the dog, right? Shane had definitely been told that at some point.

So it followed that the system, in its third iteration, worked. It didn’t make him stop having sex with Rozanov, obviously. But it did make the worry go away. For a little bit, at least. When Rozanov punished him the worry that hummed in the back of Shane’s mind went silent. His brain went blissfully, beautifully blank. He would cry, he would whine, he would moan and push his ass back towards Rozanov’s spanking hand, pant open-mouthed as the golden arc of Rozanov’s piss hit his chest and chin, but his mind would fuzz out. He was not Shane Hollander, Canada’s next great hope, taking it up the ass from his arch rival. He was barely even Shane. He was just a thing, Rozanov’s thing, and things did not think.

When Rozanov told him not to come for a month the feeling did not last the whole time, which was a little disappointing but probably prevented him from distractedly driving his car into a bus or tanking the Metros’ chance at the playoffs, but it never fully went away either, popping in and out like a song stuck in his mind. Anytime he got hard, or even just felt his dick shift against his pants, it would settle over his thoughts like a weighted blanket. At night he would clutch the sheets, trying to rut against the friction of the cotton, and send pics of his weeping cock to Rozanov, who taunted him with videos of himself jacking off and texts: sorry little slut cannot come, too bad so sad.

All of which is to say: the system worked.

It worked until Rozanov decided to ruin it.

He’s not complaining about the collar part. Really, no complaints there. But after a week of fever dreams buzzing through his skull — Rozanov calling him a good boy, Rozanov putting a plate of food on the floor, Rozanov making him sleep at the foot of his bed — he showed up at Rozanov’s place and was greeted with decidedly not that.

“Today, you top,” Rozanov said, and Shane felt his brain dropkick itself out of a 30,000 foot plane and hurtle towards the sea.

He should have said no. He thinks he did say no, kind of, but also maybe yes. He doesn’t really remember. What he does remember is the moment his dick went in Rozanov’s ass and everything came crashing down. There was no escaping anything anymore, because it felt wrong. It felt good — tighter than Rozanov's mouth, and the leash yanking him into place — and it was all wrong. He couldn't do it. He had a collar around his neck and a deep voice in his ear giving commands and even then he couldn't do it.

The system could not hold.

Hope fled.

Plausible deniability abandoned him.

Rest in Peace, future girl.

When he finally comes it is not the orgasm so much as following Rozanov's instructions to orgasm that calms him fractionally. He feels dazed, disoriented. It's the feeling after a bad game, when you're upset but too fatigued to freak out. He doesn't know what he's supposed to do. But Rozanov seems to, cleaning them up and acting like nothing unusual has just happened. Shane makes himself get up and start dressing.

"Was good, yes? We do again?"

Shane doesn't really hear it, or whatever he says in response. It's only when he's gotten in the Uber and stopped at a traffic light that the words hit him.

Again?

He pitches forward in the backseat, burying his head in his knees.

Fuck.

Fuck.

Fuck.

Fuck.

Fuck.

Fuck.

Fuck.

Fuck.

Fuck.

Fuck.

"Hey man, you all right?"

Shane looks up. Right. Cabs have drivers. This one is looking at him warily in the rearview mirror from beneath a Patriots cap. Hopefully he's not a hockey fan.

“Yeah," Shane says, because he can't say I'm a faggot and I'm gonna die alone.

"If you throw up in my car I'll charge,” the man says sternly. He's got two days' scruff and a Boston accent so thick it takes Shane a second to understand what a “cah” is.

"I'm not gonna throw up,” he says, because he can't say I'm such a faggot I can't even properly fuck a man.

The driver seems to buy this, though not that Shane is a normal man having a normal day. "Well, listen,” he says with the wisdom of a man with a philosophy, "we all got stuff."

“Yeah," Shane agrees.

By the time the car pulls in front of the hotel, Shane has a new vision in his head. Future girl, resurrected, looks a bit different. Less happy. The wedding day seems tinged with gray. Future Shane has bile on the back of his tongue and has been practicing smiling in the mirror. But even with all that it still feels preferable to this.

"You feel like getting out?” The man is looking at him in the rear view again, eyebrows raised expectantly.

"Yeah, sorry. Thanks.” But before opening the door Shane pulls out his phone and pulls up the contact for “Lily.” Delete number; block caller; delete message history. He feels a plummeting in his stomach when it's done. He doesn't have any way of getting the number back now that it's gone. But as he leaves the car and walks through the hotel door he sets his jaw.

Mimic, assimilate, grind.

The system always works.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          A SEQUEL IS COMING I PROMISE.

This is not the end for these two, but I accidentally made them kink too close to the sun and now we're in full canon divergence. The good news is I keep coming up with more ideas for them to suffer through. The bad news is this means I don't know when the sequel will be up. But it will happen.

Thank you for all the wonderful feedback! It's been lovely, and inspires me to write more of these two idiots.
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