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What I Risk

    by rideswraptors

      Summary

      Ilya Rozanov, break out star of the hit show Skating Limits, has a problem. His stalker is escalating to violence and ruining the press tour for the new season. Naturally, his agent and childhood friend, Svetlana, has a solution to the problem: Shane Hollander, former Secret Service agent and private bodyguard.

Shane, however, has his reservations about the job. He doesn't work with celebrities. Celebrities are security risks and they don't listen. So Ilya will have to play ball, or Shane will break their contract, leaving him exposed to the man hunting him.

Despite the risks, they don't seem to be able to stay away from one another anyway. While Ilya contends with his growing feelings, Shane is more than ready to do whatever it takes to protect his principal.



      Notes

        Hey, hi, hello beautiful people!

1. Thank you for reading the author notes. Much appreciated.

2. I have nearly finished this fic, I will be posting about 3 chapters every day for the next couple of weeks.

3. Man, oh, man, these two are so hard to write when there is not a tangible competition between them! It feels slightly out of character on occasion because they're not riling each other up the same way. There's also more yearning forced proximity than yearning distance. I hope it reads okay anyway!

4. Since Shane & Ilya are meeting in their 30s, and are not dumb 20 year olds, many of their interactions are inherently different. There's still the withholding and uncertainty, but not quite the intensely angst-ridden misunderstandings that happens between people in their 20s. Shane also knows he is gay and has had Rose in his life for 10+ years so his mindset about everything is many miles ahead of Show!Shane. It's just a different layer, so I wanted to acknowledge that they're going to read differently that way.

5. I will make sure to tag sexual content/violence/slurs/mentions of suicide or suicidal ideation at the beginnings of chapters.

6. Fic title from "Minefields" by Faouzia

Alert! If you are here from a TikTok rec, please let me know (& the user making recs). I'm not big into TikTok, but the Midwest in me likes to show gratitude!




  






      

  












      Chapter 1: Troubling
  








  Ilya Rozanov was America's newest sweetheart, a breakout heartthrob being billed as the one to watch after the success of his TV show, Skating Limits. Is it still television if it's streaming? Whatever. The show, featuring a closeted star hockey player in love with his line-mate, was a small operation with mostly unknown actors and a shoe string budget, but a fiercely dedicated veteran show runner who knew his audience. It was such a light operation that even Ilya was listed as a producer straight off, despite being an unknown lead. Eight episodes released over eight weeks had catapulted Ilya into the direct spotlight.
It had all been incredible. Guest appearances, social media shows and podcast interviews, cameos, and dozens of brand deals meant he was able to buy a house, and bring his brother and niece over from Russia. The second season premiere of the show had just aired, so he was traveling across the country doing promotions. Simple. It should have been simple. Smile, shake hands, take pictures, sign everything put in front of him, make absurd statements to the media, crash at the hotel, and repeat for four weeks.
Not today.
Today, the convention center in San Diego had been evacuated after a small explosion in Ilya's green room. No one was hurt, just some minor property damage, but the whole event had to be shut down so the police could clear the building and investigate. To Ilya's mind, a fucking disaster.
"What the fuck is going on?" he snapped at his body guard, Cliff "Marly" Marleau, who shrugged.
"Cops say it was a small bomb. Could be more, they don't know."
"So all these people paid to see me for nothing?"
Sveta, tapping away on her phone next to him, tutted.
"It's good press for the show anyway," she told him in Russian. He swung an incredulous glare at his childhood friend and agent. "What? It is. Drama with no bloodshed. A minor scandal. Everyone will be curious." She rolled her eyes at his raised brows. "I am sure they will be getting some kind of refund."
"Why would anyone put a bomb in my room?" Ilya demanded, stubbornly switching to English. He saw Sveta and Marly share a look. "What? What aren't you telling me?"
Marly cleared his throat. "We should go back to the hotel. Safer there and we can talk about it in private."
"Talk about what?!"
*
Shane Hollander got an email late Tuesday night asking for a meeting. It was unexpected, to say the least. He'd just come off an intense job where his client narrowly avoided injury, and he'd been taking a well deserved break. Training, resting, and hiding if he was being honest. Rose called. His parents called. But he was just feeling too scattered to deal with the emotional weight load of Rose's latest stage disasters and his parents' ever-growing concerns about his social life.
Being a bodyguard didn't leave much time for socializing. He had friends, he did, but they were all as busy as he was. And even though Rose was his ex-wife, they had a good friendship and he was usually tapped out after talking to her. Whatever, it was fine, he just wasn't taking calls for a few days.
But a job? Maybe.
The details were scarce. Private gig, single man who had received death threats and had been targeted by a bomber. Sounded like a stalker was involved too. The email was from a Svetlana Vetrova, though, and a quick internet search led him to less than satisfactory intel. She was a Hollywood talent agent, and her primary client, who he assumed was the principal, was some Russian TV star.
Ilya Rozanov was attractive, Shane could admit that. He, himself, wasn't particularly vocal about being "out," but he had reconciled with the fact that he was gay. Not a comfortable identity in his line of work, truth be told. Up until he went into the private sector, he had been a...military operative and then in the Secret Service. Openly hostile environments to the blatantly queer, which is probably why he'd avoided the subject most of his adult life. That's not why he'd left the Service though, he had a job there if he ever wanted it. He just didn't.
There was a nice sort of freedom to the private sector. He set the standards, if the client didn't agree, he walked. Easy as that. He was able to retain control of the environment without the nuisances of an uncooperative principal.
Celebrities were notoriously uncooperative principals. Shane didn't work with celebrities. There were too many variables, too many conflicting personalities, and too many lifestyle choices that did not adhere to his standard set of rules for security. No, it was ridiculous. Even if they did mention Hayden Pike's recommendation, and Shane owed him a dozen favors still. He should ignore the email, decline the meeting.
He did not decline the meeting.
Now, Shane was sitting in a chic, completely uncomfortable café with plastic seating and a menu chock full of sugary stimulants, across from a stunning dark-skinned woman with voluminous curls and terribly perceptive eyes. Shane felt like he was being stripped naked and observed at the core even as she smiled and introduced herself.
"It's a pleasure, Ms. Vetrova. I have to say I was intrigued by your email," he had said as she sat down smoothly across from him. "I admit I was surprised to hear Hayden Pike gave you my name."
"Yes," she answered in slightly accented English, "I was in touch with local federal agencies, and Agent Pike has been very helpful through all of this. When I mentioned that we needed quality security for Ilya, you were his first choice."
"Uh," he let out a short chuckle to excuse the pause, "Pike is an old friend…"
"He said you were the best," she snipped, interrupting his well laid speech about not working with celebrities and going to a local firm. Her eyes locked on him hard enough that he couldn't look away despite the way it made his neck itch. Felt like he was under a damn microscope.
"I am," he told her firmly, his professional pride surging up.
"Good. We need this. Ilya needs this. He is terrified of this stalker, of what they will do next. And he has a niece who lives with him. She is only 8."
"A niece," he repeated, feeling his stomach twist. It was always worse when kids were involved.
"Yes. His brother has temporary custody while her mother is in rehab in Russia. Alexei is an unfit father, his in-laws only allowed it because Ilya is there."
"I see."
She reached a hand across the table to cover his wrist.
"We can give you $2500 a week for three months, until this stalker is caught or awards season is finished. Ilya will return to Russia during his break before filming."
"Ms. Vetrova—"
"Svetlana, please."
"Ms. Svetlana," he corrected, pulling his arm away gently. "I don't work with celebrities. It's just a general rule."
"So what did you take this meeting for?" she demanded, sitting back and tossing her arms irritably. "To waste my time?"
"I owed it to Pike to hear you out—"
They were interrupted by a waitress coming to bring their order. A strange sort of latte for Svetlana and a water for Shane.
"You don't drink coffee?"
"I don't put stimulants in my body, no."
"Okay."
He inhaled slowly and straightened in his seat, noting the tightness in his back and legs from enduring the sensory nightmare of his surroundings.
"Look, there are other options. Cheaper too."
"We don't need cheaper, we need the best." She reached into her purse and pulled out a folder to place in front of him. She gestured for him to take a look. He opened the folder to find itemized death threats which were written with letters cut out from magazines. They were dated and marked by location and followed with a police report. There were pictures too, of a bedroom and bathroom. Notes left on the bed, written on the bathroom mirror, DNA collected. Then there were pictures and a report from the explosion she had mentioned. All of it detailing a year of stalking and threats with no suspects or resolution for any of it.
"Our current security is minimal. Marly is a friend, but he's all muscle and not trained for this," she gestured to the bombing pictures. "Notes and break-ins are common, no one bats an eye—"
"That's a mistake," Shane murmured, reading the report. "This is a prolonged pattern of escalating behavior. It's not this offender's first time."
"The police found semen on a picture of Ilya left on his bed." Shane's brows shot up and he raised his head to meet her gaze. She bounced her brows knowingly. "Well not his actual bed. It was a staged room for some interview he did."
"The general public saw it."
"Yes. And they couldn't find a match for the DNA, not in their systems. He did it twice, Mr. Hollander."
"That's troubling."
"Yes. But for Hollywood…it's almost normal. Fans send weird shit to their favorite stars all the time. They're creepy and bold. But they don't plant bombs, Mr. Hollander. Ilya needs your help. Not some big company with trigger happy military goons. You. Smart. Detailed. Attentive. Effective. That's how you have been described to me."
Shane dipped his head, unable to argue with that fact. Security firms were notoriously full of bitter meatheads looking to make better money. And he was all of those things she said, he prided himself on it.
"Ilya is my best friend in the entire world. I love him like a brother. If something happens to him because I could not do my job, I will never forgive myself. Please. I will do anything."
Shane watched her for a long moment, observed. She was being honest. Mostly. He could tell that she was holding back some information, but part of his contract was that he could back out at any time for any reason. Even if he signed, he wasn't locked in. Kept it cleaner. But she was desperate. That much he understood. She practically radiated anxious energy which had him straining to keep his knee still. He surprised himself by wanting to help her, to put her mind at ease. He'd turned away much more desperate people offering him much more money.
He nodded. "Okay."
She practically bent over in relief. "Spasibo, thank you, thank you!"
"I have conditions though." She waved him off, reaching for her phone. "A lot of them, actually. And the first is that I want $3000 a week."
"Done," she answered, already texting.
"I need full access to his residence, the blueprints for the property, any security he already has installed, and a list of anyone on his payroll."
"Of course, of course."
"And he will have to follow my rules." Her eyes flashed up to his briefly, pausing. "All of them."
"Of course." She shrugged lightly. "Of course he will, anything."
"If he doesn't, I walk."
She locked eyes with him, searching for something he couldn't pin down.
"Of course."






      

  












      Chapter 2: Meet Cute at the Shit Show
  








  This was a shit show.
Shane had seen a lot of ridiculous set ups, but these people weren't even trying. Trees and bushes were overgrown, too many places to hide. The gate was wide open. There was an empty security station with a broken camera. The intercom worked, though, so despite the open gate, he hit the buzzer.
"…yeah?"
"I'm here to see Mr. Rozanov."
"Oh sure, come in."
A ludicrous attempt at permission given that the gate, again, was wide open. Didn't even ask his name. The driveway was long with inconsistent lighting and more overgrown trees. It was completely shielded from both the road and the house.
When he pulled in to park, almost every spot was full. He had to double park because there were so many damn cars. He got out to survey the area. No cameras. No one there to check him at the front door. There was a guy waxing a car. He stopped, looking up and frowning at him.
"Who are you?"
"Thomas Jefferson. Here to see Mr. Rozanov."
The guy didn't even hesitate, he just shrugged.
"Go on in. Back by the pool, probably."
"Thanks."
He walked into the house, front door unlocked, unimpeded. He moved through a lot of big, impersonally decorated rooms, wandered for a minute. No cameras. Windows unsecured. Several doors open. Public parks were more secure than this house. He came across some kind of living room where a bunch of people were sprawled out on a big couch, chairs, and the floor, watching something on the enormous TV. The smell of marijuana heavy in the air, and several bowls on tables to confirm it. None of them even noticed he was there.
"I'm looking for Mr. Rozanov?"
One man sat up a little and blinked at him.
"Out back. Through the kitchen."
"Got it. Thanks."
He gave himself a little tour of the downstairs, taking his time to check all the entry points and memorizing the floor plan. He didn't encounter anyone, and finally entered the kitchen.
It was a beautiful space. Brutalist and modern. The entire back wall was made up of windows, showing off the backyard, which was riddled with people. There was a deck which sat a group of 8, who were drinking or sleeping despite the early hour. Another group was on the patio playing beer pong on an actual door. There was a lower deck with a full hot tub. A very nice, rectangular pool with a waterfall feature and a kiddie slide. And in that pool was a little girl, diving for a toy, then bringing it back to a man sitting on the edge. Shane locked in on the man.
He was shirtless, curls wet and slicked back, and wore dark black sunglasses. He had broad shoulders and lightly tanned skin. He sat on the edge of the pool, feet in the water, and tossed the girl's toy further down the pool. She shrieked in delight and chased it, making the man smile wide. He had a nice mouth, angular jaw, a dark mole on his cheek, a glint of gold around his neck.
That was Ilya Rozanov, his principal.
Behind him, a party was carrying on unimpeded and unchecked while he played with the girl Shane assumed was his niece, Katya Rozanova.
Shane wasn't impressed. Actually, he was irritated. For someone needing professional security, no one seemed to be taking security seriously. With a sigh, he went to the (open) door and stepped outside. Some heads turned but didn't acknowledge him. In fact, he was able to walk right up to Ilya Rozanov without anyone stopping him.
"Mr. Rozanov?"
The man turned and tipped his head back, gaping a little in confusion. He was unfairly hot, even hunched over and caught off guard. A nice physique and well maintained muscle mass. Now that he was closer, Shane could more clearly see the gold cross pendant around his neck. Eastern Orthodox, he thought, very traditional. He brought a cigarette to his lips.
"You shouldn't smoke," Shane said compulsively. "It's bad for you.
Rozanov's brows pinched in offense and he turned around to his party.
"Who invited a cop?" he shouted over the noise. Several people shouted back, arguing or telling him to fuck off. Great.
"I am not a cop, Mr. Rozanov." He stuck out his hand. "I'm Shane Hollander, your new bodyguard."
He put his cigarette between his lips and reached to shake Shane's hand, despite his hesitation.
"I have a bodyguard," Rozanov informed him, dropping his hand and exhaling smoke.
"Do you?" Shane scoffed. "And he is…?"
Rozanov tossed a thumb over his shoulder with a smirk. Behind him a big, hairy man in swim trucks and sunglasses was passed out asleep on a lounger. Shane tried to subdue his sneer.
"Effective." Rozanov snorted, sounding surprised. He stubbed out his cigarette and dropped it in an empty nearby glass. Shane stared at it, torn between the mess and safety hazard.
"Mr. Hollander!"
Shane turned on his heel to see Svetlana, dressed in a chic plum jumpsuit and heels, speed-walking toward him. She extended her hand to shake and he took it.
"I apologize for not being here to meet you, I was held up at the office."
"Don't worry, I gave myself a tour."
Rozanov snorted again, and again he sounded surprised. Shane decided to ignore it.
"Ms. Vetrova, this is a much worse situation than you described…"
"I know," she held up her hands even as Rozanov stood up from the pool to stand next to her. "And believe me, we are willing to make any changes you deem necessary."
"What is this?" Rozanov asked. "What are you talking about changes?"
"Dyadya!"
Rozanov shouted back to his niece in Russian that he was talking to adults. Shane watched as she rolled her eyes and sank back into the water. She shouted back in Russian that she was drowning and the sharks would get her. Shane's lips twitched in a smile which he locked down when he realized Rozanov had caught it. No need for them to know he understood Russian.
"Ilyusha, I told you we were hiring better security. Mr. Hollander is the best."
"I agreed to security for Katya. I thought you meant cameras or alarms or whatever."
"Net. I told you. New bodyguard. Protection! For you! Katya doesn't need a bodyguard!"
"Ms. Vetrova, you told me he understood and agreed," Shane started, low and annoyed and doing his best to control his temper. "I don't appreciate being lied to."
She turned her back on Rozanov to face him.
"It's not his decision, it's mine. And he will agree, don't worry."
"Agree to what?"
"Do you want me to list it chronologically as I saw it, by imperative need, or alphabetically?" Shane asked sincerely.
He probably sounded sarcastic based on the way Rozanov's brows shot up incredulously. He lifted his sunglasses to his head, revealing piercing blue eyes, and Shane mirrored. Not intentionally, really, just a compulsive habit to make other people comfortable. It didn't always work. Like now. Rozanov's expression dropped to something fierce and Shane's stomach twisted. Pissed off was a good look on him.
And unfortunately, Shane did like a challenge. He'd love nothing more than to scare the shit out of this guy and put him in his place. Which was not a great impulse to have toward a principal. All the reasons this was a terrible idea were piling up and he was already mapping out how to make his exit.
"I won't live in a fucking prison," he snapped at Svetlana, who flinched. "And I won't have Katya scared."
"She should be scared."
The Russian's eyes snapped back to him furiously, but it didn't bother Shane. He'd been in crowded rooms full of wealthy egotistical men demanding, but not actually wanting, an opinion. Men who were much scarier and much deadlier than some actor.
"The stalking is one thing, Mr. Rozanov. Commonplace for celebrities, but they usually slip up or make real contact within weeks to months. They want to be close to you, it makes them reckless. This guy has been at it for a year and content to keep a distance, remain anonymous."
"What does that mean?" he clipped.
"It means he has a plan, and he is moving to the next stages of that plan."
"So the police—"
"Don't seem to have any leads. Even after a bomb went off. I'm good friends with Hayden Pike, we can take this federal, get more resources, but heat on your stalker may change the plan. Accelerate it. There is no way to know if his plans include your family, your friends, or your staff. The concern is warranted. You need help."
Rozanov clenched his jaw, hands on his hips, and turned his head away. Shane knew the posture. Denial. Macho guys did it all the time, pretended that they didn't need the help because they didn't want to cede control. It was a problem. That's why Shane liked the private sector; he could walk away. Didn't have to deal with the bullshit.
"Look, I won't beg you. I'm not hard up for work. Your agent, who seems to be much smarter than you by the way, is right to be concerned. If you want my help, this is your last chance."
Rozanov turned his head back, eyes cold and expression flat. Shane had long since stopped being intimidated by flat affects. He put his hands up.
"Good luck, then, Mr. Rozanov—"
"Wait." Shane paused. The actor inhaled deeply. "When do you start?"
Shane made sure they were making eye contact, made sure Rozanov nodded at him, and then he nodded back.
"Right now." He pulled out his notebook and pen as he walked up to the other bodyguard, Cliff Marleau, and kicked the chair.
"Wha-? Who the fuck—?"
"Shane Hollander. Private security. Up. You're with me."
*
Ilya had to try very hard not to laugh at the sight of Marly nearly flipping out of his lounger when Hollander kicked it. He loved Marly, he did, but he could be such a fucking idiot. He only kept him on the payroll as a favor instead of real need. Ilya wasn't some twinky little pop star that needed protecting. He watched the new bodyguard bully Marly into upright alertness, and tried not to be amused when he brusquely started quizzing him about the property.
"Wrong. There are no barriers to your boss. Any drunk idiot could walk in here unquestioned and get a swing in before anybody noticed." He put the pen behind his ear. "I want all of these people out of here. The ones inside too," he gestured behind him. "If they don't live or work here, they don't need to be here."
"Okay?"
"Then we're walking the property. I've already started my notes, but I haven't seen the perimeter."
"Sure."
"Once the…guests are gone, I want every car secured in a garage and then we'll go through the house."
Marly nodded. "Sounds good."
But he stood there for a moment, the two men just staring at each other until Hollander gestured to the still rowdy guests.
"Go get rid of them!"
"Right! Yes sir! Got it!"
Marly ran off, raising his voice and gesturing in broad sweeps toward the house. There were immediate complaints. They tried to get Ilya to intervene, but he just turned his back on them, choosing to watch Hollander walk around the rest of the yard with his stupid little notebook. Katya swam up to the pool's edge, following his gaze.
"Tetushka," she addressed Svetlana in Russian, "who is that man?"
"He is going to keep your uncle safe."
"Dyadya, you are not safe?"
He folded his arms over his chest and looked down at the girl.
"I am the safest man in the world. I have a pool of vicious sharks. Did you not see them?" She narrowed her eyes at him and he tossed his head. "Go get cleaned up for lunch, malen'kaya rybka." (Little fish)
He watched his niece go until she hit the house and the nanny, Sofia, intercepted her. Then he turned back to Svetlana, who was still watching Hollander.
"What the fuck, Sveta?" he muttered in Russian.
"He's gorgeous," she volleyed back, making him scowl. "I would bet whatever is under that awful, boxy suit is very interesting."
Ilya felt a flash of…something in his chest. He and Svetlana were long over, it wasn't that. He just…people looked at him all the time. He was hot, he was a TV star, he was trying to get them to look. Ilya could tell this Hollander wasn't unaffected. He didn't even try to hide the way he checked him out. Ilya just liked that it didn't seem to trip him up. He wasn't spouting flattery and stroking his ego to get the job, he was all professional. Unflappable. And well…Ilya loved a good challenge, he loved getting under people's skin. Shane Hollander seemed like he would be the fun kind of challenge.
Svetlana was right too, Hollander was gorgeous. Wide lips, dark eyes, and those freckles? He wanted to see what they looked like when he blushed. But he dressed like an accountant, his suit practical and cheap. Awful, boring shoes too. Worn down but polished. He probably went to a barber for his hair, but an older one who only did three different cuts and never changed anything. Ilya saw a flash of a gun under his suit jacket, a shoulder holster, and shifted his weight.
"He doesn't even drink coffee."
"Doesn't smoke either."
"Mormon, maybe?"
"He's gay," Ilya told her flatly. She clicked her tongue.
"You can't know that!"
"I do. He is."
"Bullshit!"
"There were 10 women in thong bikinis on that deck, he didn't even look."
"Well maybe he is actually Mormon then." Ilya pulled a disdainful face, exasperated by the lack of faith in his well-honed gaydar! She clicked her tongue again. "He's a professional."
"No one is that professional."
She wrinkled her nose and crossed her arms. "Probably not. But I hired him because he's the best at what he does. Those feds wouldn't stop talking about him. Like he was some kind of legend. Hot, legendary, just your type."
"So you're not trying to fuck my bodyguard?" he teased.
"I don't know, are you?"
He scowled and swiped at his nose.






      

  












      Chapter 3: Installation Day 1
  



    Chapter Notes

      TW: homophobic slurs, some slut shaming







  It was nearly six in the evening by the time Hollander wrapped up his assessment and released Marly. Svetlana had gone to meet her fiancé for dinner, and Ilya was sitting down to his own dinner with Alexei and Katya when they came in. Marly was now wearing a shirt and gym shoes. He held a notebook, scribbling furiously as Hollander kept up a steady stream of chatter. Ilya wasn't surprised. Hollander seemed to be the domineering, teacher type. Rally the troops, get them organized, execute the plan. He knew the type well. His father had been that type.
He watched Hollander carefully, watched him take advantage of a pause and smile at Katya to put her at ease before continuing. It wouldn't work, despite his good intentions. Katya had a healthy distrust of men, thanks to her father and his druggie friends. The smile stayed in place despite her skeptical look. He didn't wink or try to talk to her or do any of the creepy things Alexei's friends often did. Maybe he wasn't the same type at all.
"Did you get everything you need?" Ilya interrupted, raising his voice and pulling everyone's attention. He silently cheered at Hollander's minute eye roll.
"Almost. I'll have a team out in the next couple of days to start work."
"What work?"
He nodded. "We can go over that after you've finished eating."
Ilya clenched his jaw, not liking the patronizing dismissal. He was about to snap back when Alexei interrupted in Russian.
"How hard is it to put up some fucking lights and cameras? A monkey could do it."
"Nobody asked you, shut up."
Ever aware, Ilya felt Hollander's eyes on him. He muttered something to Marly, who jogged out of the room.
"Well if you didn't have to do your little faggot show we wouldn't be in this position, would we?"
"Not in front of Katya!" Ilya snapped back. He looked at his niece who had jolted. "Go take your food and watch your show in your room, kotik." Katya sighed, picked up her plate, and left the room. He was about to remind Alexei the reason he had a roof over his head at all when he realized Hollander had stiffened, head tipped. What-?
"Mr. Rozanov-" Hollander started, looking square at his brother. "I assume you are the brother, Alexei Rozanov?" Alexei shot him a glance but Ilya shrugged.
"Yes."
"Good. I am not in the habit of blaming my clients for the actions of others. When I take on a principal it is because there is a serious, dire threat to their life. So I would advise you not to take that too lightly considering the fact that in the dark, when panicked, criminals don't often discriminate who they're pointing their weapon at, and you live here."
Alexei's mouth had dropped open. He was a big man, aggressive, an ex-cop. Not very many challenged or questioned him, not without consequences anyway. His face got red and Ilya braced himself for the shouting.
"And on a more personal note, I'd ask that you refrain from using slurs around me. I don't care which language you use, that kind of talk is disgusting and, quite frankly, idiotic."
It was Ilya's jaw's turn to drop. He did know Russian. He'd suspected outside that morning, saw some flicker of awareness, but this confirmed it. And he'd used that knowledge to tell off his stupid fucking brother for being a bigot. Ilya got hard so fast he was fucking dizzy.
"Now if you don't mind, I'd like to discuss the plans for the house with your brother. Alone."
Holy fuck, Ilya was going to pass out. His brother stood up, red and silent, and left the damn table with his plate. What was even happening? He kept his eyes locked on Hollander, who was tracking Alexei as he left like he was waiting for him to suddenly attack.
"I apologize," Hollander said, more quietly. Voice gentle now. "I didn't mean to overstep."
"No it's…I'm—"
"I don't like bullies," he interrupted, saving Ilya from stuttering like a fucking moron. Hollander moved to sit at the table, caddy corner to him and put down his notebook, clipboard, and a folder. He pulled out papers to arrange in some kind of order. Ilya knew he was staring, he just couldn't help it.
"You know Russian."
Hollander kept looking at the papers, setting them out.
"I'm passable in five languages besides English." He shot Ilya a look. "French, Spanish, Arabic, Japanese, and Russian."
Of course he was. Passable. Probably conversationally fluent, no accent, perfect.
"You know the word faggot in five languages?" Ilya demanded snottily.
He just wanted a reaction, to piss him off or make him squirm. Anything. Then it happened. Instead of annoyance, a slight twitch of his lips, a slow blooming flush to the upper curves of his cheeks. Fuck it was beautiful. Ilya was definitely going to need a minute before getting up, thank fuck he was in sweatpants.
"Seven, actually. Useful to know when you're in DC."
"Washington?"
He frowned. "Svetlana didn't tell you? I was with the Secret Service for two years before I switched to the private sector."
"Why did you switch?"
He grinned, slow and wide, still not making eye contact.
"That's classified." He cut his eyes to Ilya quickly but went back to his stupid papers. Was he flirting? No way. "You can finish eating first, if you want."
It was more gentle this time, like he was actually concerned that Ilya needed to eat.
"No, it's no problem. Can I make you a plate?"
His head popped up and shook. "No, I'm on a macrobiotic diet."
"A what?"
Hollander huffed. "It's a specific diet based on balance, and naturally grown, local food that is in season."
"Like vegan?"
He actually laughed. "It's less political, more mindful and health conscious."
"What is to mind? If you're hungry, eat."
He could sense the shift in mood, from amused to defensive, something a shade darker than before. Ilya had learned to read mood shifts like that from a young age, at his father's knee, and adjusted accordingly.
"Whatever. If you're going to be here, you have to eat. Make a list for Sofia."
"Sofia?" He reached for his notebook, looking for a specific entry.
"Martín. Maid, nanny, assistant. She helps with everything, takes care of Katya, does the shopping." Hollander scribbled in his notebook quickly and turned back to him.
"Svetlana gave me a list of everyone on your payroll. I'll be running background checks then assigning them badges and personal security codes for the house and garages—"
"Is that necessary?" Hollander arched a brow and Ilya raised his hands in defeat. "Okay, Mr. Security Man. What else?"
Ilya kept eating his food while Hollander went through each of his papers. He fully intended to upend the house. It wasn't anything that unreasonable, but Ilya argued about something from each page on principle. Hollander started to go through the breakdown of the equipment, model types, cost. Ilya waved him off. Sometimes technical English like that was too much to process. He was also still a little hot under the collar from watching someone swat down his asshole brother's bitchy behavior.
"Net. Get what you like. I don't handle the money, I don't need to know."
Hollander's expression dropped to a frown.
"You need to understand the security systems in place. How they work, what they do for you, where the gaps are. Not just your team. You. I wouldn't want you to be taken advantage of."
Ilya sat back, wiping his mouth with a napkin, and met Hollander's intense look. He was making direct eye contact, which he hadn't done yet. Ilya clocked the way his hand clenched a little tighter around his pen. Discomfort. He was serious.
"Okay. Explain it to me."
It took awhile, but Hollander was patient. He went through the details and seemed to sense when Ilya didn't understand without having to ask. He didn't even point it out, just rephrased what he said. It reminded Ilya of some of his first auditions in the US. He'd had to fake understanding of words or phrases, pretending he fully understood the material and it wasn't always effective. Scouts, casting directors, producers, and directors all mocked his accent, criticized his lack of emotional depth, tried to make him feel stupid. So he'd practiced. A lot. He wrote down those words and phrases then hunted for their meanings on the internet until he fully understood them. He could switch to a smoother, Americanized accent when necessary now. He could pass as American if he wanted to.
Turning down meetings with the same people that had openly mocked him before his fame was intensely gratifying. Svetlana had a list of names that were blocked ahead of time.
This didn't feel like that. Hollander seemed to put the burden on himself, did the heavy thinking for him. It was rare that anyone thought something like that was necessary, let alone did it successfully. Maybe Ilya wasn't as stoic and unreadable as he thought.
*
Shane was having a fantastic time.
He had known that Rozanov didn't fully understand the scope of the work that would be done on the property. The end result, the cost, sure. But not how many people would be involved, how disruptive it would be.
So now Shane was chatting with the contractor and foreman as their team sawed, demoed, drilled, hammered, and generally made a nuisance of themselves. They were actually installing lights, cameras, motion sensors, intercoms, alarms, keypads, and so on. They were reconstructing the security station, installing a new gate, cutting down vegetation to install fencing. The whole property was in chaos.
Alexei had stormed out about 10 minutes in, the nanny had taken Katya to school, but Rozanov was snapping and snarling at everyone. He bitched if tools turned on too close to him. He cursed if he walked into a room full of workers. He shrieked at someone who tossed down branches too close to where he was sitting. Had an absolute meltdown when there was five minutes of silence and then someone revved a chainsaw.
It was mean spirited, watching him suffer and smirking about it. But Shane had warned him, and Rozanov had snarkily refused to leave the house. Said he "wanted to make sure they didn't wreck his home." Which was fair. It just wasn't a peaceful experience.
"He's a little high strung," the foreman muttered in Spanish, handing Shane a clipboard of items to sign off on.
"He's being dramatic."
"That's his job, I suppose."
"I guess," Shane agreed, already knowing what was coming.
"You seen his show?"
He sighed and signed the papers on the clipboard.
"No. Who has the time, right?"
The guy laughed, thankfully. "Right. My wife loves it. She told me to get his autograph. Or a picture."
They looked over to see Rozanov cursing out a set of workers in Russian. His curls and silk robe flapping around with the force of it, veins in his forehead popping out.
"Maybe wait until things quiet down," Shane laughed, both of them laughing harder when a guy on the roof tossed down some shingles and made the man jump out of his skin.
"Khuy tebe!" (Fuck you!)
Shane didn't relish Rozanov's misery for long. He did need to supervise installation, especially for camera angles and light positions. He enlisted Marly to get all of the unique security codes set up. And he got the driver, Luca Haas, to assist him and take notes.
Shane had them working tirelessly until 4:30, when Rozanov's niece came home from her violin lesson. He made sure the all male crew were climbing back into their trucks and vans by the time she was sitting down to her snack. Shane had noticed it, her discomfort the first day he'd been at the house. She had stayed in the pool, far from her uncle's guests. Even when Rozanov stopped playing with her, she stayed on the other side of the pool, opposite Shane. And then at the table, she was practically vibrating in discomfort and trying very hard to seem mean and stand offish so he wouldn't notice.
A little girl like that didn't need a 50 man crew in her safe space after a day of school.
Shane also made himself scarce. He was set up in the pool/guest house, which was much more comfortable than it sounded. Certainly better than the hotels he was usually put up in. Sofia had graciously picked up the groceries he'd requested, so he'd cooked for himself and read the Times. Then he set out his guns and supplies on the table for their weekly cleaning.
He stripped them and had just started on the barrel of his .38 special when there was a knock at the door.
"Come in!"
"Hey boss!" Marly chirped, followed by a more subdued Luca. "Whoa! Damn, it's a party in here."
"Just routine maintenance," Shane muttered. "Where are we on the security panels?"
"All set up with the codes. We've got everybody scheduled to come set up their badge and fingerprint with 'em." He brought a clipboard around for him to see. He nodded. There were still two background checks pending and he was going to fire four people.
"Garages, Luca?"
"New door openers in all the cars. Keys are in a lock box in the garage, spares are in a lock box in the pantry. Codes are linked with the house system so we should be good there and they're installing the motion sensors and cameras inside tomorrow."
"Good. Great work, guys, I appreciate the help."
"It's kind of cool," Luca said, coming around to sit opposite of him at the table. "I didn't realize how much goes into all of this."
Shane put on a bland smile. "Just the equipment. The real work is in the field."
Marly laughed. "Do clubs count as the field? Rozy goes out a lot."
"Yes," Shane answered. Unfortunately. "I always prepare my principals though. It's about limiting public exposure." Marly snorted and Shane turned, arching a brow. "Problem?"
"Maybe! Rozy's kinda into the exposure part."
Shane didn't really understand the subtext, but when Luca chuckled, he guessed and pretended it was funny. He was usally a beat behind on jokes like that, but it fit with his no-nonsense reputation so most people didn't bat an eye.
"We'll discuss it. I'm strict. If he can't go along, I walk."
"Harsh."
"I take my job seriously. I expect my clients to take it seriously too. Out there, it's both of our lives on the line."
The two men fell silent. Luca was staring at the guns again as Shane kept systematically cleaning them.
"Have you ever been shot?"
Shane hummed. "Couple of times."
"What happened?"
He raised his eyes to the younger man. He was cute in that boyish, puppy dog kind of way. Earnest and eager to be helpful. He had shaggy brown hair and big brown eyes that probably endeared him to plenty of girls. Nice build too, but not an athlete.
"That's classified."
"For real?" he squeaked. Shane chuckled.
"Yes, actually. The first few. One happened after I left the Service, though, and I do maintain my clients' privacy."
"What was it like?" Marly asked, poking around the kitchen and fridge. "Protecting the president."
"Intense," Shane answered. "When you're clocked in, the weight of the country is on your shoulders. I was only with an active president for 6 months though."
"Obama?"
"Yeah. I started out with Mrs. Obama and the girls."
"Cool. That was probably more fun though."
"Oh yeah. Michelle was awesome. The girls send me snapchats sometimes."
"You have snapchat?" Marly laughed.
"For the Obama girls? Yes." They all laughed at that. "They're good people. Politics of it all aside."
Marly turned on the TV Shane still hadn't touched, switched it to a football game. College. Shane had seriously considered football for awhile. But, at heart, he was very much Canadian, so hockey it was. He didn't think many California guys watched hockey though.
"Ugh," Luca complained. "This game sucks. Aren't the Kings playing?"
"Sure," Marly said, flipping to the NHL channel. Well…color him shocked.
"Kuemper's on fire this season. Three shut outs so far," Luca told them excitedly. Of course he was a goalie guy. He had goalie guy energy.
Shane hummed. "Played with him back in the day."
Both men swiveled their heads to him in shock. He shrugged.
"It was a juniors league. He's from Saskatoon, I think? I'm from Ontario. We played in the same club. He was good. I was better."
"What position?"
"You're Canadian?"
"Center. And yes. Dual citizenship. My mother is Japanese-American. I moved to the States in college, played NCAA. That was enough for me though, I turned down the draft option."
"That's insane, Hollander. You're actually insane."
He shrugged. "Didn't feel right. Better suited for the military, I guess. More structure."
"You should write a memoir, man," Marly mused, shaking his head. "You've had a crazy life."
Shane just laughed and kept the smile plastered on his face. That wasn't even half of the real story. It was fine. He'd decompress with a workout after his perimeter check.






      

  












      Chapter 4: Draniki, No?
  








  Ilya had always had trouble sleeping. Well, maybe not always, just since he could remember, and he didn't remember much before he was twelve.
Whatever.
Bad sleep habits meant that he usually was starting his night at 11:00. Usually, he would have had dinner with Katya, put her to bed, and then napped until it was time to go out. Unfortunately Shane Hollander had upended his home and his life that week. He'd spent all day being tormented with a cacophany of noise and irritants, not a single moment of peace. He had knocked out for a few hours after Katya went to bed, and now he was floundering. He couldn't go out because the work crew would be back at the crack of fucking dawn, and Ilya refused to leave on principle. And not because Hollander implied he couldn't handle it. Not at all.
He wandered down to the kitchen for snacks. Late night cooking settled his nerves sometimes, and if he ate enough he could have a few drinks without a hangover in the morning. It made good sense to him anyway.
Deciding on draniki, he haphazardly pulled out all the ingredients. They were good comfort food, something his mother used to make them for weekend breakfasts. Potatoes and sour cream would always be a hit anyway. He was just getting into the flow of it, when the door the to backyard swung open.
"Blyat!"
He was met with a bright laugh, airy and easy, as Shane Hollander shut the door behind him.
"You didn't torture me enough today?" Ilya demanded irritably, flipping a draniki with his bare hand and flapping it to cool his fingertips.
"Sorry, just doing a perimeter check."
Ilya sneered. "And when do you power down with the rest of the robots for the night?"
"Fuck you. Are you always such an asshole?" he shot back, walking over to the security panel and punching in some numbers. A record, Ilya remembered, of an All Clear with a timestamp. That way everyone had a log of the last check.
"Yes. Especially when stupid clumsy men drop branches and debris on me all day."
"Nobody dropped it on you."
"My ears are still ringing."
"I warned you—"
"Whatever. How many more days?"
"Just tomorrow morning. It's all installation and last checks." He smirked and leaned against the island, arms crossing over his chest. "Should just be drilling."
"Thank fuck."
"Sensitive artist nerves?"
Ilya lifted his eyes to glare. Part of him wanted to answer, just to make him feel like a dick. Not like he would know. Why would a pretty American boy know that his father had been a high ranking military official? That he had spent more than half of his childhood in Odessa? Americans knew nothing about war zones. The banality of bombings and airstrikes and buildings collapsing. The casual way kids on the street just stopped showing up to play one day. How the violence shook you in the aftershocks even if it never truly touched you. They didn't know. There was no point.
"Well you've been cramping my style, Hollander. Haven't been able to fuck anyone since you showed up, you won't let anyone in the house."
"Three days?" Hollander teased.
"Might as well be 300." He shrugged. "I like to fuck."
He expected some flack, push back, maybe shock or disgust. He got none of it. Hollander's expression hardened.
"Starting tomorrow, you can have whoever you want over. Just give them the guest code."
"The guest code," he echoed.
"That's what it's for, yeah."
"For my hookups?"
"If that's how you choose to use them, sure."
Hm. A hint of judgment. Maybe something else. He eyed Hollander as he moved the next draniki into the pan. He looked stiffer than before, more…upright. His eyes were narrowed slightly. And he had a thumb at his mouth. Ilya had noticed that, Hollander was constantly bringing something to his mouth. He'd walked around with a toothpick for half the day. Ilya wondered if he even knew he was doing it.
"So if I go out, pick someone up, bring them back here, I put in my code. Make them put in the guest code?"
"Yep."
"That's it?"
"That's it."
"Don't need their name? Driver's license? Social security number for your background check before I wet my dick?"
Hollander reached up to scratch his head, cheeks flushing slightly. Adorable. It raised his gray tshirt up, revealing a sliver more of his skin, the barest hint of defined abs. He looked better out of the overstarched suit. More touchable.
"As long as they're old enough to have a driver's license, that's your business."
"Ooh," Ilya crooned, focusing on not burning the draniki, "mean, Hollander."
"I didn't think you were the cooking type."
Ilya shook his head and decided to have mercy, let the redirection happen.
"Simple things. Nothing fancy. I'm not usually home enough to cook."
"What is it?"
"Russians call it draniki, but is like a latke? Potato pancake."
"I've had those." Ilya snorted and took the pan off the stove. "What?"
"With your picky, no fun, boring ma-cro-bio-tic diet?" He really enunciated that biotic just to annoy him. But Hollander tipped his head back, taking the flack like a light blow and looking amused.
"I wasn't always on it. And I indulge…sometimes."
"Marly says you don't drink."
"No. Not on the job."
"So you won't have a drink with me in my house that you have all locked up nice and tight?"
"No."
"Hmm, and Sveta said you don't even drink coffee."
"Caffeine is a stimulant."
"Sounds boring. No smoking, no liquor, nothing stimulating, no potatoes." He licked some oil off his finger, meeting Hollander's gaze pointedly. "So what do you indulge in, Shane Hollander?"
Ilya felt his stomach swoop when the man leaned forward on the counter, his eyes dropping to Ilya's mouth, lids too heavy for plausible deniability. It was easier to trace his features in the lower light; there was a softness to them, roundness that felt distinctly Asian. Korean or Japanese, maybe. Probably Japanese if he spoke the language. The freckles were killing him. Gorgeous. His features were better suited to modeling, to a camera, than the damn military. He wondered which parent came from which country, what his voice would sound like using tones. He wanted to get his hands in that hair too, so opposite to his own. He wondered if it was soft despite the terrible cut. Fuck, he was too horny for this. He felt the need to move, to do something, he was practically vibrating. And Hollander was so still, so in control of himself. Perfect. He wanted to rough him up, get him frustrated, break him a little.
"Not much," Hollander answered softly, finally, those dark brown eyes still locked on Ilya. There was a whole counter between them, and Ilya was tempted to vault over it to get his hands under that tshirt. He had the brief, insane, thought that it would be more fun stripping him out of the ugly suit. But this softer version was just too tempting.
"Okay," Ilya offered with too much energy. "If you won't have a drink with me, then you have to eat," he picked up a draniki with a fork, "one of these."
"Didn't realize I had to choose."
"C'mon Hollander," he held it out over the counter, "just a bite. I won't tell," he faux whispered.
"Fuck you," Hollander shot back way too lightly to be anything but fond.
"Oooone bite. It won't hurt anything. You can go back to your bird food tomorrow."
Hollander rolled his eyes and then shocked the actual fuck out of him.
He reached to snatch Ilya's wrist and brought the draniki to his mouth for a bite. Still holding his wrist and staring him dead in the eye.
"Fuck." He lifted his chin and mouthed more, his throat too tight to produce any kind of volume at this point. Especially when Hollander immediately complied and took another bite.
Not gay his ass, fuck you, Sveta. Hollander bounced his brows as he released Ilya's wrist and leaned back. Ilya thought his heart was going to punch out of his chest.
"S'good," he conceded. There was just a slight bit of grease on his lip that Ilya wanted to lick off. He must have noticed Ilya's focus because his tongue immediately darted out to lick his lips and Ilya was pretty sure he stopped breathing. What the fuck was wrong with him?
Then Hollander was moving back, clearly getting ready to leave. Panic jolted through him because he wasn't ready to let this go yet, and he absolutely did not want Hollander to know that.
"You should be home more often," Hollander said going to the door. He grinned like a shithead at Ilya's confusion. "So you'd cook more. Domestic is a good look on you."
"Fuck you."
"Good night Rozanov."
"Night Hollander."
Then he was out the door and slipping into the night. Ilya waited a long moment and then dropped bodily onto the counter, forehead to the cold stone.
"Fuck me."
Well now he couldn't eat, he had to go jerk off to whatever the hell that was!






      

  












      Chapter 5: A Thick Dossier
  








  Svetlana showed up at the house around noon, checked in with Hollander, and then joined him by the pool. Ilya had worked out that morning; weight training, cardio, and then went for a swim. All in an attempt to pretend he didn't give a fuck about all the work noise starting up. Maybe to show off for Hollander a little. The physical activity helped ground him anyway.
Now he was shirtless, wearing headphones and sunglasses, pretending to sleep and ignore everything around him while he tanned in the California sun. It was unseasonably warm and Ilya never missed a chance to sunbathe. The vitamin D helped, according to all of the articles he'd read. Since he refused to medicate, his doctor recommended the sunbathing and supplements. Ilya didn't notice any real difference, but he supposed he didn't want to stop and find out if there was.



He passed his drink over to Svetlana after she climbed into the lounger next to him. She hummed her thanks and took a sip, passing it back. They were facing the house, under the guise of following the sun, but really Ilya was just watching Hollander come and go.



"They worked fast. I already have a badge and code."



"He's efficient. Wasn't that in the resume?" She chuckled and let her head tip back. Ilya bristled. "Well? Wasn't it?"



At his tone, Svetlana immediately lifted her head back up to glare at him incredulously, like he'd said something insane. Maybe it was.



"Don't look at me like that," he snapped, thumbing at his mother's cross. "You could run the CIA if properly motivated, I know you know things."



She gaped just slightly, expression blooming with amusement and still annoyingly silent.



"Well? Show me!"



She actually laughed at that and then turned to pull her tablet from her bag. She did some tapping and swiping, then passed it over.



"Full dossier," she told him. "Shall I summarize for you?" He grunted in the affirmative, put the cross between his lips as he scanned the file and pictures.



Shane Hollander. Canadian-American, born in Ottawa, Ontario in May 1988. A Taurus, ironically. Two living parents who resided in northern California. Mother, Yuna Hollander, was first generation Japanese American who graduated from Harvard and was a semi-retired manager at at PR firm. Father, David Hollander was Canadian, graduated from McGill and worked for the California Treasury Department. Ex-wife, Rose Landry, a well known actress Ilya had never met. She had retired from public life and moved to London before his break. They were married for two years, right out of college, with a mediated divorce that cited "irreconcilable differences." No children. There was some extended family in Canada and Japan, but no further details.



Hollander was raised in Canada, had been rumored to be an up and coming hockey player. He played Division I hockey for the Minnesota Duluth, with incredible stats as a center, but denied the NHL draft in order to enlist in the US Army. Odd. There was a college picture with a forced smile and inscrutable dark eyes. All of his 8 year military record was redacted, which Ilya was familiar with, given his own father's career. It meant Hollander had been recruited to some highly technical position and had seen a lot of bad shit. There was a picture of young Shane Hollander at his swearing in with an even worse hair cut.
After the military, he signed on with the Secret Service, which put him during the second half of the Obama Administration. There was no information on who he was actually protecting during those two years, but he resigned before the Trump Administration, go figure. Then he moved into the private sector, starting up his own LLC. He owned three properties, one in California, one in London, one in Montreal. Ilya highly suspected that Rose Landry was living a pleasantly private life in London thanks to her ex-husband.



Svetlana really did know what she was doing. This was far more than he'd expected to learn, and yet it didn't feel like enough. Why an American school? What had the army recruiters said to lure him away from hockey? What made him leave the Secret Service? Why had he divorced Rose? Was it because he was gay? Infertile? Too rigid for Hollywood life? Rose hadn't stayed in Hollywood, anyway, she moved to stage acting from what he remembered. He wanted to know for sure.



Instead, he silently emailed himself the file and passed the tablet back to Svetlana, who smirked at him.



"Everything you hoped for?"



"Shut up." He frowned. "Let's go to the banya."



"Oh perfect plan, yes."



*



After everything was installed, double and triple checked, Shane called for a house meeting in order to train them on the protocols. He had everyone test the alarm system, including Katya, and explained how he would be logging perimeter checks. He, Marly, and Rozanov had access to the alarm system account with individual profiles. No one else. It didn't escape his notice that Alexei was doing his best to seem ignored and unaffected, but was actually paying attention. Whether that was positive or negative, Shane wasn't sure, but he did take mental note of it. He laid down the rules for guests, for entering and leaving the property, and what to do in an emergency. He took extra time with Katya on that one, until she sounded confident.



"Good job," he whispered to her in Russian when she recited it all back accurately, and earned himself his first smile from her.



After that, he let everyone go, and went to prep the night guard out at the security station. Boodram was his name, Caribbean to Shane's ear. He was a good guy, excise police, and knowledgeable. They chatted for a bit about the job, scheduling, so on. Then he did a final perimeter check for the night to unwind and retired to the pool house.



Gun to his head, Shane had no idea what possessed him to turn on the TV. He usually read in the evening. Hockey or military history, sometimes articles his dad sent him. He just didn't watch TV, never had. Rose had ruthlessly mocked his lack of pop culture knowledge from day one. She thought that gap was hilarious, and used it to startle people in their social circles. No, he hasn't seen any of them! Can you believe that? It was a dumb conversation, but it made Rose laugh so he'd never minded it too much. Didn't go out of his way to tell people, though. Shane did watch all of Rose's movies voluntarily and she'd called it romantic. Ridiculous woman.



As he navigated to a streaming platform, feeling like his arm was possessed in the moment, he thought about calling her. He checked his watch first; she wouldn't be up for two more hours at least. And maybe not being able to talk to one of the people who knew him best in the world when his brain was glitching was what prompted him to search for it. The show. Skating Limits. Ilya Rozanov's show. The show about two closeted hockey players falling in love.



Shane would not say that he was paying any kind of attention to the plot. Or the hockey, what little hockey there actually was. He was too…absorbed. It was easy to understand why this show had launched Rozanov's career. You couldn't take your eyes off of him. Shane was biased, he knew the man, he knew he was attracted to him, but still. He was subtle. Convincing. Everything he did on screen reminded him of Miro.



Miro Ananko. They'd met at a summer hockey camp in Quebec. He hadn't known French, so Shane had buddied up to him to help. They were fifteen. Hormonal. Nothing happened, but Shane knew there was a difference between their dynamic and his dynamic with the other guys that had nothing to do with language barriers. Miro had taught him some Russian, which sparked his original interest in learning the language. In learning more languages, really. That's how he'd been recruited in the first place. He'd tried for a few months to keep in touch with Miro after he went back to Russia. Then nothing. He never showed up in KHL news either. Shane wondered. Worried. Watching Rozanov on screen brought that back up viscerally.



It didn't help that the man was shirtless most of the time. His perfect ass on display every other scene. They really went into the sex hard, right off the bat. Honestly, Shane would have muted the damn thing if Rozanov's voice wasn't so nice. It was odd, hearing him speak with an American accent, but intriguing. He was talented, even laughed like an American, animated his expression more. Shane never would have guessed he wasn't American if he'd watched the show first.



Fuck, he was beautiful on screen. The camera hardly had to do any work to catch the glow of his blond hair, the brightness of his blue eyes. Shane wondered if he actually made those faces when he fucked someone. Wondered what he sounded like. He looked sensual, touchable, far too pretty for an actual hockey player. Then he would shift into something hard and angry, the sharp angles of his face on full display, muscles clenching as his character got into a fight. He looked wild and feral, mean.



Shane could tell he'd played hockey before, that he'd been professionally trained to skate. It was a subtle difference, a lay person would never notice. He looked like he'd lived in skates for months at a time, was comfortable moving on the ice. Shane would bet he didn't even need a stunt double for the short hockey sequences.



Before Shane knew it, he was on the fourth episode and it was after midnight. Shit. He was too worked up to sleep properly. There was no way.



With a little too much aggression, he turned off the TV and got up to go take a cold shower.



(No, it didn't help and yes, he did jerk off to fall asleep.)
 






      

  












      Chapter 6: Club Prelude
  








  They had gone over the rules again and again and again. Each time he repeated himself, Shane was more sure that Ilya Rozanov was going to be a huge pain in the ass to protect. And really, he should have known that the actor wouldn't stay at home for long. He'd said it, his friends said it, everyone said it. Rozanov liked to party. He liked to go out. He liked to fuck.
He also had a stalker who was escalating to violence. The two concepts did not coexist very peacefully, and the only mediator was Shane because no one else seemed very interested in saying no to him.
He didn't even ask. Didn't give any heads up or warning. He definitely didn't provide Shane with any kind of schedule outside of his professional obligations. So Shane was both pissed off and unsurprised to find Rozanov, Marly, and Luca heading for the garage after 10:30 the next night.
"What's going on?" he demanded huffily, annoyed that he'd only seen them by chance on the camera monitors when he stopped by the security station to drop off an updated itinerary for Boodram. Rozanov turned and scowled, but kept walking even when the other two stopped. Luca looked a little guilty, Marly totally unbothered.
"We're going out."
"Out," Shane repeated.
"Yeah. Out. To a club. You know, drinks and dancing." He shimmied and Shane nearly saw red.
"And you don't see any problem with that?"
The man tossed his arms. "He says he wants to go out, we go out!"
Rozanov had already opened the garage and tossed keys at Luca. "This is boring! Let's go."
"What club are you even going to?" Shane demanded, checking that he had his phone and weapon. He did. He always did.
"Uhh—"
"Who cares?" Rozanov snapped. He turned on his heel to go get into the car he'd picked out for the night, Luca and Marly quick to follow. "We're going. Come with or stay behind, I don't care."
"You can't just—" Shane argued, jogging to keep up and slide in the backseat right behind him.
"I can do whatever I want," Rozanov volleyed back. "I'm a grown man and you're not my mother."
"Jesus christ, we have rules for a reason! You have to tell me ahead of time."
"Okay! Fine! Next time I will tell you before. You're so boring, Hollander."
"You fuck with me and I will walk, Rozanov!" he snarled heatedly, earning the man's full attention. His nostrils flared wide, jaw clenched. Shane finally noticed what he was wearing; a slinky, low cut black silk shirt. It was so low that you could see the curve of his pecs, the golden cross glinting between his collar bones. It cut off at the shoulders, showing off the shape of them far too well. He had on the tightest black jeans Shane had ever seen in his life and bracelets on his wrists. The fucker had a gold earring in too. His curls gelled and artfully arranged. He noticed Shane noticing and smirked. Asshole.
"Okay," he agreed in a tone that meant he didn't believe Shane at all. And how the fuck had he lost control of that situation so quickly? Shane felt his cheeks burning and bodily turned away, demanding more details from Marly about the place they were going. He pulled out his phone to document, set alarms at the house, texted Boodram. He heard Rozanov's soft snort, but studiously ignored him for the remainder of the drive. He wasn't going to mess up a job just because the goddamn principal was annoyingly attractive.
When they pulled up in front of the club, Marly got out first to post up on the sidewalk, and of course Rozanov jumped the gun and got out on his side instead of following Shane. He gritted his teeth and told Luca he was staying with the car before darting after his principal. Who obviously didn't wait to go in. Marly knew the bouncer, got him to let Shane through, which wasn't any better than being on the sidewalk. Rozanov had been recognized, the volume increased, phones came out, heads turned.
Shane jogged to catch up to Rozanov, head on a swivel and arm out to keep people back. Rozanov spared him an amused glance, but otherwise ignored him. The music thundered in his skull and the sheer number of people made him dizzy, and deep inhalations didn't feel possible in the tightness of the room. Thankfully, a waitress clocked them and offered to take them to the VIP section. She set them up at a circular booth and Shane urged Rozanov in first so he could sit at one end and Marly on the other. Rozanov rolled his eyes, then ordered bottles for the table, and pulled out his phone. He was taking a picture of himself, which Shane noticed in enough time to snatch it from him.
"What the fuck, Hollander?"
"You're not posting where you are right now!" he shouted above the, quite frankly, unbearable noise.
"I come to club, I post the club. It's promotion!"
"No! It's a security risk and a map for your stalker!"
Rozanov glared, clearly wanting to argue, but he tossed a hand and turned to Marly. The two of them resolutely ignored Shane in favor of scoping out the room. Shane did the same, but for very different reasons. There were three entry points, front door, kitchen, emergency exit. Bathrooms were around a corner, out of sight. Didn't seem like the kind of building that would have windows in there. There was an upper balcony that was almost pitch black from this angle, not ideal. Lights were in all the wrong places for proper surveillance, everyone was moving or dancing so he couldn't get a decent head count. It was all…fucking bullshit. He tried to focus as the waitress brought the bottle and poured shots for Ilya and Marly.
"Can I get you anything, sweetie?" she asked Shane. He shook his head and focused on the group of women approaching the table.
It was instinct, training, his job.
He was immediately on his feet, putting his body between the women and Rozanov's table. He even blocked their path to the waitress, just out of caution. He'd dealt with three poisoning attempts in his time, this would be an easy venue for that.
Unfortunately, these women were civilians and reacted that way. They were startled by Shane's aggressive movement and that pissed Rozanov off.
"Fuck off, Hollander!" he snapped, pushing and shoving at Marly to get out. Instead of getting up, Rozanov stayed put and Shane wanted to smack him. Marly smooth talked the women, gesturing for them to sit and drink with them. Which they did, enthusiastically. The only person with any sympathy for his plight was the waitress.
"Another bottle?" she asked him quietly. He nodded and stood to the side of the booth.
"Open it at the table, please."
"Of course."
Taking a breath, Shane shifted into proper work mode. He stood at attention, eyes locked on the room around him, observing. He kept an ear out for the table, listening to them take shots, flirt outrageously, and laugh. Shane had been in much less pleasant circumstances, but at least he'd had time to prepare for them. Mentally and physically. He had methods for settling his sensory regulation, of course. Doing it in real time instead of in preparation was much more of a challenge.
Just as he thought he was getting into a good flow state, adjusting to the environment and able to track what needed tracking, the group decided to go dance. Shane couldn't decide if he wanted to shoot everyone in the room or just himself. Toss up, really.
He stayed on the perimeter, of course, tracking Rozanov's movements. Which was…more distracting than it should have been. Two of the women, dressed to party and absolutely beautiful, hung all over him, bodies moving to the incomprehensible music. Shane tried to keep his eyes moving, to surveil the area around his principal, but he kept snapping back. His eyes snapped right back to Rozanov every few seconds.
He looked good out there. Comfortable with his body in a way Shane absolutely never could be. And he did not mind the press of bodies against him, he pushed into them, touched wherever he liked, kissed them even. And kept his eyes on Shane. That was the most infuriating part. If he was going to dance with women, he should have been paying attention to them. He should have let Shane do his job, but now they were in this stupid, locked stare down that was way out of bounds. Inappropriate didn't cover it. They'd leap frogged over inappropriate days ago, it had never once been appropriate, and Shane was going to lose his damn mind.






      

  












      Chapter 7: Pull the Alarm
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  It got worse. And really, Shane should have been prepared for that too.
Rozanov ditched the women he was with, foisting them off on Marly and another couple of guys around him. It was so deftly done that they didn't miss a beat with their dancing. Shane only noticed because Rozanov was walking over to him. He planted his feet and cursed under his breath, trying very very hard not to notice the way Rozanov's expression softened and his lids drooped when they made eye contact.
Those hands skating up Shane's chest should have been more surprising. Shane was shaking his head before Rozanov even started tugging at his jacket. He stepped closer, lips at Shane's ear.
"Dance with me." Shane just kept shaking his head.
"C'mon, come protect me," he pressed his body against Shane's, head tipping back just enough to make eye contact. Shane had no idea what his face was doing, but based on the way Rozanov's pupils blew wide, it wasn't helping his case.
Rozanov's hands snaked under his suit jacket and around his waist, tugging with enough force that Shane was startled out of position. He was easily dragged onto the dancefloor after that. And maybe he should have resisted more, but he couldn't spot Marly and was temporarily sidetracked by looking for him. Rozanov took full advantage, kept his hands at Shane's hips, pressed close and moved them both to the beat. Shane didn't know what to do with his hands. He'd never liked dancing, not like this, for a whole host of reasons. He couldn't stop the buzzing in his brain, the roiling in his gut, the very obvious erection he was getting from being this close to Rozanov. Feeling his body like this. He felt instead of heard Rozanov's amused huff, and didn't have time to process what was happening even when Rozanov's hands came to his face.
Rozanov kissed him. 
Shane's brain promptly went quiet.
Rozanov's mouth was firm but gentle against his own, it was hot and tasted of vodka. He moved confidently, his lips coaxing a reponse from Shane who felt helpless against it. Like he couldn't keep up. Shane didn't even realize his hands had gone to Rozanov's chest when his tongue slipped past his teeth, stroking and searching. Shane couldn't focus on anything else but more, more, more. He felt Rozanov's hands moving everywhere, restless and seeking contact which Shane's suit obviously prevented. When he got the back of Shane's shirt untucked and slipped a hand up his bare back, Shane gasped and pulled away.
Fuck.
He had to inhale and physically shake himself to get reoriented. Rozanov was grinning, biting his lip, eyes locked on Shane still, and he smacked Shane's face lightly. Shane couldn't handle the eye contact, his eyes were too intense, too blue, and he looked past him to get some control back. Nobody was looking at them, all too enthralled in their own situations, which was a relief. The only relief, actually. He was stupidly hard, his hands were clenched in Rozanov's stupid shirt and he couldn't seem to make himself let go. Rozanov leaned in again, but bypassed his mouth to kiss his cheek, jaw, back to his ear.
"Relax," he muttered in Russian.
Stupidly, frustratingly, maddeningly, Shane did. He didn't seem to have much control of his body in that moment, pressed up close to Rozanov and caught in throngs of intoxicated, dancing bodies. He just…fucking melted. Shane slid his hands up to his shoulders, wrapped his arms around his neck, and dropped his head alongside Rozanov's. He felt lips at his ear, felt Rozanov take his weight and kept them moving to the music. It was so, so stupid. So fucking stupid. It didn't seem to matter, being close to Rozanov like this felt too good to give up.
So, of course, that's when the fire alarm went off.
Shane activated immediately as people around them screamed in surprised. It was much easier to cover Rozanov with him already in Shane's arms. He pushed the man closer toward the emergency exit while the other club-goers bolted for the front door, and felt Rozanov's hands clench his jacket tight. He was scared. Of course he was scared. The bombing had only been two weeks ago.
"What the fuck—?"
"We have to go, keep moving."
"Where's Marly?"
"We need to get to the car," Shane snapped. "We'll find him later."
He kept a hand on Rozanov's shoulder, pushing him through the back exit and going for his phone to call Luca. He barked at the kid to pull up a block down and flash the lights when he saw them. Shane kept one hand on Rozanov, one on his gun holstered at his chest, and head on a swivel as they moved for the street. Behind them, the door banged open and people were running toward them.
Running on instinct now, Shane pivoted and slammed Rozanov into the wall, covering him with his body.
"Fuck," he hissed, grabbing Shane's jacket again and pressing close. "Please tell me that's not your gun."
Honestly it was both.
"Shut up."
Shane kept his head turned, monitoring the exiting club-goers and making sure they weren't paying them too much attention. Rozanov dropped his head forward, resting on Shane's shoulder so that their cheeks were pressed close too. He was hot compared to the cool night air and Shane struggled not to lean into it.
"Hollander…"
"Let's go," he clipped, moving back and urging him along. He didn't have to do much, Rozanov stayed close. He grabbed the bottom of Shane's jacket and kept pace. They got to the sidewalk and down the block when Luca flashed the headlights. He was unlocking the door just as Shane reached for the handle. Rozanov in first, Shane quickly behind him.
"Drive," he snapped at Luca, who pulled out. "Circle the block, we lost Marly."
"What happened in there? I just saw people running."
"Fire alarm."
He was having a hard time focusing, though. Rozanov immediately budged up against him, breaths coming too quickly and hands shaking. Compulsively, Shane reached to cover that hand, which must have been the right move. Rozanov slapped his other hand down on top and squeezed.
"Slow down," Shane murmured gently. "Inhale slowly." Rozanov complied and Shane counted for him, exhaled long and low. "Good, do it again."
Shane talked him through it until they picked up Marly, who came in hot and talkative. He had plenty to say about what happened, and didn't seem to need any input from them.
The drive back felt slow and was too noisy. Marly was clearly tanked, talking too loudly with Luca about some nonsense Shane couldn't keep track of. He was too focused on Rozanov. He had slumped into Shane's side, kept ahold of his hand and dropped his head to Shane's shoulder. His breathing was more even, calmer. Unfortunately Shane had the insane urge to kiss his forehead, offer more comfort than…well than was appropriate. Not that anything about anything that had happened that night was appropriate. Shit. Instead, he kept his head turned, looking out the window, and allowed Rozanov to stay close.
Boodram buzzed them through around 1:30 am, and Luca pulled into the garage. The second the car stopped, Rozanov bolted. He was out the door and gunning for the house before anyone could get a word out. With a sigh, Shane pulled out his phone to disable the house alarm in case he was too flustered to remember. Whistling, Marly followed behind him, a little unsteady on his feet. Shane gave himself a moment, scrubbed his face and got out. He waited for Luca to lock up the keys, close the garage, and set the alarm. He was a smart kid, detail oriented. Shane had half a mind to put him on the payroll. He could use a good assistant.
"We need to call the club in the morning," Shane said nonsensically. He didn't know why he verbalized that thought. Usually he planned everything out, told people what they needed to know as they needed to know it. But he was frazzled and second guessing himself. Luca frowned.
"You think it wasn't a fire? Was it the stalker?"
Shane hesitated. On the one hand, keeping a team fully apprised of his thoughts and plans was crucial to a successful operation. On the other, he didn't want to scare the kid by overreacting.
"Rozanov posts his location when he goes out. The stalker likes to keep close, so it's possible."
"Okay. But if he wants to see Roz, why pull the fire alarm?"
Rozanov's plush lips pressing to his flashed in his mind. Hands on his face, the heat, their bodies pressed too close for any plausible deniability. He shook his head.
"I don't know. But let's not jump the gun just yet. We'll call the club, get confirmation about what happened. Maybe somebody was smoking in the wrong place."
"Yeah, maybe," Luca eyed him warily. He was sharp, too perceptive. Shane needed to get his shit together.
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  Unfortunately for his ongoing and newly cemented plans to seduce his bodyguard, the fire wasn't actually the problem they had to deal with. Hollander was annoyingly correct in that it was a freak accident. Someone had been smoking in the bathroom. No stalkers involved. Didn't mean they were in the clear.
Someone had used their shitty camera phone to get a picture of him and Hollander pressed up together in the club. It was too dark and blurry to be significant. They probably hadn't used flash to avoid being caught. Which was too bad because Ilya would have enjoyed watching Hollander clock it and freak out. Probably would have broken the phone and scared the shit out of them. Whipped out that gun. Fuck, he really wanted to see that happen. Not the shooting bit, just Hollander pulling the gun.
Still, Ilya was recognizable in the picture. Hollander's face was well hidden. It's just that he was obviously a man and wearing a suit that no sane person would wear to dance at a club. Within an hour of posting, theories abounded and bodyguard did come up. Thank fuck they would never be able to actually identify Hollander because he was scrubbed from the internet, and no one could really confirm it. Very seriously scrubbed from the internet too; on Rose Landry's Wikipedia page he was listed as "Unknown Spouse." That kind of invisibility took work and a lot of money. Likely, that was the only reason he hadn't walked when Svetlana showed them.
Currently, Ilya was sprawled out on the couch in his living room, pretending to be bored and annoyed. At least, he hoped that's what they saw. He was actually terrified Hollander was going to quit and he'd get murdered by some psycho in his sleep.
Hollander was pacing in front of him, ranting about his stupid, boring rules, while Svetlana tried to placate him. When she noticed Ilya's inattention, she kicked at his foot. He feigned innocent confusion, but absolutely did not care. Ilya wanted to listen. Sort of. But he was far more interested in watching Hollander strip out of his jacket, gun and shoulder holster exposed, and roll his sleeves up to his elbows. He kept thinking about that kiss. The way his sharp, dark eyes had tracked Ilya the whole time. The way he'd curled into Ilya's body on the dance floor. The way he'd thrown Ilya against that brick wall like he was a rag doll and not a six foot, fully grown man. It was distracting. And fucking hot. He also just enjoyed a riled up Hollander, apparently.
"Are you even listening?" Hollander demanded, shrill and flushed. His hair was a little tousled, probably from being tugged at and fussed with. Ilya wanted to see those eyes go soft too. He wanted to bite him.
"No. This is boring."
"Svetlana!"
"Okay!" She swung on Ilya, betraying him instantly. "No more clubs! Period. Until after the Emmys, you will only go to pre-approved locations to be discussed ahead of time. Got it?"
"Whatever," he huffed.
"And no more social media," Hollander added. Ilya scowled. "I'm serious, Rozanov!"
"No he's right," Svetlana agreed, "We have your sponsored and promotional posts already scheduled. Nothing else, you won't have access until after the Emmys."
"What the fuck—" She bent down to smack his arm. "Fine!"
"It's three months, you'll survive not being a slut for three months." He kicked at her without landing the hit. "And as for the other thing!" Ilya snorted at Hollander's obvious distress when she gestured between them. "You two? Figure your shit out!"
"It wasn't—" Hollander tried.
"I don't care!" she tossed her arms up like she was washing her hands of it. "I don't. I can squash the gossip, it's nothing. You're adult men, figure it out! And do it somewhere no one can take your picture!"
With that, she left the room, her phone already in hand and making a call. Ilya tipped his head back to glare up at the ceiling. Then he heard Hollander's noisy, shaky sigh and turned to look. He'd taken off his tie, popped shirt buttons, and sunk onto the coffee table with his face in his hands. Not a posture Ilya was used to seeing. Which was a stupid thing to think, he'd only known the man for a week, what the fuck was wrong with him? But he was breathing way too heavily for Ilya's sanity.
"Hey," he tried. But Hollander didn't budge, just sat there. "Hollander."
"It's fine, I'm fine," he groaned. "I just…Panic attack. It happens—"
Ilya was on his feet and moving before he even finished his sentence. He reached for Hollander's wrists, tugging to urge him to stand. When he complied without a hint of resistance, Ilya tapped at his forearms, elbows, upper arms, slowly coaxing him into wrapping his arms around Ilya's shoulders. It worked and Ilya slid his arms around Hollander's waist, hands firm, and hugged him tight. It was the right thing, apparently, because Hollander squeezed him back.
"Sorry," he muttered.
"Is okay." He rubbed his hands up and down the man's back. He tucked his chin over Hollander's shoulder, tried not to moan when he felt the man's mouth against his neck. "It's weird at first. I am used to it now."
"It's violating," Hollander grumbled. Ilya grunted in agreement. If Ilya hadn't already accepted that being photographed was part of his job, he would have felt the same. He felt it a little. Not because someone had a picture of him, but because they'd tried to get a picture of Hollander. Hollander, who had melted into his arms and kissed him like he needed nothing else to survive. Ilya was feeling wildly protective of him, which was odd. He'd been photographed with plenty of people and never cared. Maybe it was just because Hollander was private, because his job meant discretion. He wasn't trying to think about it too much.
"It will be okay," he nosed against the side of his head. "They don't know who you are and the internet gets bored easily." He pulled back, raising his hands to Hollander's neck and jaw to tip his face up. He nearly stopped breathing for a second. Those big brown eyes were soft and glassy, he almost looked drugged, and they didn't budge from Ilya's face. His bodyguard's hands dropped to Ilya's waist, fingers spreading then gripping the waistband of his joggers. He was trying to control himself, Ilya thought, forcing his hands to stay somewhere safe.
"Someone will eventually recognize me."
Ilya balked. "A specific someone?"
Hollander's head reared back, all that softness obliterated.
"What the fuck does that mean?"
"I'm just asking—"
Hollander disentangled himself, moving around him to sit on the couch, fully stressed again. Annoying.
"I have a career, Rozanov. People know me professionally. Publicity like this affects my work! I mean, maybe it doesn't for you. People would love it if you got caught fucking a co-star—"
"We were not fucking," Ilya pointed out nonsensically, just to be a shit, and sat next to him. Which was a little disappointing actually because Ilya had fully intended to pull him into one of those corner booths before the alarm went off.
"You know what I mean! Jesus!" He scrubbed his hands through his hair, tugging a little. Ilya couldn't tolerate that. He reached out to snag his wrists again, pulling them over to his lap.
"Okay, even if that's true, people make mistakes. It happens, right? And as long as you do your job, and nobody dies, all these rich people don't care about any of that." He raised his brows when Hollander didn't respond. "Right?"
"Maybe."
"So it's fine." He leaned in closer, nudging Hollander's shoulder with his chin. He just barely turned in Ilya's direction, just enough. "It's okay. Let me help?"
"This is a bad idea," Hollander whispered, but didn't move away. Ilya was already reaching for his chin.
"What is?"
"Rozanov—"
He tugged him in for a kiss, tongue sweeping up his lips and dipping in for a taste. Hollander sighed and answered in kind, brushing their lips together in sweet, slow kisses. Their noses smushed into each other's faces, but he was too focused on how good it was. He didn't want to rush this, he wanted to enjoy it. He wanted to make sure Hollander knew he could back out, that he wasn't going to take advantage. Hollander was already melting for him, easily moved, pliable...
"Wait, wait--" Ilya panicked for a second, face heating up. But then Hollander pulled his gun from his holster and set it on the table. Which holy shit, he really had forgotten about the gun.
Apparently the bodyguard didn't need the out. The second the gun was secure he turned to Ilya more fully and pulled him along as he laid down on the couch. Ilya groaned, grabbing for his thigh as they adjusted limbs and bodies so Ilya was on top and nestled between his legs. Ilya dipped down to kiss his smiling mouth, teasing, then his chin, his neck. Hollander tipped his head back into the cushion. Ilya felt his hands come up to his neck, holding him there, fingers threading through his curls and gripping. Ilya moaned into it and he raised his head to kiss him wet and deep, inhaling deep through his nose just to get a proper breath. He lightly smacked Hollander's face and felt his dick kick. He arched underneath Ilya, bringing their erections in direct contact.
"Fuck Hollander," he rasped. "Let me suck you."
Any worry about rejection was completely tossed aside when Hollander nodded too quick and too eager. It took a minute to get his pants down, his stupid fucking suit pants, but he got them down to Hollander's knees and immediately dropped his face to his groin. Ilya mouthed him through his black boxer briefs, pressing kisses to the already wet tip, down his erect length, to his balls. He smelled good too, clean and warm but musky, a perfect combination that had him salivating.
"Rozanov," he whined, a hand sliding into Ilya's curls and tugging. He hummed and kissed his length again, letting his eyes flick up to Hollander's face, he smirked. "Fuck," the man cursed and tossed an arm over his forehead.
"Ask nicely."
"Fuck you."
Ilya pretended to pout. "Mmm. Not nice." Hollander bucked and Ilya kissed his dick again.
"Please," Hollander begged, "please suck my dick."
Ilya reached up to slap at his cheek. "Good boy."
Hollander groaned and hid his face in the crook of his arm while Ilya tugged his underwear down and took him in his mouth. He slid one of his hands up and around the thick thigh cradling him, reached the other up to grab and squeeze his chest under his shirt, pushing against the tight line of the holster. Fuck the shirt. Next time he was stripping him fully first thing.
He swirled his tongue under his cock to put pressure on the thick vein there and bobbed down. Hollander was cursing up a storm, his body taut but unmoving because perfect, good boy Hollander would never thrust his dick into somebody's throat without permission. Couldn't stand. Ilya relaxed his jaw, took him deeper until his nose was nestled in his neatly trimmed pubic hair. When his tip hit the back of Ilya's throat, Hollander cried out. Fuck, he sounded pretty. Ilya was already leaking in his underwear just thinking about fucking him.
He pulled back, inhaling deeply to catch his breath, and kissed the tip of Hollander's dick, tongued the slit until he whined and shook from keeping still. Then he mercilessly sucked him back down, taking him at a quick pace until he forced him into cumming. He was dimly aware of the hand clenching his hair tight, of Hollander babbling his warnings, but Ilya swallowed anyway. Then he pulled off, trying to catch his breath.
"Holy shit," Hollander gasped, body going lax and sinking a little more into the cushions. Ilya laughed, still out of breath. He pushed up Hollander's shirt to kiss his hips and up his defined abs, licking and biting along the ridges as he took deep breaths.
"Holy shit," he mocked his accent again. "You're so cute," Ilya muttered, nuzzling into his belly.
"Shut up."
But then Hollander was tugging at him, urging him back up. He grabbed for Ilya's neck and kissed him rough and deep, obviously tasting himself. Ilya dropped his body to the thick of his thigh, rocked down against it even as Hollander tried to devour him.
"Didn't have to do that," he gasped when Ilya broke their kiss. Ilya rubbed their noses together, kissing the corner of his smile sweetly, then his cheek and back to his neck. He felt Hollander turn his face, nudging until he brought their mouths back together. Fuck, he was still smiling. Cute did not cover this.
"I don't mind it," he assured him, pressing another kiss to his lips, tongue brushing between them. Just to tease him by being bossy and giving orders, just to see what he would do, Ilya said, "I want you on your knees."
In a move that startled, Hollander was sitting up. He pushed Ilya back onto his knees and then manhandled him back into a seated position, smoothly dropping to his knees on the floor between his legs.
"Whoa."
Hollander arched a brow up at him, eyes less sharp than usual and hazy with desire, and silently pulled at Ilya's joggers and underwear. Ilya lifted his hips to help, but was too stunned to do much else. He flailed for a moment when Hollander immediately went down on him, deep throating on the first go and gagging a little. Ilya swore and slid his hands onto Hollander's shoulders, slipping under the holster and gripping it tight. And fuck that was such an idea for another day with more time.
It was a little sloppy, but wet and eager and Hollander did not let up. He also reached a hand up and under Ilya's shirt, squeezing his right pec and pinching his nipple between his fingers which had Ilya's balls tightening way too fast. Ilya kept his hands moving, unable to choose a spot he liked best. It didn't matter though, he was too keyed up, too hot for this weirdly particular, gorgeous man trying to suck out his soul through his dick. He came quickly, much quicker than usual, and Hollander held him down, swallowing everything.
Ilya collapsed back into the couch, panting like he'd just sprinted a mile. Fuck. He knew Hollander would be good. He fucking knew it. Totally worth the chaos this would cause. Apparently his bodyguard had just enough energy to get to his feet and pull his pants up. Ilya let himself sit and stare for moment, just enjoying the view, then swung an arm up. Thankfully, Hollander took the non-verbal invitation for what it was and climbed into Ilya's lap.
Hollander was not a small guy. He practically crushed Ilya, let gravity do most of the work and sunk into a kiss. It was mostly contact, lips moving minimally, noses crushed against each other, breathing each other's air. Ilya couldn't resist getting his hands on that ass. Damn it, they should have gotten naked. He wanted to rub and squeeze it properly, but he settled for dipping his fingers beneath the waistline of his pants and back up his untucked shirt.
Hollander pressed one more urgent kiss to his mouth and then fell off his lap to the side. Ilya tracked his movement but let him go, let their limbs stay pressed together.
"That was…"
"Yeah," Ilya agreed. "Are you-?"
"So much better."
He chuckled. "Good. Freaking out?"
"Yep." Hollander tipped his head into the back of the couch, squeezing his eyes shut while Ilya stroked his leg. His thighs were amazing, Ilya wanted to bite them. "This is not a good idea," he said, shaking his head.
Ilya pulled a face. "A little late for that."
"No, I'm serious. We can't—"
"We could," Ilya argued. "It's just sex, Hollander, I'm not trying to trap you for a greencard."
That got him a laugh and those eyes back on him. Really pretty, sweet brown eyes that made Ilya's insides twist up too tight to be sane. Hollander could never know. If he knew, he'd back out and quit and Ilya would miss his shot. He slid a hand up to finger at one of his shirt buttons.
"I won't tell," Ilya promised, quiet and serious like he never was. "I don't do relationships, so there's rumors I'm fucking three different people every week. Who would care anyway? You want to keep me in the house, don't you?"
"What about Svetlana?"
"What about her?"
Hollander glared at him and Ilya arched his brow. Didn't work. Hollander shook his head.
"This can't happen again."
Ouch.
But Ilya had spent a lifetime hiding his disappointments, letting people believe the worst about him so he could lick his wounds in private. It was fine. It's not like it would have worked out. Men like Shane Hollander didn't date broken messes with attitude problems. Men like Shane Hollander married women like Rose Landry. They hooked up with dirty secret men like him and went back to their wives. It was fine.
He sat back and shrugged with as much nonchalance as he could muster.
"Okay."
 






      

  












      Chapter 9: Rose
  



    Chapter Notes

      Apologies for the short update, but I didn't want to separate the next group (trust that you don't want me to either)!
These chapters are a little sad clustered together, but we will recover, I promise <3







  Shane kept his distance for a couple of days. It was selfish, totally for his own sanity, but it was necessary. It was almost Christmas, the New Year two weeks away, and then it would be a full six weeks of travel and appearances. He needed to get his head on straight, re-establish boundaries, and attempt to mend rapport before that happened. He couldn't be all twisted up wondering how Rozanov could go from hot to cold about sex. He couldn't be wondering what he'd be like naked, relaxed, spread out on a bed with no time constraints. He couldn't be thinking about his gorgeous blue eyes or how they looked sad sometimes when he thought no one was looking. He couldn't be plotting to get the actor's dick back in his mouth when he needed to be watching for a stalker.
He was walking the property to clear his head, go through his checklists, and make any adjustments necessary. He ended up in the kitchen when his phone started ringing. Only a few people would call him without texting first. It was Rose. Shane pinched the bridge of his nose and answered.
"Hey."
"Heeey, not my lover," she sang into the phone. It made him smile and chuckle. She was cute, it was annoying. "Finally decided to take my call?"
"Just been preoccupied."
"Oh I know, hon. I think the whole internet knows."
Fuck. "Saw that, did you?"
"I think we should all be grateful that Yuna and David are allergic to social media," she offered. Which, he hadn't actually considered his parents in this at all.
"Great. Such support. Thanks for that."
"What the hell is going on, Shane? Ilya Rozanov? A club? You?"
"It's a job."
"You were not working. Okay, well, you were working it—"
"Shut up."
"Never! It's glorious. It's blurry, I'm the only one who would recognize you, and you need a new suit, but damn, this is hot and I'm using it."
"That is disgusting, Rose."
"We were married, it's fine, I've used worse. Now tell me: what is happening? Please?!"
He sighed. He didn't usually talk about his jobs, but they also didn't usually get leaked on the internet in such an explosively intrusive kind of way. Sometimes his profile was in a picture, his chin, his arm, a hand. Not…this. He scrubbed his face.
"It is a job. Hayden dropped my name. Rozanov is the principal."
"Babe."
"It's bad, Rose. I am fucking up."
"No you're not." He tried to argue. "Shane, that man looks very safe and comfy to me."
"Rose!'
"And there's no way you're fucking up. It's just an impossibility. The sky is blue, water's wet, and Shane Hollander will always, always deliver. Even if he's super gay and can't get it up for you—"
"I am a normal amount of gay."
"It's so funny that that's what you focused on." He growled in irritation. "Okay, Shane? Breathe for me. Four in, four out. C'mon." As always with Rose, Shane complied, helpless to that tone in her voice. She talked him through it for several minutes, a routine they'd perfected a long time ago. "You are fine," she told him gently. "You are your own boss, there is nobody looking down at you. You are not in trouble. You are good at your job."
"It doesn't really feel like that right now."
"You got the hots for a principal! So what? It was bound to happen eventually, right? One out of dozens of people you've protected. Those are really good stats, Hollander."
"I can't work like this. I'm distracted. I'm too lax. It's stupid, Ro, someone is going to get hurt."
"My love, you are so, so stupid about so many things, but not the job. Okay? I know you think this matters, that it's going to throw you off or whatever, but I promise you it won't. In the moment, when you need it, you will do what needs doing. You will keep that gorgeous, gorgeous man safe. And…hopefully…get laid while doing it."
"Rose!" he laughingly spluttered. It was so unfortunate that she was already slightly accurate.
"Oh I'm weird for wanting my ex-husband to get laid by a hot Russian actor who is clearly very into him?"
"A little, yeah! Ex-wives normally don't want their ex-husbands to be with someone else."
"Well fuck normal. We were never normal anyway, remember?"
"I do remember."
"It's a one off," she said more gently. "You never give yourself a break. You always do your work to crazy perfection. Just…let this go where it wants to go, and when it's done…you can reset."
"I can reset," he repeated. She was good at that. She gave him mantras, things to cling to when the rest of his brain floundered in the face of conflicting information. It was one of the reasons he'd stubbornly stayed in the relationship so long. Rose was a lifeline.
"You can reset. And find some hideous old lady to protect next as a palate cleanser. You never have to take another celebrity case again. Maybe just women you won't be attracted to."
"Right."
"Are you okay?"
"I'm…I'm something, but it's not okay."
"You need to get laid, Shane."
"Ma'am, I am working."
"Working people get laid, babe, it happens all the time. There's whole genres of fiction about it."
"I love you," he sighed. Only Rose could be so direct and manage to calm his brain down at the same time. She'd always been too direct with him, which is how they got divorced in the first place.
"Me too," she answered, smile in her voice. "Bunches and bunches."
"You got the crew to film the premiere, right?"
"Yes!" she answered crisp and silly. "And I will send it to you the second they give it to me. I wish you could have been there," she whined, "it was perfect."
"Next time. Maybe closing?"
"Oh that would be so fun! You haven't visited in forever."
"A year is not forever, Rose."
"Still! I'll send dates, you let me know what works."
"Contract is up in two and half months." And it would be done. Shane would not stay on longer, no matter what happened.
"Perfect." She paused. "Feel better?"
"Getting there. Be safe, love you."
"Bye babe!"
He hung up the phone with a smile and tipped his head back to take a breath.
"Who was that?"
Shane jolted. And he was getting sick of being caught off guard. It was literally his job to not be caught off guard, it was fucking irritating. Unease skittered across his skin and he had to twist his neck. He whipped around to glare at Rozanov, who was smirking and waggling his brows like a dickhead. They'd barely spoken since Shane told him they wouldn't be hooking up again. He was actually surprised Rozanov wasn't being more annoying about it.
"Asshole," he grumbled. He cleared his throat. "No one."
"Someone," Rozanov argued mildly. "Be safe, love you," he mocked Shane's accent. It was actually a pretty good impression, which was all the more annoying.
"Shut up. It's none of your business."
Rozanov put his hands up pulled a fake-offended expression because he knew what he was doing. Shane huffed through his nose and put his phone away.
"Did you want something?"
"Water," Rozanov shot back bitchily, "from my own kitchen? This is okay with you?"
"Fuck off."
Rozanov just grinned to himself and went to get a glass of water like he said. He leaned against the counter to drink it, watching Shane the whole time. And Shane couldn't help but watch back. He'd obviously just worked out, was in skimpy athletic wear and sweating. Shane couldn't stop looking at his throat as he swallowed. Shit.
"Was it Rose Landry?"
Shane froze, blinking as he processed that particular voice saying Rose's name.
"What?"
"Were you talking to Rose Landry? You know. Your ex-wife."
"I know who Rose is, how do you?" He shrugged, smirking and drinking more water. "Look, I don't know what you think you know, but my personal life is off limits, got it?"
He bobbled his head as if Shane was overreacting and upset for no reason. Fuck that. He went snooping, which was wildly inappropriate.
"Just curious."
"Don't be."
"It's no big deal. I like fucking men and women, too."
Shane didn't. Shane was fully gay. He loved Rose, she was his best friend, but the sex had been awful. He'd compensated. Dreaded it. Delivered as much as he could. Thank god Rose had saved them both, he'd forever be indebted to her. But Rozanov didn't need to know any of that. He'd let the assumption stand.
"I had noticed."
Rozanov snorted, drinking more water, wiping a hand over his mouth. He had that look on his face, sparking in his eyes, which was nothing but trouble. Like he'd just gotten the perfect idea to piss Shane off and had seen an opening.
"Was it too boring?" he asked smugly. The skin on the back of Shane's neck prickled and he narrowed his eyes, waiting for the punchline. Rozanov shrugged, dipping his head. "Sex with Rose Landry, was it too boring?"
Shane sighed deeply and sneered.
"Go to hell, Rozanov."
Then he did what he should have done two days ago and walked away.






      

  












      Chapter 10: Shotgun to Malibu
  



    Chapter Notes

      Firm reminder that Shane Hollander is autistic, aware of his differences but lacking the label.







  It wasn't the worst idea he'd ever had.
Ilya had had much, much worse ideas and executed them to varying levels of success. Fucking his hockey coach's son and getting himself kicked off the team, being one. Allowing Alexei to steal money from him to gamble and snort coke, being another. But this idea didn't feel like either of those things. It didn't feel…wrong. It didn't feel like he was ripping some piece of himself away from his body to throw on a pyre to keep someone else warm. This wasn't Sasha experimenting or Sveta channeling frustration into sex or Alexei drowning his pain and anger in drugs, hookers, and liquor. This was…
Well, it was Shane Hollander.
Ilya had learned to temper expectations, to not allow himself to want anything too much. He put in the hours, did the work, expected nothing back. Hollywood had rewarded him for it. If nothing else, he gained his momentary success and he'd keep a tight grip on it until it faded away.
But Ilya wanted Shane Hollander.
He'd kept his distance while they were at the house. Ilya had a few meetings and appointments out in public, and Hollander remained flat and stern as he preferred to be around everyone. Ilya had been the exception for a week or so, and he was already resenting that being taken away. He wanted Hollander's eyes to soften again. Wanted to see that blush on his cheeks. Wanted his lips to curl in a confused smile that was as unintentional as it was reluctant. It pissed him off whenever Hollander stood casually chatting with Marly, or when he caught Luca laughing at something Hollander had said. Even Svetlana earned his ire when she accepted a hand or arm as he helped her around stairs, sidewalks, and into cars.
Hollander didn't look at him if he didn't have to. Didn't joke with him. Didn't touch him. And it was pissing him off.
Ilya knew it was a ruse. He was constructing distance, trying to manufacture indifference to appear professional. But he'd also bet every single one of his luxury vehicles that his bodyguard was jacking off to thoughts of Ilya every night. He'd bet his house and Russian apartment that he was coiled too tight and one touch would set him off. Break the dam, so to speak.
It was stupid. They were both adults. They were both, supposedly, single. Ilya could be discreet and Hollander would probably force himself to sign an NDA just to lock himself into never telling anyone they were together. There was no reason to make themselves miserable like this! Well…professionalism, self-respect, and security, but those were stupid reasons and he refused to acknowledge them.
So he was going to put himself front and center, make sure Hollander was watching, and then conveniently pretend that he didn't know Hollander was watching. It was the only way to ensure that they were actually alone and that his bodyguard wouldn't have a proper exit. Not without jeopardizing that strict professionalism, anyway.
Ilya got up early. Much earlier than he normally would be when he had nowhere to go, and got properly dressed. Jeans, a slim fitted blue-gray tank with his cross proudly displayed, white sneakers, tamed back curls. He joined a pleased Katya at the breakfast table, where both Sofia and Hollander were seated. He chatted with Sofia about her family, talked about her trip during the next two weeks because Alexei was taking Katya back to Russia for a visit during her school break. Sofia was very excited. She was flying back to New Mexico to spend time with her family (she was in grad school and Ilya kept her plenty busy too), and was very grateful to Ilya for paying for the ticket and the paid time off.
"Is nothing. You work too hard and we love you. You need the rest. I'm sure your family misses you." It was a sincere statement. He wouldn't be able to take care of Katya most of the year without her, and Katya loved her Sofia very much.
He caught Hollander watching him a little too closely as he moved to look at the pictures of Sofia's newest baby nephew. Katya squealed, claiming they were new pictures and he was so, so cute.
"He looks like an alien monkey," Ilya mused. He stuck his tongue out when Katya swatted him.
"Dyadya! How rude!"
"I am sure he will be very handsome, very soon, lyubimyy, but newborns are all little aliens. Only mothers like their newborns."
Sofia laughed with him at Katya's stink face, and he could have sworn that Hollander smiled a little even as he read through his boring newspaper.
Eventually, Katya finished her breakfast and Sofia hurried her along so they could get to her last day of school before break. Katya rushed to kiss his cheek and grabbed her backpack, bolting for the door while Sofia chuckled and grabbed her keys.
"Oh, before the charge shows up, I'm getting the oil changed today." He dismissed her, clicking his tongue. "See you this afternoon, Ilya!" she called back. 
He waved her off, pretending to focus on watching them go. He tapped his fingers on his thigh and could feel Hollander watching him now. Wondered if he was conjuring up images of Ilya fucking his niece's nanny or if he was just grateful for the quiet.
"You pay for her oil changes?" Hollander asked, bemused.
"I paid for her car. And the registration, insurance, maintenance." Hollander's brows shot up. "What? I make her pay for gas...sometimes." He shrugged. He needed Sofia to take Katya places, in LA that meant a car. She was a poor student who didn't have a car. So...he bought her the car. But the conversation fell off because Ilya didn't want to discuss all the things he did to keep Sofia on the payroll, so Shane looked back to his stupid newspaper.
"Okay," Ilya announced for no particular reason other than to pull focus back to him. He caught Hollander's confused look and bounced his brows. "Later."
With no explanation, no hesitation, he went to the alarm system and put in his exit code so he was following Hollander's stupid rules. Then he walked right for the front door. He didn't even try to subdue the smirk when he heard his bodyguard scramble behind him. Didn't slow down though, he kept walking to the garage. Even whistled as he punched in the code and got the keys for the Porsche from the lock box. It was the most subdued looking among his cars, which he felt counted for discretion.
"What the hell, Rozanov? Where are you going?"
He spun on his heel, acting shocked that Hollander had followed him, and pretending to be confused.
"For a drive."
"A drive."
"Yes."
"Yes?"
"Are you going to repeat everything I say?"
Hollander's expression morphed into pure outrage, which was absolute perfection. Ilya could see the redness creeping up his neck. It was too easy. He suppressed the smirk and spread his arms as if waiting for an actual answer.
"You can't go anywhere alone."
He lifted a shoulder. "So come with me."
Hollander's nostrils flared as something hard settled on his face. Like maybe he understood exactly what Ilya was doing. Well…he couldn't know exactly. He could guess. Knowing him, he'd be perfectly accurate but Ilya would never give him the satisfaction.
"No."
Ilya pulled his mouth down and unlocked the car. "If you don't want to do your job, suit yourself."
"Rozanov!"
But Ilya was already getting in the car. He took his time adjusting the seat and mirrors, which was necessary actually because Luca was like two feet tall. Before he even got his phone settled and music going, Hollander was jerking open the door and sliding into the passenger seat. Ilya beamed at him and Hollander scowled.
"Where are we going exactly?"
*
Apparently, Rozanov meant it when he'd said he just wanted to drive.
Not that Shane was buying any of this. Rozanov was not as slick as he thought he was, Shane knew it was some kind of move. What he hoped to accomplish was less clear. Shane wasn't about to let the man fuck him in his car. Especially not in this tiny ass, uncomfortable sports car. Especially not in this tiny ass, uncomfortable sports car somewhere public. Absolutely delusional.
He didn't really answer where they were going, he just drove out of Pasadena and into Glendale. He got onto 134 heading for Ventura, which had Shane frowning but staying stubbornly silent as he input codes into the alarm system app and updated everyone that they had left the house. The follow up questions irritated him because he was just as confused, but he set his phone aside and looked out the window. Rozanov steered them onto the 101 Northbound.
"Where the hell are we going?" he demanded, fully frustrated now. He couldn't figure out what the plan was or if Rozanov was pulling a fast one on him. And he didn't like that his sunglasses were blocking Shane's view of his eyes, which were crucial to predicting Rozanov's next move. Shane was getting close to a full-fledged meltdown because he was so pent up and far too close to the source of that…pent up-edness. But Rozanov just laughed at him.
"Where's your sense of adventure Hollander?"
"Adventure is for people who don't have a stalker and have to pay someone to make sure said stalker doesn't try to murder them," he snapped. Rozanov maturely blew a raspberry at him. "Right."
"You've never just had the itch to drive and keep going? No destination in mind, just open road?"
Shane sighed heavily, watching the way Rozanov's thumbs tapped on the steering wheel. "No." And that was the truth. "I like plans. An address to put in the GPS. A schedule."
"Of course you do. You're boring."
It should have sounded mean. Plenty of people had said it throughout his life. Boring was an apt descriptor. Shane preferred cautious and regimented, but boring was the go-to. But when Rozanov said it, even the first time, it sounded more…fond. Like it was fully expected that he would respond that way and that Rozanov liked that he responded that way. Even Rose and his parents got frustrated with him at times, begged him to loosen up and break his rules. It made Shane think of draniki.
"Yeah, sorry, wanting to keep you alive so I can collect a paycheck must be so boring to you."
He saw the muscle in Rozanov's cheek tick before he clenched his jaw and reached for his phone.
"Don't-!"
"What?" he scoffed. "I'm just changing the music."
"I can do it, just…keep your hands on the wheel."
"Oh my god Hollander—" But Rozanov put his hand back on the wheel.
"Four bullets didn't kill me, so I'd prefer not to die in a completely unnecessary car wreck."
Rozanov barked a laugh, his mouth spreading wide in an absolutely beautiful smile Shane hadn't seen from him before. Not like that. It didn't help that he had a temptingly beautiful mouth. Like, who just walked around with lips like that? His cupid's bow was obscenely wide, begging to be kissed. It was distracting as hell. And it irritated Shane that he couldn't see the mole on his other cheek.
"Oh that's funny to you?" he managed, probably sounding like a damn idiot. Not that he could tell with his heart pounding in his ears. Rozanov kept laughing and nodded.
"Yes. A little. You're so morbid, you sound Russian."
"Fuck you."
It just made him laugh again. And Shane was annoyed that he wanted to keep doing it, making Ilya Rozanov laugh like that. He reached up to thumb at his lip, hiding whatever feeling was bubbling up.
The conversation was a little more comfortable after that. Rozanov asked him about music and teased him relentlessly for his few, mundane preferences. Shane tried to explain that he just wasn't interested in music, that he didn't get it, but that only confused the actor more. Apparently, he had playlists for all sorts of things. For workouts, falling asleep, plane rides, pre-gaming parties, even for getting into character.
"That's the important one though. I have a different playlist for all my roles," he told him. Shane nodded, thinking about that.
"What's it like? Trying to get ready to pretend to be someone else?"
Rozanov tossed him a brief glance, offered that thin, fake smile. Shane frowned.
"You didn't ever ask your ex?"
He shook his head. "I just assume it's different for everyone. That's what she told me anyway."
"Ah..." He paused briefly. "You wouldn't understand."
"Like…just me? Or anyone?"
"You. Definitely just you."
Hot embarrassment shot through him. A sharp reminder of his formative years when classmates or teammates made comments he didn't understand, when they were making fun of him for something he had no control over. When it wasn't hockey or his job, people treated him like he was stupid, inept, lacking. He couldn't figure it out enough to justify himself. It was always just over his head, just out of his reach, just beyond what he could do, and it was exhausting. He kept his face flat as he could.
"You are offended," Rozanov noted. "Don't be. Is a compliment."
"What? How?" Okay, that tone of voice was not very cool or uncaring. Shane wasn't good at that either. He cared too much about too many things, especially other people's perception of him, he couldn't help it. Never could.
Rozanov's eyes briefly shifted from mirror to mirror as he merged. He wasn't quick to answer or soothe or explain himself. He seemed…contemplative. Shane hadn't seen that from him yet either. He wondered if anybody else did.
"You don't pretend," he said finally as they took the exit for Malibu. "I'm sure you've never pretended to be anything but yourself a day in your life."
Shane bristled, confused. He'd pretended a lot, especially in high school and college. Well, not deliberately. He just wanted to fit in with the people around him, not seem too different, and he wasn't very successful. He did genuinely enjoy hanging out with the girls he'd spent time with, just like he genuinely enjoyed Rose. But the sex part, absolutely not, and he never, ever let a girl think he wasn't having a good time.
"Yes, I have."
Rozanov's lips quirked. "Did it last?"
"No."
He and Rose had stopped trying to have sex three months into their relationship. If you could call it that. Government benefits were better when you were married. Don't ask, don't tell had been rampant no matter what the optics were. He'd given Rose some security while she pursued her dream. And when she reached a breaking point, they had a real conversation about it and signed the divorce papers. Her career had been taking off, she'd met someone, she didn't want to hold him back either. They'd stayed close of course, and when Hollywood started to break her down into bits and pieces, he'd signed the paperwork to move her to London for something more fulfilling and less destructive. So no, he had never pretended with Rose either. He felt Rozanov's eyes on him again.
"I've been pretending my whole life. It's instinct," he said quietly. "I don't know how to explain it someone like you."
"Could you explain it in Russian?"
He huffed. "No. It's not language. It's you." Shane actually caught his gaze this time, saw a real smile. "Like I said, it's a good thing. I like that about you. No guessing."
Shane smiled. He couldn't help it. He wanted to help it. He wanted to throw away the questions he had about that last bit. He wanted to shove down the stupid warm feelings bubbling up in his chest. He wanted to shut down the thought spirals that whole answer would inspire. He wanted anything but to have feelings for his goddamn principal.
"So what's in Malibu?"
"Malibu is in Malibu," he answered cryptically.
"Jesus Christ."






      

  












      Chapter 11: Once Upon a Pier
  








  Ilya wasn't actually trying to fuck with his bodyguard. He'd chosen Malibu on a whim when he saw the exit sign. He didn't actually have a plan, and that was kind of the point. He just wanted to be out, to be normal, to do something Hollander would do. All their time together was forced proximity in his house or out doing actor-related activities, things that meant Hollander was on the job. Maybe even uncomfortable. And maybe the lack of itinerary in public with everything else going on wasn't going to relax him, exactly, but it was different. What were the odds his stalker was going to know he'd left the house early and unscheduled for a random trip across the city anyway? It was fine.
Another benefit of Malibu is that nobody would even blink seeing him there. There were some unspoken rules about how paparazzi worked. They usually showed up on a schedule, in a designated spot, when summoned. Svetlana was the queen of maneuvering and utilizing the paparazzi. Malibu was kind of off limits. There could be fans, maybe, but if you avoided the tourist hot spots you'd just run into locals. And locals did not care about celebrities. They were either relatives of celebrities or in the industry themselves, and everybody just wanted to be left alone.
Ilya explained it to Hollander a little, but he could tell his bodyguard didn't actually believe him. Not entirely. Which was fair. Ilya was definitely working an angle here, he was right to be suspicious.
It's just that the angle was that Ilya wanted to spend time with...Shane. Not Hollander the Bodyguard. Just Shane.
Shane.
"Okay. So we're in Malibu. Now what?"
He shrugged. "The pier."
"The pier?"
Ilya was glad Shane couldn't see the way his left foot was tapping.
"Yes, it's this long dock they build out into the ocean--"
"Fuck you, I know what a pier is."
"So what is the problem?"
"We drove an hour and a half to walk on the pier?"
"Oh my god, just humor me. I want to look at the ocean and throw rocks at the stupid birds."
"Seagulls."
"Stupid birds. Demons birds."
"You can't throw rocks at the seagulls."
"I can and I will because they will try to attack us and, unlike you my bodyguard, I will protect you from the demon birds."
Shane laughed and shook his head. "You're so stupid."
"They are evil."
"You're scared of seagulls? Really?"
"You should be too. You're the stupid one."
They kept bickering like that even as they pulled in and paid to park. Ilya had already put on sunglasses, but he put on a hat too, just for some extra cover. Not that it would help because Shane was in his ugly suit at the beach. He hadn't really thought that part through.
"We have to go there," he pointed over to the surf shop and made Shane frown.
"For what?"
"Clothes. You can't wear that suit on the beach."
"Rozanov."
"Net. People will notice. Take pictures. You want another viral picture on the internet?" When Shane's face fell, Ilya beamed. He loved getting his way. He tugged on his sleeve. "Come, come, it won't hurt."
The surf shop was hilarious. They managed to find plain black board shorts, a yellow shirt that said Malibu that Shane didn't find completely offensive, and a black ball cap. Through nefarious means, Ilya had discovered Shane was a Montreal Metros fan. Their main rival was the Boston Raiders, whose colors were black and yellow. Ilya was hilarious, Shane didn't even notice.
But then came shoes.
"I'm not wearing sandals."
Ilya squeaked. "You can't wear those!"
Shane looked down at his dress shoes despondently. You would have thought someone kicked his dog with that face he was making. He whined and tipped his head back.
"Fine! But it has to be a strap over the top, not the weird toe thing."
"A thong," Ilya said too loudly just to tease him. Shane sniffed.
"I'm not saying that."
Ilya just laughed.
They paid for the clothes and Shane changed in the fitting room. When he emerged, he looked almost like a normal person except he kept shuffling his feet. He was also carrying the shopping bag with his clothes neatly folded in one hand and his shoes in the other. Ilya pulled his lips in, biting down on the urge to tease him anymore for his fastidiousness. Then he saw the bulge at the small of his back.
"Is that your gun?"
Shane looked down, shook out his shirt so it covered better. "Yes. Of course."
"You brought a gun to the beach?"
"I bring my gun everywhere when I'm on the job."
"Christ, Hollander," he griped with a scowl. He wanted to argue him down, get him to put it in the stupid bag with his stupid suit. Instead, he just took the shoes and the bag, then headed for the car.
"I can carry my own stuff!"
"Nope!"
They dropped Shane's things in the Porsche, gun not included unfortunately, and then slowly made their way over to the pier. It was kind of crowded and he nearly steered them over to the beach, but then he saw Shane's face. He was glaring daggers at the sand like it had personally offended his mother.
"Not a fan of the beach?" he asked lightly, again trying not to sound too mocking. Because what was the issue? Germs? Too hot? Sand felt too weird, got everywhere? Shane shook his head.
"Don't have good memories of sand."
"Memories?"
He hummed. "Syria."
"Oh."
"Have you been here before?"
Ilya took the redirection at face value and launched into some of the more ridiculous stories he had of the area. Co-stars that lived here, parties he'd been to, the times he'd brought Katya for a day out just to get away from Alexei. Katya loved the beach, but the schools were better in Pasadena. So he brought her when he could. She had only lived with him for a year, but sometimes it felt like a lifetime had passed. She was so different from the 6 year old who'd arrived at his doorstep.
"She's a good kid," Shane mused as they finally hit open stride on the pier. He bristled a little when Shane jerked him by the arm suddenly, but a skater went flying by and skateboarders quickly came behind them.
"Thanks." Shane bobbed his head. "And she is. Despite her parents."
"Her mom is in Russia?" Ilya hummed in the affirmative. "Must be hard."
"She's tough," Ilya dismissed it and gestured to the swarm of seagulls hounding two girls for their popcorn. "You see? Demons! Demon birds!"
In a move that nearly had him choking on his own tongue, Shane slipped an arm around his shoulders and steered him further away from the flock descending as the girls tossed the popcorn to escape.
"Don't worry, I'll protect you," he murmured, voice low and warm.
Ilya was fucked.
 






      

  












      Chapter 12: Lead Me in Circles
  








  Rozanov agreed to get smoothies instead of jokingly trying to force him to eat from a food cart. A smoothie he watched someone make was the less offensive option, honestly, and he was grateful Rozanov didn't give him shit about it. Well, he gave him a little shit about it. Not the uncomfortable, judgemental kind though.
They sat at some badly painted metal table by a fountain where kids were running around and drank their smoothies. Rozanov tipped his face into the sun like he was recharging, and Shane was almost tempted to get a picture. Weird thought. He sat up suddenly, and Shane had to suppress the need to jolt.
"So I have a question."
"Oh goody."
"Hush. Why did you quit hockey?"
"How--?" Shane straightened and shifted in his seat. "How did you know I played hockey?"
"Marly," he very, very obviously lied. "Minnesota, yes?"
"Yeah, yeah. I played center for Minnesota Duluth."
"Right. You were optioned for the NHL draft. Why didn't you go? Thought you'd get kicked back to AHL? Were you not actually good?"
Shane blinked at him, still reeling that he knew all of that already and was now demanding an explanation. Not to mention, thrown off at the suggestion that he wasn't good enough. Second round draft pick material, at least! If he was being humble! Unfortunately, he didn't think his routine answer was going to cut it. He did need to word things carefully though. Army, Army, Army, Army--
"Army recruited me. Better option."
"Syria was a better option?"
Shane flinched and dragged a hand over his mouth. Rozanov's brows were up, still waiting for an answer. It kind of pissed him off. The demand, the poking at an obviously uncomfortable subject, the already confusing, disorienting context for the day. He felt his cheeks getting hot as he glared.
"Rose."
"Your ex."
"Yes. My ex-wife."
"You turned down the NHL for your ex-wife?"
"In a way." He sighed and put down his smoothie, took off the stupid hat to rough up his hair. Rozanov mirrored his posture, learning forward to listen. Okay, they were doing this. He cleared his throat and thumbed at his mouth.
"The...Army was a sure thing. They were offering a lot of money, good benefits. Even better benefits if I was married."
"You were poor?"
"No, but Rose was. She had student loans, she wanted to be an actress. Her family could be overbearing. It gave the both of us some security with independence, a partner. And hockey wasn't a sure thing, you know? I mean, I was good, but it was getting...too intense, I guess? I think...it just stopped being fun. So if I wasn't enjoying it anymore, and there was no way to know where I'd end up or what kind of money I'd be making..."
"The Army was a sure thing," Rozanov finished.
"Yeah. And it meant Rose had support and a safety net while she pursued her career. Which was successful. It worked out."
Rozanov shrugged with his mouth. "It worked out, but you're divorced."
Shane felt a smile creeping up at the obvious tactic being deployed against him now to wheedle information out of him. He tried not to laugh, but it didn't fully work when he opened his mouth.
"What are you asking me?"
"It's not really a question," Rozanov said smoothly sitting back in his seat and smirking. Shane's jaw dropped, a little offended by the assumption and exasperated by the gall.
"What does that even mean?"
"I think you know."
"Fuck you."
Rozanov licked his lips, his smile widening, and folded his arms over his chest. It made his arms look so damn good, and Shane was irritated that he still had the stupid sunglasses on and couldn't see his eyes. He bobbed his head condescendingly, like he was explaining something very obvious.
"You're not the type."
"What type?"
"To get divorced."
Shane scoffed, tossing his arms, completely baffled now.
"I am divorced."
"Yes, but like," he bobbled his head again, "not for real divorced. Diet Divorced."
"Diet Divorced?"
He sat forward again, still smiling. "She's famous, yes? More famous than me," he pulled his mouth down at the admission. "And in Hollywood, especially early days, it's hard to have a partner. Spouse. People are all over you, looking, touching, complimenting, everyone wants you or they pretend to."
The bragging felt like a weird flaunting of something Shane didn't even fully understand. What was the point?
"Yeah sounds rough."
"It is. It's rough on partners. Husbands, especially. I'd bet all her co-stars thought they were in love with her, she's gorgeous. Any man would be pissed off, jealous, resenting her success."
Shane shrugged, shaking his head. He remembered being worried about her, being upset when she was upset. He remembered how hard everyone had been on her and wanting to shoot people about it.
"Not you," Rozanov inserted, disrupting his train of thought. "Other men. You're not the type."
"And what type am I?" he snapped incredulously, confused and frustrated by the point of this whole conversation. Rose and work were completely different boxes of his life. He's not sure most of his clients even knew he'd been married.
"Kind. You get mad when she's upset. You're not mad at her, you hit other guy for being disrespectful, for making her uncomfortable. Yes?"
"Okay, fine, that probably happened a couple of times."
"She's hot."
"Yeah I know, I married her."
Rozanov grinned. "But you were happy for her. Happy to see her do well."
"Of course."
Something about his expression softened, and Shane had the inane thought that Rozanov was staring at his mouth. He compulsively licked his lips.
"Right. So you're not mad, not jealous, not resentful, not a cheater, not the leaving type. Is she a cheater?"
"No, of course not!"
Rozanov shrugged. "Of course not. Be safe, love you." Shane snorted at the repeat impression. "So...no, it's not really question why you got divorced, Hollander."
Shane's brain reeled as he finally caught up to what the fuck he was even talking about. He barked out a disbelieving laugh.
"You really just want me to say it, don't you?"
He feigned confusion, he could see the not-smile there on his mouth. "Say what?"
"Fuck you," Shane chirped. "So because I didn't play professional hockey and I'm divorced, you assumed I was gay?"
"Whoa!" he answered with faux offense, "Who said anything about you being gay?"
"You're such an asshole," Shane laughed. He didn't seem to be in a hurry to argue that point, but kept watching Shane like he expected some kind of response anyway. He sighed. "Yes, I am gay. Yes, that is the main reason Rose and I are divorced. Amicably divorced, not diet divorced, Jesus Christ. She would kick your ass if she heard you say that."
Rozanov chuckled, bringing a hand to his mouth, and Shane kicked out at him. "Shut up."
"So it was boring sex."
"Fuck off, I am not talking to you about my ex-wife!"
Rozanov raised his hands in defeat which didn't seem at all like he was giving up on the subject. Shane just shook his head again and drank more of his smoothie. He couldn't believe he'd just gotten worked over like that, he was just as bad as Rose!
*
Ilya really loved Shane like this. Relaxed, laughing, cursing up a storm at him for being a dick. He had hoped to get Shane to admit he was gay and things were actually over with his ex-wife, but he hadn't expected it to come so easy. Ilya liked playing mind games with people, and most people knew when it was happening, so they blew him off, resisted, called him a motherfucker, and moved on. Not Shane, though. He followed Ilya down whatever weird path he wanted to take, answered questions honestly, and was entertained by it all. Didn't even seem to take real offense.
It was fun. It was more fun than he'd had with anyone in a long time. Svetlana didn't indulge him the way she used to. Hookups were never around long enough. And Marly was kind of dumb. He liked Marly being dumb because introspective Marly was a menace nobody needed to deal with anyway.
Shane was a marvel out in the sunlight, out of the stupid suit, out from under the weight of his job. And it was dangerous because Ilya wanted more, not less. He wanted to figure out a way to keep something that absolutely wasn't his. Something that would never work out.
"We should head back soon," Shane said, tone a little more somber as he finished his smoothie and folded his arms over his chest.
"Why?"
He shrugged. "Limit your exposure out in public. This was already risky, don't need to prolong the risk."
Ilya sat forward, leaning onto his crossed arms resting on the table to hide the way his thumb and pointer rubbed together, and pulled a stupid face.
"I do not feel at risk. Those kids don't scare me."
"Ha, ha."
Ilya sighed, lifted his thumb to swipe at his nose, and looked past him.
"We could go somewhere private. Less public." He had already anticipated that confused lip curl, knew if he wanted something he was going to have to be completely overt and direct about it. Still, it was cute to see the curl anyway.
"We could get a room," he explained, letting his eyes drift down Shane's body and back up. He'd tried not to check him out too obviously most of the morning. Didn't want to spook him. But now Shane was unrepentantly staring at him, brain probably spinning a mile a minute, considering him. He liked having Shane look at him, liked the idea of Shane thinking about him. He'd thought about it a lot, if Shane was thinking about him, what he thought about. He knew what his ego wanted Shane to be thinking about him, of course. The idea of finding out the truth was enough to make him sweat.
Ilya wasn't going to lie, the long silence had him panicking. Silence, in his personal experience, had always been a bad thing. A warning sign. Something to avoid or escape. But Shane wasn't like that, the offer was on the table, and even though it was a 70-30 chance he was getting shot down, hard, he couldn't be the one to walk away first. He let his heel bounce.
"Is that why you brought me out here?"
Ilya rolled his eyes. "I have a whole house and a guest house I could have seduced you in, Hollander. Would have been much easier."
"Fuck you."
"Well that's what I'm saying."
Shane inhaled long and deep, still staring. He bit his lip.
"Where would we even go?"
"Motel."
"A motel?"
"Yes. There's nice one down the road."
Shane scoffed. "Been there a lot, have you?"
"With Katya. Twice. Alexei was on a bender."
Shane's expression cleared. He couldn't be sure exactly what prompted the change. Maybe the denial about fucking other people? Which would be weird because he'd fucked a lot of people, just not at that motel. He'd never lied about that, his sexual history was long and varied.
"Okay," Shane said softly. Ilya's brows winged up.
"Okay?"
He just nodded and Ilya wished he could see his eyes. They were probably all watery and soft like they'd been the first time. He couldn't even see his freckles as well with the sunglasses on. They needed to go.
Without a word, Ilya got up and tossed their smoothie cups in the trash, then came back to extend his hand to Shane. He took it, firm and sure, and followed Ilya to the car.
 






      

  












      Chapter 13: Malibu Motel
  



    Chapter Notes

      TW: explicit sexual content (you are welcome)







  The whole day had been surreal and it was barely 1:00 in the afternoon. Shane was in a cutesy, shockingly clean, beach themed motel lobby booking a room in the middle of the day to get fucked by Ilya Rozanov, his current principal. Well, he assumed Ilya would be topping because Shane preferred bottoming and he wasn't above begging. And yes, he'd decided mentally referring to him as Ilya was probably appropriate if they were having sex. Fuck this was so stupid for so many reasons, he'd lost count at this point.
But then he stepped outside and saw Ilya leaning against the car and promptly decided he did not give a fuck. Or, at least, he didn't give a fuck for the next few hours. Consequences were for Future Shane to deal with, Present Shane had been hard up and frustrated for the last two weeks. Keeping his distance from Ilya when he was right there had been unbearable. He'd nearly packed his things and quit twice.
Ilya turned, smiling when he saw him, and it settled something in his chest. He held up the room key.
"Room 24."
Ilya bounced his brows and reached for his hand again. Shane took it, letting himself be dragged a little. When they got to the door, Ilya immediately plastered himself to Shane's back, nosing into his neck while Shane unlocked the door. Probably for the best that it was so quick because if he'd started in on Shane's neck for real, they may not have made it through the door.
They barely did as is.
Shane shut and locked it and turned just in time to intercept Ilya's kiss. He backed Shane against the door, thrusting his tongue into his mouth, desperate and rough. Maybe Ilya wasn't as unaffected by the stonewalling as he'd assumed. He wedged a leg between Shane's, grinding, and Shane knocked his head back against the door. Ilya took the opportunity to lavish attention on his exposed neck while he tried to catch his breath.
"Okay, okay," he pushed Ilya off him, a little delirious at the absolutely pathetic whining that came out of him when he did. "Let me go wash."
Ilya sighed and stepped back so Shane bolted for the bathroom. He undressed, folding everything on the counter, setting his gun safely on the other side, and quickly cleaned himself. He was thorough but he'd done it enough times to rush without worry.
He decided at the last minute to pull his underwear back on. For like modesty or whatever. It was stupid but he didn't care.
Ilya was waiting right outside the door when he came out. He'd stripped down to his underwear too. Both of them froze momentarily, studying each other.
"Damn," Shane muttered. He nearly went cross-eyed trying to take it all in. Sculpted abs that his fingers had traced, ridges of muscle in an arrow pointing toward his now obvious erection. His pecs were thick and round and Shane wanted to get his mouth on his nipples. Freckles and moles everywhere. Holy shit, the cameras didn't do him justice. Shane's hands had been tracing everywhere he looked, and when he finally lifted his eyes back up to Ilya, he seemed just as transfixed. He was touching Shane too, hands moving restlessly, rubbing his chest and back down to his hips.
"Beautiful," Ilya muttered. Shane couldn't resist moving in to kiss him. It wasn't hurried this time, it was slower, deeper, more intentional. A thought suddenly occurred to him and he wrenched his mouth away.
"Wait, wait-"
"What?"
"We need--" Before he could even get the words out, Ilya with a wolfish grin, tossed a hand behind him to the bed where condom and packet of lube sat. "You--!"
"I like to be prepared!" he insisted, feigning innocence. Shane growled in irritation and grabbed his head to kiss him again. He had to kiss the smile away, angle his head and force his tongue into Ilya's mouth. Ilya caught up, his hands dropping to cup and squeeze Shane's ass. Shane knew the sounds he made in response were ridiculous, but Ilya's grip tightened, and then he was suddenly airborne.
"Shit!"
Ilya chuckled and Shane tried to care, but fuck that. He ducked his head to catch Ilya's mouth again, lips teasing and massaging. He sunk his fingers into Ilya's curls, gripping to position his head where he wanted it to get a closer fit. Then Ilya tossed him on the bed and Shane found he was fully erect. He grabbed for Ilya, dragging him to the edge of the bed by his waistband. Ilya tugged at Shane's, snapping the band.
"Off. I want to see you."
Shane quickly shucked his underwear under Ilya's watchful gaze. It was intoxicating being able to keep his attention like that.
"C'mon," Shane urged him. Which seemed to snap him out of his staring. He stripped his underwear too, giving Shane the chance to do his own looking. And without warning, he climbed on Shane in a smooth, sensual movement. He dropped kisses to Shane's stomach and chest, lingering at a nipple, then the other, before kissing up his neck, jaw, and chin until Shane caught his mouth.
Ilya slid an arm under his back and Shane immediately arched up into him, making them both groan and break their kiss.
"Fuck Hollander." He kissed back to his ear, biting and sucking on his neck. Hopefully not enough to leave a mark. Then he was moving back down Shane's chest and stomach, and taking Shane's dick in his mouth without pause. Shane grimaced at the wet heat and the actually insane movement of his tongue, straining not to thrust up. Ilya bobbed up and down a few more times, a hand reaching up to squeeze Shane's chest, and then pulled off. He ran his hands over Shane's body and smacked the outside of his thigh lightly.
"On your stomach, get on your stomach."
Shane didn't even attempt to argue or tease. He rolled over and moaned when Ilya settled in behind him, fully skin to skin. Ilya pressed sucking kisses to his neck and shoulders.
"How many men have you been with?" he asked Shane quietly, his hand drifting down Shane's back until it landed on his ass.
"What? It's not my first--"
"How many?"
"Two."
Ilya rewarded that by nuzzling into his neck, licking and nipping at his ear.
"Was good?" Fuck, his voice had Shane's dick throbbing. It was low and deep, he sounded breathless.
"Fine," Shane answered, pushing back against his hand in silent demand. "They were fine." Ilya chuckled. "Shut up."
"I have been with a lot of men. A lot."
"Okay," he pulled up a bit. Weakly. Not honestly. "I'm leaving."
"Nooo," Ilya whined, rolling more of his weight on top of him to keep him pinned down. Shane let out a pathetic noise, he liked that so much. Ilya dropped kisses to his shoulder blade, pressed his hard dick to Shane's ass. "I want to fuck you."
"Then shut up and do it."
He hummed and kissed down Shane's spine. "It will be better than fine." He bit the top curve of Shane's ass. "You want it like this, yes?"
Shane dropped his head back into the pillow of his arms and nodded.
"Words please."
"Yes."
"Good," he kissed one cheek then the other, his mouth trailing to the center. Shane groaned when Ilya's tongue slid inside him, lips kissing and sucking at his hole. He stroked inside Shane along his walls and stretching for a target he couldn't reach. Just the attempt, was enough to have him leaking. Shane pushed back into it, keening out hearing the insanely wet sound of him paired with the warm, thick glide of his tongue. Fuck, he was fucking perfect.
"So good, Rozanov, oh my god--"
And then he was gone for a moment and Shane nearly wept. He heard the ripping packet, and suddenly slick fingers were at his crease, slipping to his hole.
"Shit." He squeezed his eyes shut as two fingers rubbed at the muscle and spread.
"You touch yourself here?"
He nodded until Ilya kissed his back, hooking his fingers, and he gasped.
"Yes."
A third finger slipped in and Shane let out a harsh breath, willing himself to relax into the pressure.
"Use just your fingers? You have nice hands, nice long fingers."
Such a weird thing to focus on, Shane let out a breathless laugh and arched his hips back to take more of him. Ilya hummed and gave him another finger, it burned when he curled them, massaging firmly around the rim. 
"I--I have a thing," he'd lost the word momentarily as Ilya stroked him wide open.
"A thing?"
"A di--" He broke off with a cry when Ilya stroked his sweet spot. He fisted his hands into the blanket under him. "A dildo," he managed to rasp. "I have a dildo."
Ilya froze and Shane squirmed in frustration, thrust his dick into the bed to get friction.
"What color?"
"Rozanov!"
"Okay, okay." He kissed across Shane's shoulders in apology, circling his fingers around the muscle to stretch him again, as if triple checking, and make him pant. "I'll be better than bad sex men and the dildo."
"Jesus Christ!"
"Just Ilya, please."
Shane growled into the mattress when he chuckled, but he started fucking him with his fingers in earnest. It was good, thorough, he kept going back to Shane's prostate and giving him just enough to have Shane writhing under him without sprinting to the finish.
"It's good, I'm good, just--" And fuck was he ever. He'd never prepped or been prepped that thoroughly, he felt his hole clench desperately around nothing.
Shane was not expecting to be turned over. It felt like all the breath punched out of him when he did, heat from his body releasing into the open air as Ilya loomed above him. He didn't give Shane a chance to question it, just ducked to kiss him sweet and open, his cross dangling and brushing Shane's chest. He only broke away to get the condom on. Shane pushed up onto his elbows to watch, dazed, and mouth searching when Ilya came back. He settled on top of Shane easily, pressing their bodies together as Shane slotted his hands on Ilya's shoulders, and kissing him deeply. Fuck nobody had ever kissed him like this. With blatant care and arousal and need. It had to be an Ilya thing. Like maybe Ilya could kiss anyone and make them feel adored. He was an actor, it was his job.
He didn't have long to dwell on it though because Ilya hitched his hips back to position himself.
"Still okay?" Shane nodded furiously, mouth too dry now. He felt Ilya's cock at his hole, felt the tip breach the ring of muscle. He bucked up and Ilya chuckled like he didn't have enough air.
"Slow, slow, dorogoy, you're so tight."
"Rozanov," he whined tipping his head back. Ilya's mouth was suddenly at his throat, nuzzling and brushing his lips across the tender skin. Shane shivered and his jaw dropped as Ilya pressed himself in deeper. He pressed their faces together, nose catching on Shane's chin as he ducked his head to watch his own progress. Shane reached to kiss his face, the mole on his cheek, to pull his attention back. When he got it, Ilya sealed their mouths together and thrust fully into his body, bottoming out. They both cursed, lips brushing each other almost accidentally until Ilya made it intentional, licked into Shane's mouth like it belonged to him.
Maybe it did.
"Still good?" Ilya asked, ripping his mouth away.
"Yeah, yes." Shane reached up to snag his lips again, his hands sliding to Ilya's neck. "Fuck me, please fuck me."
Ilya obliged, setting a quick pace that seemed to increase the louder Shane got. He begged him to go harder, wanted it to hurt just a little. Ilya braced up, hands pushing Shane's legs up to his chest, and pounded into him.
"Holy shit, Roza--ah, ah, ngggh, oooh."
It knocked every thought right out of his skull. The pressure, the rhythm, the repetitive strikes against that sweet spot. And Ilya was gorgeous, so fucking hot as his muscles clenched and rolled. He looked so good on top of Shane, his expression fierce and blue eyes glazed over. His face was getting red and Shane reached for his shoulders, dragged them down his chest as he was rocked into the mattress over and over and over.
"Fuck, fuck, Hollander!" Ilya ducked to kiss him, open and artless, sucking on his tongue and then licking into his mouth. He squeezed Shane's ass and ground his hips into him making Shane toss his head back.
"Over, turn over," Ilya directed, pulling back. Shane whimpered when he pulled out, but he was on his knees so fast, lifting his ass up into Ilya's waiting hands.
"So good, lyubimyy, fuck, look at you."
"Need you, please," Shane whined into the blanket, rubbing his face there. "Please, please, I'm so close."
Ilya shoved himself back inside and Shane gasped, clenching his hands in the blanket. Ilya, with more room, thrust hard and even into Shane's body, moving over his prostate so rapid and rough that Shane felt his balls tighten.
"Are you--? Fuck!"
"Cumming for you," Shane panted, shoving back into Ilya's thrusts. "Fuck, I'm--"
Shane came hands-free, Ilya relentlessly fucking him through it, until Shane could barely feel his limbs. His breath stuttered, his muscles jerked as the rush of endorphins flooded through him, his brain went floaty. He nearly giggled hearing Ilya's completely wrecked grunting as he finished inside him, but bit his fist instead.
They couldn't stay upright after that. Ilya fell off him, to the side, and Shane shivered, too sensitive now. It was a confusing feeling, but he wanted Ilya's body back immediately. He was fucked out, overstimulated, completely relaxed, and he still wanted to be touched. He could barely catch his breath. It was weird. A new feeling for him.
Thankfully, he didn't have to ask because Ilya pulled him into the cradle of his body. Instead of turning, not able to handle any kind of eye contact yet, Shane twisted, getting an arm around his neck. Ilya didn't hesitate to slide a possessive hand down his thigh, and he ducked to nose into Shane's armpit, kissing his chest.
They didn't talk for a long while. Shane wouldn't even be able to say anything coherent anyway. He did stare at the wet spot, though. Ejaculate was gross, always such a mess.
"We should clean up," Shane mumbled. Ilya nosed along the edge of his pec, pulled the flesh in between his lips.
"I fuck you stupid and you expect me to get up and drive right away?" Ilya scoffed, tone teasing. Shane dragged a hand into his mussed curls and clenched.
"No, it's just messy."
Ilya lifted his head to stare him as he processed that.
"Shut up." He leaned to press a sharp kiss to Shane's mouth, tapped his cheek, and then pulled out slowly. "Be back."
Shane let himself fall back onto the bed, fully aware that he was smiling too much, and watched Ilya's naked ass as he walked to the bathroom.
*
Ilya hadn't had a more satisfying fuck in literal years. He had good, familiar, easy, but nothing like that. Shit, his legs were still shaking. Shane was just so needy and responsive, took everything he gave and submitted like it was nothing. It felt good being the one to convince Shane Hollander to let go. Obviously not very many people had been successful despite how easy it was. Coaxing him down, luring his focus to the push-pull of their bodies was fun, natural. Addicting too. He was already plotting his next attempt.
Which was insane because a fuck like that should set him up nicely for a week or two. Right now, he was itching to go back to Shane. Convince him to make out, go for another round before they left.
Ilya shook head at the gun on the counter, splashed water on his face, tossed the used condom in the trash. Then he saw it.
Shane's clothes on the far side of the sink counter. Perfectly, neatly folded on top of his sandals. Ilya felt his smile widening before he could even stop it. Warmth bloomed in his chest because that was just so fucking adorable. He folded his clothes first? Of course he did, Shane Hollander was a good boy who'd never leave a mess behind anywhere for any reason.
He snagged a wash cloth and ran it under warm water before going back to Shane.
He was still sprawled on the bed, looking deliciously ravaged, and Ilya had to fight back the surge of arousal threatening to overtake him. Ilya had had a lot of sexual partners. Sometimes repeats, most not. The majority liked a good squabble, the end result being Ilya pinning them down to take what he wanted. Some were good at feigning submission, pretending to give themselves over. He'd never been with anyone like Shane, someone so in control of themselves who went completely lax in his hold. Someone so eager to cede that control to him. As fucking hot as it was, it was terrifying too. He could get addicted to it. He wanted to. He wanted to see what else Shane would give him. And that was a dangerous thought to have. Ilya wanting anything was dangerous, historically.
Ilya shook himself alert and climbed onto the bed to wipe down his lover, being as gentle as he could be with the rough rag. He even wiped over the wet spot. Then, just to be a shit, he neatly folded the wash cloth and put it on the end of the bed. Shane stared at it, frowning, but said nothing.
"Better?" Ilya prompted, knowing he was smiling. Shane smiled back, reaching out for him, and Ilya went. He spread out on top of Shane, nestling between his thick thighs and tucking his face into his chest, kissing where he could reach. 
"Be-tter," Shane answered mocking his Russian accent. Ilya pinched his side but kissed him for good measure. He was so fucking sweet, open about wanting to be held. Ilya nearly swooned when Shane kissed his mouth, the mole on his cheek, and then his forehead. Shane had officially killed him. He was dead, had to be, no other explanation for any of this.
They laid there like that for awhile, quiet and holding each other. Ilya wanted to stay that way for as long as possible because he knew what was waiting for them the second one of them opened their mouth and admitted they needed to leave. He knew what would have to happen when they left that room. 
Rules. Ilya's very public life. A stalker. Professionalism. Svetlana's all knowing eyes and Alexei's mean ones. And whatever the fuck was going on in Shane's life that would eventually send them ricocheting in opposite directions. Ilya would have to snap back, recoil, give himself a fighting chance to recover. It would hurt this time.
Shane's arms tightened around his body, and Ilya felt his mouth press to his forehead. Maybe Shane was thinking the same things.
So really, fuck outside that door.
 






      

  












      Chapter 14: Outside the Door
  



    Chapter Notes

      TW: death threat, slurs







  The drive back had been quiet, which Shane was more than fine with. And by the time they had pulled in, Sofia and Katya were walking in as well. Saved them both an awkward interaction, he guessed.
Simply because he didn't have experience with casual hook ups that didn't mean immediately ghosting the other person, Shane had decided to follow Ilya's lead. Sure, he'd been smiling and affectionate post-sex, but that didn't mean he wanted it to happen again. Ninety minutes was a long time to fake maintaining distance with the person in close proximity.
Katya left for Russia the next day and Ilya didn't leave his room for the next two.
Shane had known the score. It's rough on partners. I like to fuck. I have been with a lot of men. A lot. That's how Ilya operated, for better or worse, and it made sense for his life. Shane could reconcile the logic of it. He also wasn't going to sit there waiting and expecting another offer. He had a job to do.
So if that was the only piece he got of Ilya Rozanov, he could accept it.
On Christmas Day, Shane was starting to wonder if it even made a difference what they decided to do. The weight of his purpose in that house came crashing back down on his head when Svetlana walked into the kitchen interrupting their late breakfast. Alexei had been bitching at Ilya for the better part of twenty minutes, and Shane had done his best to give them space but was losing his patience quickly. It was something to do with money, Shane wasn't fully sure since his conversational Russian was rusty. Svetlana should have been a welcome distraction.
She didn't stop to greet Ilya first, just walked up to Shane with a folder held out. Despite being impeccably dressed, she looked shaken up. Her make up didn't cover the strain. She looked scared.
"Sveta?" Ilya tried as Shane silently took the folder she offered.
Inside was another death threat written with letters cut out from magazines. Shane was still baffled that forensics couldn't get a single print, hair, fiber, anything from these notes. Sanitized rooms like that were rare, the author must have been meticulous.
Ilya.
You've been a busy boy. Smoking is a bad habit but those alarms are annoying, aren't they? Then you tried to sneak away from me. Malibu is nice. Strangling you would be nicer. You don't get to have everything you can't hide forever!
Die cocksucker!
"That," Svetlana said, sinking into the chair next to him, "was taped to my apartment door this morning."
Shane's head whipped over to meet her gaze.
"The others went here, to set, or the agency office."
"I know."
Shane nodded. "Good."
"What?" Ilya demanded furiously. Shane inhaled before looking at him.
"This means the security measures are working. He can't get to you here, the set is closed," he looked at Svetlana pointedly, "we upgraded security at your office." She nodded and Shane shrugged. "He was desperate. Pissed about lack of private access."
"Hollander--"
Shane ignored him and took Svetlana's hand, which was shaking.
"Right now, you are his only point of access so he's targeting you. My advice is to stay somewhere else, your fiancé too. A friend or a family member's place?"
She turned to Ilya. "Can we stay here?"
"Of course."
"Good," Shane nodded. "I'll have Pike assign an officer to check on your place twice a day, just in case he sends another letter or tries to break in." Shane kept talking next steps, already on his feet and making a list on his phone.
"Hollander!" Ilya snapped, finally gaining his full attention. Shane raised his brows, waiting. "He mentioned the club. And Malibu."
Shane didn't let himself react, especially not in front of Svetlana and Alexei. For all they knew, those were just two places he'd accompanied his principal.
"I know. And like I said, it's a good thing."
"How? How is any of that good?"
"Because he's focusing on me now. I am a barrier to what he wants, so he's threatening me. Good, let him, that's my job."
"To get yourself killed?"
"To protect my principal by whatever means necessary," Shane snapped back. He held up his phone. "I have calls to make. Please make a list of any outings or events you have from now until New Years, I want to revise our protocols."
He was already walking away before Ilya could argue about anything else. And he would, but not about anything that actually mattered.
Shane's phone started ringing before he reached the guest house with his notes.
"Hey mom."
"Hey honey! Merry Christmas, we miss you! Hey bud! You're on speaker."
"Merry Christmas, I miss you guys too. Sorry I couldn't make it out this year."
"That's okay. We know you're busy! Is everything going all right?" she asked tenatively. Shane grinned at the restraint and decided to toss her a bone.
"It's fine. Escalating, though, so I won't be there for New Years either."
"That's the job! Anything you need help with?"
"You're retired for a reason, mom."
"Semi-retired. I consult!"
"Not on my dime, I can't afford you," he laughed.
His mom scoffed. "You make way more money than I ever did. Private sector was the smart choice."
"Okay."
"If it's escalating, you should loop in Hayden Pike. He's one of the few feds with a good head on his shoulders."
"Mom--"
"I know you're friendly with a lot of them still, but they're idiots. You know how I feel about FBI."
"I do. Hayden is already involved. He's the one that got me involved, actually. And I need to call him. Talk tomorrow?"
"Sure thing, honey. Bye Shane, love you!"
"Love you too, dad."
"Bye baby, be safe, love you!"
He hung up with a grin and thumbed around to Hayden's contact. It was his personal number, which Shane felt bad about using. Normally he wouldn't, especially not on Christmas. He probably wouldn't even answer, but at least there would be a noted attempt to keep them updated before he called and chewed out whoever was covering Hayden for the holiday.
"Shane!" Hayden answered cheerfully. "Merry Christmas! Jacks and the kids say hi! Hi Uncle Shane! Thank you for my race track Uncle Shane! My scooter is way better! Shut up, no it's not! Kids let your dad have one conversation in peace!" Hayden sighed on the other end. "Well, that's kids on Christmas for you. Your gifts were a big hit but Jackie's miffed you bailed on the party. I'm coming for you Hollander! With a hammer!" Hayden snorted.
"I have a principal, she knows the deal." Hayden didn't bother with the token argument.
"She said the party was unbalanced or something, but it's really just her dad. He always behaves better when you're here. Grumpy old...fart." Shane heard a door shut and the background chatter faded.
"I told you, you've got to stop smiling at him so much."
"Who honestly believes smiling is showing weakness? Psychos and serial killers, that's who!"
"He watched some nature documentary about gorillas..."
"We're not gorillas, Shane! And not all of us can slip into a doom glare on a dime!"
"Hey!"
"What? It's a special skill for your career. You need it, I don't. I need people to talk to me and agree to things. You need people to walk far, far away from you."
"Very nice, Hayd."
"I do what I can. You talk to Rose lately?"
"She's home for the holidays, so I'm sure I'll get the emotional breakdown call tomorrow."
"Jesus, how did I end up with better in laws?"
"I don't have to see mine, so it evens out I think."
"Your parents good?"
"Yeah, yeah, all good there. Listen Hayd," he started.
"Ah fuck, it's Rozanov again, isn't it?"
"Swear jar. Another death threat. Delivered to his agent's private residence."
"It's Christmas, Shane!"
"I'm calling out of professional courtesy to let you know I will be pestering whoever is covering for you."
Hayden sighed heavily. "Okay, I will give them a heads up. Make it an hour?"
"Sure."
"Sounds like your plan's working though. Agent's place? Desperate times."
"Rozanov's pissed, she's a childhood friend. Her and her fiancé will be staying here until further notice. I'm going to set up a camera on her front door in case he comes back. Have local PD do daily sweeps."
"She know that?"
"She knows local PD will be doing daily sweeps."
"You're a nut, Shane."
"I just need the guy's face."
"Shit, I forgot to tell you--"
"That's two. What's up?"
"I had a profiler check out the case, like you asked. Looked over the notes and the bomb incident. She doesn't think it's the same guy."
"What do you mean?"
"She said the profile's wrong for the bombing. Doesn't line up with a stalker like this. She said...uhm, something about it being too hands off? Too impersonal. That a small explosion like that would be just enough of an incident to take out a few people and cover up that it was targeted."
"So a stalker and a pro. Who would take a hit out on this guy?"
Hayden scoffed. "Pissed off husband?"
"He's not like that."
"Maybe not on purpose, but it's been known to happen....She could be wrong. Profilers are only right like half the time."
"No...no I'm missing something and it's pissing me off."
"If anybody can figure it out, it's you. I'd trade ten of my guys just to get you on my team. Fuck they're dumb."
"That's three. And I'm not much of a team player, Hayd."
"You are when you're in charge." Shane let the silence speak for itself. "All right. No nagging, I get it. Check in later?"
"Sure thing."
Shane hung up and thought about going into the guest house to get everything set in place. He had lists to make, people to call. He'd have to install the camera at Svetlana's himself, deliver the note to the police for evidence collection. Which was good because he needed time to get his head together before dealing with Ilya again.
He went to do a perimeter check instead. Just to soothe his own mind.






      

  












      Chapter 15: Up Close and Impersonal
  



    Chapter Notes

      TW: brief discussion of violence, threats, stalking, suicide. Explicit sexual content







  Shane had made his calls and took Luca with him to run errands. He called Marly in to stay with Ilya and Svetlana, which felt like a terrible decision but he didn't have many options. They took the note into the FBI office first. JJ Boiziau was on duty covering for Hayden, thank god. Shane didn't want to deal with Miitka, he'd take JJ's flippancy over Miitka's carelessness. 
They stopped at the security company Shane contracted with to grab equipment for Svetlana's apartment. Luca had some questions during set up, and Shane answered as patiently and vaguely as he could. He wanted as few people to know about the camera as possible. Because the more he thought about it, the more he had the sinking feeling that there was a leak closer to Ilya than they thought. He had several suspects, but Luca wasn't one of them for now. So he explained his theory to him.

"Just...keep that between us for now."

He nodded and stared at where he held the pin size camera on the door frame while the adhesive set. Shane busied himself setting it up on the app so only he and the feds had access.

"Mr. Hollander?" He hummed. "What usually happens with cases like this?"

"You mean stalking cases?"

"Yeah."

"Well, usually without access or a desired response, celebrity stalkers move on to another victim. Very rarely, they self-harm, but only after they're done."

"Suicide?"

"Occasionally..." Shane confirmed.

"But what do they do first?

"They attempt to attack or kill their victim." Luca swung his head to Shane, who looked up pointedly. "We're not going to let that happen, okay?"

Luca nodded and they moved on to set up the next camera.

By the time they got back to the house, Svetlana and Ilya were drunk off their asses and playing Mario Kart with Marly who was shockingly sober. It was a nice surprise, maybe he was taking it all more seriously. He checked in, reminding Svetlana that a police officer would pick up her fiancé and escort him to get whatever he needed before bringing him here.

"You are such a doll, Shane," she drawled, hugging him and kissing his cheek. Shane didn't miss Ilya's scowl. "Thank you for taking care of us."

He set her back just a little. "That's what you pay me for. Marly, do you have the schedule?"

"On the table, boss! Two meetings, a party, and a lunch."

"Right." He nodded and walked out, avoiding Ilya's gaze entirely. He was irritated because he'd wanted to probe more about who he knew that would want to take out a professional hit on him. Not likely to get a straight answer when he was drunk.

In the kitchen, he ran into Alexei who glared and cursed at him in Russian before taking his drink and leaving. Jesus Christ, whatever. The list was on the table, thank fuck, so he took it and went to the guest house.

The quiet was nice and necessary. Being on the job meant being around a lot of different people, a lot of chatter, a lot of checking in. And Ilya, in particular, never seemed to sit still or be quiet for long. He was like a shark...a very hot, annoyingly distracting, shark.

The kitchen table was too small, so Shane took his file to the bedroom. Putting on his glasses, he placed pictures and reports out by timeline in order to reassess. Impersonal. That was the new factor here. Was it possible that something done by a hypothetical hitman had been lumped in with the stalker? Maybe. It felt like a lot of extra work, though. Then again, hitmen weren't actually like they appeared in the movies. People just hired random criminals they knew to do the job. They usually fucked up that job.

A bomb was not a random criminal, though. A bomb meant months of constructing and planning. A bomb meant stealth and subterfuge. That kind of killer would want it to blend. He pulled back his focus and let his eyes drift over everything.

The first two notes had been left in the mailbox, February then April, three months apart. The next two in the house, June and August, two months apart. The next went to a staffer on set, August, two weeks after the second break in. Three months later, another to the house, November. Two weeks, and then the bombing after Black Friday. Now this last one almost five weeks later to Svetlana. The timeline was condensing as he got more desperate. Or maybe it wasn't at all.

He picked up the picture of the note sent to set. Impersonal. Not left somewhere private, handed to staff. He read the note. The others were all addressed to Ilya. This one said Mr. Rozanov. No taunts with private information. Direct and to the point: I'm watching you. You're going to die.

He called JJ.

"Bro, I just processed the paperwork on the note you brought in, I don't have--"

"I need all the information you have on the death threat sent August 25th. It was sent to the studio set, handled by a staff member."

"Uhh--" he heard clicking around. "Yup. But it's thin, man. They dusted for prints and just found the PA's and a security guard's. No other forensics."

"Send it anyway. And I need the security logs from that day--"

"We've got 'em."

"And all the camera footage."

JJ chuckled. "They are not going to like that."

"Ask them if they're insured in the event their star gets murdered and they did jack shit about it."

"Damn Hollzy, you're riled up today!"

"I'm sick of being two steps behind this guy, and I don't wanna know what he'll do next."

"I'm with ya, I'm with ya. Files sent. I'll call the studio in the morning to rattle some cages. Let me know if the team can help."

"Thanks JJ, I owe you one."

"Make it two! Later Hollz!"

Shane fired up his laptop because he hated digital files, wanted to print them immediately. On the bed he reordered the files so that the set note and the bombing pictures were together, the other notes grouped to the side.

August felt significant. Something about it bothered him, a prickle of awareness on the back of his neck that had served him well his entire career. Unfortunately hunches without intel were nothing. He needed to talk to Ilya.

Naturally, the second he thought it, there was a knock on the door, and Shane had a feeling he knew exactly who it was. Which would be less than unhelpful depending on how much vodka he'd drank.

"Hollander!" Another few knocks.

Fuck. Okay. He set everything back into position, took off his glasses, and went to answer the door. Just to make his position clear, he cracked it just enough to show his face.

"Yes?"

Ilya looked like he'd been slapped. He was also shirtless, go figure, he might as well be allergic to shirts. Shane tried not to let the golden glint of the cross lead him to temptation.

"Are you serious?"

"Completely. You should be inside."

"Fuck off with inside," he snapped nonsensically and pushed his way in. Shane should have resisted more, but he did honestly want Ilya indoors and not outside as an open target.

"What the fuck are you even doing out here?" He demanded, eyes drifting to Shane's laptop. Shane went to shut it. Carefully, because he respected his things. Ilya bristled.

"Settle down."

"Svetlana is freaking out!" Ilya snapped, tossing his arms in frustration. "I don't even know what to say to her because it's my fucking fault. My brother is tweaking because he can't go get his coke fix because you locked us down!"

"One. Svetlana is safe. So is her fiancé, I just got a notification from local PD that they are on their way here. Two. I do not give a fuck about your brother's coke problem. If he wants to leave, fine, but he won't be coming back here until I've cleared it. Got it?"

Ilya had frozen on the spot, staring at him. He looked...tired.

"You should go sober up, it's going to be a long few days if you want to have your New Years party."

Ilya's jaw clenched, but he didn't respond to that bit.

"I'm not drunk," he argued. "I had one drink. Sveta is drunk, she deserves to be drunk." He stubbornly threw himself into an armchair in the living room, removing himself about twenty feet from Shane. Which was good. Space was good. Especially since he very much wanted to nuzzle into Ilya's chest, trace patterns on the moles and freckles scattered over his body, and fall asleep there.

"We need to talk--"

Ilya groaned and dropped his head back petulantly.

"Is just sex, Hollander!"

Shane scowled. "Not that." He went into the bedroom and grabbed the August 25th note, came back and handed it to Ilya. Well...he dropped it on him.

"Yay, a death threat," he intoned. "You want me dead now too?"

Shane narrowed his eyes at him, which only earned him a smirk in response. He hated himself for being disgustingly attracted to that smirk.

"I might if you don't quit being an ass in the next five seconds." Eye roll, success. "The August 25th death threat sent to you on set."

"So what?"

"So," Shane leaned against the kitchen counter and folded his arms, "tell me about it."

Ilya huffed and looked at the note properly, frowning.

"Ashley was scared."

"Ashley is the PA?"

He nodded. "She said it showed up in a folder on top of her cart. And she noticed. She knew I'd gotten some threats before and was paying attention. I had no idea, nobody told me. It didn't have a stamp from security so that's where she took it."

"Smart girl."

"Very," he hummed and set the note aside. "I thought it was just a one time thing. Until the bomb. How does any of that help?"

"It means someone walked on a closed set, put that folder on the mail cart, and walked out without being noticed. It means they were wearing gloves, in August in California, because there were no prints other than Ashley's and a security guard's." Ilya's brows winged up, finally understanding the implications. "The studio set was a risky location. Here was much easier."

"Before you showed up, I never knew who was in my house half the time."

"Right. So why would they risk taking it to set?" Ilya shrugged. Because without the hitman theory, it didn't make sense.

"Tell me about that summer," Shane changed tacks. "July."

"Ehhm," Ilya's thumb started rubbing over the armrest, back and forth. "We were filming. Some set, some on location. Sveta spent two weeks in Mykonos with Paolo."

"Alexei and Katya were here? With Sofia?"

Ilya frowned. "No. Sofia had off because Katya went back to Russia for her summer break. And Alexei...Alexei had to go back with her because of his visa."

"Just for July."

"And June, then a week of August. Katya's school started at the end of the month, they came back for that. Why does this matter?"

"Because one note was left at the house on August 3rd, when Alexei and Katya weren't here. The second was left on set on August 25th when they were. You had another note come to the house November 3rd, and then the bombing away from the house after Black Friday."

"What are you saying, Hollander?"

"It's a pattern. So I am asking...if there is anyone who would want to kill you."

Some kind of emotion flashed across Ilya's face but was gone in a moment. It had happened. He thought of a name, Shane knew he'd thought a name, but he shook his head.

"No one."

"Not a rival actor? Pissed off co-star? Angry husband?"

"Bah!" he waved him off, crossing his arms. "Rivalry is for headlines. Everyone on set is friendly. Professional. And husbands? No, I don't do the cheating thing."

"Someone could have lied?"

"Maybe, but I was never told...okay there was one boyfriend, but he punched me and that was it."

"Name?"

"I have no idea, it was years ago. I don't even remember the girl's name."

"Anyone in Russia?"

His face dropped into something flat and cold. Shane was getting used to see it flip on and off within seconds. He swiped at his nose.

"No."

"Why did you leave?"

"What?"

"Why did you leave Russia?"

"It's a shit hole, that's why. Look, no one in Russia who hates me would bother with all of this, okay? Trust me. They would have done it by now and it wouldn't be stupid notes and failed attempts. They would have just smothered in me in my sleep."

Shane's brows shot up. "Comforting."

"They wouldn't come here. Not for that."

"But they'd lure you back?" He looked surprised that Shane had suggested it, but he nodded. "We can't rule it out, unfortunately. Even if the inciting incident occurred years ago, your fame and success here is recent. Public spotlight may have stirred up old feelings."

"Inciting incident?" Ilya sounded like he was trying to tease him, but Shane was starting to learn his tells. Just a little. And this was an obvious one.

"Whatever happened between you and that person that made them hate your guts. I understand how that would be hard to narrow down." He said it with just enough sass that Ilya was back to smiling, those blue-green eyes twinkling. Maybe it was the vodka in his system.

Shane was still standing against the kitchen counter when Ilya got to his feet. His eyes were locked on Shane, a little hooded, expression looser than it had been all day. Ilya came to a stop right in front him, close enough that Shane's still folded arms brushed against his bare chest. His bare, very biteable chest. He dropped his head just a little so that their faces were close together, teasing though, not even trying to kiss him. Shane had to clench his hands so he didn't reach out to fluff his slicked back curls.

"You want to know what happened?"

Shane decided to pull from Ilya Rozanov's playbook.

"I want you to tell me why you quit hockey."

That had Ilya back on his heels, eyes and smile wide in surprise. Pleased surprise. Probably for a couple of reasons. Any online profiles of Ilya Rozanov made no mention of any experience with hockey, but Shane could spot a player on the ice just as well as any other player.

"You watched the show!" he accused. "Shane Hollander watched TV for meee!"

"It was on."

"You were watching me!"

"The camera kind of followed you, which is the point of the whole thing, right?"

Ilya laughed in delight, shaking his head. Shane had no idea why it pleased him so much. The show was incredibly popular, anyone paying attention had heard of it. But he looked so happy about it. Shane didn't realize he could make Ilya happy like that.

Before he could really protest, or maybe he just didn't want to, Ilya was stepping back into his space, kissing him once then twice, hands dropping to his thighs. Shane automatically put his hands to Ilya's shoulders and smoothly stepped up as Ilya lifted him onto the counter. He rocked forward into Ilya's arms as Ilya settled between his legs, their mouths meeting for a longer, heated kiss.

Shane knew for a fact he'd never had such easy, seamless chemistry with anyone. Not even when he was trying his hardest, not even when he was attracted to them. Or really, really wanted to be. He and Ilya were just magnets, clicking in place together without thinking. And he hated himself for wondering if Ilya thought the same.

It was just sex. That was the rule.

"This is what happened," Ilya muttered against his lips. He kissed Shane's top lip, the corner of his mouth, his chin, then brought crooked finger up to follow that path.

"You kissing me?"

He huffed through his nose and kissed his neck.

"Hockey coach's son," he answered lowly, tapping his other cheek and staying close with his lips near Shane's ear. He was talking about another guy, using that insane sex voice on him, and Shane was completely confused by how much it turned him on. It helped that Ilya's hands were already slipping up his shirt.

"Got caught?" he managed. Ilya nodded.

"He told them I seduced him, took advantage. Self-preservation, I guess. Sasha was sent to Paris art school, no more hockey for me."

"Damn." Shane felt bad about Ilya getting into trouble, about the severity of the consequences. He did. He was also distracted by his big hands rubbing and squeezing at his body like it was helping him regulate.

"Was lucky compared to some," he shrugged.

"Because he was your coach?"

"Because my father was military. High ranking."

"Is he still in Russia?"

Ilya groaned and tipped his head back and Shane couldn't help bringing his hands to his neck, thumbs stroking down to his collarbones.

"You ask so many questions, Hollander."

"It's my job!"

"Your job is to jump in front of bullets for me, not interrogate me for secrets."

"Interrogating you for your secrets might prevent the bullets from being shot so I don't have to the jumping."

"Chicken."

Shane laughed, "Shut up!"

"It's just you said whatever means necessary and I thought you were being serious."

"I was. I am. I am very good at my job. And that usually involves people not being shot, including me."

Ilya tipped his head. "Mmm, I counted four scars, and they were big, so--"

"You are such an asshole."

"So shut me up then."

Shane grabbed him by the head, tugged him in and sunk his fingers into those curls like he'd been itching to do. Their kiss was all teeth and tongues and rough breaths. He was pushing closer into Ilya's arms, already getting hard. He kept them right there for a few minutes, mostly because he was annoyed Ilya had been camped out in his room for the last couple of days, but also because he wanted to see how far he could push this. He wanted to figure out Ilya's fucking incomprehensible rules which seemed to weave in and out of his rigidly direct ones.

"Want me to fuck you?" Ilya asked, brushing his lips across Shane's. He was already nodding.

"Yeah, yeah." He caught Ilya's mouth again, tongue stroking to pull his focus back.

"Where do you want me?" he teased. "On the counter? The floor?"

"Shut up."

"You are not nice, always telling me to shut up."

"Because you're an asshole," he bandied back, shoving at him so he could get off the counter. Ilya pouted for a moment until they were snapping back into each other's arms, kissing and pulling at each other to get to the bedroom. He flipped on the light and groaned at the sight of the bed.

"Wow," Ilya drawled, eyes locked on his case file spread out on the gray comforter. "You are obsessed with me."

"I was working," Shane pulled away from him to get the papers organized again when he realized the security log was still on the printer on the desk. He set the file aside and compulsively looked it over.

His eyes scanned the list of names, their reason for being there. Nothing stood out, not really. Except that he recognized a name. Gilbert Comeau. He was in private security too, had been in the Service with Shane for a couple of years, they'd worked in the same department at the Agency but different teams, and they were...friendly. Well, professionally friendly. Ish. He was kind of awful to be around, but nothing too upsetting. Shane recalled that he tended to take high profile, public figures now. The reason for visit said security which made sense. Kind of. Something was nagging at some corner of his mind and he couldn't pinpoint it.

"Hollander, c'mon, I want to eat you out."

Then Ilya was plastering himself to his back, kissing his shoulder and neck, pulling him to the bed and Shane forgot all about Gilbert Comeau.

So much for being done.
 






      

  












      Chapter 16: Not So Happy New Year!
  








  It was the last time. Ilya swore to himself now that he wasn't jumping back into bed with Shane. Christmas had been...an accident, he decided. A very hot, intensely satisfying accident. Shane had been sure of himself, protective, adorable, so easy to rile up. Quick to say yes even after saying no.
Which was great. The sex part was fantastic, convenient too. It was just...Ilya could feel Shane's fingers all over the mushy, gooey parts of him that he absolutely never wanted anyone to see. There was no fucking way he was talking to Shane about his father, their relationship, what actually happened. And he definitely wasn't talking about his mother. No. She wasn't even remotely relevant to any of this, so there was no reason. It's just that...telling Shane things felt too easy. Too...natural. He hadn't even intended to tell him about Sasha. His plan had been to deflect. Ilya was good at deflecting, that's why he'd gone there shirtless in the first place. To distract Shane into giving him answers.
It was something about Shane's eyes, Ilya decided. About 95% of the time, they were flat, dead, a little intimidating actually. But it was almost like he slipped up sometimes. That 4% of the time, there were flashes of honesty. Like with Katya or Sveta or when he was lecturing Luca or talking to his fucking ex on the phone. He forgot to keep his eyes clear.
The other 1%, he was looking at Ilya. Relaxed and open. Horny and desperate for him. Ilya was convinced Shane didn't know what his face looked like when they were alone together, or he wouldn't look at Ilya that way. It was just sex. He was on the job, it was tension, frustration, and forced proximity, that's all there was to it. Ilya knew that. He knew Shane knew it too, but Shane was good. Too good. Too good and too honest to have anything to do with a big, fake phony like him. And when he left because the paychecks ran out, it would absolutely kill Ilya. It would confirm everything he already logically knew to be true, and it would kill him.
And unfortunately Katya was gone, so he focused his full energy on Svetlana and Paolo. They liked to share him sometimes. It was comfortable, fun, easy. His brain didn't get all twisted up because Svetlana and Paolo belonged to each other, not him. It was easy to give Svetlana anything she wanted because he loved her and she deserved it.
Ilya pretended like he was just entertaining guests. Pretended it didn't annoy him when Svetlana begged Shane to come join them for a meal, a drink, or a smoke and he declined. He pretended he didn't see or understand Shane's confusion about the dynamic.
Shane was obsessed with the stalker/hitman situation anyway. Ilya wasn't fucking dumb, he pieced together what Shane wouldn't explicitly say. Somebody had paid a professional to kill him, and it was Shane's job to stop it. Ilya already felt guilty enough for the poking at his life, pretending he had any right to know Shane personally. He felt badly that he had pulled him into this weirdly charged sexual tension that was an impossible situation to resolve. He did. He hated himself for it. For not being able to control himself and just taking what he wanted. Now, it was likely that Shane could get seriously hurt because of him. Maybe killed. Maybe he would have to kill someone, and he didn't know which option Shane would claim was worse.
Yes he did. Shane would rather take a dozen bullets than fire one because Ilya had the distinct impression that Shane Hollander didn't fucking miss. And maybe that's why he was so controlled all of the time, why he couldn't relax. Maybe he had nightmares about getting spooked, firing that gun, and killing someone. Accidental but intentional. Probably. It sounded like something Shane would worry about it.
Ilya would fire the gun, and as long as it wasn't someone he loved, he'd say they had it coming. Because Ilya wasn't good like Shane.
No, he was the devil because he insisted on throwing his New Year's Eve party. Demanded it, meanly, even after Shane and his little team worked their asses off to clear the newest death threat. Shane even hired a team to monitor the gate and the party, checking bags, confiscating phones, keeping people contained and out of unsanctioned areas. They had those metal detecting wands too. When his guests asked why all the precaution, he claimed he didn't trust motherfuckers not to rob him or sell his picture.
It was a little true.
Shane, himself, had taken the night off. He deserved the break, honestly, but Ilya was still pissed. Finally, he brings in more people. Finally, a chance to relax and let someone else be responsible. And he ducks out. Hides. It was so annoying. There were a dozen hot, closeted actors currently in his house that would have rolled over like dogs in heat if Shane just looked at them. Shane could have been here, flaunting himself in front of Ilya, showing him what he couldn't have, but no. No, Shane was locked up in the guest house doing fuck knows what.
Working, probably. But Ilya preferred to picture him sprawled out on the loveseat, watching Ilya's show, and jacking off. Yes. Much better.
And Ilya was miserable. At his own party. One of his favorite nights of the year, surrounded by gorgeous women who wanted to fuck him, and he was miserable over Mr. Boring, Rule-Following, Perfect Shane Hollander. Who happened to be his bodyguard.
"What is wrong with you?" Sveta demanded, coming to lean against the counter next to where he was standing. He swiped his nose.
"Nothing."
"Three hot girls not wearing panties under their skirts have tried to talk to you and you are standing here, alone, drinking."
"Sveta--"
"That girl looks like she wants to eat you, go talk to her."
He scowled, downed his drink, and did as he was told.
She was blonde, that was good, he liked blondes. At this age, it meant they were trying too hard. And her eyes were blue, kind of, they weren't dark, so it helped. Whatever. She was completely wasted. She didn't smell like clean cotton and citrus. She didn't have beautifully scattered freckles across her nose. She was just there. And very obviously into the idea of Sleeping with Ilya Rozanov as a fun anecdote to tell at future soccer mom meetings. Whatever, he could give her that.
Well, he could have except she passed out in his bed before anything happened. And he shocked himself by being relieved. Whatever. At the very least, Sveta would stop pestering him.
It was well after midnight. Security would start kicking people out soon. Ilya didn't want to deal with any of it. Someone could drive whats her name home in the morning. Instead, he went to the banya.
And if he jacked off in there thinking about soft black hair and hazy fuck drunk brown eyes, a mouth that could tempt the devil, and beautiful freckles, then that was his business.






      

  












      Chapter 17: Away to NYC
  








  Ilya liked airports. He liked the in-between feeling of it, the anonymity, the hustle. Traveling never bothered him because as long as he had his wallet and his phone, he was fine. Everything else could be bought or replaced. He didn't even have to bring much clothing for this trip because so many designers had offered to dress him for interviews and appearances. They had three cities over the next six weeks. Four in New York, one in Atlanta, and one in Chicago.

Much to his amusement, Shane looked distinctly miserable. His bag was neatly packed, not even straining at the zipper, but he kept checking his phone, his watch, the boards. He bounced his knee or paced. He was jumpy about letting anyone too close to Ilya and repeatedly pissed people off about it. Svetlana kept side-eyeing him from where she sat focused on her phone, but Ilya decided to ignore her in favor of riling up Shane.

"Hollander, I will roofie your next ginger ale if you don't chill out and sit down!" Ilya finally snapped. Shane scowled but took the seat next to him.

"I've gone 50 hours without drinking and I'll do it again."

Ilya stared at him in horror, but couldn't figure out how to respond to that. Not sanely anyway. So he picked the insane option.

"If you attempt to relax, I'll suck your dick in the plane bathroom."

Watching him blush deep red and whip his head around to make sure no one was listening had Ilya snickering.

"Fuck you. And that is disgusting."

"You are so boring, Hollander."

What was actually disgusting was how fond he sounded. And how much he meant it. How much he liked it that he knew how Shane would answer.

And when that interaction surfaced in the form of a picture taken by a sneaky fan, perfectly displaying Shane's horror and Ilya's delight, Ilya saved it in locked folder. (Not before pretending to set it as his lockscreen just to see Shane blush.)

*

While this was the part of the job Shane knew best, this was also the reason he had always refused to do celebrity clients.

Ilya was scheduled out for appearances and interviews for the six weeks leading up to the Emmys. The season's final episode would air their second week in New York. It felt like the whole world was watching, waiting for Ilya to emerge. People were already clamoring for him, sending hundreds of invites to parties, shows, fundraising events. Thank god for Svetlana. Everyone wanted to get their face to face with the hottest Emmy nominee, everyone operated like he'd already won.

Shane just wished that didn't make him such a security hazard.

The initial flight from LAX to JFK had been fine. Even arriving in New York was fine. People in those airports did not pay attention to celebrities. It was going to the damn studios that was the problem.

For one, Shane refused to allow the studios to send a driver for them. Hell no. Luca had grown up in Brooklyn, he could handle city driving. Then, they had tried to limit how many people came through the door with Ilya, tried to say two, and Shane nearly called it. He and Ilya got into shouting matches over it, until Svetlana mediated. She talked to the studios and reminded them what they were dealing with on the back end. Nobody wanted a bomb in their green room, so that shut them up.

But fuck these crowds. Screaming, shrieking crowds. And so grabby! Ilya seemed to take it all in stride, smiling, waving, stopping to take pictures, to sign posters and bare skin. Shane felt like he was the last thing standing between him and a tidal wave. He had to keep grabbing and jerking Ilya along because he wouldn't stop stopping. He even had to grab him by the scruff of his neck once because not only were they late but Ilya wouldn't fucking listen and was smirking about it. If he said "Don't be mad" with that stupid, cute pout on his face even one more time!

Walking into Jimmy Fallon at the end of the first week was Shane's fifth worst day on the job. Shane was trying to hustle Ilya through because the studio security did not seem at all prepared for this level of chaos. So, naturally, a man leaped over the barricade while Ilya's back was turned.

Shane caught him mid-fall, and took him the rest of the way down, one hand on his back, the other pulling his arm to the side and up. The crowd had gasped as Marly moved to cover Ilya, but Shane didn't budge until two cops came to carry the guy away. The second they did, the noise tripled.

He wouldn't see it until later, but people had filmed the whole thing. Ilya Rozanov's Hot Bodyguard was trending. People made edits with the scraps they had. Speculated if he was the one from the club pictures.

In the moment, he had finally gotten to Ilya's dressing room after briefing the studio security (he was not listening to any bullshit about Ilya being a diva when they literally carried Taylor Swift through the door in a wadrobe box, fuck off) and was trying to regulate.

"You okay?" Ilya had muttered as he got comfortable in his chair at the vanity, waiting on hair and makeup and rubbing at the armrest. Shane stood next to him, facing the opposite direction to manage the door.

"My ears are still ringing."

"Marly said you moved like a ninja. Sexy."

Shane arched a brow. "Marly is racist."

"A little. Still sexy."

Shane let the conversation fall off, tracked the movement of the show staff coming to and fro. He got slightly irritated when the makeup crew overdid it with the touching, but Ilya's face was smooth and calm, his hands still, so he let it go. It was when the hair people came over that there was a problem.

"Shit, man," one girl intoned, "do you even blink?"

Shane turned to her with a frown, but didn't even get a chance to ask a clarifying question before Ilya was snapping.

"Don't fucking talk to him. He's doing his job, you're doing yours. I don't say you smell like burnt plastic because I'm a professional. Leave him alone."

The girl had flushed horribly, much to the rest of the team's amusement, but Shane kept himself blank. For Ilya, his principal in that moment, he had to be. He was a one man army, not a bundle of nerves trying to sort out social cues.

Marly came back from his sweep, gave his report of the specific things Shane had asked him for. Shane would trade roles with him in fifteen minutes, conducting a sweep while he monitored Ilya. It was good. A good start anyway, he just hoped Marly didn't start slacking when it got too repetitive. People always did. But security was constant for a reason: when you slacked off, there was always someone around to notice. Shane had started his career being that someone.






      

  












      Chapter 18: Pushing, Pushing
  



    Chapter Notes

      TW: brief, indirect description of a bad mental health day in a high pressure environment







  Ilya thought traveling would be better. Easier. They would be moving around, more people, interesting and attractive people, and more distractions. Why would Ilya be focused on his bodyguard? Of course the atttaction would die off.

It absolutely did not.

It absolutely was not better, in fact, it was way worse than being stuck at the house. For one, it became super fucking obvious how differently Shane operated around other people. Flat and slightly confused. He shut down the confused fairly quickly though, and ended up sounding overly apologetic (the harried mother in the airport whose path he was blocking) or like a robotic jerk ("No you can't sit in this open seat. It's open for a reason. I don't care how tired you are, this a secured area...go talk to a manager then. Leave, now.") It was very amusing watching people be baffled by Shane. And to watch Shane be confused by their confusion. It was adorable and Ilya wanted to suck his dick about it.

Alas, Shane had already thrown down hard lines in the sand. No fucking. Or sucking. Or touching. Or kissing. Ilya had covered all of his bases with his questions. Shane's reasoning was sound; they would be in public where everyone wanted a picture of Ilya all the time. Traveling was his most vulnerable state. Shane needed to focus on that, not on Ilya. He could tell that his asking was another layer of stress for his bodyguard, and felt a little bad about it. But it's not like Shane was trying to make it easier on him either! He was working too!

Everywhere he went, Shane was one step behind. In the periphery, waiting off stage, off set, just by the door. His eyes were sharp and hard. He learned everyone's names, and if asked, he could probably tell you where they were or what task they'd been assigned. It was, admittedly, comforting, but also insanely attractive. Ilya was constantly distracted by Shane's capacity for holding information like a goddamn computer. During their downtime, Luca and Marly made a game out of quizzing him on hockey history and studio floorplans, especially when they were going to the same ones several days in a row. Shane was always right and Ilya was always fond when he was confused by Marly's impressed guffaws. Like why wouldn't he know the 100+ Stanley Cup winners in order?

The whole situation made him a little mean. He poked fun at Shane's personal rules. Intentionally flouted some of the professional ones. Maybe he stood too close or dropped innuendo at inopportune moments when they were surrounded by other people, just to see him blush. Maddening when he didn't, exhilarating when he did. Even better when Ilya let others flirt with him, touch him too intimately, and Shane looked ready to burn the building down. There was no way Shane knew what his face looked like, the way his eyebrows bounced in amusement or pinched together, in those moments. Ilya knew he was skirting too close, that eventually Shane would figure it out and shut it down, but he just couldn't help himself.

At first it was just lingering too long with fans, suddenly changing direction to get an eye roll. But he wasn't always putting himself in the way of bodily harm to get Shane's attention. Sometimes he just tried to get him to actually smile or laugh. Ordering him not to smile or laugh because he was being "too unserious" usually got him a reaction. Other times he tried to tease out that easy banter they'd had in Malibu.

Like when two PAs carrying ridiculously large boxes of props for set design walked right into a food cart, narrowly missing the staffer who had just walked away from it. The whole set gasped and scrambled, Ilya chuckled. Shane's face was as flat as ever so Ilya poked him.

"You can laugh, robocop, no one will fire you."

"You can't fire me at all. Only Svetlana can."

Which was true, he had jokingly tried already. It made Ilya laugh instead, and that got him a smile.

Or when Ilya, wearing a white tshirt, had to be sprayed down with water for a photoshoot. Shane was looking specifically in one corner, avoiding the one thing in the room everyone else was looking at. When the director gave him a soft five, Ilya sidled over to Shane, shamelessly drinking from a water bottle knowing how it looked. Shane's brows flicked up, but his eyes still dodged him.

"I know I'm so sexy it's distracting, but you can look, for like a second. Everyone else is."

"Everyone else isn't watching for suspicious behavior or death threats being dropped."

"The only thing being threatened is my nipples, they're chafing, fuck." Shane did laugh as Ilya reached up awkwardly to press against the burn. "Oh laughing at my pain now?"

"Absolutely."

Ilya didn't want to torture Shane, not really. He wanted Shane to break so he could put them both out of their misery. He wanted Shane to want him and just fucking admit it.

He was so distracted by all of it that he'd neglected his mental wellness somewhat. The third week in, Ilya was on his second appearance for the day when his stupid brain finally caught up with him. He was just tired, probably, some fundraiser party went late and he woke up badly. He hadn't wanted to get up at all, but it's not like his complaints would make any difference. Contract was a contract.

The bright lights were starting to get to him, he kept rubbing his fingers together, and his brain was blurring interviews because he felt like he'd answered the same two questions already. His laugh got louder, more grating to his ear, the further he sunk into himself. His head started to throb right behind his eyes and he cursed in Russian instead of answering a question. Thank fuck it wasn't live.

"Mr. Rozanov?" the interviewer, Something Lang, asked. "Are you--?"

"Cut!" their camera guy called out. "Security needs him for a hard 10."

The interviewer and producer were immediately arguing with Svetlana, who didn't seem at all open to conversation about it. Ilya squeezed his eyes shut and when he looked up again, Shane was pushing through the small crowd of people.

"Can we get the mic off?" Shane called out. The sound tech rushed over as if someone had cracked a whip, dutifully removing the tiny ass mic from Ilya's shirt. Once he scurried off, Shane held out a hand to him and he took it.

Hand in hand, they went over to the staging area. Shane barked at some staff to leave as Ilya flopped into his chair.

"I'm fine--" he tried before could Shane start a lecture.

But he didn't say anything. Instead, he brought him a tray with crackers, advil, and a small bottle of water. When Ilya frowned at him, he just raised his brows. So, for once, Ilya did as he was told.

Shane didn't talk. Didn't try to placate him or rile him up. He just kept people away, gave him the actual ten minutes to regroup. When he told Shane he was ready, the man gave him a short nod before summoning the crew. It wasn't pleasant having everyone so close so suddenly, but he smiled and apologized and did the whole bit.

Until Shane handed him his own phone.

"Svetlana texted Sofia. Video," he explained.

Ilya thumbed open the screen, typed in his passcode and suddenly Katya's face was there. He pressed play.

"Hi Uncle Ilyusha! I just got home from school and Sofia let me eat cereal! We had music today and you know I hate music class because the teacher is so silly, she doesn't even know Aleksy Ingudesman! And he's mama's favorite, remember? I got to play it for her at Christmas, remember I told you! Okay Sofia says it's too long, I have to go, I love you Dyadya, miss you so much!" She giggled at someone offscreen, blew a kiss, and twirled around in his school uniform skirt. Ilya didn't even realize he was smiling or that the crew had finished with him. He looked up only when Shane moved to take the phone back.

"Spasibo."

Shane nodded at him and let the crew take him back to the stage. Ilya cracked his neck, tossed his arms a couple of times, and went.






      

  












      Chapter 19: Scott Hunter, at The Scene of the Crime
  



    Chapter Notes

      Brandon Jacobs = Brandon Weibe + Jacob Tierny







  The parts of the press tour when Ilya was actually working were the most peaceable. Ilya apparently could tolerate Shane's lack of attention to his person if there were a hundred other people in the room who couldn't stop touching and staring. Professionally, but still. Ilya took it all in stride, smiling, joking around, making the crew comfortable with teasing and small talk. More than one person fell in love on those sets and Shane couldn't blame them. Not when Ilya Rozanov was oozing 100% of his charm.

It was torture, though, pure and simple. Having Ilya close, watching everyone else get to be open and careless with him like Shane couldn't be. He knew he was acting like a goddamn idiot, tripping over himself to be helpful, to swoop in when Ilya was showing signs of discomfort. Anything for an excuse to be close, to touch him. Shane would have caved immediately if Ilya had legitimately propositioned him even once, the lure on the table would have been too tempting.

And fuck, that was stupid. Shane had gone through his teens and twenties barely interested in sex as a concept let alone the reality of it. Now he was a grown man in a professional setting and he felt like he was constantly in heat. Fucking ridiculous. And Ilya wasn't outright asking, but he sure wasn't making things any easier with all the poking and teasing. The problem was that Shane wanted to give in. To all of it. Badly.

The party and dinner obligations were a little better than the filming sets and studios. Which was surprising. Maybe the environment was just more relaxed? Shane certainly didn't have to interact nearly as much. He got to meet some of Ilya's co-stars, including Scott Hunter, studio executives and producers, as well as their director Brandon Jacobs. Shane liked them both right away. Especially Scott. He was quieter than the other actors Shane had been around, more reserved, intelligent. And very attractive.

After a long string of talk show tapings their third week in New York, they all met up at a bar which the studio reserved for just the cast and crew, some industry people were invited, and the talk show crews too. Security was tight, so Shane was a bit more relaxed. He stood at the bar, surveying the room and exits. He still hadn't ruled out cast and crew as potential stalking suspects. He just wanted to keep a finger on the pulse of whatever dynamics were happening here.

Svetlana had stayed with him for awhile, pointing out specific people. Mostly people she didn't like and had plenty to say about, but it was useful. In particular, she didn't like Ilya's co-star, Anna. Apparently they had been hooking up for a short period of time, and Anna got weirdly territorial and bitchy despite it being a short term fling. A good suspect for the stalking despite the semen found on the pictures left at the house.

Shane kind of understood why one of Ilya's hookups would get weird around Svetlana. She was gorgeous, casually confident in a way that came off as intimidating, and had no problem with confrontation. Shane quickly shed any discomfort, though. Svetlana was too eager to have more people in Ilya's corner. Not to mention, her presence in Ilya's life was a foregone conclusion, making jealousy pointless. Right that second, the only person who would win out for Ilya's attention against Sveta was Katya. Their relationship was weirdly intense, but they were such fierce champions of each other that Shane could do nothing but respect it. And Shane liked Svetlana, she was the primary reason he agreed to the job in the first place.

Unfortunately, Svetlana was actually there to work so she got pulled into the fray, abandoning Shane to his own devices at the bar once more. Until he was jolted out of his surveiling flow state by the arrival of none other than tall and handsome Scott Hunter.

"It's the pits, ain't it?" Scott said, interrupting Shane's thoughts as he approached the bar to order a drink. Shane frowned at the phrasing.

"Excuse me?"

"Industry parties." He took a long drink of whatever cocktail he ordered. "They suck."

Shane shrugged. "I wouldn't know."

"Hm. Scott Hunter," he stuck out a hand to shake and Shane took it. They had met briefly already but Scott probably met dozens of people that day. He gave him a break.

"Shane Hollander."

"Did you want a drink? It's decent stuff, studio's buying."

He held up his glass of ginger ale.

"I'm set."

"Didn't want anything stronger?"

"I don't drink on the job."

"On the job? Are you security? Really?" He let his eyes drift up and down Shane's body. "Damn. That's a waste."

Their conversation was abruptly interrupted by an intoxicated Ilya throwing himself between them and glaring at Shane.

"Hollander, leave Scott alone." He reached back to grab Scott's chin. "He's one of the few people who doesn't want me dead. He got nominated for awards because of me."

"Get outta here, Roz."

"Okay then name one co-star that made you look good like me, eh?"

"You are the worst."

Shane rolled his eyes as Ilya got pulled into conversation with Scott. Shane made space, as he was trained to do. It didn't matter that his previous spot had been the best position to surveil, he had a principal in the room and that meant three feet.

Ilya looked good. Perfect, actually. He wore a yellow gold shirt that suited his coloring incredibly well. It showed off the curve of his chest and narrow waist in a way that felt obscene to Shane, but maybe that's because he knew how thick and firm his waist actually was. It was tucked into well-tailored slacks that hugged his frame and somehow still had movement. The wide smirk on his lips pulled at that stupidly adorable cheek mole. And he glowed in the dimmed warm lights, his curls slicked back again. He had gold in his ears, on his fingers, and wore a woodsy citrus cologne Shane would never know the name of. He was dressed to be seen and photographed and he held himself like it.

Shane couldn't decide if he wanted to kiss him or punch him in his stupidly perfect face. Both. Both sounded great.

"...No, he's my bodyguard."

"Bodyguard? Oh shit, the stalker thing is real?"

"Of course not, I put a bomb in my room for attention."

"That's insane." Scott leaned around Ilya to look at Shane. "Be honest, how many times have you thought about shooting him?" Ilya swatted at him, cursing in Russian.

Shane subdued a smirk even as the two men fell into flirtatious bickering. He was trying hard not to let it get to him. Ilya flirted with everyone all of the time. It was half his job. Shane had been watching it happen constantly for the last few weeks, all day long. Even clocked Ilya sneaking women into his hotel room. Whatever.

But there was something about his easy rapport with Scott Hunter. They were close. Friends. Had probably slept together, and even if they hadn't, Shane certainly had the visual from the show. They looked good together. Had banter. They'd spend the next few weeks on the same circuit doing joint appearances for webshows and podcasts. Shane felt a slight pang. Then Ilya said something that caught Shane's ear.

"Where's Kip?"

Scott snorted. "Home. New semester."

"Boo, boring."

"He can't handle the circus, but he sends his love and promised to be there to watch me win my award."

"Bullshit, I'm winning it."

The studio had put them both for Outstanding Lead Actor, just for the publicity of it, and they both got nominated. Scott was good, but…Shane was probably biased.

"No way, rook."

"I am not a rookie anymore, shut up."

"Literally your first awards season but okay."

"Okay, dinosaur."

"Sexy Dinosaur to you, rook."

Kip. Partner? Interesting. Shane shoved it aside to focus on the room when a recognizable face appeared. Gilbert Comeau. August 25th, studio set log just said security. A coincidence, maybe, Shane had thought. And this was a studio event, it tracked.

He'd gone through the August 25th set footage several times on New Years Eve. Frustratingly, the mail cart had remained out of view. Comeau had been on set, carrying a clipboard with several file folders. He had done nothing untoward, even spoke to a few people. Shane didn't like it, but there was nothing to go on. He pressed down the suspicion in favor of smiling and shaking the man's hand.

"Comeau, good to see you."

"Hollander!" He clapped Shane's shoulder. "Shocked to see you in a place like this."

Shane suppressed the urge to roll his eyes. Comeau had been one of those guys on the job that thought the rules didn't apply to everyone. He was lazy unless it behooved him not to be, and he bragged about it. A lot. Comeau thought Shane was a rigid, sanctimonious priss, but he had learned to tune him out. Well, until Trump came in and Comeau's became the prevailing attitude anyway. Shane hadn't stayed long enough to tolerate it.

"Job. You?"

"Same. Local fella wanted to rub elbows with the cast I guess."

Shane felt Ilya press into his side. He only knew it was Ilya because of the familiarity, the scent of his cologne, the insane sixth sense he'd developed for tracking him throughout a space.

"Friend of yours?" Ilya asked, eyes locked predatorily on Comeau. "Introduce me."

"Gil Comeau," he said before Shane could, stretching his hand to Ilya with a grin.

"Ilya Rozanov."

"Oh I know, I think everyone does."

"So how do you know Hollander? Boring school? Boring job?"

Shane rolled his eyes enough that he caught Scott Hunter's shocked expression. His shocked knowing expression. Fucking hell. Comeau had the nerve to laugh.

"We protected Obama together, actually. I was with Trump too, but Shane quit."

"Gil," Shane snapped, irritated by the over-familiarity and dropped professionalism. Ilya spat a raspberry at Shane but kept his eyes on Comeau.

"Lighten up, Hollander. He's not even active anymore."

"Yeah lighten up Hollander," Ilya teased meanly. But it was that tone. Ilya's slightly testy, I-will-smack-you tone, that he often took with Alexei when he was being an ass around Katya. It surprised Shane enough to pull his attention, and confusion, which he immediately regretted.

"So you are working? Who's your principal?"

Shane burned. He knew what his face was doing, but he couldn't rein it in. Comeau laughed and pulled Ilya into a conversation about his client, putting an arm around his shoulders and pointing him in that direction. Ilya went, happy to be introduced or whatever. Shane kept his focus ahead on the middle distance, self soothing by tracking the faces he'd memorized.

"Wow," Scott Hunter muttered, moving closer next to him. Shane didn't react, he didn't know how to react. Scott cleared his throat. "I've seen him act like a dick, but...what the hell is going on with you two?"

"I'm trying to keep him alive," Shane shot back. He finally took a drink of his ginger ale. It didn't cool him down any.

"I can see that. He taking it seriously?"

"Sometimes."

Scott nodded and looked down at his drink. He was a nice guy, Shane thought. Ilya had done nothing but sing his praises, and he was over here talking to Shane when he could have been working the room. That earlier pang of jealously fell off.

"It's all bullshit. He's just annoyed," Shane offered, putting the ginger ale on the bar. "I'm strict. He's...not."

"Undersell if I've ever heard one." Scott laughed and Shane felt compelled to join him. It was nice to joke about Ilya with someone who didn't actively want to strangle or fuck him.

He shifted his sightline, immediately snagging onto Ilya's familiar shape. Comeau was introducing him to a circle of women standing with a paunchy, older man. Standing too close and too familiarly. Ilya didn't even try to make space, just kissed women's hands, laughing at whatever was said. Letting whoever touch him. He pointedly kept his back to Shane. It was hard not to notice when he clasped his hands behind his back, thumb and index finger rubbing together.

"Look," Scott said more quietly, "obviously not my business--"

"I can absolutely garauntee it's not," Shane snapped, ripping his eyes from Ilya's broad back. Scott put his hands up in defeat.

"Rozy always takes the back way when he wants something. He goes at things sideways."

"Not my experience at all."

Scott looked between him to Ilya and back again.

"Isn't it?" Shane scoffed, not dignifying it with a response. "You know that gold cross he wears?" That got Shane's full attention. "He never takes it off. Never. When we were shooting the first season, he kept getting into it with costuming. They were nagging him to take it off. Know what he did?"

"Kept it on?"

"He sent Jacobs this hockey documentary with all these retired players. There was a whole bit about rituals and good luck charms. A lot of necklaces, you know?" Shane huffed. "Next day he refused to come to set without the damn cross. So when Jacobs asked why, he said it was his good luck charm. Suddenly Roz gets to wear his cross."

That sounded exactly like some shit he would pull on Shane too. He'd jokingly sent articles about how it was bad for people to stay inside too much, that solitary confinement damaged the brain. Shane was not happy to admit that it worked a little. Mostly the ridiculousness of it, but still.

"What's your point?"

"I think we both know he's not interested in those girls. Or your friend, for that matter."

"Not my business or my job."

"Okay. Cool. Then I can tell you straight up. Rozy doesn't act like that when it's not serious. So whatever's going on--"

"Nothing is going on."

"Sure. Sure." He nodded and stuck his hand out. Shane shook it out of politeness. "Peace offering?" He raised a brow. "We swap numbers. Give you more eyes on Roz just in case." He shrugged. "I'd like my co-star in one piece for next season."

Shane laughed.

"Okay. That would actually be helpful. Thanks."

Shane very pointedly ignored the fact that as he typed his number into Scott's phone, he was being watched.






      

  












      Chapter 20: No Play
  



    Chapter Notes

      TW: self directed slur







  Five people tried to get into the cast party that night. Of course Shane had demanded copies of the IDs and asked if he recognized any of them. No. Probably just fans. It didn't settle his bodyguard down any. He was on alert, had hotel security sweep the hotel, and kept Marly down in the lobby while he stayed in Ilya's hallway. Luca was on break until he could trade with Marly. It was too much, if you were asking Ilya, but nobody was.

He wasn't actually going to go meet Shane's piece of shit Obama buddy. Gil Com-whatever. But watching Shane smile and give his number to Scott (fucking Scott!) had pissed him off so bad he nearly put his fist through the drywall the second he was alone.

It was Gil's idea anyway. His client kept a lot of women around, they were going back to his place to party. Gil had invited him to come along, gave him his number. It was tempting, truly. Slipping Shane's overbearing security to go party with his friend. It was the kind of petty move he usually thrived on. But he also knew Shane was right outside...and Ilya would probably have a meltdown if Shane actually got his feelings hurt about it. The whole Scott thing aside, Ilya was...reluctant.

But! He couldn't just let it stand either. So when Gil texted to ask if he was still coming out, he ducked out his door to take a picture of Shane. Sent it with-

I: Sorry 🤷🏼

GC: We could come to you

That made Ilya frown. Pushy. Especially for a guy that was obviously straight. Did he think he was getting a freebie blow job from the faggy actor? Not in this lifetime. Not even if Shane let Scott Hunter fuck him right in front of Ilya's face. Actually...? No, he didn't share.

I: Can't, have company

He left it at that and tossed his phone on the bed. Now to piss off Shane.

He'd made sure to redress in one of his slutty tank tops and leather jacket, style his hair a bit, sexy while still looking more casual. It would look like he was trying to go out, which was exactly what he wanted Shane to think. He opened the door to find Shane about to knock.

"Whoa you take your job too seriously."

"Why did you just take a picture of me?"

He shrugged. "Katya asked."

Shane's face while he did the mental gymnastics on that one was priceless. Perfect, he now had an ongoing excuse.

"Fine. Whatever. And you're in for the night, turn around."

"Hollander it's only ten," he drawled, rolling his eyes for effect.

"I don't care. You're not going out. You're especially not going out alone. And most importantly, you're not going somewhere that hasn't been pre-approved."

"Ugghh," he complained, allowing Shane to manhandle him back into the room. "Then you should suck me off, make me feel better."

"You can jerk off thinking about all the women you're missing out on."

"But it's more fun if you're jerking off with me."

"I have never wanted to do anything less." He shoved Ilya into the room more fully, went to check the closet, bathroom, and behind curtains. "We are not having sex on this trip, you will somehow survive, I promise.

"Fuck off, you know you want it too. You're just--"

"Boring. Yeah, I get it. If boring means you survive long enough to accept your award, then fine."

Ilya flopped onto his bed, grinning, and folding his arms behind his head. He knew what he looked like.

"So you think I'm going to win?"

Shane scowled. "Good night, Rozanov."

"Night Hollander!"

Shane slammed the door shut and Ilya giggled.
 






      

  












      Chapter 21: A Kind Man
  



    Chapter Notes

      TW: descriptions of past child abuse/neglect, past domestic abuse, drug abuse, homophobic slurs







  Okay Shane was winning.
That's not how Ilya wanted to phrase it, none of this was a game. He fucking wanted it to be a game. He wished it was a game. It would be way more fun and less agonizing if it were a fucking game. But it wasn't, not for him.
He hadn't gone more than two weeks without sex in years. He almost considered it above a hobby, more like routine self-care. But here he was, listening to Shane Hollander's rules. Actually following them and pretending not to. He'd invited a few women back to his room, yes, mostly because he knew Shane would be watching. They'd gone home a little disappointed, which was stupid. Shane thought he was fucking those women, he was already breaking security rules, so why not just fuck them?
Same as New Years, he didn't actually want to. And Ilya Rozanov was not in the habit of doing things he didn't want to do. Unfortunately, he was not alone on this trip. People noticed.
"Your bodyguard is super hot," Elena had said. "Single?" Ilya had glared and she put her hands up in defeat. "Okay, super taken. Got it." She huffed and grumbled, "You'd think you'd be a little less tense then."
*
"You're supposed to be pretending to be my best friend," Anna had complained, "not flirting with your bodyguard!"
"I am not flirting, you're just not interesting!"
"Do you want me to give you a hand job? Will that get you to chill the fuck out and focus?"
"Shut up, Anna."
*
"Roz, I told you like ten times to cut that shit out—Who are you even looking at right now?" Scott had demanded after Ilya had kicked at his foot again.
"I am trying not to make eye contact with your hideous beard."
"Should I just tell Shane to tell you not to be annoying? Because he's somehow got you on a leash."
"Fuck off, Scott."
"God, please go get laid, you are being insufferable."
*
"Will you two quit staring at each other and just go fuck like grown men?" Svetlana had snapped at him, evidently fed up with his moodiness.
"Shut up, I'm not staring."
"Pining with heart eyes," she corrected, "like a teenage boy with a crush. Just go smile at him, he'll follow you right back to your room. Like a baby duck. A horny, pining baby duck."
"Fuck off Sveta!"
*
And the reason Shane was winning whatever they were doing wasn't actually because of sex. Or the denial of sex, the zero sex happening in this case. It was way worse than that. He wasn't trying to be seductive or suggestive. No he just kept being...nice. Thoughtful. He just...he paid attention. He had Ilya's heart racing, had him sweating, had him ready to beg from his knees, and he wasn't even trying. And it was becoming more and more obvious that he didn't even know he was doing any of it!
Like, in Atlanta, Ilya had to wear these stupid shoes. He was locked into a contract with the fashion house, he had to wear them during the press run, it was a done deal. But they hurt. Badly. To the point that walking in them after wearing them three days in a row for 10 hours, and now sitting for two hours almost made him cry. On the way to his dressing room, he stumbled a bit, wincing the whole time. Such a sexy move on his part.
Shane was right there. He caught Ilya around the waist and budged him up. Took some of his weight.
"How bad?" he muttered.
"Can't feel my toes. Blisters. Probably bleeding. It's nothing, I'm--"
Before Ilya could stop him, Shane was snagging a coffee from a PA's hands (Hey!) and dumping it on the shoes.
"What the fuck-!"
"Oh no, the stupid shoes are ruined. Accidents happen." He swung Ilya around by the waist to put him in a chair. "Miss? Would mind getting him some sandals or slippers please?"
"Of course!"
"Hollander."
But Shane ignored him and bent to take off his shoes. Ilya was not unaffected by the sight of Shane between his legs, but was floored when he got up and dropped the shoes in the trash.
"The fuck are you doing--?"
"What? They won't want them back anyway. They're biohazards now." The PA came running over with slides. "Ah, thank you."
He dropped them in front of Ilya to put on and waved his hand.
"We'll fix you up at the hotel. C'mon. It's gonna hurt but you can lean on me."
Shane didn't make a thing of it. Didn't say anything about the way Ilya dressed or how stupid his job was or for what he'd do to pad his bank account. Didn't mock him just because his feet hurt after a long day. It made Ilya think of his brother and father. How Alexei ridiculed him whenever he showed any signs of discomfort. If he was too cold, he was a fag. If his tie felt too tight, he was a fag. If he was tired or sick, he was a little princess and a fag. How his father had badgered him after a bad fall at practice, forced him to play on a sprained ankle. How he'd slapped Ilya once for talking back and then blackened his eye when a tear slipped. How any comment Ilya made was answered with disappointed censure and an insult.
Ilya wasn't used to kind men.
On their second to last night in Atlanta, during some cocktail hour mixer hosted by a magazine he, Scott, and Jacobs talked with, Alexei called. Naturally, he'd hit his monthly limit the first week into February and wanted more money. He was always worse after Katya had a visit with her mother. Ilya waved to Shane, gesturing that he was going to slip out to take the call, while Alexei bellowed in his ear about what a useless piece of shit he was.
It was always the same. How he'd been the one to take care of their father and bury him. How Ilya had sent his wife away and broken up their family. Ruined Alexei's career. More and more on those lines, which you would have thought he'd run dry by now. He did that when he was high.
Making sure the bathroom was clear, Ilya went in and tried to calm his brother down. Tried to reassure him, promised there was more money. Alexei just exploded, it was one of those nights, and it made Ilya sick to his stomach thinking about where Katya was. He set the phone on the bathroom sink and hung his head, still listening.
He didn't hear the door open, so he startled a bit when Shane appeared next to him. He didn't even ask, just picked up the phone, hung up on Alexei, and pocketed it.
"Katya's there," Ilya argued weakly.
"I told Sofia to text me directly if needed. Right now, they are currently watching Frozen, again, upstairs in her room. Door locked."
Ilya huffed but nodded and wiped at his eye.
"You don't have long, some producer was on the hunt."
"Sheila. She wants me for a movie."
"You gonna take it?"
"Maybe. But not if it hurts the show."
Shane nodded and clapped him on the shoulder.
"I'll hold back the horde. Get yourself together." Ilya actually chuckled at that. "I'll be right outside, okay?"
"Okay."
Ilya was not used to kind men.
Then they hit the last interview for the tour in Chicago. It was Valentine's Day, cold as balls outside. Ilya was paired up with Scott for some webshow question and answer. It was the same five questions he'd been answering over and over again. Scott was definitely tired and complaining that he was missing out on the holiday with Kip.
He did actually mean to commiserate with his friend. Really, he did. Scott did actually deserve literally everything good in the world, and if he wasn't such a martyr, Ilya would have refused to do this last day of press and eat the fine on his behalf so he could be home with his gorgeous Kip.
Unfortunately he was too irritated to express any of that. Ilya somehow got stuck with the handsy crew members. Like way more handsy than usual. They seemed to be getting off on the power differential; young women getting to touch an attractive man without repercussions. Normally, he'd let it go, maybe even enjoy it, find it sexy. He was just sick of being touched by strangers, and he wanted to snap but losing his temper was not an option. This was work. As he rubbed his fingers together, he was sure his smile looked more like a grimace.
"Okay," Shane barrelled onto the set after five minutes of the groping, "that's enough, give him some space, please." He came around to stand between Ilya and the two crew members, his back to Ilya.
"Who--?"
"I'm his bodyguard and unless you want me to walk him out of here before your bosses get what they need, I suggest you back off...No, I actually don't care, he's plenty primped for your weird show....Yeah weird. Ma'am, we are standing 10 feet away from a ball pit--"
Shane was obviously tired too.
Ilya grabbed for the back of his suit jacket, tugging a little until the man took two deliberate steps to stand next to him. While they went back and forth, Shane not giving an inch, Ilya caught Scott's expression. He was looking down at his phone, grinning.
"What?" Ilya demanded. Scott arched a brow.
"Just telling Kip he should come be my bodyguard."
"Kip is three feet tall, he would be a terrible bodyguard."
Scott snorted. "He's too nice anyway. But imagine the foreplay. Or I guess you don't have to—?"
"You are so annoying."
"Oh, he spooked them off, there they go, bye ladies," he sang under his breath. Ilya rolled his eyes. He turned back to Shane, hooked a finger in his belt loop and tugged him closer. Shockingly, he went without complaint, shoulder pressing into Ilya's arm. It never failed to turn him on when Shane allowed himself to be manhandled. They could be having way more fun with that if Shane wasn't so stubborn.
"You have approximately three hands-free minutes. Don't say I never did anything for you."
Ilya dropped his head to lean against him, letting his eyes drift shut.
"Don't mess up your hair."
"Fuck my hair."
"I'll get the short one to fix you. She was less grabby."
"Okay."
He nearly fell asleep listening to him and Scott chatting while they waited.
Ilya was weak, that's what he was saying. He hadn't so much as kissed the guy in over a month and he was sickeningly infatuated with every stupid thing he did. Sometimes it was just handing him a water bottle, nagging him to eat something of substance (Coffee and a cigarette is not a meal Rozanov!) or allowing Ilya to lean on him this. None of that was part of his job. Nobody paid attention to Ilya like that, not since...
The press tours were fun, the cast got to bond, they got to goof off and mingle without pressure. Ilya had really enjoyed the last one even when it had been extended by another three weeks, then another month of fashion shows and award show invitations. He liked the meet and greets, talking to fans and looking at some of their, frankly, amazing art. He loved the events they were invited to, the random public figures and politicians he got to meet. He liked being around so many gorgeous, fun people, ate up the attention, and loved the hectic chaos of it all.
But now Ilya was ready to go home.
Because in the safe privacy of home, Shane might let Ilya kiss him again.
 






      

  












      Chapter 22: What Were You Talking About?
  








  Admittedly, slipping Marly as a guard was a little harder than it used to be. Shane had trained him very well. He'd thought about actually going out, getting Shane to pursue him out and about in...Chicago. They were in Chicago now. It blurred at the end of the day. But it was so fucking cold, and windy, they weren't kidding about the wind. So he texted Luca asking where Shane was.

L: Hotel bar I think

Odd, but whatever. Ilya, alone in the wilderness for the first time in weeks took his sweet time wandering around the hotel first. Marly would notice he was gone in five more minutes when he did the room check, so he wanted to get to Shane before that. Didn't mean he couldn't go snooping around first.

He spotted Shane's familiar form at the bar from the door, and then immediately scowled when he saw Scott right next to him. During interviews, he'd made jokes about Scott always borrowing and stealing his things (including his answers to questions), but it truly was not a joke at this point. Trying to steal his fucking bodyguard.

"Found you," Ilya sang, sliding onto the stool next to Shane with a smirk. It doubled at Shane's disbelieving glare.

"Uh oh," Scott muttered into his beer, "jailbreak."

"It is literally our last day!" Shane snapped. It was so cute when he got mad.

Ilya shrugged and waved down the bartender. "I was bored." He nudged Shane's arm and whispered. "And I don't know if you know this, but it is our last day."

At least Scott laughed.

"Statistically the time period when a target is the most vulnerable--"

Since when was he a target and not the principal? Something was on Shane's mind and Ilya intended to find out.

"I am sitting next to my bodyguard! And Scott. They will shoot him first for that beard anyway!"

"How come when you two fight, I catch strays?"

"It's hideous, shave it."

"Just for that, I'm texting Jacobs to ask to keep it for filming." He gestured to the beard. "All of this," then to Ilya, "all on your face," he flashed 3 fingers, "for three months."

"Fuck you, Jacobs will agree with me. Tell him, Hollander."

Shane was still just glaring at him, but Ilya could tell he wasn't that mad. Not really. He had that curve to his mouth that he did when he was trying not to laugh. Luca said he was crazy, that this wasn't a thing Shane did, he didn't smile that much. Ilya completely disagreed. Luca just wasn't as obsessed with Shane's face as Ilya was.

"All you had to do was ask Marly to come down with you."

"Don't be ma-ad."

"Then stop being an asshole and listen to me!"

Ilya tossed his head back and groaned, bouncing his knee.

"Bartender double vodka please before I am bored to death!"

Scott and the bartender laughed at his theatrics, but Shane just shook his head and pulled out his phone. Probably texting Marly.

"On that note," Scott said finishing his beer, "I'm gonna go call Kip." He patted Shane's shoulder roughly. "Shane, always a pleasure. Rozy, go fuck yourself yeah?"

Ilya swung a foot out, pretending to trip him as he passed. Scott shoved at him, ruffled his hair, and dodged out of his reach before he could retaliate.

"Tell Professor Sexy I love him!" Ilya called after Scott, who flipped him off. "Motherfucker," he grumbled, hands reaching to settle his hair back down. Shane was watching him, eyes softer and that Not Smile still in place. The bartender brought him his vodka and Ilya tossed her a twenty.

"Za lyubov'," he cheeked, raising his glass to drink. It was okay vodka, not the best. He shifted in his seat, rubbed circles on the glass. "What were you two talking about?"

Shane snorted, let his eyes dart away and thumbed at his mouth. Ilya was distracted by that, by the popped shirt collar that hinted at the hollow of his throat. Perfect notch for his thumb. It was getting ridiculous how often he thought about touching Shane Hollander. 

"The boyfriend. Kip."

"Mmm," Definitely a lie. "Too good for him."

Shane scoffed, "Scott's a good guy...he loves you a lot."

Ilya pretended to roll his eyes and be annoyed about it, but they both knew. Scott was the friend Ilya should have had growing up. Everyone assumed because of their easy physicality that they'd slept together. They hadn't. Scott was obsessed with Kip. So was Ilya, really. He was more like an older brother and a mentor, they just had a weird job.

And truthfully, Ilya knew Scott was too good for him, too kind, too gentle. They were not compatible that way, which they knew because of their extensive, brutally honest conversations about sex to explore their characters. They trusted each other implicitly, protected each other. And Scott had saved his life in more ways that one. 

Ilya would move heaven and earth for the man. He just didn't want to share Shane with him, like they shared so many things. And he hoped it came across the opposite: that he didn't want to share Scott with Shane. Because that was a much more logical thought for him to be having. He stretched his spine up in discomfort, rocked forward in his seat.

"So are you going to freak out in the airport again tomorrow?"

"I did not freak out."

"You kind of did. A little."

O'Hare was not like LAX or JFK. Busy, yes, but people were not used to seeing celebrities in Chicago as often. Not to mention, Scott and Ilya's arrival had been stupidly publicized by the production company because they wanted to see their "travel style." Shane had nearly blown a gasket at the waiting horde of paparazzi on the tarmac. He'd shouted at Svetlana and Marly, broke someone's camera when they got too close, and all but threw Ilya over his shoulder to get him to the car faster. Maybe it was an overreaction, but...well Ilya had been feeling a sense of dread since they left New York. Shane's ongoing paranoia was oddly comforting. He decided he was just hard up from lack of sex and having Shane too close all the time.

"Well switching flights made me feel better about it." He shook his head, looking up to watch the basketball game on the TV above the liquor shelf. "Something...I don't know. Atlanta was fine, right, but in New York it just..."

"Just what?"

"Felt like you were being hunted."

"It always feels like that."

"Maybe." He folded his arms and shrugged, still refusing to look over. "Part of me feels like we're in the eye of the storm. Bigger waves coming."

Ilya sighed and drank. "You worry too much."

"I am trained to worry. And to notice patterns. This pattern feels familiar and I don't know why. It's bugging the hell outta me."

Ilya looked around to make sure no one was paying them too much attention, and lowered his voice.

"You still think there is actually a hitman--?"

"What did you and Comeau talk about?" Shane interrupted abruptly, eyes still locked on the TV, expression hard. Ilya frowned.

"Who?"

Shane pulled his lips down, amused. "In New York. Gilbert Comeau. Security guy from the Service?"

"Oh. Obama buddy."

"Jesus Christ."

"Mmm, nothing, really." He swirled his drink and sipped, trying to remember. "He wanted me to come out, I told him no."

Shane whipped his head around, eyes sharp and alert.

"He asked you to go out?"

"Yeah. Same night. I said no."

"Why?"

Ilya scoffed. "You were standing right outside my door."

"I could have gone with."

"No." Shane's answering expression was skeptical. "I did not want to anyway. Didn't like the guy."

"You talked to him for an hour!"

"I talked around him for an hour."

"What's the difference?"

"See this is why you don't get laid, Hollander."

"Weird thing for you specifically to say."

"Well...I like you." Shane's brows shot up. "Not as a person, you have a terrible personality."

"Yeah I get it, I'm boring."

"Yes but you have a good mouth."

Shane was smiling and Ilya was sweating. He'd really almost failed to play that off, and it didn't escape his notice that Shane offered nothing back.

"And what, Comeau didn't?"

Ilya pinched his lips together, fingers rubbing the wood grain of the bar now, and decided a little more honesty couldn't hurt.

"I didn't like how he talked to you. Like a bully on a schoolyard." Like Alexei talked to people he thought were inferior. To Ilya. "He wanted you to feel small."

"He's always been like that, I just ignore it."

It was because Shane was better. Ilya wasn't going to say that part, but he could scent jealousy faster than repressed gayness. Shane had bested that guy professionally, likely many times, and seemed to be unaware of it. Must have driven Comeau crazy. It would drive Ilya crazy, the lack of acknowledgement of the competition, the lack of overt ego from Shane. (He had a huge ego, if you were paying attention, he was just quieter about it.) Ilya had spent the last two months constantly ruffling Shane's feathers just to get him to crack. The best part was when Shane owned up to it. Which reminded him.

"He offered to come to the hotel, after I told him I wasn't coming out. I said no, that I was busy."

Shane's eyes moved at a rapid pace over his face, brain working overtime with that information.

"We switched hotels," he concluded.

"Huh?"

"The studio booked the cast to stay at the Hilton, but we switched last minute to the Sheraton. Nobody knew where you were staying. Did you tell him?"

"No. And why would he know any of that?"

Shane took a breath. "No, I don't know. It's probably nothing." But Ilya knew it wasn't nothing. If Shane was saying it out loud, he'd thought it through a dozen times already.

"But he was Secret Service. Still is a bodyguard."

"Yeah, yeah. He was good people."

Ilya didn't like that phrasing. He didn't like the crease between Shane's brows. He didn't like the out of control feeling brewing in his stomach, the fear. He clenched his hand.

"Eh," Ilya feigned nonchalance, "you're just jealous he wanted me to suck his dick."

The effect was immediate. Shane moved through his stages of disbelief, annoyance, amusement, and back to annoyance again. Broke the grim expression. Ilya liked being able to do that. Being able to pull So-Serious Shane Hollander out of his head. It was such a turn on watching him get flustered and melt.

"You are unbelievable."

"He did. A lot of men do. You've been very grumpy about it."

"I have not."

"You don't see your face, I see your face. A guy just smiles at me too long and you look ready to murder people."

"I do not do that. I do not care if people hit on you. And even if I did, it's constant. All the time. I don't have the energy for that."

"No, is okay, I like it."

"Unbelievable."

"I only want to suck your dick, though, and you won't let me."

"Really? Here? Right now?"

"Yes here." Ilya shrugged. "You walk away, ignore me. Now you can't. I am vulnerable, my bodyguard can't just leave me."

"I could call Marly down."

"You won't. You're annoyed I slipped him."

Shane gaped just slightly, exasperation hitting its peak. Ilya just grinned and bounced his brows. Then took advantage of Shane's silence to stare at his mouth, praying they got to put it to sexier purposes.

"Absolute asshole," Shane turned back to the boring basketball game, clearly trying to sort through his reactions. Ilya drank his vodka and gave him a moment. He felt like he had been very good about not pushing Shane too terribly far the last few weeks. He deserved a reward. And he was the gambling type, after all. He smirked. Shane Hollander off the clock was a good bet.

"Fine."

"Thank Christ." He tossed his drink back and got up, tugging at him. "My room, call Marly off."









      

  












      Chapter 23: Follow You Anywhere
  



    Chapter Notes

      TW: Explicit sex







  Following Ilya into his hotel room was a bad idea.
Everything they did was a bad idea, honestly. But was there any safer place for Ilya than Shane's arms? Not likely. And truthfully, the last 40 some days spent almost constantly in Ilya's presence had pushed Shane to the limits of his patience and discipline. In every other circumstance, self- denial was a habit, thoughtless, effortless. Around Ilya, he strained at the seams. Felt like he constantly wanted to scream or hit something, and no amount of stimulation or calming techniques quelled it.

Shane carefully put his gun on the bedside table, tossed a condom and lube on the bed, and started to get undressed while Ilya watched from where he stretched out.

He was being shockingly patient, watching Shane fold his clothes and not even moving to touch himself. It made Shane feel incredibly exposed, going through his compulsive routines, but Ilya didn't say anything. Didn't smile or tease him. He was glad Ilya stayed quiet, didn't ask him about cleaning up first. Because then Shane would have to admit he'd been compulsively cleaning and fucking himself since they left LA. During his down time, if he wasn't working out or cleaning his weapons thinking about Ilya Rozanov, then he was furiously getting off thinking about Ilya Rozanov. Wasn't exactly proud of that.

Naked, he moved to the bed, grabbed Ilya's ankles and tugged him to the edge, reaching for the button on his jeans. Ilya just put his arms behind his head, kept watching him.

"You're so disciplined."

"Shut up."

Shane tugged at his jeans, pulling them down and off. He folded and dropped them to the floor.

"Shirt."

Ilya sat up and stripped his shirt off, tossing it. Shane snagged it to fold too, as Ilya reached for his waist. His hands traveled up, going to squeeze Shane's chest like he always did. Then Shane climbed into his lap, meeting him in the middle to kiss. He couldn't resist grinding down, getting friction on his dick. Ilya hummed into his mouth, dropping his hands to Shane's ass and guiding him.

"Wanna ride you," Shane managed, gasping to get his breath back.

"Fuck, yes. Yes, we can do that, let me--" Shane's head fell back as Ilya ducked to kiss and bite his chest. He licked between the curve of Shane's pecs, nuzzled. Shane moaned and brought his hands up to Ilya's curls, squeezing. Ilya tugged a nipple between his lips, sucking, and the base of Shane's spine throbbed unbearably. He bit and kissed the other nipple.

"Love your tits."

"Rozanov," he complained, weakly at best. Pathetically at worst. Ilya nosed to the side, closer to his armpit and bit his bicep.

"Your arms, too. Always hiding under those awful jackets. And these," he dragged his nails lightly over the round curves of Shane's ass and thighs. Over his stretch marks. "Fucking gorgeous."

Shane just whined and sunk into another kiss, rocking his hips to fit closer. Ilya tongued him rough and relentless for a moment. Left him falling a bit, chasing for it, when he broke away.

"Nobody knows you're like this, do they?" Ilya asked, voice rough and kind of mean. Shane kissed him once, then twice, pushing him down to the bed.

"Like what?" he got out finally, reaching for the lube and condom.

"Easy," Ilya teased. "Desperate. Horny as fuck."

Shane dropped the condom on his chest and shook his head.

"No?" Ilya crooned at him from where he lay, hands stroking up and down Shane's thighs. "Nobody knows?"

"No," Shane countered ripping open the lube. "I'm not like this with anyone else."

Ilya's mouth fell open, pupils dilating big and wide. His face went fully red as Shane prepped himself. He lifted his hands to Shane's face and Shane sucked his fingers into his mouth. Ilya groaned, cursing under his breath as he pushed his thumb along the inside of Shane's cheek. Shane sucked and lapped at it eagerly, no hesitation. Ilya was transfixed and they both knew it. Maybe that's why Shane kept agreeing to this, feeling that kind of power over a person was addicting. He liked having Ilya's attention. He liked the way Ilya looked at him, like he couldn't look away not even for a second, like Shane was the only thing worth looking at.

Shane did not take his time with prep, was too impatient to get to the main event. He slipped his fingers out and reached for Ilya, dragging him up by the scruff of his neck to kiss him. It was deep and overwhelming, making him break out in goosebumps. Ilya was multi-tasking, hands sliding between them to get the condom on, stroking their dicks together.

"Mmmm," Shane grimaced against how fucking good that felt. "C'mon, need you. Need you."

Ilya stroked him firmly again, pecking at his mouth and face.

"You need me?" Ilya asked. Shane was already nodding.

"Missed you." Ilya slicked himself up with lube. "All I could think about."

"Me too," Ilya kissed him sharply and lined up at his hole. "Me too, dorogoy."

As Ilya pushed in, Shane sat back into it, pulling groans from them both. He gave himself a moment to adjust, to let the burn fade, before he started. Finding the right angle took some experimenting. He ended up bent up over Ilya, arms braced against the headboard. He moved fast and hard, replicating the pace he and Ilya seemed to agree worked. He kept close to drag his mouth over Ilya's face and nose, finding his lips to kiss him every so often. Pecking at his forehead. Ilya couldn't stop looking between Shane's face and where they were joined. He cursed and babbled encouragement, telling Shane he was hot and gorgeous and perfect, hands restless and greedy. It spurred Shane on, redoubling his efforts to push them both over the edge.

"Gonna cum for me, Rozanov?" Shane growled out. Ilya got his feet flat on the bed and thrust up, deliberating knocking him off rhythym.

"Mmm," he jerked into Shane, face pinched in concentration and hands fiercely tight on his hips. "Fucking make me."

Shane leaned back, reaching back to shove his legs flat before straightening up. It changed the angle almost completely. He touched himself as he sank into the cradle of Ilya's hips, as he squeezed and undulated.

"Jesus Christ," Ilya gasped in Russian. "So fucking sexy, look at you."

Shane kept his eyes locked on Ilya's, let his hands move down his neck and chest as he rocked and twisted. He loved watching Ilya's face like this, he was just so gone, so into it. With Ilya watching him like that, it wouldn't take long for Shane to cum. He was so worked up, Ilya looked incredible spread out under him. 

"You're so deep, shit, Rozanov," Shane whined. His nails bit into Shane's skin and he hissed at the pain but his balls throbbed.

"Give it to me, beautiful. C'mon, fuck, you first, cum for me, cum for me. You first."

Apparently Ilya's wish was his command. Shane came, spurting onto Ilya's stomach, and fell into Ilya's arms as he flipped them. Shane was completely blissed out, his brain floating off as Ilya, pushed one of his legs to his chest and thrust into him hard and deep. He vaguely registered the pants and whimpers coming out of his mouth, but he was too far gone to stop it. Ilya's cross kept brushing against his chin, so Shane caught it between his lips. Ilya's jaw dropped, eyes blowing wide.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck Shane. Shane--"

Ilya sunk down fully, catching his mouth to kiss him as he pounded into him once, twice, then finished. Shane drank down Ilya's moans, sucking his tongue into his mouth and loving on it. He was warm and sweating, his hands and toes still tingling, and fuck, he never wanted to move. Ilya broke their kiss to drop his forehead to Shane's, eyes shut and panting hard. It gave Shane a second to just look at him, at his gorgeous face relaxed for the first time in weeks. The strain was so obvious now. He didn't regret it though, he'd do anything to keep Ilya safe. Ilya.

"Ilya," he whispered, bringing his hands up to his face, stroking his cheeks. Ilya turned to kiss his palms, his fingers, let his eyes open. Fuck they were so blue. So earnest. Looking down at Shane like he was seeing him brand new, for the first time.

"Shane," he repeated firmly. Shane reached to kiss him, shuddered when his tongue slipped so gently between his lips. He accidentally clenched and Ilya groaned. Tucked his face into Shane's neck as he pulled out.

"Stay," he muttered. 

"Stay?"

"Stay with me." He kissed Shane's shoulder and neck.

"Flight's early—"

"Stay," Ilya lifted his head to kiss him thoroughly again, tugging and massaging at his lips. Coaxing, convincing, seducing.

"Okay," Shane sighed when Ilya finally let up. "Shower first."

Showering was ridiculous. They were smiling too much, Ilya wouldn't stop kissing him, couldn't keep their hands moving productively. Shane felt light and drunk, like if Ilya wasn't holding him he'd float away or deflate to the floor. Logically, he knew people enjoyed sex for a reason. He'd witnessed couples acting silly and sweet. The Pikes had accidentally gotten pregnant three times after the first one. Shane had just never understood.

He did now, with Ilya, in that cramped overbleached hotel shower. He let the man kiss him within an inch of his life. They were in there so long, Shane's fingers pruned and they traded blow jobs.

Eventually they got out, dried, went through nighttime routines. Shane went next door to get his things, and they unlocked the adjoining door. Ilya only minimally made fun of his process because his skincare was twice as long usually. Since it was the last day before home, he was giving himself a break.

Next thing Shane knew, he was being pulled into bed and wrangled back into the cradle of Ilya's body. Ilya kissed his neck and shoulder before settling there with a sigh like a harried dog finally relaxing. Shane pulled his arm around him, unfamiliar with the position but relieved at how natural it felt. How easy. He pushed back into Ilya's body, drawn to the heat.

"Don't tempt me," Ilya grumbled.

"Hush, go to sleep."

"You go to sleep."

"I am not dealing with a million psycho fans and you being grumpy," he used his feet to pull one of Ilya's legs between his own. "Shh."

"I will behave now."

"Oh so that's what it took?"

"Yes."

Shane couldn't help it. Well, he could have. He could have helped a lot of things by not agreeing to any of this in the first place. He could have shut this down day one, walked away, quit and forgot all about Ilya Rozanov. But he didn't. He was already here in Ilya's bed, wrapped in his arms, and it seemed like a good a time as any to cave into impulses.

He broke out of Ilya's grip to turn over, face to face. Ilya's arm went up and landed on the curve of his hip. Shane cupped his face and kissed him. It was too soft, too gentle for what they were doing. Shane knew that, he knew what couples did. But Ilya had finally called him by his name and he was staying to sleep (and probably fuck again). They were flying back to LA the next day, and everything would have to reset. It was only three weeks until the Emmys, three and a half until Ilya went back to Russia for his break.

Shane wanted just one night of this.

So he kissed him between smiles, softly and gently, like he was allowed to mean it. And Ilya kissed him back. Ilya held him and they fell asleep too close and too honest.









      

  












      Chapter 24: Reality's a Bitch
  



    Chapter Notes
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  Reality was a bitch.
Ilya knew this. He'd known it his whole life. The second anything was too good, too nice, too easy, everything else crashed down. Like fucking clockwork.
The night before, they had been…giddy. It was too good. Shane had smiled and giggled and kissed him like…like they were in love. Like they could be in love. Like Ilya made him happy just being there. It was insanity. Hormones built up over weeks of denial. That's all it could be. Ilya didn't get to be happy, to have perfect nights with someone who looked at him like he hung the moon, and still have things go right the next day.
Shane was seated by him on the plane this time, so Ilya knew when he got the call. He clicked his phone off airplane mode as soon as it was allowed. His face dropped as he listened to his messages, brow furrowing deeply.
"What is it?" Shane shook his head, holding a finger to his lips as he kept listening. Which only made Ilya's heart race faster. "Is Katya--?"
Shane bodily turned from him, clicking to another message. And another. And another.
"Shane!" he demanded hysterically. The man turned back to him, expression grim.
"There's been a break in."
"What?"
"Katya was at school, Sofia was gone. I don't know where Alexei was, but Hayden says he's being an asshole, so he's fine."
"Shane."
He was already texting, brows pinched together.
"I'll have Hayden send us an escort. We'll go back to the house to assess damage, re-pack your things, get Katya and Sofia..."
"Where are we going?"
His bodyguard sighed deep and heavy, eyes closing briefly before nodding.
"To the only place I know is more secure than your house."
"What does that mean?"
"I will explain more in private, okay? We talked about this last night, we knew he was going to go bigger."
"But...but why would he go to the house when I'm not there?"
Shane paused in his texting to look at him, hard.
"Do you remember when I said I was trained to recognize patterns? That this pattern felt familiar?"
"Sure. Why?"
"I do know this pattern. I know it because I wrote it."
"What?"
"I'll tell you more later. But he didn't go to the house to attack you." Shane cleared his throat and looked back to his phone. "He went to flush you out."
Ilya managed to see Shane's last message to Hayden Pike.
SH: HM theory correct. APB Gilbert Comeau, assume armed and very dangerous.
HP: Fuck
 
*
 
The house was trashed. And not in a "we've been robbed" kind of way. It was petty property destruction. Someone had taken a knife to furniture, pillows, curtains. Chairs were broken, TVs smashed, windows cracked. If it was moveable, it had been tossed around. If not, it was defaced. Katya's room and the garage were untouched at least. And in the middle of it all, there was the picture of Shane and Ilya at the airport, pinned to the dining table with a hunting knife. The blade going right through Shane's face. Shane couldn't stop staring at it.
Ilya had gone off with Svetlana and Alexei, assessing damage and confirming personal valuables. Which was probably for the best because Shane was close to putting his fist through Alexei's face if he didn't shut the fuck up. His distress was understandable, his daughter was at risk, but screaming at Ilya wasn't helpful.
Shane accepted a glove from a tech to jerk the hunting knife out of the table and passed it over to be bagged properly. Standard Buck, could get it in a gas station, honestly. Then he picked up the picture.
"Well it's a disaster area, but Rozanov doesn't think anything was stolen."
"Least of my worries," Shane muttered. He passed the picture to the tech to add to his file folder. He was trying not to think about how pissed off he was that this asshole had disrupted his plan to have a real conversation with Ilya. He'd hoped to get him back into bed that night, figure out if the whole first name thing meant what he hoped it meant. He was annoyed that now he had to focus on a 1v1 with Comeau. That his paranoia wasn't actually paranoia at all. This whole thing reeked of Comeau, no way he didn't have the stalker in his pocket. It was fucking stupid, showing his hand like this. Did he think Shane wouldn't piece it together? Did he think Shane would panic, slip up, give him an opening? Didn't matter, Shane would win. He always won.
"Right. A guest code was used to disable the alarms. Cameras will have picked something up."
"Only a few people know the guest code."
"Could be a leak at the security firm. I'll make a call."
"Sir?" Miitka called. "We've got his face!"
He brought a phone over and showed the picture to Hayden and Shane.
"Anything?"
"No. Go get Rozanov," he told Miitka. While they waited, Hayden got on the line with the security company's owner, bullied him into complying with an inquest. When Ilya came in, Svetlana in his wake, Shane showed him the stalker's picture.
"Ring a bell?"
Ilya frowned at the phrase but took the phone, Svetlana looking over his shoulder. They looked cute nestled together with all that curly hair.
"I don't know him," she said.
"I...maybe. I think he works for the studio. I think I've seen him on set."
"Name?"
"No," he passed the phone back, "not even sure what he does there."
"It's a lead, a good one."
"Welp," Hayden turned back to them, looking harried. "That's gonna be a bitch. I have a team of agents going to the company. They'll tip em and shake em, see if anything falls out."
"Swear jar." Shane gave him Miitka's phone. "Thinks he works for the studio."
"Damn. Thought we cleared everybody."
"Could be contracted through a service. Something secondary."
"JJ! Run the picture of the perp to the studio. Talk to everyone, get me a name!"
"On it boss!"
Hayden put his hands to his hips and lowered his voice.
"We need to talk about Comeau and get a plan together. Cameras caught him at Ms. Vetrova's apartment but a neighbor scared him off."
"Cameras?" Ilya and Svetlana asked at the same time.
"Had them put in after Christmas," Shane directed his answer to Svetlana, a little sheepish but not apologetic. She clicked her tongue at him dismissively.
"Shane, Comeau?"
He sighed. "Yeah. Uhm, Svetlana, we will get Paolo here and put together a plan for the next few weeks. For now, can you help Sofia and Katya pack a bag? Warmest clothes they have. Two weeks minimum. Alexei too."
She raised her brows and he pointedly looked down and at the floor. He wasn't thrilled to be excluding her from the conversation either. She heaved a noisy sigh of reluctant defeat.
"Of course." She kissed Ilya's cheek and went off to do as he asked, calling for Katya in Russian.
Shane tossed his head for the two men to follow him, and he took them out to the guest house. Ilya sat at the table while Hayden leaned against the counter. Shane picked a point past them to focus on, he couldn't look at Ilya directly without getting distracted.
"Lay it on us, Hollander."
Shane scruffed up his hair. "What we discuss doesn't leave this room. Got it?"
Ilya nodded and Hayden made a point of powering down his phone. Shane took a breath and shook his arms out.
"I didn't meet Comeau until we were in the Service, but we knew of each other. We...we both worked in the same unit."
"In the Army?" Ilya asked, frowning. Because yeah, why would he not have mentioned something like that?
Shane opened and shut his mouth. "I trained with the military to establish my cover, but I didn't serve in the Army." Ilya frowned. "I was recruited to the CIA out of college. Counter Intelligence. Technically. On paper. That no one in this room has clearance to read."
"Holy fuck," Hayden muttered, "that explains so much actually."
"Swear Jar."
"What happened to none of this leaves the room?"
Ilya's expression was exasperated. "What are you talking about?"
Shane waved him off, a little embarrassed about the habit. "I can't really...it's all very classified. I don't even have all the details, it was need to know. My team had a system. A plan I developed and perfected to...to..."
"To kill people," Ilya finished. Shane nodded.
"The reason I'm good at what I do is because I was trained to be the hunter, not the shield. We handled mid-level targets with a lot of resources. It was risky and convoluted. We had to go at these people sideways or they would disappear for years. My team...I was the playmaker, I set it all in motion. We got good, had our go-to plays. Our best involved fabricating a stalker sending death threats, to start."
"A stalker," Ilya echoed.
"A ruse. A patsy," Hayden concluded.
"We went for the primary residence first. Notes, property destruction. Repeatedly, aggressively. Sometimes we hired random people off the street to do the dirty work, just to keep some distance. Then we'd stage a public murder attempt. Flashy, near miss, nothing traceable, far away enough to avoid direct contact with any security teams but close enough to make a point. The stalker appeared to want direct contact to hurt the target."
"A bomb?" Ilya asked.
"Bombs are risky and imprecise. They take up resources. Attract the wrong kind of attention. Arson, a well-staged hit and run, a drive by, that's what we did."
"Right. So a public attempt," Hayden intervened. "What does that get you?"
"When threatened, people will either upgrade security at home or relocate. People like this, they relocate. So first location is burned."
"But wouldn't that make it harder?" Ilya asked. "You don't know where they'll go. They'll be scared." He gestured to Shane. "They hire bodyguards."
Shane gave a rueful grin. "Depends on what your plan is. These aren't short operations. By the time we started, Intelligence had infiltrated three points of entry...sometimes it took months or years of prep. We knew where they would go, who they would go to. It was more like...a dance. Push and pull. Push them into hiding, pull them out with a lure. Then when the target leaves the primary location, you hit a tertiary location with the stalker bit. It had to be a degree separated though. A colleague, a family member, place of business."
"To maintain the ruse, make it look desperate."
"A red herring," Ilya added. "Like Sveta's apartment." Shane nodded, not surprised Ilya was keeping up.
"Then it's a waiting game. Target is locked down, trapped in what's essentially," he gestured to Ilya, "a prison. But people are people. They have families, friends, businesses to run, birthdays, holidays. No one can tolerate an indefinite lockdown. Average is 2-3 months before they slip up. Security gets too lax, too comfortable. It happens every time, no matter how well trained or well paid, it's just human nature. People get bored. Lonely. The target, inevitably, wants out." He bobbles his head. "Or lets people in."
"Then you have entry," Hayden decided.
"Not without eyes on the inside. You can't just rush a locked down target and ensure a safe exit. Especially not in a foreign country with unknown entities. We would burn their secondary location too."
Both Hayden and Ilya's jaws dropped as they reconciled what was happening.
"Shit."
Swear jar, Shane said silently.
"Once the slip happens, it's easy. You flush them out. Get them in the open. They'll have to scramble for resources, and in the scramble they're exposed, an opportunity will present itself. But they're not looking for the kill shot, they're looking for the personal face to face confrontation. They think it's a stalker, someone with a grudge. Somebody unprofessional looking to get the jump on them, break down the door, climb in a window. They don't look for the sniper in the wings."
"Shit," Hayden muttered again, rubbing his forehead. That was three. Ilya had paled, staring at Shane like he didn't recognize him. He couldn't do anything about that now though.
"The general plan is standard. The stalker misdirect was my specific contribution. It got popular, and the agency used it for training. Comeau would have been trained on it." He gestured uselessly. "I would have trained him on it. He may have even been teamed for that kind of mission."
"You think Comeau hired a fake stalker?"
"No," Shane shook his head. "I think that's a coincidence. I think his training kicked in when the opportunity presented itself. He probably is using the stalker, though, keeping him close as a scapegoat. He's not going by the book exactly, but he's following it close enough for me to recognize."
"What do I do?" Ilya asked despondently. "I can't...Katya--"
"He fucked up. He forgot who the fuck he was dealing with. We don't have to scramble," Shane assured him. "He's one man who now has to hide. We'll get his face out there. Make it big, make it public. Wanted in connection with Ilya Rozanov's stalker. Let law enforcement do their job while I take you and your family off grid for a few weeks."
"Off grid?" Ilya asked.
"Comeau's never been there right?" Hayden asked, already on the move.
"No, and both properties are under a different name."
"Okay. I'll call my buddy at Scotland Yard, have them get in touch with Rose. Just in case he tries to pull a fast one. Two AM?"
"Make it 1:00 and tell everyone else 2:30."
"Understood. Supplies?"
"I'll call and have them get everything turned on and run into town. I only want one car there or the locals will notice."
"Got it. Well we've got the stalker's picture. Shouldn't be long before we track him down. And we'll send Comeau running long enough to give you a window. Should make the evening news cut off."
"Great, thanks Hayd."
"Keep your phone on, I'll be in touch."
Ilya had watched this exchange silently, obviously getting more and more agitated as he and Hayden spoke vaguely. Thankfully, he waited until Hayden walked out, barking orders into his phone, before saying anything.
"What the fuck, Shane?" he demanded. He had to be getting sick of saying that. Shane grinned sheepishly and lifted a shoulder.
"Wanna meet my parents?"
Ilya looked like he'd just been kicked in the balls.






      

  












      Chapter 25: To the Cabin
  



    Chapter Notes

      I know, I know they call it The Cottage. I cannot make myself do it. I am an American in the Midwest, we have cabins and lake houses, I went with cabin and I stand by that decision, thank you for your time.







  Ilya decided he didn't know what the word "cabin" actually meant. When Shane had said they were going to his "off-grid cabin", he had pictured some tiny, dilapidated pile of logs with a bucket for a toilet. Not...this.
 
They pulled into the driveway at six in the morning. It had been a five hour drive up to Shaver Lake, a place Ilya had never heard of. He was tired and irritated because he'd been stuck in the back with Alexei the whole time. Katya was between them, but she had barely woken up when they moved her to the car. He wished Svetlana was there just as a buffer, but she'd refused to be locked down for so long. Especially with Alexei. Took off with Paolo for Greece, the lucky bitch. Sofia got to be in front with Shane while he had to listen to Alexei snap and complain about the timing as if this was a fun, convenient thing for the rest of them. After an hour he pretended to sleep too, but really just listened to Shane and Sofia talk.
 
Now they were standing in a snow covered forest in front of a...mansion. The logs were there, but they were thick and huge. It was two stories, a with wrap around porch, a massive cylindrical chimney, and enormous windows.
 
"Bullet proof glass," Shane told him as he took it all in. "And black out shutters. We'll be safe here."
 
"Didn't know being CIA Secret Service bodyguard paid so well," he grumbled, grabbing his bag from the back. Shane took Sofia's and Katya's.
 
"Doesn't. Trust fund from my grandparents." Ilya stared at him, incredulous. "It was specifically set up for real estate. My family has a...thing about property."
 
"A thing?"
 
Shane shrugged, walking them to the house.
 
"My grandparents came to the States from Japan in the 50s. Not a lot of goodwill there. They had the money, but nobody would sell them a house. Not a decent one anyway. So they bought what they could and saved their money for my mom, and eventually me, to buy real estate." He bobbled his head as he punched in a code and unlocked the front door. "It was a lot of money."
 
"I can see that."
 
"Your house is three time the size."
 
"You called it a cabin, Shane!"
 
"Wow!" Sofia gasped, walking in, "This place is beautiful! Mr. Hollander, you have amazing taste."
 
"Hired a decorator," he muttered to Ilya, who snorted.
 
It hadn't even been 24 hours since Shane had told him about his true career history, but Ilya had been given plenty of time to think about it. Sure, it made sense. In a way. But he couldn't reconcile the Shane in front of him with the one unveiling himself. He supposed Shane's personal convictions were more powerful than he'd thought if he could participate in government-sanctioned murder. Ilya just couldn't piece together the Shane that terrorized a target with a threatening stalker and the one who helplessly hired a decorator to furnish a cabin-mansion. It was too much. Somehow it made perfect sense anyway.
 
Shane tossed his head toward a big modernly open staircase along the far wall, and they all followed him up.
 
"Guest rooms are all upstairs. Two bathrooms and a library too, feel free to spread out."
 
The stairs led to a long dark hall, lit by sconces and small skylights. Two doors on each side and one at the end. Alexei shoved past Ilya to go into the far room and shut the door. Shane frowned and looked like he was going to argue, but Ilya shook his head. Something fond spread through his chest when Shane actually listened, instead showing Sofia into her room. Apparently it adjoined to Katya's and shared a bathroom.
 
Ilya trailed behind as Katya ran from Sofia's room, through the bathroom, into the room closer to Alexei's, and gasped. She was thrilled to find bunked beds, a life-size dollhouse, a rock climbing wall, and a swing hanging from the ceiling. All in primary colors. Clearly, Shane had set the room up for children for whatever reason. Katya got real noisy gushing over it all, and then she realized she had a view of the lake out back too.
 
"Dyadya!" she shrieked, running for him. He dropped his bag and caught her despite how fucking tired he was. He would always pick Katya up if she asked.
 
"Do you like your room, kotik?"
 
"It's so cool! I can climb and swing! And the lake is so pretty and shiny like glass! And did you see the snow? It looks just like Arendelle!"
 
He nodded seriously as he walked them into her room. "It is very beautiful. Fit for a Russian ice princess." He set her on the windowsill and she spun on her heel, nose pressed to the glass.
 
"Look at the ducks, Dyadya! Aren't they pretty? They're so much prettier than seagulls!"
 
"Every bird is prettier than a seagull."
 
"Apparently you've never seen a Northern Bald Ibis," Shane said, coming to stand in the doorway, hands clasped behind his back. He looked good in the natural light. Softer. Especially because he was tired and wearing a dark green sweater. It made Ilya ache.
 
"What is that?"
 
Shane shrugged. "A really ugly bird."
 
"Where--?"
 
"That's classified."
 
Ilya wanted to kiss him so bad.
 
"I hate you."
 
"No you don't," he laughed, folding his arms over his chest. "We'll have breakfast in a couple of hours. And I was thinking Sofia and Katya could go into town with my mom to get snow boots."
 
"Your mom?" Katya asked excitedly, hopping off the windowsill. Ilya frowned.
 
"Just your mother..."
 
Shane grinned. "Remember what we discussed in the guest house?" Ilya hoped his duh face was strong enough. Shane pulled his lips in. "Let's say...I'm a nepo baby."
 
"Oh my god."
 
"She actually has higher clearance than I do, but I think my dad's is higher? I don't actually know. And she has more than a passing interest in several forms of martial arts, so we don't need to worry about leaving Katya with her."
 
"Right. Of course she does." He frowned. "Your dad too?"
 
He gestured vaguely. "It was an agent/analyst situation. They retired when she got pregnant." Ilya just stared at him. "They both had super normal careers after that, it was fine."
 
"Uh huh, totally fine."
 
"Actually, we should hope Comeau tries to go at my mom because that would just make everything so much easier."
 
"I get to meet your mama?" Katya asked, hands balled and bouncing on her feet. Shane nodded deeply.
 
"Yes. And my dad. They're going to bring us food for the next couple of weeks. But don't worry, I told my dad to pick out the snacks. He picks the good snacks."
 
"Can we go out on the lake?"
 
Ilya had to cover his mouth not to laugh at the way Shane completely shut down as he struggled to answer that diplomatically. He would have immediately called Ilya an idiot for asking, but it was Katya. And he was quickly realizing that Shane wasn't actually very good at saying no to children.
 
"There's an old fishing boat, but it probably has holes in it..."
 
Katya, who obviously hadn't gotten enough sleep, reacted like someone had just slapped her.
 
"But what will I even do for three weeks that's so long!"
 
"Katya, don't be a brat! Apologize now!"
 
She full body scowled. "I am sorry."
 
Shane shot him an amused look and went to crouch in front of her.
 
"Hey, I know it sucks and you're missing school, your friend's birthday party and dance class, but your violin instructor is on break and your teacher said she can do some video calls so you won't be too far behind." 
Ilya glitched hearing how well Shane knew his niece. Alexei barely knew Katya's schedule. The bodyguard held out a hand and she put hers in it. Fuck, Ilya was going to cry. This was the guy responsible for plotting out government sanctioned murder for 8 years?
 
"And my mom is pretty cool. She has a lot of my old games and a bunch of art stuff. And my dad likes to do wood carving so he has a lot of sharp tools and knives you can play with to make your Uncle Ilya have a heart attack."
 
"Ha, ha," he intoned as Katya giggled.
 
"And," Shane continued, "there's a lot of places to walk to around the lake. My mom told me they've seen a stray dog running around, maybe we'll see her."
 
Katya brightened, using both of her hands to clutch his and hop. "If we catch her can we keep her?"
 
He chuckled. "My parents would probably keep her for a little while until they find her owners."
 
She seemed to take this as a personal challenge, by the look in her eye. Just for the sharp tools joke, Ilya decided not to warn him how elaborate Katya's schemes could be. Her last bird funeral had been more involved than her grandfather's, who'd had military honors.
 
"But for now," Shane kept on, standing up, "you and Sofia should get some rest because I hear talk of chocolate chip pancakes. And I can't eat those, I will die, so you have to eat all of them for me."
 
She looked mildly disturbed by that.
 
"Can I share with Dyadya?"
 
Shane shook his head somberly. "No. Not allowed. It has to be you. Sofia can try, but I don't like her chances."
 
"You're silly, Mr. Shane."
 
He just shrugged.
 
"I don't make the rules, I just make other people follow them."
 
Then Katya let out a ridiculous yawn and Ilya finally caught up to what Shane had been seeing. He went and swept Katya into his arms, covered her face in kisses, and dropped with her onto the bed, narrowly missing the top bunk. She made him promise he would still be there when she woke up.
 
"I will be right downstairs, my love." He kissed her forehead and she snuggled into a way overstuffed pillow. He pushed back her golden curls with a sigh. He had one good picture of his mother as a child and Katya was her spitting image. They could have been twins. Sometimes her head would tilt the right way or her smile would spread just so, and he'd swear it was his mother winking at him. He pressed another kiss to her head and got up to find Shane waiting in the hall.
 
"You're good with her," Ilya said quietly, shutting the door. "With kids."
 
"I have four very demanding godchildren."
 
"Four?"
 
"Technically one. But the older ones got jealous so they just say I'm godfather to all of them." He grabbed Ilya's bag from the floor and led him to the opposite side. "Hayden's kids, actually."
 
"You've known him a long time."
 
He smiled and opened the door, going to put Ilya's bag on a bench at the end of the bed. The room was a mirror to Sofia's, same furniture, bedding and everything. Not to mention a picturesque view of the woods. It reminded him of his maternal grandparents' country home. A little less grand, but still beautiful, and situated outside a tiny village surrounded by one of the oldest forests in the country. His grandfather had taken him rabbit hunting, he'd hated it.
 
"We actually did go through boot camp together. I still had to do basic training, I just didn't serve."
 
"Like physically train? Or weapons or whatever?"
 
"Both. I picked up more as I went, but...my role wasn't boots on the ground. I was more...eye in the sky."
 
"Oh." He shrugged with his mouth. "A nerd."
 
"Team leader."
 
"Desk jockey."
 
"Mission coordinator."
 
"Mmm. You sound like a dork. Sexy dork. Still a dork."
 
"Okay," Shane sighed. "I was going to put you down the hall, that would be the safest spot for you, but--"
 
"Ignore him," Ilya interrupted. "That's what I do."
 
"That's going to be difficult for a little while."
 
"Yeah," he sighed and leaned against the window frame. "Where are you sleeping?"
 
"My room and office are downstairs."
 
"So if I sneak down to fuck you in the middle of the night no one will hear us?"
 
"No one will hear us because I paid good money for the builders to soundproof the house properly."
 
Ilya froze. "What if Katya--"
 
"Intercoms throughout the house. We'll make sure she knows how to use them." Ilya deflated. "Hey." He shook his head even as Shane came to stand in front of him, reaching for his forearms. He tugged Ilya into his arms, kissing his cheek and neck.
 
"I won't let anything happen to you. Or to Katya or Sofia," Shane said, chin on his shoulder. Ilya dropped his forehead to Shane's.
 
"Not Alexei?"
 
"We'll see how the next 24 hours go."
 
That made him snort. He pulled back and put a hand to Shane's chin to kiss him. It felt like he could breathe for the first time in hours. It was warm and familiar and once again he wished they didn't have to deal with the world beyond the door they hid themselves behind. He moaned at the tongue contact, already putty for Shane to play with. It was so stupid.
 
Shane pulled back and pressed their foreheads together.
 
"Come lay down with me for a bit?" he asked quietly. Uncertainly, Ilya noted, like he wasn't supposed to be asking. Ilya had certainly set that precedent. Outwardly, of course, internally Ilya was a pathetically soft mess obsessed with getting him alone for any reason, sex was the bonus. But things had shifted in the last day and a half, and Ilya wasn't strong enough to deny an outright request.
 
Shane thunked against Ilya's head. "I might actually sleep for 20 minutes if I know where you are."
 
"So controlling."
 
"Ilya."
 
Ah fuck, that was going to work on him for awhile. In Chicago, that blissed out Shane had been an accident. He hadn't expected Shane to accept the intimacy of it much less respond in kind. Much less keep it going now. It was a mistake, letting this continue, letting it escalate, pretending this could go anywhere. But it was so, so tempting, and Ilya was tired and weak, and Shane looked so fucking good.
 
"Okay," he sighed. "I'll sleep in your bed."
 
Shane whined. "Don't say it like that, I'm too tired--"
 
Ilya pressed a rough, sucking kiss to his mouth, tongue stroking him deeply.
 
"I liked waking up with you yesterday," Ilya admitted against his better judgement.
 
"That was nice," Shane agreed. Ilya nodded. "I think...we should at least maintain the appearance of professionalism. Your niece is here, my parents will be in and out."
 
"Do they know--?"
 
"About me? No. It never came up." He shrugged and turned on his heel like that was the end of the conversation. Not likely!
 
"Shane you got divorced!" he teased in a feigned whisper, quick on his heels down the stairs.
 
"We told everyone it was too hard, the distance and crazy schedules. It was easier."
 
"Oh my god--"
 
Shane snagged his hand at the bottom of the steps and took him down a slightly hidden side hall, which had a door with a keypad. Shane made sure he saw the code he typed in: 1919. Apparently his bedroom was this way. About ten feet down the dark hall, he opened a door to reveal a room nearly identical to the guest rooms. It had a slightly greener color palette and a nice view of the lake through big, floor to ceiling windows.
 
"Wow."
 
"The agent in me said snipers," he placed his gun in the bedside table drawer, "but real estate is about resale, so."
 
"Resale?"
 
He lifted a shoulder. "Everybody likes a good view, natural light. It's awesome during a storm if you like that kind of thing."
 
He didn't. Storms reminded him of his mother, gave him nightmares about her. About...well about the last time he actually saw her. He scrunched his nose and didn't respond.
 
He didn't need to. Shane had already started getting undressed, neatly folding his clothes. So Ilya kicked off his shoes and pulled off his shirt. He grinned when Shane caught it midair to fold it too. Deciding to be helpful, Ilya graciously handed him his jeans.
 
"This is going to be a problem."
 
"Because I don't fold my clothes?"
 
Shane rolled his eyes, grabbed his hand, and tugged him to the bed. Like a dork, he turned it down first and climbed in.
 
"No...I just...underestimated my ability to cope with having you...here."
 
Ilya climbed into the bed after him and slotted their bodies together, settling so Shane was more on top of him, head on his chest.
 
"Ever brought anyone here?"
 
"Hayden and his family stay a week in the summer but I'm usually not here. Rose has visited."
 
Ilya huffed. "I meant--"
 
"No. No one to bring."
 
"Mmm. I will leave a yelp review."
 
"Oh really?"
 
"Mhmm," he nuzzled into Shane's hair, letting his hands wander down the thick body in his arms, over the smooth planes of his skin. "Owner is hideous and parties too much. Noisy, not clean. Deeply unsexy."
 
"I see."
 
"Turn down service is awful. No views, just driveway and grass. Not safe at all. Wolves on the loose."
 
"Wolves?"
 
"You said there was a dog running wild," he pointed out.
 
"One stray dog."
 
"Feral animals. Poorly maintained boat, sad little girls can't even go for a ride."
 
"Hayden brings his own boat and jet skis."
 
"No jet skis. No TVs, don't think I didn't notice."
 
"I will show you--"
 
"Empty kitchen, have to wait for food."
 
"Wow this place sounds terrible."
 
"Good. So no one else will come here."
 
Shane laughed, turning to kiss Ilya's chest and hand wandering. It escalated to kissing, to lazy hand jobs that had Ilya out of breath and swearing up a storm anyway. Especially with Shane's face pressed to his, the smell of him so strong on the pillows and sheets and just everywhere. Ilya was drowning and he didn't want to be saved this time.
 






      

  












      Chapter 26: Yuna in the House
  








  Ilya woke up to an empty bed. He blinked, taking a moment to process where and why he was. Then he was overwhelmed by the smell of Shane and a feeling of calm he couldn't properly explain. He was a little annoyed Shane was gone, but realized his parents must have shown up. Damn. His parents.
 
Ilya hadn't allowed himself to even think about the parents for a second. He had no idea what to do with parents. He'd not had a proper relationship in years, if ever. The last parents he'd met...were probably his teammates' parents in passing. And his own parents...well, they were both dead for one. He had no idea how he should act.
 
Until he remembered what Shane said about maintaining the appearance of professionalism. Shane would know, right? He could just follow Shane's lead and stay as quiet as possible. Having Katya there would help, too. Something they could all focus on. Right?
 
Right. He got himself dressed from his pile of perfectly folded clothes, wondering if Shane had left his gun, and stepped out into the hall, barefoot. It felt weird, he usually had his house slides but they were upstairs in his bag. He'd get them after he found Shane and checked on Katya though.
 
Except when he stepped out into the hall, he heard voices.
 
"...to admit it's a little unorthodox," a woman's gentle voice spilled from a cracked door further down the hall. Shane answered.
 
"No it's completely...I know. Okay? I get it and I know."
 
"Honey."
 
"Don't look at me like that. This...whole situation escaped containment a while ago."
 
"That's not like you..."
 
Ilya couldn't listen to any more, he walked in the other direction for the stairs.
 
*
 
Shane stood, leaning back against his grandfather's big, mahogany desk, arms folded as his mother probed him for answers to questions she hadn't asked yet. That was her way. Yuna Hollander didn't ask many questions she didn't know the answer to. Shane had a feeling that if he asked her if he was gay, she would confidently answer yes and explain how she knew already. That was just Mom, he tried not to let it get to him.
 
"Is it the girl? The publicity piece? What's getting to you?"
 
Shane shrugged, knowing the answer and unable to give it directly.
 
"I think...I guess I just like him. I don't usually get along with principals. Or I'm not close enough to anyway...I don't know. It's different. He's different."
 
She stared at him for a long moment, dark eyes picking apart thousands of tiny details nobody else would notice. Nobody but a fellow former agent who also gave birth to him.
 
"Okay. He's different. And you're here. A former agent is the perp and that's dire enough to warrant unorthodox methods, I would think."
 
Shane scoffed. "No you don't."
 
"No, I don't, but you did and it's you. I trust your instincts, Shane. You should too."
 
"I do," he nodded deeply. "This was the right call."
 
"But you still think you're screwing this up." Shane looked away, it wasn't a question, it didn't need an answer. "Honey, from what you told me, they wouldn't even know there were two guys without you. They wouldn't have the stalker's face without you. They wouldn't know Comeau's plan without you. Rozanov would probably already be dead if you hadn't come along."
 
"Yeah, maybe," he replied stubbornly. 
He didn't want blanket praise, he wanted the critique. He wanted to be sure. In the past, he hadn't needed someone to double check him. The agency and service were structured to have multiple eyes on everything at all times. He'd never had room to doubt himself with another principal. Everything with Ilya was...catastrophic to his sense of order. He couldn't locate an ounce of regret for it, but he wasn't going to allow himself a repeat mistake. His mom was always direct, honest, blunt. She would tell him where he went wrong.
 
"Is the friend, the agent, secure?"
 
"She and her fiancé have gone to Greece to stay with his family for a couple of weeks. I thought about sending the brother and niece back to Russia--"
 
"But would the principal comply without reasonable assurance of the niece's safety?"
 
"No."
 
"Then you made the right call. We're off grid here. The hotspots have VPN. I have this neighborhood on lock down. Tom down the road would shoot someone in the face before giving them directions, and I've asked the gas station employees, Jake and Serena, to text me with a picture if anyone out of place comes passing through."
 
"Of course you know the gas station employees."
 
"I buy trash bags from Jake's grandson every year for his school fundraiser and Serena is trying to finish her GED to be a vet tech."
 
Shane hung his head a little, amused and so grateful for the woman sitting in front of him.
 
"What? I like knowing things."
 
He smiled at her. "I don't know what I'd do without you."
 
She stood, cupped both of his cheeks, and kissed his forehead.
 
"Hopefully we don't find out any time soon. We should go check on your guests. And your father. He threatened to use real lard to make those pancakes."
 
Shane grimaced. "Animal lard?"
 
"Your father has very specific opinions on how children should be fed, I just show gratitude every day that you grew up sensible."
 
"What's wrong with ghee?"
 
"Exactly, Shane, exactly."
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  Ilya easily found the kitchen which was occupied by an older man in an apron standing at the stove flipping pancakes.
 
"Hello, sir." He stood in the entryway and waited to be acknowledged.
 
The man swung around. He had a squared forehead, thick brown hair peppered with silver, kind bright eyes, a very familiar smile.
 
"You must be Mr. Rozanov!" he chirped brightly and waved him over. "David Hollander, Shane's dad. Come, come, have a seat. I'm just making some breakfast for everyone. There's some coffee on if you like."
 
Ilya nodded and wandered over to the kitchen island, sitting on a high-backed stool. He eyed the coffee pot and grinned internally. Maybe the decorator had picked it out. Definitely planned to tease Shane for it later. For now, he kept his attention on Mr. Hollander moving to and fro in the kitchen. Wearing an apron. While his wife and son were discussing work matters in Shane's office. Logically, he knew men cooked. Were professional chefs. He just wasn't used to seeing a man, a father, cooking for his family. For children. Ilya's father…He shifted in his seat. He didn't want to think about it.
 
"So was your room comfortable? We made up the beds and aired everything out. I don't think Shane even goes upstairs..."
 
"My ro--Oh yes." He got up and went to get coffee just cover his discomfort. Considering his bed had been Shane's and Shane had used him as a pillow... "Yes, everything is very...is comfortable. It's a nice place."
 
Mr. Hollander turned a wry grin on him as he flipped a pancake.
 
"Like a hotel, huh?"
 
Ilya let out a laugh that was louder than intended. Rude, his father would have said. Unseemly. This is a stranger. He plucked a gray mug from an exposed rack. Mr. Hollander was smiling.
 
"Yes. A little."
 
Ilya huffed through his nose and poured coffee. He glanced at the fridge, then at Mr. Hollander who raised his brows.
 
"Can I—?"
 
"Of course! Take whatever you need."
 
He checked the fridge for creamer. Success. Ilya liked using cream for his coffee, liked how much sweetness Americans infused into everything. Russians used milk, and sugar was an indulgence in the Rozanov household. Mr. Hollander kept on, voice cheerful.
 
"I think Shane spends all of his time in his office or the kitchen. Outside when he's able. And he's like his mother, not very sentimental. She calls it minimalism or whatever. I have no idea. They're both very...practical."
 
He was trying not to read too much into what Shane's father was saying, stirred his coffee silently. Mr. Hollander already knew his son better than Ilya's father had ever known him. There was no reason to get defensive. Or show a familiarity that Shane wouldn't be comfortable with. Fuck, he wished he'd waited for Shane. He returned the creamer to the fridge, same spot, just in case.
 
"We stocked you guys pretty well for the week, but if there's anything specific you'd like just let me know."
 
Ilya cleared his throat. "You and your wife have already done so much for me and my family. I'm in your debt."
 
"No," Mr. Hollander shook his head. "No need for that. Shane..." he paused and took the pan off the heat, turning to cross his arms. Ilya stopped his forward movement toward his stool, attending almost by default. Mr. Hollander's head tipped and he gestured to Ilya's stool. He followed the silent direction.
 
"Shane has never asked us much for anything. We're well off, comfortable, but Shane has always been...self-sufficient. To a fault, if you ask me. His mother expects it. I think people need a village and villagers should ask for help sometimes. It's just how the ecosystem is supposed to function."
 
Ilya nodded, trying to follow along, as he sat back down and drank his coffee. He was distracted by how different Shane and his father were, yet...he did things, mannerisms, he moved the same way. They had a similar build and shoulders. A similar grin. Shane had the same ears.
 
"Well..." he trailed off at Ilya's lack of response. "Anyway, the point is that Shane is my son and I would do much more than just help out his friends if he asked."
 
"Ah, we are not..." he cleared his throat and thumbed at his nose. Disrespectful, argumentative. "He's my bodyguard. And he's very good at his job."
 
Mr. Hollander considered him for a moment, a soft smile on his face. The kind of smile he'd never seen from his own father. Not even when Katya was born. A knowing smile. A kind one.
 
"Mr. Rozanov--"
 
"Ilya."
 
"Ilya. Obviously I don't know how well you know my son. But...he doesn't allow just anyone to come here. Certainly not his clients. I don't think his ex-wife knew this place existed until he left the Service." Ilya scrunched his face. How-? "I know, trust me, I know. My son is particular. And he wouldn't have brought you here if he didn't care about you a good deal."
 
"He's doing his job. There's a man--"
 
Mr. Hollander shrugged. "There's always a man. I remember one particular occasion that he goaded a principal into punching him in the face so he could have him arrested and safely locked up for the night."
 
"What?" Ilya spluttered.
 
"Yeah! Broke his nose and everything. I guess his house was compromised and he was being difficult." Mr. Hollander shrugged and turned back to the stove. "Guy was securely locked up in jail and Shane got the man after him. He does what needs doing."
 
"Yes he does." Ilya rubbed his thumbs along the textured paint of the mug, not willing to admit that was exactly the thing about Shane that worried him.
 
"And while I'm sure there were other options, Shane's instincts are never wrong. So if he wants you here, then this is exactly where you need to be. Now, Ilya, tell me this," he turned to look at him with a wry smile, "bananas or chocolate chips?"
 
Ilya recognized the shape of that smile. It was soothing. Reassuring. He was not in Moscow. And this was not the Rozanov's house.
 
"Both."
 
"Man after my own heart....and who is this?"
 
Ilya turned to see Sofia walking in with a sleepy Katya in her arms. She pulled an apologetic face.
 
"Sorry, I didn't want her waking up alone."
 
Ilya extended his arms to take his niece, who curled into him immediately. He kissed her head.
 
"Good call. Sofia, Mr. Hollander. Mr. Hollander this is Sofia Martín, our nanny." They had their own exchange, discussing breakfast while Ilya focused on Katya. He murmured to her in Russian, asking her if she was ready to eat or wanted to wait. She nuzzled into his chest and shoulder before looking up at him, big blue eyes still hazy from sleep.
 
"Who is that man, dyadya?"
 
"This is Shane's father, Mr. Hollander," he told her in English.
 
"David, please."
 
"David, this is Katya, my niece."
 
She lifted a hand and whispered a hello. David waved back with a grin. She wasn't usually so bashful, so he assumed it was just because David was Shane's father. And he was so nice. Katya wasn't used to nice men that weren't Ilya either. He kissed her brow.
 
"Can I have chocolate chip pancakes now?" she asked, a little louder. He shared a smile with David, assured now that this man would respond gently to a demanding, maybe slightly spoiled, child.
 
"I demand it. Your uncle and I cannot eat all of these alone and Shane will not help us."
 
"No," she said gravely. "He would die."
 
Both Ilya and David busted out laughing because that was just too cute. Which is what Shane and his mother walked in on.
 
"Sounds like a party in here," a gorgeous older woman who was obviously Yuna Hollander commented as she walked in. "What's so funny?"
 
"Death by carbs and sugar," David answered. "Honey, this is Sofia, Katya, and...Ilya."
 
Ilya didn't understand the short pause before his name, but her eyes locked on him before Shane could get there. She extended her hand, which he dislodged from Katya to shake. She kept her grip, index finger subtly going to his wrist.
 
"Nice to meet you. Actor?"
 
"Gainfully employed."
 
"Russian?"
 
"Pending American citizenship."
 
"School?"
 
"Just secondary in Russia."
 
She pulled her lips down. "Stalker?"
 
"Mom," Shane said warningly, coming to stand behind Ilya. He felt his hand near his shoulder on the back of his chair. She released Ilya's hand.
 
"Sorry," she shook herself out a little, loosened her posture. "Habit."
 
It was obvious where Shane got his looks and intensity. Her Japanese features had seeped onto Shane's face beautifully. They had the same smooth, round shape, wide nose, almond eyes, soft mouth, and even the freckles. She had same fierce look in her eyes, assessing and sharp.
 
"We are very glad you are here and safe, and I am more than happy to help with Katya. Shane mentioned she would need snow boots. We can eat and take a trip into town. Now we don't want the locals to see you guys coming and going too often, but there is a walking trail to our house around the back if you get antsy. We keep internet access limited here, but we have some hotspots with VPN so Katya and Sofia can do their schoolwork. Shane is a bit of a luddite, but we have an extra DVD player that we brought over. Cell service is iffy at best. I can show you the good spots--"
 
"Mom?" Shane interrupted finally. And thank god because Ilya was going cross eyed trying to focus and keep his hands still. She raised her brows at him. "They literally just woke up."
 
"Right. Yes, of course. Honey, please tell me you made this little girl something with protein."
 
"Eggs have protein and pancakes have eggs," David deadpanned.
 
"David," she complained, immediately going to intervene.
 
The Hollanders bickered as they started plating food, which Ilya was very curious to see. Not the food, just...them together. He didn't know many couples their age, still married, still a team. Shane was helping Katya stand and move to another stool so she could eat properly. He felt a little bereft without her in his lap, rudderless. Shane's hand dropped to his shoulder roughly.
 
"You good?" he asked quietly. He turned slightly to look at him. A little anxiety in his eyes, tension in his jaw. Ilya knew he could have kissed that away, coaxed a smile out. He just smiled instead, hoped it reached his eyes.
 
"Yeah. Hungry."
 
Shane took a breath, straightening and nodding. He eyed the pancakes David put in front of Ilya with disgust.
 
"Do I want to know?" he asked, looking ready to gag.
 
"No, it would probably kill you."
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Firstly, I don't really address the eating disorder aspect in this fic, it's briefly mentioned and there are some small jokes made by him and others about it. Not in a malicious way, but more along the lines of when he tells Katya that eating something sugary would "kill him" or Ilya's ribbing.

Secondly, it's brought up later that Shane is living with one kidney after being shot & having it removed because of the damage. Without hockey as a "reasonable" explanation for his controlled diet, I felt that was a good alternative in combination with any food issues he would have from being autistic. He would need to control his salt and sugar intake, as well as his blood pressure.
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  Shane had very, very seriously overestimated his ability to cope with seeing Ilya Rozanov in his personal safe haven.
 
Those close to him joked that his private home was a little impersonal and sterile. The truth was that he'd worked directly with the builder and the interior designer to make sure it was exactly what he needed. The windows and excess warm low lit lamps meant overhead lighting was unnecessary but added for safety. The rooms and building were designed to trap heat, keeping it warm no matter what season. Shane hated being cold. The furniture picked had the right amount of firmness, the right fabrics, subdued color, all to fit Shane's sensory needs. His private bathroom and sauna were his oasis, and he'd spent a good portion of his funds to make it clean, peaceful, and completely mold-able to whatever sensory experience he needed. The kids' room was set up for the Pikes when they visited. The library was a convenient retreat or office for visitors. And his own office was twice locked and just for him. For the decor and flow, he'd incorporated the Shinto traditions his maternal grandparents lived by, and everything served a purpose.
 
He hadn't allowed himself to picture Ilya there. And he certainly hadn't allowed himself to picture Ilya talking and laughing with his parents. Despite his mother's reservations, she was quickly charmed by him. Most people were. And his dad talked to him like they were old college buddies, was thrilled to find out he'd played hockey and that they liked some of the same films. Shane contributed to the conversation some, but was too overwhelmed by how...easy it felt. Like it was just that simple.
 
That simplicity was terrifying.
 
"Shane?" Ilya murmured, casting a worried look between him and his parents. Shane feigned cheerfulness.
 
"All good." His mother's face dropped to flat immediately and he knew Ilya saw it. Shane shot her a pointed not now look and she fixed her face. "Why don't I clean up so you guys can get ready to go into town?"
 
He moved around the island, away from Ilya and his parents, giving himself something to focus on. Wiping down the counter and stove, dishes. Trash was going to bother him, he usually ran whatever he had into town daily so it didn't accumulate. Not exactly practical at the moment. He pulled on gloves to wash the dishes, couldn't stand the idea of accidentally touching the dirtied plates.
 
He heard everyone shuffling around, scraping plates and tidying up. His parents said something to him, and he responded blandly. Even as the room emptied out, Shane focused on washing the dishes and putting them in the washer. He knew Ilya was watching him, it prickled at his skin a little, but he mostly ignored it.
 
CAR LEAVING PROPERTY
 
Ilya jumped as the security system made the announcement. Shane huffed, but didn't try to explain. Felt it was obvious.
 
"You okay?" Ilya asked eventually. Shane nodded, watching his fingers tap his coffee mug as if to a beat.
 
"I am fine."
 
"Yes. You are. This place is like a fortress. Your parents are great. We're good here."
 
Shane inhaled, letting his eyes close briefly before looking at Ilya directly for the first time in twenty minutes.
 
"Wasn't prepared for so many boxes to collide."
 
Ilya frowned. "Boxes?"
 
"Areas of my life. Parents. Work. The...other thing."
 
A pause.
 
"Oh I'm the other thing?"
 
"You're also work. Hence the colliding."
 
Ilya just smirked at him over his coffee, looking way too attractive for being out of reach. Naturally, that was when Alexei sauntered in to burst their bubble. He looked at Shane, then his brother.
 
"You didn't save me any food?" he snapped, directing his ire at Ilya, and ignoring Shane completely. The guy was perpetually in a foul mood, and Shane was hitting his limit. He pulled his cleaning gloves off and dried his hands.
 
"There is a plate for you in the microwave--"
 
"Why can't I get cell service? You're the one they want dead, not me. I have people expecting to hear from me!"
 
Ilya shot a nervous look in Shane's direction, but Shane decided to hang back a little. For now. Maybe Ilya could get him to chill out.
 
"Service isn't great but there are places--"
 
"Don't you get it? I have business! I can't disappear just because you decided to show your ass on TV and want to bang your bodyguard! You lazy, selfish-- Fucking useless, just like she was!"
 
Okay, maybe not. Shane was already moving, well aware of the ebb and flow of this.
 
"You probably made it all up just to fuck with me! You want to fuck up my life here just like you did back home! So you can suck his dick! Fucking whore! And with Katya here? What kind of man are you, exposing her--"
 
He didn't get a chance to finish that because Shane hit him square in the face, knocking him out. He did have the courtesy to catch his head before he actually hit it though. If Alexei cracked his skull open, Shane would be stuck taking him to the ER and he would rather stab himself in the eye with a fork.
 
Propping Alexei up with one arm, he shook out his hand, and looked up to see Ilya staring at him. He cleared his throat.
 
"Sorry, I just...really didn't care to hear the rest of that."
 
Ilya didn't react. Didn't say anything. Which was confusing because Ilya was usually so reactive and vocal when he was shocked or upset. Shane couldn't read him.
 
"I..."
 
Without a word, Ilya got up and crouched in front of his brother. He pulled him from Shane's arms and executed a very well-practiced fireman's carry. It was so seamless that Shane immediately knew he'd done it often. Ilya had lifted his unconscious brother from the ground on more than one occasion. Shane watched him carry Alexei back out of the kitchen, presumably back upstairs too.
 
So he let himself freak out a little. He put his arms to the counter and bent to stretch, let his head hang. Fuck. He had spent most of his life tamping down his temper, redirecting his anger like a current into something more productive. He'd been in fights. He'd hit people. But it wasn't a point of pride for him, it was a failing.
 
He so acutely remembered the day he'd been suspended from school for sucker punching Josh Ammet for calling him a bitchass chink. His mom had been so disappointed in him, expected better of him, demanded more control. His dad told him he'd done a good job. He'd been benched for two hockey games.
 
Alexei Rozanov wasn't Josh Ammet. He was worse than Josh Ammet. A grown adult with a drug problem that made him mean. He was also his principal's brother who he was supposed to be protecting.
 
Shane heard Ilya coming back down and straightened up. He lifted his hands, ready to apologize.
 
"Okay, that was not--"
 
Ilya did not let him finish. He made straight for Shane, hands going to his face and kissing him passionately. Shane was so shocked that he gasped, which Ilya took advantage of to wrangle him against the counter. Before he could catch up, Ilya was sinking to his knees.
 
"Holy shit!"
 
Ilya tugged his shorts and underwear down, and immediately dove in. He licked up the length of Shane's dick, swirling at the tip, then taking him fully into his mouth. Shane tossed one arm over his head and slammed a hand onto the counter. Wouldn't be surprised if it cracked.
 
Ilya didn't relent, he sucked Shane down, hollowed out his cheeks and set a brutal pace. Shane let his head tip forward, watching him go, and completely lost to the sensation of slick sucking heat. His legs did not feel steady enough for this. His hand followed where he looked, fingers slipping into those golden curls and squeezed. Ilya hummed and tilted his head just enough that Shane could see his eyes. That hazy, blissed out, worshipful look had him throbbing and cumming down Ilya's throat with a shout. Too fast. Faster than he would have liked. His legs felt like jelly, he needed to feel Ilya against him.
 
"C'mere," Shane breathed, reaching for him immediately. Ilya stood and slid into Shane's embrace, wrapping his arms around the small of his back and tugging him close. Shane's hands went right for his curls, and he kissed him slow and deep and just long enough for his brain to settle down in a soft pile. He was very grateful he left his gun in the bedroom now.
 
"What the hell was that?" he whispered, out breath and cheeks burning like he'd done any work. Ilya nuzzled against his mouth, brushed their noses together, kissed across his face, and didn't seem inclined to answer.
 
"Ilya." Shane tried to catch his eyes but he stubbornly looked away. Not before Shane saw the glint of a tear on his cheek. "Hey." He reached to wipe it away, guided his face back gently by the chin to kiss him. Shane had no idea what the fuck was going on but he could help. This could help.
 
"Come with me, please?" he asked quietly. Ilya nodded, accepted another soft kiss from Shane, and let himself be led out of the kitchen.
 





  
    Chapter End Notes

    A note on Shane & violence/masculinity: Feel free to skip!

In terms of the original content, show/book, I really don't think Shane would ever show signs of aggression or being violent. Maybe in an extreme case of defending someone else, maybe. In that context, especially during a hockey game, it would not make sense for him.

In this AU, he has been brought up (essentially groomed) to handle violence in a responsible way, to be a protector. Violence is directed at him frequently and the expectation of him is controlled deflection. He even tells Ilya, he wasn't boots on the ground, he was the eye in the sky. Him punching Alexei is very out of character, which is the point. Shane is absolutely going to allow Alexei to give any lie he chooses to excuse the bruise on his face, and it won't even occur to Shane's parents that Shane hit him. It's not going to come up. They'd assume it was Ilya and Shane is going to let them. Because Shane is "in control" of himself, always.

There's a lot of chatter on some sites about Shane & fighting, how it ties into his masculinity. My opinion is that Shane's masculinity is tied to his control and ability to do for others. He behaves in a way that he deems "correct," and deviations from that are a threat to his sense of self. Fighting, punching someone in the face, is Incorrect. Even here. Please feel free to discuss responses in the comments, I would not be offended by a "Shane would never do that" or "quit putting binary gender roles on Shane" conversation because I agree generally!

Ilya's response to it is a whole different bag of feral cats. And when these two are stressed & upended, they're going to do...what they're good at doing in order to course correct.
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      TW: sexual content, under-negotiated D/S play but still very consenting, brief description of body scarring

Chapter title from "Provider" by Sleep Token

Also, HUGE shoutout to the gif makers on tumblr for all of the detailed visual references, I would not survive without you.







  It felt wrong. Completely skewed. Nobody had ever knocked him so completely off his axis as Shane Hollander. Never.
 
As a boy, Ilya had recognized how often his mother intervened on his behalf with his father. She didn't live long enough for him to ask why she hadn't done the same for Alexei. Or herself, even. Then when she was gone, there was no one to intervene. Then she was gone and Alexei became the problem. Sveta tried to help. Ilya put a stop to that. She would not take even an ounce of Alexei's ire if he had anything to say about it. Ilya had spent his entire life placing himself between his brother and the people he cared about. He'd even stepped between Alexei and their father on occasion. Not that he ever thanked Ilya for it.
 
Ilya had always known why Alexei was so angry, even before their mother died. They both did. Ilya accepted it. Accepted the burden and blame for it. Because who else would? That evolved when Katya was born. Mutated again when Tati went away. Now it was more like placating a wild bear that had been chained in the room with them, lest he maul both him and Katya.
 
Shane had intervened with Alexei five times now. Three he probably was aware of, two he definitely wasn't. Ilya didn't know what to do with that. He didn't know what to say. I'm sorry? Thank you? Fuck you, this will make it worse for me later? Would it?
 
Watching his brother collapse from Shane's nasty right hook, Ilya didn't actually know. The only fight Alexei had ever lost was to him. He'd only ever seen him pass out from liquor and drugs. Wasn't even sure Alexei had ever been sick. Alexei didn't go down this way. It was...unprecedented.
 
But Alexei collapsed in a heap on the ground was not. Instinct kicked in: get your brother safe and make your escape.
 
So he'd hauled Alexei upstairs to his bed, left him there, and came back down to suck Shane's dick.
 
He had no idea how to answer Shane's bemused questions. No clue what to do with himself, what to think, what to say. How to explain away Alexei's... everything. It was too gnarled and twisted up in other things, hardened by years of neglect. He was terrified Shane had managed to punch a hole through that ugly facade. And that maybe he couldn't patch it up this time.
 
But Shane didn't keep asking. Didn't keep poking. He led him back to his bedroom, to his private bathroom.
 
It had similar decor to the rest of the house, but felt more luxurious. The floor was made of huge marble tiles, the shower big enough for four people with glass doors, a bench, a waterfall showerhead, tiled with natural stone and river rock. There was a double vanity with two oval mirrors, a freestanding clawfoot tub, the toilet tucked away in a corner. He'd bet there was a bidet. And another door at the opposite end. Ilya had been in five-star hotels that weren't this nice. He figured it was absolutely intentional.
 
Shane walked to the shower, turned on the water and stood there, waiting. Looking at Ilya and waiting. Ilya didn't really understand what was happening in Shane's head right that moment, but it was a role he could do. This was something he was good at, something that Shane was asking for.
 
"Take off your clothes," Ilya ordered flatly, leaning back against the sink counter. He tried to settle into a comfortable position, crossed his arms over his chest, but he didn't intend to stay there long.
 
Shane stripped, folding his clothes and setting them aside until he was bare. He was convinced he'd never seen anything sexier than Shane Hollander getting undressed so methodically, intentionally. He wanted to do this right, though, so he kept his hands to himself. Shane stood there when he was finished, completely naked, and waiting for him. For instructions. Shane was a good boy, liked the praise, wanted to follow orders, and Ilya's chest clenched tight. He so rarely felt like he had any control. Shane handing him the reins was... Ilya lifted his chin.
 
"Get in. Wash yourself."
 
"Not coming with me?" Shane asked, already complying. Ilya shook his head.
 
"I want to watch you."
 
Shane stepped under the spray, reaching for soap to lather up. Ilya kept his focus on his hands, his face, his chest. He let himself linger in one place for a moment or two before finding another. He tracked the scars. The nasty ones that years of softening oils hadn't yet diminished. One on Shane's right outer thigh. Another in the soft front of his right shoulder. Another in the middle of his left forearm. The last was on his right, lower back, a thick surgical scar above it. He thought about his plans for coaxing those stories out and let every thought about his family slide away in favor of Shane. This Shane, right here and now. Because he needed this, Shane needed this, and Ilya wanted to give Shane what he needed.
 
"Touch yourself," he told Shane over the spray of water. Shane's hands moved where Ilya would touch him first; his neck, down his chest, skimming over his abs, right to his dick. He stroked himself a few times, still soft from Ilya blowing him. But then his hand skirted around back.
 
"Can I?"
 
Holy fuck, they hadn't done this. Not like this, not in this detail. Ilya normally wouldn't with a hookup. But Shane wasn't a normal hookup. Nothing about anything he did with Shane compared to anything he'd done before. He'd need to check in more. If Shane complained about it, he'd force the issue. He wasn't about to let Shane tear himself apart for this. Not like that.
 
"Yes," Ilya nodded. "Stretch your hole for me."
 
Ilya let himself be entranced by Shane, let himself stare at his face like he wanted to be doing most of the time. He reached into his own sweatpants and stroked himself, quickly getting hard.
 
"You look beautiful doing that, opening yourself for me. Are you slick enough?" Shane nodded. "Words, Shane."
 
"Yes," he hissed. "Don't need much, I like the burn." He moaned. "I'd rather have your mouth."
 
"Mmm, me too. But I want you well stretched, wide and waiting. Remember how well I fit?"
 
"Yeah," Shane sighed. "Perfect."
 
"Finished?"
 
Shane nodded. "Ready for you."
 
"Good. Turn off the water." He went to grab a towel from the neat stack on the bamboo rack, handed it to Shane as he stepped out. "Dry yourself."
 
Bemused, he watched Shane dry his skin a little too quickly, not bothering with his hair. But he was getting impatient and who knew how long Shane could take with a post-shower routine. He snatched and tossed the towel, grabbing Shane's face to kiss him before he could argue.
 
"Leave it," Ilya growled into his mouth, smacking his cheek a little when he stayed. "Good boy. Bed."
 
Shane must have been impatient too, despite cumming twice already that day. He kissed Ilya soundly one more time led him by the hand back to his still-wrecked bed. While he climbed onto the bed, Ilya started to take his clothes off.
 
"Eyes on me. Touch yourself." Shane sat there against the headboard, hands on his thighs, constantly moving, but his eyes locked on Ilya. Gorgeous. They were wet, glazed over. Shane was already melting for him.
 
"Good. Condom? Lube?"
 
"Bag. Bedside table."
 
Ilya went and retrieved them, raising his brows at the gun again but maintaining focus, and placing them well within reach. He finished removing his sweatpants and underwear, leaving them out of sight for Shane to forget. He stood there at the foot of the bed, stroking himself while he looked at the absolute vision of Shane's body spread and waiting for him. Shane was locked on him too, still touching himself. He was so fucking good at this.
 
"Like what you see?"
 
He nodded immediately. "You gonna fuck me?"
 
"We will see," Ilya muttered, as if it were anything other than an inevitability. But they didn't have that much time, a couple hours at most. "How should I take you, ehm? Face down, pretty ass up? Flat on your back with those legs around me?" Shane whined, hips lifting a bit. "Oh, we like that one. But maybe I'll just fuck your mouth."
 
"Ilya-" His hand had wandered back down to his cock as he spread his legs, fingers dipping under his sweet little balls.
 
"Yes Shane?"
 
"I need..."
 
"What? Tell me. I want to give you what you need, Shane."
 
"You," he answered, a punched out, breathless whisper. "I need you."
 
He'd said it before. The last time. Fuck, not even 48 hours ago. Ilya had assumed he was just hard up and desperate after weeks of nothing. Couldn't be now. Impossible actually. Even presented with that evidence, Ilya distrusted the statement generally. For now, though, it was a pretty lie.
 
"Come here."
 
Shane's movement completely shorted out his brain. He got onto his stomach and crawled to Ilya. He reached first for the inside of Ilya's thigh, then cupped his ass, to tug him closer. He pressed his face into the crease between his thigh and groin, licked up Ilya's dick like Ilya had done to him earlier, and closed his mouth around it.
 
"Fuck, Shane," he cupped the back of Shane's head, stroking that black hair a few times before gripping and pulling him off. He ducked to kiss him rough and open. "On your back, sweetheart, want to see you."
 
The immediate compliance was breathtaking. It stunned him how much Shane trusted him, how much of himself he just handed over. I'm not like this with anyone else. And what the fuck did that even mean? How did Rose Landry keep him in her bed without seeing this? Ilya shook himself out of it, putting on the condom and slicking himself in preparation, he didn't want to go down the rabbit hole of Shane's previous lovers and how they'd been together.
 
He wanted to think about Shane's body. How he was much bigger than his posture and boxy suits suggested. How his muscle mass wasn't all superficial vanity like most men in Hollywood, but years and years of diligent training. The kind athletes had. He wanted to think about the curve of his shoulders, the wave his spine, the cut of his hips. His beautiful freckles spread across his cheeks. The indentations that spindled out in arches along his ass, his inner thighs. The way his skin was a tawny gold despite being buttoned up nearly all the time. He wanted to think about how it all burned bright red anyway when Ilya fucked him.
 
He got onto the bed, kissing up Shane's muscled body, his chest and neck, until he reached his mouth where he paused, letting Shane chase him for a second. He lightly tapped his cheek, dipping to kiss him thoroughly before adjusting his body to line them up.
 
"Still good?"
 
"Perfect."
 
Ilya turned his head to kiss him again, latched onto his neck. He kept one hand cupping Shane's chin and reached down to massage at the thick ring of muscle he intended to penetrate. He smirked hearing Shane practically purring under him. Probably didn't even know he was making that sound. Slipping a finger in, just to check, he found Shane was still too tight.
 
"Hmm. Not good enough." He lightly smacked Shane's cheek again. "Relax, lyubimyy," he murmured, rubbing at his walls and stretching for that sweet spot, "relax for me."
 
Shane gasped, lifted his hips into the touch, breath quickening. Ilya felt like his heart would beat right out of his chest, it throbbed so painfully when he saw that bright red blush spread from his chest up his neck to his cheeks. Fuck, he was perfect. And Ilya was too impatient to wait any longer. He removed his fingers and braced up on his arms to line up, pressing his dick in just inside.
 
"I'm good," Shane begged, lifting up against Ilya's weight pinning him in place, "please, c'mon."
 
"Mmm, you'll take what I give you." He bent to kiss his slack mouth, across his face, smiling at Shane's answering sweetness. The way he reached to brush their noses together. "Wrap your legs around me."
 
Shane lifted his legs, easily sliding them high on Ilya's back with the grace of a man with insane muscle control, crossing at the ankles. It tilted his hips up at just the right angle for Ilya to push into. With that slight bit of room, Ilya eased in further. Shane's arms wrapped around his neck, so that they were curled toward each other. Ilya teased a little, gave some shallow thrusts just short of where Shane needed it. In answer, Shane crunched up to kiss him. Ilya thrust in to the hilt and caught that kiss. They both moaned, nuzzled against each other's mouths and faces, noses brushing as Ilya pulled back just enough to move inside him. They had enough practice to really get into it, he knew what worked for Shane, how to keep himself from losing it too quickly.
 
Ilya set a quick pace with just enough force to coax those gorgeous, rough sounds from Shane's lips. His breathless pants and curses got Ilya unreasonably excited, even as his own escaped his lips. Their bodies rocked together perfectly, so well-suited, desperate to consume. He could have fucked him harder, put more distance between their bodies, but Ilya was too greedy. He wanted all of it, everything Shane could offer; his dick, his hole, his skin, his mouth, his body and focus, his need and desire. He wanted more than that, he wanted too much. But he would take everything Shane offered up now, just for right now.
 
When he came inside Shane moments later, he was far from soothed. He pulled out, knowing how sensitive Shane got quickly after. Instead of making space or calming down in the shower, which were the safe, sane choices here, Ilya kept Shane tight in his arms, kissing him furiously and sweeping a hand up and down his back.
 
"I can--" he rasped, hand reaching between them.
 
"No," Shane shook his head, sucking kisses to Ilya's lips. "Too much. Just--" He broke off, hands threading into Ilya's hair and stroking to slip his tongue into Ilya's mouth and ravish him.
 
"Just what? Anything. Tell me."
 
"Kiss me," Shane whispered, "just fucking kiss me."



 






      

  












      Chapter 30: The Office
  



    Chapter Notes

      TW: brief description of past abuse and suicide







  Shane had no idea how long they stayed there, wrapped up in each other.
 
(Yes he did. 23 minutes. He had been compulsively checking the clock the whole time, realizing their time was dwindling. It was 12:10, his mom would text to check in at 12:15. If he gave her the all clear, they would be back by 12:50 at the latest. His entire career was based on precision and timing, but right then he would have cheerfully smashed every clock in the cabin. The minutes stretched out with Ilya, yet collapsed rapidly, and Shane couldn't stop watching them slip away.)
 
Regardless, Ilya certainly obliged with that kissing request. He lavished such affectionate attention on him that Shane thought he had to be hallucinating. That this was some kind of dream-state. His mouth was sore at this point and he'd rutted against Ilya's thigh to his third orgasm of the day. He had to rip away to breathe, to let his thoughts settle back onto their tracks. Ilya didn't give him much of chance, his mouth moved down Shane's face and jaw to settle in his neck. Where he bit down.
 
"Do not leave a mark," he grumbled weakly. Ilya smirked against his skin, licked the spot he'd bit. Shane shuddered, dug his fingers into the give of Ilya's back. "They'll be back soon." Ilya groaned. "Your niece, Sofia, my parents."
 
"I know, Shane," Ilya sighed, easing back to look at him. Shane couldn't resist bringing a hand to his face, sweeping a thumb over his cheekbone, smiled when Ilya kissed his palm. He looked about 45% less haunted than he had in the kitchen, which was not insignificant. There was still something though, simmering in the surface of his eyes. He mostly knew that he had no right to those pieces of Ilya, that he shouldn't push. But maybe...maybe he could help.
 
Shane bit his lip. "Or..." Ilya's eyes widened eagerly. "I could text my mom, tell them to take the girls back to theirs for a bit. Promise to cook dinner for them."
 
"You could do that."
 
"Mhm," he brushed his thumb over Ilya's chin, "but that means we have to get up."
 
Ilya screwed his face up, making Shane chuckle. "Whyy?"
 
"Because my phone is in my pocket and the only place in this house with actual cell service is my office." Ilya whined again and tucked down into the crook of his neck, kissing his collarbone and over his heart. He licked at the sheen of sweat between Shane's pecs, nuzzling and tightening his grip on Shane's body instead of getting up. Shane slid a hand up his broad shoulders, neck, and the back of his head, mussing those curls even more. "This is not going to get us more time."
 
"Fine," he grumbled, sitting back on his knees, "take me to your boring office."
 
"I wasn't aware texting was a two person job."
 
"Shut up."
 
Shane just laughed and rolled off the bed to pull on his pants at least. His phone was fully charged, and when he reached for Ilya, he was already there to wrap arms around him. Ilya must have agreed about pants only because his bare chest was warm and lovely pressed against him. He didn't want to dislodge to walk properly either, kept a hold of Shane to kiss his neck and shoulder. Punching in the code to his keypad at least was easier than a key this way.
 
Stepping through the door was nerve-wracking. He hadn't told Ilya, but this office was where he spent most of his time. It was the only room in the house that the designer hadn't been involved in. He'd even had a bit of an argument with the architect who claimed it didn't cohere with the rest of the house. By build, style, and design it was all Shane's doing. Anything...precious to him was locked in that room.
 
And Ilya was walking right into it.
 
The carpet was a deep red, plush and soft enough to sink your feet into. There was no wall color because the walls were lined floor to ceiling with built-in bookshelves. They were mahogany, to match his grandfather's desk, and filled with books, memorabilia, tokens from his youth and time abroad. The window in here was smaller, the floor lamps gave off dim light. The only other furniture was a plush brown corduroy couch under that window. He pulled up his mother's contact to text her while Ilya wandered. He informed her that they'd gotten into an argument with Alexei, and to please occupy Katya for a couple more hours while everything cooled off. She quickly replied to agree.
 
Shane kept close track of his principal, the way he zeroed right in on the more personal items. The way he held his hands behind his back, thumbs rubbing restlessly but not reaching to touch anything. Pictures, medals, a statue he'd found in Morocco, a crossbow from Cambodia, a set of highly decorative throwing knives, a row of old journals, yearbooks, a kintsugi pot gifted from his uncle, a collection of Margaret Atwood novels, Joseph Boyden, a display of Leonard Cohen records courtesy of his paternal grandfather, a signed copy of Autobiography of Red his dad had obtained when he returned to McGill for a lecture and happened to run into Anne Carson. He'd given it to Shane after the divorce, and it was the first time he suspected that his parents understood him better than he liked to believe.
 
Seeing Ilya there, eyeing his most prized possessions with his hands so respectfully clasped behind his back, was jarring. Rose hadn't even been in his office. It was too...close.
 
"This," Ilya said, turning on his heel with a cute little twirl, "is not like the rest of the house."
 
"No," Shane agreed, putting his phone onto the desk and sitting next to it. He brushed at his eye, an old habit, as he recalled every point the architect made. "Bad?"
 
"Good," Ilya countered, looking up and around as he took in more behind Shane, "Better. It feels like you."
 
Shane felt a smile tug at his mouth, and repeated, "It feels like me."
 
"Yes," Ilya nodded deeply, walking closer with his hands still clasped behind his back. "It's very you. Better than the rest of it. Did you have to blackmail the designer to go rogue?"
 
Shane pinched his lips together. "Something like that."
 
He came to stand right in front of Shane, stomach brushing his knees, and even though Shane had already gotten off three times in less than twelve hours, he could feel himself succumbing to the pull. If Ilya put his hands on his face, he'd cave immediately. But he wanted to push this...just a little. Maybe he could justify it as investigating.
 
"Can I ask you something personal?" Shane prompted, fully willing to back off if Ilya actually said no. The man's eyes roved over him quickly, brows pulling together.
 
"Mm, yes, I will fuck you on the desk. Or the couch. Maybe the carpet, if you ask nicely."
 
"Later. Question?"
 
"About Alexei?"
 
"No," and he meant that. Shane didn't understand siblings, but he didn't really want to understand Alexei anyway. Substance abusing bullies weren't that complicated. Instead, he reached up to brush fingers over that gold cross which perpetually rested between his collarbones. Ilya's eyes shut immediately. "Why do you never take it off?"
 
Ilya sniffed and opened his eyes, which were cast down now. Shane didn't try to force him up, just kept his hand on his chest which Ilya covered with his own.
 
"It was my mother's."
 
"Is she..?"
 
"Yes, dead. My father too."
 
He'd known that, about his father, people had mentioned it. Ilya had said it in interviews, mentioned their relationship had been strained. Made jokes that he was a typical Russian father, a tyrant and a little mean. He said it in a way that simultaneously gave access to his emotional interior and concealed the truth. Shane didn't want to know about Ilya's father. Bullies weren't complicated.
 
"I'm sorry."
 
"Don't be, he was terrible." There it was. Truth and a shield.
 
"I meant--"
 
"I know," Ilya interrupted, finally lifting his eyes and dropping his hand. "It was a long time ago."
 
"How old were you?"
 
"Twelve."
 
"How did it happen?" Ilya grimaced, looking away again, and Shane felt bad for even bringing it up. "You don't have to."
 
"According to my father, it was an accident. She accidentally swallowed a whole bottle of pills. I found her..."
 
"Ilya--"
 
He gave a weak, lopsided smile, slid his hands up Shane's legs to his thighs. It would have been easy to escalate and deflect away from the subject. Because then Shane could avoid imagining little Ilya finding his mother dead. He could focus on something he was good at. Sex, they were good at, talking was hit and miss when it wasn't about present, tangible matters. But the more he thought about it, the more he realized that Ilya was tactile. Physical movement and touch grounded him. Shane was more than happy to be that anchor. He put his hands on top of Ilya's, squeezed and rubbed his thumbs over his wrists. When his head tipped forward, Shane met it, pressed them together.
 
"I don't want you to think she was weak," he admitted miserably.
 
"I don't."
 
"She wasn't. People said it after but she wasn't. She was funny. And beautiful. She was so sad. My father was always hard on her." He shook his head, looking away as another tear slipped. Shane raised a hand to brush it away, guided his face back and kissed him. Gentle and chaste and hopefully comforting.
 
"Do you want to go back to bed?" Shane asked. Ilya sniffed and shook his head.
 
"No."
 
Shane kissed his forehead.
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  Ilya hadn't expected to talk about his mother. He hadn't expected a lot of things, but this particular day was quickly evolving into the most unsettling of his life. He could hardly keep up with the sequence of events, it was such a mixed bag of highs and lows, but it led to him and Shane on a couch in his private office. That was good. Ilya's was head in Shane's lap, big hands threaded in his hair and stroking Ilya's scalp, and he was telling him things about his family that he'd never told anyone. Not everything. Just some things. Svetlana knew, because she had been present for most of it. He'd never said any of it out loud before.
 
His father was a mean bastard. He'd made Ilya and Alexei compete for his attention, though certainly not his praise. He hit their mother. Many times. He'd called her deficient and incompetent. Lazy. Ilya remembered her smile and laugh and that sometimes she wouldn't get out of bed for days. Then she was gone. Life was a blur after that. A blur of anger and fear and misery. Of doing everything as perfectly as he could until he realized it would never be enough, so he burned it all down. He left. Years passed.
 
"My father got sick. Alexei had to care for him."
 
"Sick. Like cancer?"
 
"Dementia."
 
"I'm sorry."
 
"I didn't go back. I could have. I used my trust to pay people, I paid Alexei, to take care of him. He would get confused. He would call me sometimes, ask me to bring things home, to ask my mother things. He would talk about her like she was still alive."
 
"That's awful," Shane whispered.
 
"He died and I was relieved. His wife took all the money, kicked Alexei out because he'd already burned through his trust. I landed the Fendi sponsorship and made sure he was okay. It was fine for awhile. And then Tati."
 
"Who's Tati?"
 
"Katya's mother."
 
"You said she was in rehab."
 
"No. She isn't. We grew up together. Us, Sveta, and Tati. I wasn't surprised when they got together. It seemed right. Katya was perfect. Alexei was happy. Sober. But Tati...she didn't recover so well from giving birth."
 
"Post-partum?"
 
"Schizophrenia."
 
"Jesus, Ilya," his hand on Ilya's arm tightened. He nuzzled against Shane's thigh.
 
"Treatment was working for awhile. Medication. A nanny, a housekeeper, anything to keep her calm. But it caught up eventually. She's not in rehab, she's in an asylum."
 
"I'm guessing that's not a good thing."
 
It was easier to talk about Tati. She was alive and well cared for, no matter what Alexei said. Ilya had used a good chunk of his trust to take care of his father when Polina wouldn't, but he hadn't been idle before Skating Limits. He took every TV and film role, ad campaign, modeling gig, and side job Svetlana could scrounge up for him. The bigger sponsorships came later, but by then his cash flow was consistent. He'd spent six months of the last year constantly on set for those campaigns, he'd tripled his luxury brand sponsorships. Because he'd used the rest of the trust to take care of Tati, the initial fees and the first year of expenses. He still helped out on occasion when her parents couldn't manage. There was relief in being able to help her. Ensure her well being for Katya. It didn't sit so heavy on his shoulders, weighing down his spine, the way his parents did. Shane didn't need to know any of that. It didn't matter.
 
"No. Rehab is a little better in Russia. Not much. We...they don't believe in that. Most people would say she should be in prison."
 
"Did she...did she do something?"
 
"No. I stopped her. I went back for Katya's birthday. She...she tried to hurt Alexei. She thought he was hurting Katya."
 
"Fuck."
 
Ilya grunted. "I almost believed her for a moment. But then she said he was an alien pretending to be Alexei to kidnap her daughter."
 
Shane paused. It wasn't a heavy pause, but an awkward one. Shane-awkward, not uncomfortable. Ilya was learning it meant he was checking himself, navigating some mental hangup before fully responding. It was always entertaining to see which direction he'd take.
 
"Are we sure Alexei isn't an alien?"
 
It pulled a laugh from Ilya. It was tight and wet and definitely sad, but it was a laugh.
 
"No. He's just a pig. Who blames other people for everything that goes wrong."
 
"Seems like he only blames you."
 
Ilya huffed. "I'm the closest target." Shane scratched at his scalp and his eyes fluttered shut at how nice it felt. "What time is it?"
 
"After 3:00. They'll be back soon."
 
"Okay."
 
Shane's hand drew up to Ilya's shoulder, into the curve of his neck, Ilya reached up to cover it.
 
"You can shower. We can turn on a game. Probably should check that your brother woke up."
 
"If he's not dead, he'll come down for dinner." Shane scoffed. "What? You hit him pretty hard."
 
"How about this: you go shower, I'll go check on him."
 
"Just check?"
 
"Well."
 
"Shane."
 
"If he behaves, I'll behave."
 
*
 
Shane did mean that. He really did. If Ilya told him to shake his brother's hand...Shane would probably do it. He wouldn't be happy about it, wouldn't look him in the eye as his mother had trained him was polite. He'd do it though, if Ilya asked. He was discovering there wasn't much he wasn't willing to do for Ilya, which could get problematic very quickly.
 
He sent Ilya off to his shower, to gather himself before their families returned. Shane went down the hall. He knocked on the door, even though it was his own house. Knocking was polite. He didn't wait for a response. He opened the door and found Alexei sitting in an armchair holding a bag of frozen vegetables to his face.
 
"Good, you're awake."
 
"What you want?"
 
"Let me be clear," Shane said in low Russian. "You will keep your mouth shut. You will keep your hands to yourself. You will not shout or complain or do a single thing to piss me off."
 
"Or what? You'll hit me again?"
 
No. Shane was talking to himself too when he said those things. He fully intended to ignore Alexei as much as possible for the remainder of their time at the cabin. He wasn't the man's keeper and he certainly wasn't going to police him night and day.
 
"Or I will call the local police to escort you to the nearest bus stop with only what you can carry, and leave you there. And while I am still on the payroll, you will not be permitted to trespass on your brother's property. You won't get another cent of his money until my contract is up. So if you can't handle it, tell me now."
 
Alexei just stared at him for a long moment, and Shane struggled. He could see the lines of Ilya's face there. Traces, echoes. He briefly wondered which parent each brother resembled, but then thought about the things Ilya told him. The answer seemed obvious.
 
"I can handle it."
 
"Good. Your daughter will be back in 30 minutes, so come up with a story about your face. I will back it. Dinner is at 6."
 
Then he left, shutting the door behind him.
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  Dinner was much more...casual than Ilya was used to. At least, family dinners anyway. The Rozanovs adhered to strict formalities. No chatter, no speaking at all unless spoken to, no extra noise, certainly no spilling or accidents. He kept an eye on David still, waiting for an overt demonstration of paternal authority that probably wasn't coming. Actually, David was pretty quiet and simply chimed in while Yuna interrogated Sofia about grad school and asked Katya about her various lessons. He glanced up at Alexei, cheek bruised to hell, whose eyes roved amongst the Hollanders in suspicion too. Probably thinking about their last dinner together with their father when he'd ripped into Polina just for asking how Ilya was getting to the airport.
 
It was…unnerving.
 
So Ilya nearly swallowed his tongue when Katya spilled her milk, breaking the glass, in front of the Hollanders. For two reasons. One, he remembered being slapped for wasting milk at a younger age. And two, Alexei snapped at her for being careless in a tone eerily similar to their father's. But the Hollanders rushed to comfort her. Even blamed Shane for not having more kid-friendly dishware.
 
"I didn't even think," Shane apologized, mopping up the milk with a rag. "Jackie always brings the kids' cups and water bottles...Jade is really into Spiderman right now, she won't drink out of anything else."
 
Both he and Alexei stared at David and Yuna quickly cleaning the mess, speaking gently to Katya and asking Sofia to keep her feet off the floor. The girls pulled their feet up onto the chairs and giggled about it. He looked at Alexei and his cheeks burned, remembering their father drunkenly ordering 17 year-old Alexei to lick up his spilled wine from the floor, glass be damned. Because "if he had the table manners of a dog, he would be treated like a dog." Ilya brushed his nose and said nothing. Just like he hadn't said anything that night.
 
Shane and David insisted on cleaning up, sending Sofia and Katya off to watch a show. Unheard of. Ilya wasn't sure he ever saw his father carry a plate anywhere. Alexei left immediately. Ilya was glad of that, he didn't want to look at his brother, and he needed air. He had shoved his cigarettes in his pocket after his shower, so he went out on the patio to smoke. He stayed in view of the kitchen windows, well aware that being in Shane's sight line meant keeping Shane in his sight line. It was annoying how quickly he'd reconciled himself to that new reality, but it was a habit now.
 
The property really was beautiful. He'd spent most of his time in California as far south as he could manage. By warm beaches and sunny climes. Anywhere that didn't remind him of Russia, truthfully. This wilderness, the lake, the snow, it reminded him of Russia. Katya had said it at least a dozen times since they'd arrived. At least it didn't remind him of Moscow. That's where the monsters of his memories lived. In a snowy, desolate gilded city. Thank god Tati's parents had left Moscow for Lipetsk years ago . He couldn't handle Katya being there. He took another long drag of his cigarette as Yuna Hollander joined him.
 
"You really shouldn't smoke."
 
He actually laughed, nodding. "That is the first thing your son said to me."
 
She crossed her arms with a smile.
 
"And what did you say?"
 
"I asked who invited the cop."
 
They both laughed at that. It was nice, he thought, being able to poke fun at Shane with someone who knew him. Someone who loved him. It would be nice to do with David, too, when memories didn't make his spine go rigid and his legs spread shoulder-width apart.
 
"That's probably my fault," Yuna told him with a sigh, leaning against a column. She wore jeans and a thin, gray cardigan but didn't seem to mind the cold. It was refreshing to be around an American like that. Most Californians wanted it to be 70 degrees, always. Even Svetlana was acclimating to the absurdity.
 
"I was very hard on him growing up. Still am, I suppose. Everything the last few years has been…I know he keeps things from us. We always rationalized it that he was just private, more reserved. But after his divorce and then leaving the Service…I realized there's more going on."
 
Ilya had no fucking idea why she was telling him, a stranger, any of this. There was no reason to, no reason to trust him like that. But there they were. It occurred to him that maybe she had noticed too much, that Ilya had been too obvious. Svetlana had made fun of him constantly on the press tour for having heart eyes, pining over Shane. Maybe it was just as bad here.
 
"I had a lot of expectations, and David was always telling me to relax a little, unclench. But…I wanted him to do well even if...even if he was particular. He's--"
 
"Different," Ilya finished. His voice was too soft. He covered it with a drag of his cigarette. "Well it's keeping my stupid…self alive, so thank you for that, I guess."
 
She bent forward a little.
 
"He would kill me for telling you this, but he used to play hockey. He was good."
 
"Yes, I know."
 
"You do?" Ilya just nodded, not offering an explanation. "Well, at the time I was relieved with his decisions. The...military-"
 
"I know about that too."
 
"What?" She swung briefly back to look inside the kitchen. "He told you--"
 
He shrugged. "Comeau."
 
Yuna waved him off. "Right. Of course…I mean, not really, his ex-wife doesn't even know that."
 
Ilya grunted. Seemed to be a theme for many conversations that day. What else didn't Rose Landry know about Shane? Yuna was staring at him, assessing. Ilya let her but ignored it. He'd quickly realized deflection and defensiveness wouldn't work with her, she simply saw too much too quickly to bother with denials. If Ilya was going to be nervous around anyone, it should have been her.
 
"At the time, I was glad he didn't choose hockey. That he married Rose. The idea of grandchildren was nice. I thought he was building structure. Finding his place. That the agency would be a resource, full of people just like him."
 
Ilya laughed through his nose, exhaling smoke. "No place is full of people like Shane."
 
"No. Apparently not. Sometimes I wonder what would have happened if he had chosen hockey. What his life would look like if he wasn't dealing with the threat of violence and death all the time."
 
So did Ilya. Often. He wondered if he had been more careful, would he and Shane have competed against each other? Would Ilya have moved to the NHL to escape Moscow? Would they have been drafted together? To the same team? Rivals? Would they have ever met?
 
"He'd be first round pick. Star center, first line. Captain. All-Stars every year. Olympian. Perfect player, good sportsman, impossible to beat."
 
Ilya would have beat him. He would have had the best time of his life beating Shane Hollander on the ice, he knew it. He thought about being able to flirt with and fluster him. Knock him into the boards, steal the puck and outskate him. Shane would make that incredibly cute face he made when pissed off. Except he wouldn't be coming at Ilya with harried irritation to get in line, but with grim determination to outscore him. He'd be competing with Ilya and not Comeau. The sex would have been phenomenal, especially if Ilya won. That would have been way more fun than all of this.
 
Yuna let out a beautiful, breathless laugh. "You know, I have thought that too."
 
They fell quiet for a little while, Ilya finishing his cigarette and Yuna staring out over the darkened lake. He wondered what she really thought about Shane bringing them there. If she wanted to tell them to leave, to stop bringing danger to her son's doorstep.
 
"Well I should go grab David--"
 
"He's a good man," Ilya said quietly, stubbing out his cigarette but holding onto it. Couldn't make himself toss it outside. "Shane. He would be no matter what he chose to do. Because he has you. And your husband. It's rare. He is lucky."
 
"Thank you. I like to think we're the lucky ones." She turned to go in and paused. "You should quit, it really is bad for you."
 
He quirked a smile and nodded.
 
*
 
Shane watched his mother and Ilya talking outside warily, even as his dad kept up a steady stream of chatter.
 
"...Just let her do it, Shane."
 
"I didn't say anything."
 
"You look ready to run at that door any second."
 
"I just don't want her to make him uncomfortable, you know how she gets. And he's private."
 
"Isn't he famous?"
 
They didn't get the chance to debate the point because his mom came in through the door, leaving Ilya outside.
 
"David, we should head out--"
 
"What were you talking about?" Shane asked, following her as she went to gather her coat and purse.
 
"Nothing," she answered with her fake casual tone. She kicked off her slippers into her cubby and pulled on her boots. His dad was right behind her doing the same. "Told him to stop smoking."
 
"He should," his dad said, "it's really bad for you. Did you read that--?"
 
"What do you know about his parents?" She kept her eyes focused on her boot laces. Avoidance. Shane looked back to make sure Ilya wasn't there and lowered his voice.
 
"He talked about his parents?"
 
"No just...something he said, I guess."
 
Shane thumbed at his eye. "I think I read they were both dead. He doesn't talk about his family much."
 
"Oh." His mom's expression grew thoughtful.
 
"Mom, he is a grown man, not a kitten under the deck. Please stop interrogating my principal."
 
"That's so sad though."
 
"Yeah, so we probably shouldn't be talking about it in the foyer." He pulled her into a hug as she stood. "Thank you for your help." He kissed her cheek and hugged his dad. "I will text if we need anything."
 
He hustled his parents out the door, locked it and stood there for a long moment. The whole day had been...a lot, and he wasn't sure...
 
"Goodnight Hollander," Ilya called, already going up the stairs.
 
Well that answered that question.
 






      

  












      Chapter 33: Breach of Distance
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  The next two days were pleasantly awkward as they all adjusted to being in Shane's space without much to do. He did have a TV. Kind of, it was a projector that hung from the ceiling, and he rarely used it except to watch hockey. Katya thought it was the coolest thing ever and forced Ilya to set up their streaming accounts on it.
 
Ilya kept some physical distance between them, not reaching out much, and certainly no visits to Shane's room. Shane was trying to seem cool about it, taking Ilya's lead instead of forcing the issue. He wasn't going to be a dick just because they'd...been intimate. It was better this way anyway, less compromising. Was it a pain in the ass to be thinking about kissing him nearly all the time? Yes. Had the look on his face during that first dinner concern him? Sure. But it was just sex. They just had sex sometimes. That was it and Shane could handle that.
 
He could handle the constant proximity too. Didn't have much of a choice. Sofia had to stream her classes part of the day, so Shane and Ilya handled Katya during that time unless she went to find her dad. Alexei was fine. He was polite to Shane's parents and quiet, which is all Shane could ask for. Not that he believed it would last once he got comfortable enough.
 
Katya's attempt to build a house from sticks she'd gathered was interrupted when Hayden called on the landline asking Shane to take his call in private. Ilya teased her when Shane had to get up and half the house fell down.
 
"Shane! Tell me you love me!" his friend chirped on the phone as he shut the door to his office.
 
"Good morning to you too, Hayden. Yes, I'm doing quite well, everything's good here."
 
"Perfect! I'll ignore that you ignored my I love you--"
 
"Not what you said."
 
"We've got your stalker. Dallas Kent, 43, studio janitor, single. Dude's got quite the rap sheet, years of being a perv have not been kind to him."
 
"If he's in the system, how did you miss on the DNA match?"
 
Hayden cleared his throat. "Apparently local PD didn't run the DNA and Miitka just assumed they did."
 
"Are you serious?"
 
"In his defense, it looks like PD didn't even collect a sample, just noted it. I sent the photos for testing again, we'll see what they can do. It's been a bit of a day, so Miits will be handled the second I'm not concerned about putting his face through a wall."
 
Shane pulled the phone away to sigh and scrub at his face for a moment. It wasn't Hayden's fault, but for fuck's sake!
 
"Kent's in custody now, right?"
 
"Nabbed him last night during a shift. We've got a warrant for his apartment and they're going through his locker at work as we speak. It's..freaky stuff, dude."
 
"Freaky like Halloween freaky?"
 
"Freaky like he's running a one man cult and your boy is the leader and the victim."
 
"What?" Shane got really hung up on the my boy part, but had learned not to clarify too quickly too specifically.
 
"He's got...stuff. Pictures that have been marked up, a ziploc bag full of trash that I'm willing to bet has Rozanov's DNA all over it, random pieces of clothing that the studio confirms was part of his show wardrobe. It's basically a shrine. I don't know how nobody noticed. It's fucking weird. Hell, he's fucking weird."
 
"Swear jar."
 
"Shut the fuck up."
 
"I'm texting Jackie and snitching. Have you interviewed him yet?"
 
"Not yet. We want at the apartment first. Based on how this guy smells, I am not looking forward to it."
 
"I don't blame you. Think you could hold off for, say, six hours?"
 
"You wanna sit in?"
 
"I need a look at him," Shane sighed into the phone. "I need to hear him talk, maybe he'll say something...I just want to be there."
 
"Sure, buddy. Good to leave Rozanov on his own?"
 
"I'll have my mom sit on him."
 
Hayden snorted. "Comeau's funeral."
 
"That's what I said."
 
"Your dad's a dark horse though, man. I've seen him with those knives."
 
"Best backup a guy could ask for. Six hours?"
 
"Bring popcorn, I'll save you a seat."
 
*
 
"Why can't I come with you?" Ilya complained, following Shane out to the car. Shane set his mini go-bag on the back seat and turned to face a pouting Ilya. "How is my bodyguard supposed to keep me safe if my bodyguard is leaving me?"
 
Shane shook his head. "You will be fine for a day. Especially with my parents here."
 
"Yuna, I believe. But David? He wants to do puzzles, Shane."
 
"You'd be surprised." He walked around to the back of the truck, under false pretenses of course. Naturally, Ilya followed him. He'd been following Shane around for the last couple of days, actually, despite the no touching thing. Either he was bored and at a loss for what to do or he was just that needy, Shane didn't know. He didn't mind it, certainly made his job easier and he wished Ilya had started doing it sooner.
 
"Shouldn't I meet my own stalker anyway?" Ilya kept on.
 
"No. Actually," he said lifting the trunk door. "You really, really shouldn't."
 
"What would he even do? Jerk off at me while handcuffed?"
 
"Mm, hilarious. You should consider stand up." Shane did actually check his spare tire and the emergency kit. He'd had more than one issue on drives between the cabin and LA. He turned to sit on the bumper, folding his arms. "And, like I already said, you are not coming with me because Comeau is in the wind. Taking you into the city would be a mistake."
 
Ilya mocked his arm fold and sat next to him. "What if he follows you back?"
 
"He would have to follow me for five hours, unnoticed. I have several stops planned at which I will provide Comeau's picture and Hayden's contact to reliable sources. And honestly?" He looked over at Ilya who raised his brows expectantly. "He's so lazy."
 
Ilya burst into unrepentant laughter.
 
"He is!"
 
"Shane, all of us are lazy compared to you," Ilya said between chuckles.
 
"That's not true. You're not."
 
Ilya dropped quiet, was staring at him now. Shane didn't understand the reaction and he certainly didn't feel the need to explain himself. He thought it was pretty obvious that Ilya's success as an actor didn't come from him laying about watching opportunities pass without care. And his schedule on that press tour had rivaled army boot camp. Or that particular mission in Belgrade when Shane was awake for 38 hours. Shane had kept that schedule right alongside him, and he'd been exhausted without having to fake smile for a dozen cameras all day.
 
"Comeau won't follow me," Shane said reassuringly. "He'd get your location, but little else, it would be unfamiliar terrain, and he's not likely to be working with a full arsenal." Ilya didn't say anything. "He wouldn't challenge me on my own turf unless he knew exactly how it would go. And how would he?"
 
"He wouldn't."
 
"He wouldn't," Shane repeated firmly. He let his eyes drift to Ilya's, realized that Ilya's had lowered to his mouth. "I'll be back late."
 
"Mmm."
 
"And whatever you do, if my mom suggests playing cards, don't."
 
"Why can't I play cards with your mom?"
 
"You can. You shouldn't. No one should. She hates losing and she will cheat to make sure she beats my dad."
 
"Things are making sense now."
 
"What things?"
 
"You. This has been a very enlightening few days."
 
"Glad I could help."
 
Shane wasn't surprised when Ilya leaned in to kiss him, tongue sliding seamlessly between his lips. He'd gone behind the car, shielded from the house, for a reason after all. He'd hoped the isolation with a short timeline would prompt the breach of physical distance. Or, at least, a clarifying discussion so he could properly box it away. The kiss was the optimal outcome. The casualness of it, however, did cause a hitch in his breath. This was a bad idea, letting himself get so close, letting himself get distracted like this. He cut it short.
 
"I'll be back tonight. Please listen to my mother."
 
"She's scares me, so okay."
 
"She scares you and I don't?"
 
Ilya shook his head, lips pouted thoughtfully. "No. You're like an angry kitten when you're mad. It's cute, but I am not scared."
 
"Okay," he stood, "and on that note, I should go."
 
Ilya was up and grabbing his hand, tugging him back close again before he could round the car. He pressed their foreheads together, brushed their noses.
 
"Be careful," he whispered.
 
"I will."
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      Chapter 34: My Friend Hayden
  








  Dallas Kent was exactly the kind of man Shane had anticipated. He stood with Hayden in the observation room while JJ and Miitka interrogated the stalker. Middle aged, equally awkward and aggressive. Stringy hair, gaunt, creepy. Hayden was right, he was fucking weird. And a raging radical hyper-Christian homophobe, which is how he landed on Ilya as a target for obsession.

"Classic celebrity stalker," Hayden pointed out. "Not super interesting himself, but he owned up to being approached by Comeau. Can tack on conspiracy charges. Expedite subpoenas for intel on Comeau's background. We might even close another case or two if this isn't his first time."

"I was hoping we'd get more. Something solid. A lead on what he's planning or who hired him."

"Wishful thinking."

"It'll have to be at the Emmys. That's his only real opening."

"We contacted show management and the theater agreed to work with us on security."

Shane shook his head, listening to JJ and Miitka ask increasingly less helpful questions. He'd have gone a different direction, but he was a guest and not allowed to interfere. Hayden was watching him too closely.

"This one's really getting to you, huh?" Hayden probed. Shane arched a brow, folding his arms and trying to relax his jaw, widening his stance a little. Things he'd worked on to seem more casual, less stiff around others.

"It feels personal," he admitted. 

Fuck yes, it was personal. Way too personal. A deeply seated, shameful part of Shane wanted to put his fist through this motherfucker's face and then rip his dick off. And that didn't even come close to the rage he felt for Comeau. If he was being honest, Alexei had just been a convenient target for that rage. A third person going at Ilya had just been too much to process. Wasn't giving into the impulse again, not like that. 

"Because of Comeau," Hayden reasoned. "Because he's using your play and targeting your principal."

Shane stayed quiet. His entire life, he had gotten away with hiding things about himself in plain sight because people made assumptions. Always. It was easy enough to ride the current of those assumptions, no matter how disorienting. He'd survived that way, and he wouldn't apologize for it. The problem was that he couldn't outright lie. Especially not to Hayden. Unfortunately, silence was as good a tell as any.

"Shane," Hayden said slowly, "please, please tell me it's because of Comeau and professional pride."

He thumbed at his eye.

"Ah fuck," Hayden groaned.

"Swear jar."

"Fuck Jackie's fucking swear jar," he groused and put the interrogation room on mute with a dramatic smack of the button.

"Hayden."

"Okay, okay. Let's pull back. Start at the beginning. Is there anything you need to tell me?"

"About what?"

"About you, Shane!"

"What about me?"

"About your sexuality."

Shane sighed heavily, staring straight ahead at Dallas Kent's stupid ugly face.

"Hayden, I'm gay."

"Thank fuck!" he practically shouted, leaning back as if directing the energy somewhere. "I am grateful for your honesty and honored by your trust!"

"What?"

"Jackie made me listen to a TED Talk."

"She did?"

"We wanted to be prepared." Shane was still bewildered and Hayden bobbed his head. "She literally brings over her hottest, single-st, sluttiest friends when you come around and you only ever focus on the kids. We have known you for 15 years, Shane. We're slow on the uptake, not stupid. Now. The beginning, please."

"The beginning of what?"

"Oh my god. It's like pulling teeth. You said it's personal," he smacked one hand on the other. "You've admitted that you're gay." Another smack and a wave toward the observation window. "You look like you want to personally put Kent's head on a spike and display it on your lawn like a war trophy."

"So--"

"Oh you're gonna make me say it?"

"Say what?"

"That you're banging Ilya Rozanov!"

"Ugh, that's so gross. Why would you say it like that?"

"Because you won't!"

Shane finally turned to look at his best friend. His oldest friend. One of the few people in the world who truly knew him because only Hayden could spend twenty minutes in the same room with him and suss out the whole Ilya situation with nothing to go on. Keeping it from him at this point seemed fruitless.

"We...we're..." He cut off with a frustrated sigh, eyes darting around looking for the right word. He was not saying lovers, he would rather die.

"Holy shit, you're actually fucking him," Hayden interrupted in disbelief.

"You just said it before!"

"Yeah but you're confirming it and now I'm freaking out!"

"Because he's a principal or because he's Ilya Rozanov?"

"The second one, but both kinda." He shook his head. "You really have a type."

"Huh?"

"Blonde, blue eyed actor? Ring any bells?"

Shane stared at him, brain working overtime trying to deny the similarities.

"Rose is a redhead."

"Shane."

"Don't say things like that."

"Don't tell me you're fucking Ilya Rozanov!"

"I didn't, you told me!"

Hayden gaped at him now.

"Yeah I kinda did, didn't I?"

"Anything else you wanna tell me about myself to tell you?"

Hayden scoffed and crossed his arms. "No! Not that I can think of!"

They silently stared each other down for several long moments and then burst into laughter.

"How did this even happen?" Hayden laughed.

"I don't know. It's just he's...different. I feel more normal with him... And he's really hot--"

"Oh my god."

"It just escalated and kept happening. Keeps happening." Shane rubbed his brow.

"But he's...kind of an asshole. Tabloids all say he sleeps around, hell that's half the reason Kent locked onto him in the first place. Spouted some weird biblical shit."

"You don't know him like I do."

"Seriously? Are we in high school right now?"

"He's really not that bad." He was better than not that bad, he was considerate and gentle. He was so smart and he cared so much. His eyes gave Shane butterflies and his real smile made him weak in the knees. All the dumb metaphors wreaking havoc on his nervous system. It was so fucking stupid. His chest actually hurt thinking about it. "But the sleeping around thing, yeah."

"So you're just another guy in his lineup?"

Sort of. Shane had only turned him down one time for real and that's because he'd been convinced he was going out to meet his co-star, Anna, who Svetlana, among others, claimed Ilya had been hooking up with for awhile. He hadn't wanted to be a consolation prize for good behavior. And whatever he had going on with Svetlana and Paolo. Scott, too, probably at some point. The random women he seemed to attract like a fucking lodestone.

"I...I don't know. Maybe. It's not--we haven't really talked about it."

"You, Shane Hollander, are having casual sex without clear relationship boundaries?"

"Hayd!" Shane snapped gesturing broadly. "What are we doing right now? When should I have clinched a relationship label talk? When his agent hired me? After the death threat? After his stalker broke into his house?"

"I don't know maybe sometime between you sucking his dick and him sucking yours." Shane's jaw dropped in shock. Hayden put his hands up in defeat. "Okay I heard it. That was too far."

"Yeah. A bit," Shane snapped.

"It's just not like you, all right?"

"Everybody keeps saying that."

"Who? Me and who else?"

"My mom."

"You told your mom you're sleeping with a client, are you insane?"

"I didn't tell her anything. She's suspicious because I brought Ilya to the cabin."

"Oh now it's Ilya."

"You're the one who keeps saying I'm sucking his dick, but first names are too far?" he shot back heatedly.

Hayden put his hands up again and they both took a measured step back from each other. Something they had established during their boot camp days when they got too heated. Shane had a bad temper and sometimes Hayden was a dog with a bone that didn't know when to let up. He cleared his throat and twisted his neck, watching Hayden do the same.

"I'm concerned. That's all. Not about you doing the job. Your hair could be on fire and you'd still do the job. It's just...after."

"After the job?"

"Yeah. What happens after the job is done?"

Shane sighed, feeling the rough edges of his facade rising again. Hayden had this way of disarming him without making him feel silly or weak. But he needed that armor. He needed it badly. Especially for this.

"When the job is done, I collect my paycheck and go home. Ilya will go to Russia with his family. I'll take another job."

"Really? That's it?"

"Really. What were you expecting? A wedding announcement?"

Hayden looked at him for a long moment.

"Shane. That man is currently hanging out in the only place I have ever seen you relax. And you left him there with your parents. He's probably been lured into doing a puzzle with David. Yuna is probably showing him the 600 photo albums of your childhood. I saw the way he looked at you, I'd bet my ass he's happily agreeing to everything just to get you bent out of shape which I am just now realizing is probably some weird kind of foreplay for you, fuck my life. And you are here, not mitigating any of it."

Shane just stared for awhile, refusing to ask the clarifying question. Hayden reached out and squeezed his shoulder.

"It's okay, you don't have to say it. I get it."

Shane let out a breath as the warmth of affection wash over him. Felt that his eyes were wet with tears he wasn't going to let fall. If they didn't fall they weren't real.

"Does he know?"

Shane shook his head.

"It's so fucking stupid," he said quietly. Hayden rocked him again.

"Swear jar."

"Fuck you."

*

CAR ARRIVING

Ilya stretched out on Shane's bed. Clock on the bedside read 1:35 am. He'd been up in his own room, but got antsy waiting. He didn't like Shane being out on the road alone. Kissing him earlier had been a desperate attempt at a just in case moment. His stalker being in custody hadn't relieved him the way he assumed it would before. Now it felt like Comeau was free to up his game, one last run at finishing the job.

He'd gone through his conversations with Comeau in New York several times over in his head. What he could remember anyway. Every word felt like a threat now. And the way he'd looked at Shane. It was wrong. All of it was wrong, and Ilya was to blame. So he'd been tossing and turning until he finally gave up and wandered downstairs.

Did he intend to get in Shane's bed and fall asleep? No. Not really. He'd wanted to get back into the office, but it was locked. Knowing Shane, a few wrong guesses at the passcode would lock the house down, and wouldn't that be embarrassing? But the car arrival alert woke him just enough. Had him sitting up in the bed when Shane walked through the door.

Ilya saw the way his hand went right to his gun, how he froze and stared. He had no clue what Shane was thinking, if he was going to get upset or kick him out. This was probably confusing, whiplash. Ilya was good at being confusing. Sometimes he enjoyed it, enjoyed people getting pissed off about it. Shane didn't seem annoyed, though, he seemed stunned. Like he wasn't sure if he was awake.

"Go get ready for bed, Shane," Ilya directed. That startled him, pulled him out of his stupor. He put his gun in the bedside table and went to the bathroom.

Ilya dropped back down to the pillows when he heard the shower turn on. His heart was thundering in his ears while he rubbed a thumb over his cross and waited. He was anxious. This was a line. They'd been crossing a lot of them in the last week. Too many, all undiscussed, all open ended. It was quickly getting outside his control, every inch felt excruciating, and he was constantly waiting for Shane to swat him back into place. To remind him what they actually were and what would happen when the job was over. This was just getting off, stress relief, a convenience while Ilya was locked down because of…everything. He couldn't keep track of what the real situation was anymore. Unfortunately that thought meant Ilya was tempted to hire his own hitman. A pretend one. An insane thought, a bit of a stress fantasy. He was trying not to indulge it too much, lest he find liquor stashed somewhere by magic, black out, and really get himself in a bind.

He was startled out of his morbid thoughts by Shane re-entering the room. Ilya watched him pull on boxers from the dresser, lift the covers, and climb into bed next to him. Ilya reached and Shane came to him easily, sinking into a kiss. He liked Shane's hands on him, liked his big muscular body settling in close, like the way he curled into Ilya's heat. Shane didn't question it, didn't harp on him for being weird, for invading his space. It was way too easy. Too comfortable. Too addicting. Ilya was setting himself up for destruction and he couldn't stop.

"Everything go okay?" he asked between presses. Shane nodded, eyes heavy and studying Ilya intently. "Did he tell them anything?"

"Enough. Nothing we don't know." He brushed their noses together. "You stayed out of trouble?"

"Your mother is a sore loser." Ilya brightened when Shane finally smiled.

They'd played cards with the Hollanders. Mostly Gin Rummy, a little bit of poker with an actual set of chips. Alexei even played. It was nice. Sort of. None of them were exactly dignified winners. Ilya lost his watch to Sofia. Still fun. Until Yuna and David started to teach him and Sofia how to play Euchre, and Yuna cemented her place as the Scariest Hollander. She refused to play on the same team as David, and harassed him the whole time, even during the practice rounds. Ilya kind of loved her.

"I told you," Shane laughed.

"I think she has a gambling problem, you should watch that."

"She's banned from three different casinos."

They broke down into giggles, pressing playful kisses to smiles and tangling their legs together. Shane sighed and rested his face against Ilya's.

"Any reason you're not up in your room?"

Ilya kissed his chin. "Want me to go?"

"No."

Something warm settled in his chest at the immediate answer. It was comforting, to know he could ask and get a real answer. If only he wasn't so terrified of the answers.






      

  












      Chapter 35: Loving You is Habit Forming
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  The next two weeks at Shane's cabin were a hazy, blissful bubble. Ilya was more content, more at home here than he'd ever been anywhere. And Shane was a walking wet dream. He wore regular, soft clothes. Flannels and sweatshirts, soft pants. He kept his gun in drawers unless they went outside. He was relaxed, calm and quicker to smile. At him, at the girls, at his parents. His eyes didn't go sharp and serious until it was time for perimeter checks.
 
They worked out together. Shane had a great home gym set up just beyond the living room. It gave Ilya a tiny peek at what that hockey fantasy would have looked like because Shane was competitive. They nearly broke his stationary bikes in a faux-race. Attempted to do the most max out reps on the bench press, for leg presses, for dead lifts. Shane made Sofia watch them do planks just so Ilya wouldn't "cheat." The nerve of him, thinking Ilya would have to cheat to beat him (he did and he would do it again)! And Katya adorably tried to sit in their laps for wall sits, which Ilya wasn't used to, but Shane was.
 
"Four godchildren," he laughed while he gasped for air when Katya hopped from Shane's lap to Ilya's and Ilya collapsed in a heap on the floor.
 
Ilya was no slouch, but fuck Shane was strong. He'd felt it under his hands, felt it when Shane shoved him around, but watching it in action had Ilya salivating. He was torn between staring and winning just to see the angry kitten face when he was sweating.
 
The foot races on the property's walking path were probably ill-advised, especially considering all the packed down, melting snow and mud. Not to mention some shoving and tripping. But they had both grown up in places with long, harsh winters. So watching Shane wipe out and slide down a hill was absolutely worth the way he almost sprained his ankle.
 
"Stop laughing and help me!"
 
"I can't! I will fall and look stupid like you!" Ilya cackled, bent at the waist with his hands on his knees.
 
"Asshole!"
 
One afternoon, they moved the coffee table in Shane's enormous living room so they could play 2v2 knee hockey with Sofia and Katya.
 
"Tackling is cheating!" Katya had complained.
 
Sofia looked like she was going to cry when they started arguing about the boundary lines. Eventually the girls made them be goalies when they got too rough, grabbing at each other to prevent the other from getting past them. Didn't stop them from chirping at each other across the room. Then Shane started what had to be the first Knee Hockey goalie fight when Ilya swatted the ball across the room and into the net, proclaiming it was a totally valid shot. And it was! Neither would give in until Katya jumped on top of them and forced an immediate ceasefire.
 
Even Alexei seemed to be enjoying himself that day.
 
Alexei, overall, was...subdued since his encounter with Shane. Which was shocking given the lack of excess liquor and drugs available. Or maybe Shane was feeding both to him to keep him quiet. That seemed like something he would do. Ilya didn't care so long as he didn't explode in front of Katya or piss Shane off again.
 
The Hollanders made for a nice buffer, a break in any built up tension. They stopped in regularly. Sometimes just to bring treats for Katya or to have dinner. They sat around the gas fire pit some afternoons, drinking whatever David brought for them to try (hot chocolate for Katya and a reluctant Shane). David would pull Ilya into conversations about films, Russian cuisine, and hockey. Yuna, if possible, knew more than her husband and son about the sport. She liked dragging Ilya along with her for small tasks, talking his ear off about his career and sponsorships. He was a little concerned about Sveta's job given the way she was plotting.
 
It was so much fun. He liked Shane so much. He liked his laugh, his terrible comebacks, his smart mouth. He liked how predictable he was, how grounded and practical. He liked how sweet he was with the girls and his parents. He liked how at ease he seemed here, how sure of himself. He liked how loud he got in conversations here, how he argued and pushed back. He didn't filter himself as much.
 
He liked being quiet with Shane too. They cooked together, took Katya out on walks around the lake. She insisted they build a Snow Family, constructing a snowman for everyone at the cabin. They watched her run around from the deck and bickered about the best hockey teams. Shane helped Katya with her schoolwork, they would read next to each other, and when Ilya got bored he lured them all into extremely competitive rounds of card games. They watched movies, washed dishes, did laundry, chopped firewood and walked some of it over to his parents'.
 
Ilya had assumed he would get bored. He always got bored. He liked to be occupied, liked parties and women, being around people who had no intention of sticking around. He liked the anonymity of clubs, aimless nights when he bounced from place to place following the flow of liquor, drugs, or sex. Getting lost in it all was fun, he didn't have to think, he didn't have to worry what other people were thinking.
 
But he didn't miss it. He missed people, a little, but not the rest. Not when the boring, domestic routine was all he could...all he wanted to focus on. Not with Shane. All of it was very tame, in character, nothing shocking. Yet, Ilya was walking around half hard at almost all times, eager to see what he'd do next.
 
*
 
The throwing knives were a surprise.
 
There didn't seem to be an actual conversation about it either. David just brought out a box and Shane nodded. Next thing Ilya knew, he was standing with Yuna watching her husband and son set up targets. He'd made Sofia keep Katya back by the deck just out of an abundance of caution.
 
"This is…normal activity for you?" Ilya asked skeptically, examining a knife Yuna had handed him while explaining the background, training involved, and the quality of their knives. These were the "practice knives" apparently.
 
"Oh yeah," David chimed in, using a staple gun to secure his target to a tree. "Yuna got me into it when we were dating. Shane has been throwing since, what, younger than your niece, I think? Seven?"
 
"Six," Shane answered. "Bow was seven. Gun was twelve."
 
Ilya felt absolutely idiotic at the way his gut clenched against the low thrum of arousal already pooling. He didn't realize that Shane handling weapons would be an ongoing thing. He thought it was just the starched up-gun toting- bodyguard thing. Not…whatever the hell this was. He crossed his arms, digging his nails into his skin.
 
Yuna crossed her arms too. "The crossbow was impractical. That was just your uncle trying to annoy me."
 
"Came in handy in Cambodia!" David called back. Shane shook his head, stapling his own target. He caught Ilya's gaze, looking amused and a little cocky. It was a very good look on him.
 
"Mahiro did not know my son would get stranded on a boat during a monsoon on a school trip, randomly come across a crossbow, and successfully use it to secure a lifeline for himself and his classmates. He does not get credit for that!"
 
"You what?" As Elena liked to say: insane lore drop.
 
"It wasn't that big of a deal. It was a river boat. We weren't that far from shore, it just got us out of the rain faster." Shane shrugged with a shit-eating grin on his face. "And, he kind of does, mom."
 
Yuna tsked and waved them off. "You could have died. What kind of riverboat tour guide has a crossbow he can't use?"
 
"He said something about wild boar--I don't know he was a Khmer speaker and my Mandarin was terrible--"
 
Ilya could picture it so easily. The young Shane from the photo in Sveta's dossier being calm and reasonable in the face of his miserable classmates. Looking around for something practical to help, coolly explaining to the adults he had better aim and wouldn't waste a shot or time. His classmates a little weirded out, in awe, grateful to him. Shane refusing to accept thanks or credit, just explaining that his uncle had taught him well. He wondered how many of those classmates fell in love on the spot. He hoped one of those dummies offered to suck his dick.
 
"Anyway, Ilya," David continued interrupting Ilya's probably-not subtle staring, "usually we do this inside when the weather's bad. But I have a feeling Shane's out of practice and I'm taking advantage."
 
"You wish."
 
"Inside is for teaching children," Yuna argued. "Flat surface, no wind. It's too easy."
 
"I am starting to understand why you're so competitive, Hollander," Ilya managed to drawl, only barely not laughing.
 
Shane tossed a hand at his dad as he set down the staple gun and collected his knives, "He's the easy going one." He nodded at his mom. "She's the one banned from playing."
 
Yuna looked at him pointedly. "I am only banned because they are sore losers."
 
"We used to have one target. Point system was based on clusters and accuracy. My mother decided to start throwing to knock our knives off the target."
 
"You were getting too good! We needed to up the challenge!"
 
"I was ten. So we split it to two targets, and then she started throwing at her opponent's target to knock off knives and tried to say it was double points."
 
"You lack a truly competitive spirit, son."
 
"Your throw, Shane!" David called out, having completed his first throw while they were bickering.
 
"It's cheating and it totally screwed up the point system!" Shane turned smoothly on the ball of his foot, and threw his blade, about 30 feet from the target. He wasn't even lined up with it, hadn't even checked around to aim, and hit dead center. Ilya shoved his tongue into his cheek, biting on the inside of his lip.
 
Yuna gestured in vindication. "See? Boring. He doesn't even have to look."
 
David and Shane shared an exasperated glance in tandem, making Ilya laugh, hot and a little out of breath. Might as well have been a giggling school girl, it was so embarrassing. He honestly didn't know what else to do in that moment either because he was incredibly turned on, wanting to go tackle Shane to the ground and lick him. And he was standing next to his mother.
 
Wishing it was warm enough for Shane to throw those knives shirtless was not helping the situation either.
 
*
 
Yuna didn't get to play with knives with her boys, but the next day she did coerce Shane into a yoga session when Sofia expressed an interest in learning more about it. Apparently, they were both fairly advanced practitioners and often did sessions together. They set up in the gym, and David went to watch them so Ilya didn't hesitate joining so he could ogle. At first, Shane demonstrated poses for Sofia while Yuna adjusted her posture. Katya tried for a few minutes until it turned into demands for Shane to hold her feet so she could do a walking handstand. It was all very cute and Ilya's heart was doing stupid things about it.
 
But then Katya bounced off to mess around on the climbing rope and Sofia claimed she was exhausted.
 
"Show me how it's supposed to look!" she asked, tossing herself down to sit next to Ilya. Mother and son exchanged a glance and shrugged.
 
"Ashtanga?" Shane asked.
 
"Yoga chikitsa?"
 
He scoffed. "Might as well do Sthira bhaga."
 
Yuna chuckled and nodded. "Fine, but let's do the third."
 
Ilya nearly lost his mind when Shane stripped his shirt. He heard Sofia squeak next to him and swatted at her playfully.
 
"Shut up, like you aren't dying right now."
 
God, they really were not doing a great job with the discretion thing. Ilya truly did not give a fuck. Okay, maybe he didn't need Shane's parents knowing he was railing their son all over his pristine cabin, but still.
 
He let himself just watch the pair in front of him, how they moved in tandem, making the strength it took to be so fluid look easy. He could hear Yuna muttering, but didn't understand anything she was saying. Shane kept pace with her, bending, twisting, folding himself into shapes Ilya was very interested in. Because holy shit, Shane had an incredible body. All of his 20-something year old colleagues would be chomping at the bit right now, for more than one reason.
 
When they finished what seemed to be the standard routine, they goofed off a little with more acrobatic, two-person poses. Sofia eagerly asked them to try some poses she'd seen online. It had them giggling and snapping at each other while they tried to figure it out.
 
"They've always been very close," David murmured as Ilya watched them. His face probably looking way too fond for being around other people. "A hard twosome to crack."
 
Ilya grunted. "Why would you want to crack them?"
 
If he had seen David's answering expression, Ilya would have melted into the floor.
 
*
 
Time alone with Shane behind closed (preferably locked) doors was obviously Ilya's favorite cabin activity. Those moments weren't as numerous as Ilya would have liked. Their families were around, Katya needed a lot of attention, and Shane still had to regularly check in with the FBI, Luca and Marly, local police, Sveta and the Emmys production team. He also went into town to make sure people knew he was around, and Ilya was not allowed to go with him. Then he'd ditch Ilya in bed to go do a perimeter check in the middle of the night, again at sunrise. But to be fair, Shane really did take advantage of his parents to help with Katya, giving them windows.
 
Ilya thought he had a healthy libido, thought he'd have to poke and nag a little, given their track record. But apparently the second Shane gave himself permission, it was on. When they were alone behind closed-locked doors, (and they had to be, Shane insisted) Shane was reaching for him. He went out of his way to get Ilya's dick in his mouth, and it became abundantly clear very quickly that he had been holding back on that front. A lot. Sometimes it was his first and only priority, and Ilya had to remind him he wasn't actually just there to lay around and have his dick sucked by his gorgeous bodyguard.
 
They kept it to that hallway, locked by keypad, which Ilya was more than fine with. He discovered the extra door in the bathroom was a sauna, which they made good use of (it was a banya and Ilya had a very enjoyable time explaining the whole concept especially because Shane's understanding was primarily new age wellness bullshit (boring) or Japanese onsen. Comparing notes on that was actually interesting, but Ilya made sure Shane knew he thought it was all boring, just in case). It was very convenient place to eat Shane out, and he stood by that. They fooled around in Shane's office too. Ilya made good on that joke to fuck him on the desk. And the couch. And the floor.
 
It was good, so fucking good. Nobody set Ilya on fire like Shane, nobody got him so excited so quickly over and over again. He tried. He really did try. He tried to fabricate some distance, to fuck Shane from behind, avoid eye contact or hand holding, even dodging a kiss or two, when they had sex. It wasn't working. Couldn't even hold himself to it because he'd slip and forget, he'd try and give in the second Shane applied pressure, turned his head, reached out.
 
Ilya had never been so focused on someone like this. Not even in the horniest years of his teens and twenties. If he wasn't touching Shane, he was thinking about touching Shane, or wanting to. But he could finally do something about it, indulge the impulse, and Shane seemed just as happy to do the same. Everything the man did got his attention. Everything he did was unbearably sexy, and most of the time he wasn't trying to be. Ilya should not have been attracted to him wearing the damn cleaning gloves. Fucking absurd.
 
More baffling than anything else, Shane didn't shy away from contact when it didn't lead to sex either. Ilya knew he was needy on that front, he'd always been tactile. He kept some distance around the others, but closed it the second they had privacy. They shared a blanket by the fire pit, found each other's feet under the table, reached for each other's hands when Ilya followed him around like a puppy. And if they were doors-locked alone, Ilya would sit in Shane's lap, tangle their legs together, use him like a body pillow. Ilya had no idea what to do with any it. Couldn't seem to make himself stop though.
 
After Shane got back from seeing Kent, Ilya didn't spend a single night in that guest bedroom.
 
It was easy enough to forget they were hiding there because he was being hunted by a hitman. A well trained, former CIA operative hitman who had tried to get up close and personal with him right under Shane's nose. Ilya let himself have it. Let himself cling to this fantasy of a peaceful existence with people who cared about him. Who enjoyed being around him.
 
With every day that passed, he dreaded leaving. Dreaded the stupid Emmys and how Shane would shift back into the strained professionalism of the press tour. Just a few more days, and life would snap back to what it had been before. No more hidden cabin, no more Hollanders, and no more Shane. It could also mean no more Comeau, no more people wanting him dead.
 
Ilya wasn't sure if he thought the trade off was worth it.
 
He was in love with Shane. He knew that. It made sense to him, he accepted it. How could he not love him? Who wouldn't be in love with Shane Hollander? He kept it to himself, tried to mitigate it all, to play it off, so he didn't get too lost in the fantasy. Being pulled out of it was going to hurt this time. Badly. Still it was inevitable because his feelings didn't change their circumstances. It was a bad idea, he should have moved back up to the guest room where he belonged. He just couldn't make himself do it, not even for a night. Not when Shane looked at him hungry and expectant, like they were more than a convenience because of proximity. He was actually sick with himself over what he'd be willing to do to stay in Shane's bed.
 
The plan was simple: spend the last few days at the cabin being chill but...helpful. Present. Prove he could fit when he chose. Casually bring up that when Shane's contract was done, there would be no real need to hold back. They could meet up as friends, as friendly lovers with busy schedules. Shane didn't have to upend his life to see Ilya, Ilya could come to him. He could accept a few weeks a year between Shane's jobs. Wouldn't even bother him. That would have to be repeated a lot. And Shane could still fuck whoever he wanted (he probably wouldn't but still). Ilya probably would...maybe. He'd tell Shane he definitely would, but he'd have to go with the flow. Talking about it at the cabin would be easier, he could plan better without the surplus of people and distractions. They could talk the night before they left, tell the others to give them some space to go over plans for the Emmys.
 
Be present and helpful. Get Shane alone. Admit he liked him, casually, the sex was good, they didn't need to stop. It didn't have to be serious, Ilya didn't need him to commit, he'd work around Shane. Make a plan to meet up before Ilya left for Russia. Maybe even cut his Russia trip extremely short so they could have some time before their next work obligations. Easy, right? Easy.
 
Except he felt like throwing up just at the idea of Shane saying the words casual, simple, easy. Ilya didn't think he was going to recover from Shane Hollander.
 






      

  












      Chapter 36: Look at What a Heart Can Do
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  Shane woke up in bed alone.
 
That hadn't happened since he went to watch Kent be interrogated. Not on purpose or as a rule, Shane was just an early riser. The sun wasn't even up yet. It wasn't a bad thing that Ilya wasn't there, there were no consequences to that, it just…Shane had gotten a little used to secretly kissing his cheek mole and forehead while he slept. Which was stupid.
 
Honestly, it was stupid to continue letting Ilya sleep in his bed. He couldn't find a good reason not to, outside of professionalism, that wouldn't immediately show his hand though. Because if they were casual and it was just sex, then this was convenient and it didn't matter, right? Right. It didn't matter. Except it mattered. It mattered a lot. If Ilya decided to go back to the guest room, Shane would spiral. Which was precisely why Ilya should go back to the guest room. It was just sex. It was supposed to be just sex and he was so goddamn distracted by everything Ilya did. He could not stop thinking about blowing him, about wanting Ilya inside him, which was crazy by itself, and batshit insane when his parents were in the room! None of this was a good idea, he was a professional, damn it, and Ilya was his principal.
 
So he was annoyed with himself for being annoyed that Ilya wasn't still in bed with him.
 
Shaking it off, he went through his morning routine. Wash face, brush teeth, take vitamin, comb hair, 50 push ups to wake up, go make a smoothie. He had a long list of things he needed to get done before perimeter checks and everyone got up. That last bit found him walking into an already lit kitchen. Quiet music was playing, only to be disrupted by the blender. Shane frowned and quickened his steps to turn the corner.
 
Ilya was there, blending something green he would absolutely never drink and frying something on the stove. The noise had covered his entry, so Shane let himself watch for a moment.
 
Ilya's body swayed as he glided smoothly between appliances, flipping something on the stove, plating toast, going to pour coffee. He was shirtless, because when wasn't he, and it gave Shane a great view of his wide shoulders and narrow waist. Ilya had made jokes about Hollywood Vanity Muscles but Shane knew for a fact none of what Ilya had going on was for the screen. He was built like a tank. Trained hard. Looked gorgeous for it. Shane had a crazy dream about them competing on the ice, about Ilya slamming him into the boards. He'd woken a grumpy Ilya up for a enthusiastic blow job, silently vowing to never, ever tell him about it.
 
Ilya was a dancing a little too as he moved around, something he probably hadn't been able to do since Shane showed up, preventing him from going out. Wondered if he missed it, if he was making plans for when he got back to LA. Wondered how quickly he would revert to his carefree partying once Comeau was caught.
 
He tried to superimpose the Ilya before the cabin with this one. It didn't make much sense. Shane was boring. They barely had internet. A little alcohol if his dad remembered to bring it. They spent most of their day with an 8 year old, doing chores, or entertaining his parents. He'd expected Ilya to be clawing at the walls, begging to escape. But the most he complained was when Shane ran into town for an errand or they missed an opportunity for sex.
 
A very small, ugly part of Shane had wondered if Ilya would take advantage of being in close quarters with Sofia. But he always drifted to Shane, tagged along with Shane, sat with him, tried to get him alone. Oh sure, Ilya teamed up against him for anything remotely resembling a game or competition, but then used that as an excuse to get handsy and flirty in a way that had Shane rock hard immediately. So inconvenient. And it was difficult to believe Ilya's attention was anywhere else when he kissed Shane like there was nothing else worth doing.
 
They'd been at the cabin two and half weeks and Ilya looked at home there in Shane's kitchen. He operated like he knew where everything was, grabbing a glass for the smoothie, silverware, pulling tongs from a drawer. Shane tried recall Ilya at the Pasadena house. They'd mostly avoided each other. He remembered that he'd looked comfortable with Svetlana, which, of course he did. But in the house? It made him think of that night in the kitchen, how odd it looked to see him cooking. It made him realize Ilya had helped with almost every meal since they arrived at the cabin.
 
Shane kind of forgot Ilya didn't know he was there until Ilya turned off the blender and caught sight of him. Nearly jumped out of his skin.
 
"Jesus Christ, what the fuck!"
 
"Shhh," he teased, entering the room finally. "You're jumpy for a guy with a bodyguard."
 
Ilya scowled, "My bodyguard was sleeping."
 
Shane hummed, putting a hand to Ilya's waist unnecessarily to lean over and inspect what was cooking in the pan. Draniki. He bit his lip.
 
"Your bodyguard wakes up at 5:45 every morning, and you've already made breakfast."
 
Ilya snorted, pouring the smoothie into a cup and handing it him. He didn't offer any explanation or tell him what he'd been up to. Shane took a hesitant sip of the smoothie, a little concerned he'd put in something unapproved. But it…tasted exactly the same. He stared at Ilya's profile as he flipped the draniki.
 
"You made it the same," Shane said dumbly. Ilya side eyed him.
 
"You keep the recipe on the fridge. I can read, you know. And follow instructions." He bobbed his head. "When I want to."
 
Shane took another, longer drink leaning against the counter and still watching Ilya carefully. Then he registered the music.
 
"Is this Alanis Morrisette?"
 
Ilya shot him that side eye again, a confused but fond grin stretching his lips as he turned to toss something in the trash. The empty trash. It had been full last night.
 
"Your mom sent me a playlist…" Ilya answered slowly, looking between a confused Shane and the trash can a couple of times before nudging the drawer shut with his hip.
 
"Did you—?"
 
Ilya let out a laugh and kissed his cheek.
 
"Yes, Hollander, I walked the trash over to your parents' earlier. Your dad said he was going into town today and could take it. Any further questions?"
 
Shane knew he was being teased a little. He knew he had the tendency to ask for clarification more than most people would or needed to. He just couldn't help it. Unknowns bothered him. Answers helped him sort and prioritize. He was compelled to ask.
 
"Why would you do that?"
 
Ilya shrugged and turned back to the stove as the music faded into Neil Young.
 
"It was bothering you last night."
 
It had been. Shane had been trying not to nag his parents with too many favors or errands, they were doing a lot already. He ran the trash into town every couple of days himself, which also helped establish that he was in town generally so people wouldn't get curious about activity on his property. He just underestimated how much trash three adults, one child, and two regular guests could accumulate.
 
"I put towels in the wash too. I don't know how two tiny girls use so many freaking towels…Oh, and one of your cameras fell down."
 
"What?"
 
"Da. The light thingy was flashing when I came back." He lifted a shoulder as he used tongs to plate the draniki. "It said a camera was out of position so I went and found it. Probably a squirrel knocked into it."
 
Ilya didn't have the system code, so he couldn't have known which camera was out of position. He would have had to check them all.
 
"You did a perimeter check?"
 
He rolled his eyes, piling the pan, bowls, and utensils next to the sink to wash.
 
"No, I checked a few cameras."
 
"You remember where the cameras are."
 
"We walk by them like every day. You're being weird."
 
He was. He was being so weird. Because Ilya made his super health conscious breakfast smoothie, took out the trash, did laundry, and handled a minor security issue. Because Ilya was in his kitchen dancing to songs Shane had grown up listening to, making his potato pancakes, and washing dishes before sunrise. Shane felt like he was going to have a heart attack.
 
As Ilya turned the sink on, he opened the dishwasher and started cleaning the utensils. Put each of them in the washer. Rose had hated that. Said that he was too picky, that the dishwasher was supposed to do the work. Up until that moment, Shane was unaware Ilya knew the dishwasher existed.
 
"Shane?" he prompted wryly, a little bemused. He'd zoned out probably, trying to process. Instead of answering, he set down his glass and plastered himself to Ilya's back. Wrapped his arms around his waist and dropped his face into the curve of Ilya's neck and shoulder. He kissed at the moles he could reach, traced the constellation of freckles on his skin. Pressed close into the curve of his body.
 
"If you have a housekeeper thing, I can work with that," Ilya muttered, continuing with the handwashing part.
 
"Shut up."
 
*
 
"Heeey not my lover!"
 
Shane laughed into the phone as he quickly cleared his inbox. He'd taken a minuted to regroup after everyone else woke up and ate their breakfast. Tried to distract himself with real world problems like tax deadlines and tenant requests instead of stupid ones like his brain's fixation on Ilya doing chores for him.
 
"How many years divorced before that's not funny to you?" he asked, closing his laptop and sitting back in his chair. He had 15 minutes at most before Ilya or Katya came hunting for him, and he'd wanted to make sure Rose was okay.
 
"Mmm a million maybe?"
 
"Oh good, reasonable then."
 
"I think so. Well what's up, babe? You never call at random, we always have to schedule."
 
"I just wanted to check in. Scotland Yard treating you all right?"
 
She sighed heavily. "They're fine, I guess. Nice enough. I can suffer it if you think it's necessary."
 
"It is for now. Hopefully not much longer. Few days at most."
 
"They didn't tell me aaanything, but I assume this has to do with Ilya Rozanov?"
 
"I can't—"
 
"No details, I get it."
 
"Let's just say he's being targeted by a dangerous guy and I used to work with him."
 
"Damn."
 
"Yes. So I appreciate you cooperating so I don't go insane worrying."
 
"Of course, of course…but your parents?"
 
Shane paused. The cabin was a sore point between them. He'd had the property while they were in school, while they were married, and started building after the divorce. He'd never told her about it. He didn't tell anyone except his parents who literally lived next door. He claimed he was staying at his condo when he was in California or his parents' place. He still wasn't sure why he kept it a secret. Maybe it was just the only thing that had ever been his.
 
"I'm...with them."
 
His silence must have gone on too long.
 
"Oh…Shane…"
 
"It was the only place I could think of that was…secure enough. He has a niece." It was a flimsy excuse at best. Plenty of his principals had families, children. He'd never once considered the cabin an option before. Even with more iminent threats.
 
"Hon, you don't owe me any explanations."
 
"Rose—"
 
"You really, really don't. I love you. So much. You have always taken care of me, been my biggest supporter, my rock. Nothing I have in my life came without you, and I appreciate that."
 
"Your success is because of you and your work, not me."
 
"Two things can be true, Shane. And this is okay. It really is. And I hope I get to be happy about it with you."
 
He cleared his throat and shook his head.
 
"It's not like that. It's a job."
 
"Don't do that, not with me."
 
He took a few deep breaths, blinked back the tears, pushed his glasses up to wipe at the wetness and rubbed at his mouth.
 
"He doesn't…even if I…we're stuck together right now. When he gets back to his actual life, and can make real decisions again, it won't be me. I'm me, Rose. His life is…even if it was an option, I couldn't do..cas... He wouldn't—" He cleared his throat. "I'm just present right now."
 
"Tell me, Shane."
 
He closed his eyes and took a breath.
 
"I…like him. Too much. He's…god, he's so fucking funny. I would actually be terrified to have you both in the same room together. And he's sweet. Thoughtful. He puts up this asshole front, but it just switches off for nothing. He's so good with his niece, with my parents even. He can't sit still for five minutes and literally goes out of his way to piss me off, but the second he leaves the room I think about going to find him. I have to physically stop myself. And that's not even…" He exhaled shakily with a weak, deriscive laugh. "I don't have to try with him, Rose. We can't talk about anything real for shit, and we're both objectively fucked in the head, but—"
 
"You're in love with him," Rose finished on a gentle whisper. He sniffed, nodding even though she couldn't see it.
 
"It doesn't work. This won't work." He squeezed his eyes shut. "I keep trying to see through, to see how it plays out. It just doesn't."
 
"Get him to put you on the payroll as his bodyguard indefinitely?"
 
"Rose."
 
She hummed, seeming to think about it for a second.
 
"Well…I don't have eyes on him, so I obviously can't tell you how dumb you sound with any kind of credability—" He let out a reluctant chuckle, more wet than he would have liked. "But as someone who knew you were gayer than a maypole and still signed the marriage license, I know for a fact there's no way he's not crazy in love with you."
 
"He doesn't do that. He does casual. It is what it is." He batted at his eyes, determined not to be a baby about this. Determined to remind himself, to reset because he had to somehow.
 
She huffed. "Okay, well I'm not going to argue about it. I'm sure if you just turned those big brown eyes on him and smiled and told him what you just told me—"
 
"I can't do that."
 
"No, you won't and that's different. Just call me when I'm 100% correct. You can repay me with dinner in Paris."
 
"You're crazy."
 
"No, babe, I'm the smartest woman alive…except Yuna."
 
Not two minutes after he hung up the phone with Rose, Ilya ducked his head in the door. He started to say something and then completely froze. Eyes wide and jaw dropped, completely gobsmacked.
 
"What? Is everyth—?"
 
"You wear glasses."
 
Shane bristled and took them off.
 
"For…reading, what-?"
 
Ilya stepped inside and quickly shut the door behind him. He locked it and turned back to Shane, cheeks red and pointing.
 
"Put those back on right now."
 
Shane definitely did not tell him anything he told Rose.
 






      

  












      Chapter 37: All of the Pieces Were Torn and Thrown
  



    Chapter Notes

      TW: homophobic slurs, mention of past abuse, alcohol use, mild description of violence/gun use, side character death

Chapter title from "You Should Know Where I'm Coming From" by Banks







  It was two nights before they were scheduled to return to LA for the Emmys. No matter what he and Ilya got up to when everyone else went to bed, Shane always went to do a perimeter check at 11:30. Made sure he was back to do lock check and hall sweeps at midnight. Ilya whined about it, tried to convince him that he should come along, but Shane just shoved him back into bed.
 
The snow was finally packed down enough to be properly walkable. Trees blocked most of the wind. He checked his cameras, the motion sensors, ensured the lights were activated properly.
 
All was well. Cameras were clear, no alerts since everyone had turned in. What Shane did not expect to find was Alexei Rozanov in the kitchen drinking.
 
His dad had brought over a few bottles of his vodka stash to share in honor of the last few nights of their lockdown. Alexei had apparently taken a full bottle for himself, drinking half of it. Shane wasn't as upset as he'd thought he'd be. Alexei had been on his best behavior, or else kept to himself enough that Shane never knew otherwise.
 
Alexei's eyes were watery and red, like maybe he had been crying. Or maybe he was just drunk. Shane didn't think so, not given his usual tolerance.
 
"Mr. Rozanov," he greeted blandly, going to the security panel to log his checks.
 
"Hollander," he answered, raising the glass to his lips and draining it. Then he sat back, eyes locked on Shane and loudly sniffed. He raised a hand, pointing at him.
 
"You think I am asshole."
 
Shane paused and lifted a shoulder.
 
"I don't think it, I know it."
 
The Russian snorted, seemingly amused by the directness. It was probably the first time he actually seemed human to Shane.
 
"I am. Like our father. He was a mean son of a bitch. Used to hit me, but not precious Ilyusha."
 
Shane didn't say anything, but he did take slow steps to the table where Alexei sat at the dining table. It was morbid curiosity. Ilya deftly avoided any more discussion of his family, of anything about Russia or his time before California. Ilya had mentioned the physical abuse directed toward his mother. Never said a word about it directed toward him and Alexei. That didn't surprise Shane. Ilya would have seen it as complaining, as an excuse for Alexei's general behavior. He had nothing to gain from owning up to the disparity. If their father beat Alexei, then what had he done to Ilya? Because Alexei had stayed in Russia. Ilya fled the continent.
 
"Mama protected him. Her baby. Never did anything else. Useless bitch. Then she fucking killed herself, did he tell you that?" Alexei let out an incredulous scoff through his teeth. "Wrote little baby Ilyusha a letter goodbye but not me. Never me."
 
Shane dropped his hands to the back of a chair, worrying over the wood grain to self-soothe. He knew about domestic violence in theory, but people confused Shane. He didn't understand loving someone that hurt you. He didn't understand hurting someone you loved. He didn't understand how these things started, how they continued, how anyone let them continue. He didn't understand Ilya's mother at all. He had no desire to understand his father. But...Maybe if Alexei had a confidante, he'd be less of a dick.
 
"I'm sorry," Shane said quietly. "Must have been terrible."
 
"What would you know? Perfect happy family, perfect happy life. My father made us compete after she was gone. Fight. Only one of us got to go to hockey camp. That smug bitch got one over on me, knocked me out. So he goes." Alexei was shaking his head.
 
"Then he fucks it all up and for what? Skinny faggot boy sucking his dick. It's all hush hush, sweep under rug. Ilya gets slap on wrist, but I was police! I lost my job. Had to work in the post office. Finally he is gone. Finally I am happy. And he threatens to have my wife arrested, tries to ruin my career again. He takes her away, locks her up."
 
"She's sick, Alexei."
 
He slammed his fist on the table. "I was taking care of her! He has always been jealous, he wanted Tati for himself too! Acts like Katya is his own daughter. She is mine!"
 
Shane took some deep breaths, trying to figure out why the hell he was entertaining this. But something... something teased at the back of his mind. Something about Ilya's face in the guest house when Shane had asked him if anyone would want him dead.
 
"You don't know," Alexei wagged his finger in Shane's direction. "You have no brother. He is a freak! Fuck up! Embarrassment to our family. And still when I go home, all they do is talk about him. Ilya, Ilya, Ilya. Ilya is so successful in America. Ilya takes such good care of Katya. Ilya is so generous. He can afford to be! Who else is supposed to take care of his family?" he growled out angrily.
 
"Our father's brain was rotting from his skull and all he says is Ilya, Ilya, Ilya! They hated each other! Ilya left us! I was there every fucking day and he thinks I'm his army grunt. Didn't know my name. All he says is Ilya this, Ilya that, my son Ilya! I am so fucking sick of Ilya!"
 
Shane had a decent understanding of Russian tenses. He knew that last statement wasn't the present. It was always. He had been sick of Ilya, he was still sick of Ilya, he had always been sick of Ilya. Shane's stomach knotted, bracing itself against the wave of dread.
 
"He supports you. Gave you a place to live, for your daughter to live--"
 
"And does he let me forget it? Net! Never! Perfect perfect Ilya!"
 
It clicked. The timing of the notes and Comeau's entry. The use of the guest code. Ilya's face in the guest house. I have people expecting to hear from me.
 
"Alexei..." Shane started, "what did you do?"
 
"I know a guy who knows a guy. They give me a number. He says he can take care of it. If he's gone, I get half the money and Katya gets the other. Everyone is happy."
 
Shane's heart clenched so tight he thought he stopped breathing for a second. Happy?
 
"You hired Comeau."
 
"He said would be easy. That it wouldn't happen at the house. But he kept coming home. And Svetlana hired you. He wanted more money, more time, needs me to give him information. Every day he is calling, wanting to know where we are. I tell him no, I am here. My daughter is here. We weren't supposed to be here, I didn't think you would bring me here!"
 
Shane's stomach dropped out the longer he talked. Alexei's phone was on the table. He grabbed it, grabbed Alexei's hand to put the fingerprint in to unlock it.
 
The address. Directions. Pictures of where the cameras were on the property. Pictures of the house, inside and out.
 
"You sent him everything."
 
"No stupid fucking cell service. I found a spot on the road."
 
"Fuck--"
 
"I can't stop it now. He says no loose ends. Says it's because of you. He wants to win. He won't stop now. He's already in the house. I opened the door while you were checking outside."
 
As if on cue, the security alarms started blaring, all of the lights flooding the area around the house. An intentional ploy to draw Shane to entry points. He dropped the phone to draw his gun and went to push Alexei out of chair.
 
"Motherfucker. C'mon, move, move!"
 
"Does not want me," Alexei slurred.
 
"No loose ends, you're the fucking loose end you dumbass! Move now!" He shoved at Alexei, pushing him toward the stairs. "Go! Go to Katya!"
 
He finally complied, going up the stairs. Ilya came running down the hall, shouting for Shane. Shane grabbed for him and turned him back around.
 
"Go to my office, lock the door, do not come out."
 
"Shane--"
 
"Don't argue, go!"
 
Bang bang bang
 
A scream.
 
"Katya!"
 
They both sprinted up the stairs, only to find Sofia holding Katya in the doorway of her room, and Alexei, shot between the eyes on the floor.
 
"Alexei!" Ilya lurched forward going to his brother, sobbing. Shane didn't have time.
 
"Bathroom, now!" he snapped at girls, who jolted into action. "Lock the door. Ilya-!"
 
But he shoved him off and Shane didn't have time. He cleared the floor. Found the exit point, the window screen in Ilya's room had been cut through. Footprints in the melting, muddy snow. Shane ran for the stairs, out the front door.
 
He followed the prints all the way to the road, ducking when shots rang out. Kept on with his pursuit at a full run. By the time he reached the main road, a dark SUV with no plates was speeding off. He pursued, fired four shots, three to the door, one to the window, missed the tires.
 
Out of breath, he slowed to a stop. Stared at the path he took for a moment and got local police on the phone.
 
His night was far from over.
 






      

  












      Chapter 38: Interlude
  








  Ilya hadn't said a word since they left the cabin. He hadn't said much since they found Alexei, period. Other than to request his brother's body be returned to Russia and insisting that he had to go back for the Emmys and rehearsals. He wouldn't listen to Shane or Hayden or any of the other federal agents saying it was safer to stay put until Comeau was found.

He did, however, ask Shane's parents if Sofia and Katya could stay with them. They agreed, eagerly, and several federal agents were selected to stay and keep watch over them. It made Shane's heart clench unbearably tight, the way Ilya trusted his parents, the way they had no problem reassuring him. All without Shane's input.

Watching Ilya and Katya say goodbye had been brutal. Katya sobbed furiously into his shoulder while Ilya just held her, eyes squeezed shut. Shane had to turn away, couldn't keep his composure. Sofia finally had to come take her and she screamed. It was awful.

Ilya went straight for the car without a look or a word to anyone.

An agent drove with them back to the city. It was frustrating, not being able to reach out after weeks of casual intimacy. Not that Ilya would look at him.

Shane knew what he was thinking. That Shane had promised it was safe. He had promised Comeau couldn't find them, wouldn't try anything. He had promised he wouldn't let anything happen to Ilya or his family. He was a fucking idiot for not seeing through Alexei from the start, so he deserved it, every ounce of Ilya's disdain and disappointment. He could take it. He had to because Ilya could never know it was Alexei who hired Comeau.

And Shane couldn't dwell on it because he had a job to do. Shane had to keep Ilya safe. Everything else… None it mattered now, he had to put it aside and do his job. Comeau was not going to win this.

*

Ilya was not actually thinking about Shane at all. He was thinking about Katya's face as she looked at Alexei dead on the ground. He was thinking about Alexei sobbing and begging Ilya not to send Tati away. He was thinking about his last phone call with his father. So normal and routine except he was lecturing him about paying attention during hockey practice. He was thinking about finding his mother cold in her bed. How, at 12 years old, it had taken him a few minutes to understand what had happened.

Alexei had begged him to bring him to California. Well, demanded it. He'd wanted away from his in-laws. He'd wanted to keep custody of Katya. He told Ilya he owed it to him for taking care of their father, for taking all the beatings Ilya never had to, for ruining his career with the police. Ilya hadn't done that last bit. Alexei's drug problem pre-dated his career, and his superiors had been looking for an excuse to get rid of him. It didn't matter, Ilya was always at the root of Alexei's misery.

He should have been firmer with Alexei. He should have left him in Russia, let Katya go to her grandparents. He never should have brought him here to get involved in all of this. He should have been the irresponsible asshole everyone said he was and stayed as far away from them as possible.

Now it was too late. Alexei was dead. Shot right in front of his own daughter. And it was Ilya's fault.

Ilya killed his brother. He killed his mother because he couldn't make her happy. He killed his father by letting him waste away. And now he'd killed his brother, just by existing. He'd lose Katya to her mother's family, to Russia. All he had left was Sveta.

Because in three days, Shane Hollander would collect his last paycheck and leave too.






      

  












      Chapter 39: The Emmys: 1v1
  



    Chapter Notes

      TW: gun violence







  Shane hated Hollywood. He fucking hated it. He hated driving through LA, he hated producers and directors and the idiots in charge of security. Hated them. Rehearsals had gone fine for the show, awful for Ilya's team. Everything was an argument, they weren't taking any of it seriously, and they were well trained to deny entitled celebrities any exceptions. They weren't wrong exactly, there were dozens of high profile names in attendance, needing just as much security. Shane just didn't give a fuck about them.
 
Due to the warrants out for Comeau's arrest, the venue had permitted heightened security outside. Just Shane and Marly inside with Ilya. Luca had to stay outside with the FBI agents. Radios and walkies were not allowed because they would interfere with production's communication. Shane had permission to escort Ilya when he was not backstage. Marly was not permitted anywhere but backstage, and the crew kept pushing him around. And unfortunately, Marly was just too agreeable to argue with anyone. He was constantly out of position, out of sight lines.
 
Shane was stressed beyond belief. There was no way Comeau wouldn't make an attempt that night. Ilya was reportedly returning to Russia right after the Emmys, there wouldn't be another opportunity that didn't involve an airport. Certainly, he wasn't that stupid. And Dallas Kent had told Hayden's team multiple times that Comeau mentioning "beating the bodyguard." It was personal. Comeau wanted to go head to head with Ilya's life as the stakes. And Shane was stuck surrounded by self-important extroverts trying to out-diva each other, which made keeping the area clear and secure impossible.
 
Ilya wasn't faring any better. He kept snapping at everyone. Told the makeup artist to fuck off. Swatted the stylist away from him so he could adjust his tux himself. Kept messing with his cross, his hair, fingers rubbing together restlessly. Even with the other celebrities, he was short tempered.
 
"Literally, get away from me."
 
"Why the fuck are you talking to me?"
 
"Who are you? No, I don't care, shut up."
 
People were giving him wide berth, except the producers who seemed to be immune to the abuse.
 
"And then you'll--"
 
"I know how to read a fucking teleprompter."
 
"It's just that during rehearsals..."
 
"A monkey could do this. Go coddle someone else."
 
Shane was about to intervene when Ilya's co-star, Anna, came to stand next to him. The one Svetlana claimed had been hooking up with Ilya on set. She was conventionally pretty with bright blonde hair that showed dark roots, big brown eyes, and an attractive smile. Cute figure, girl next door type. Closeted Shane would have dated her. Briefly. And then been very understanding when she dumped him because there was no "spark."
 
"Well he's being a dick. Go figure," she muttered, amused.
 
Shane bristled, eyeing Ilya still going back and forth with the producer.
 
"It's been a rough few days."
 
"I heard." She pushed closer to him. "Must have been crazy, chasing down a gunman like that."
 
Her words were typical, but there was something in her tone that pricked at his awareness.
 
"Not really. He got away quickly."
 
"Well," her hand went to his arm, "I, for one, feel much safer with you here."
 
Shane frowned. "No one's trying to--"
 
"Anna, go shove your tits in someone else's face," Ilya snapped, stalking over to grab Shane's arm. "Quit trying to fuck my bodyguard."
 
"Asshole!" she shot back as they walked away. Ilya was pushing at him at first. It quickly turned to Shane leading Ilya into an empty green room, locking the door behind them.
 
"Sorry, what--?" Shane turned on his heel and immediately intercepted Ilya's kiss. He was rough with it, mean, and didn't slow down. Shane's brain couldn't keep up, but his body did. He returned Ilya's kiss, put his hands to his waist and swung him to the wall with a thud. Ilya broke their kiss, knocking his head back against the wall.
 
He squeezed his eyes shut and shook his head, a tear slipping.
 
"Ilya," Shane whispered, reaching up to wipe it away.
 
"I can't sit still. I can't...concentrate. I keep thinking that he's here, he's watching me, and when I go on that stage--"
 
"Hey," Shane cradled his face with both hands, pulling Ilya's attention. His eyes fluttered open, sad and tired. "I am going to be right there. Okay? I know I promised before, I know Alexei--" Ilya shook his head, jaw clenched. "It's twenty feet from my spot to that podium. He'll have less than two minutes. I can do a lot in twenty feet. And I don't need two minutes."
 
Ilya clenched his hands in Shane's suit jacket. Tipped his head forward so that they met in the middle.
 
"I'm so fucking scared, Shane."
 
"It is scary. But you're brave, and you can do this." Ilya's face scrunched up tight. "You can get through this. And I will be right there, ready to jump if I have to."
 
Ilya sniffled and said miserably, "Please don't get yourself shot."
 
"I will try. As long as you do the same."
 
Ilya sighed, thunked their heads together again.
 
"Walk out. Intro. Stupid joke. Names. Winner. You take me to my seat."
 
"Five minutes. I'll sit with you at the table. Marly will be backstage when you go up for your acceptance speech."
 
"If."
 
"When. I'll follow behind and be on the stairs. And that's ten feet. 45 seconds."
 
"How much can you do in 45 seconds?"
 
Shane snorted. "Plenty."
 
Ilya kissed him again.
 
"Okay, I have to go back out before they hunt me down for sport."
 
"What the fuck is with Hollywood people?"
 
"It's the weed and uppers."
 
"Oh. That seems...counterproductive."
 
Ilya bobbled his head, silently conceding the point. So Shane kissed that sweet cheek mole and went to the door, checking the hall first. Just production crew, all black clothes and wearing badges. He led Ilya back out and into the styling area again, much more subdued and agreeable. Shane stayed closer this time, right next to his chair and facing the opposite direction.
 
Ilya was still jumpy, not wanting anyone too close, but he settled a little by grabbing the bottom of Shane's suit jacket.
 
Then the show started. Ilya participated in the chatter by shit-talking the other actors as they presented or were announced for categories. Shane kept his face as flat as possible, but it was difficult. Ilya was sharp and funny, somehow so specific without being truly mean. He had the whole room in stitches, hanging on his every word. It was incredible how quickly he could turn it on and change the entire energy of a group. They responded to him as if they'd been waiting for him to step into position, hit the mark, the whole while. Maybe that was true, maybe that was the point.
 
Maybe that was Ilya's job.
 
It had Shane thinking about the job. His job. How it went hand in hand with Comeau's, a dance, push and pull. And it made him think about the two and a half weeks of quiet. About entry points. About laziness. Comeau wouldn't try to beat security, that took work, skill, finesse. But if he was already inside...
 
Shane put a hand to Ilya's shoulder and bent to speak quietly.
 
"Comeau got himself on staff."
 
Ilya twisted his head to look at him. "What?"
 
"As a failsafe. It's a theory. Not production or security, no backstage access. They would have screened for those."
 
"Waiter?"
 
"Or usher. I'm going to get Marly to take his picture to the manager again. Ask about new contract hires." He started to go and Ilya grabbed his wrist. It drew surprised looks from people around them, Shane could feel their eyes. But that wild, terrified glint in Ilya's eyes had his full attention. Shane turned to face him, covering his hand.
 
"I will be back in two minutes. You go on in five. I will not let you walk out there without me in the wings, okay?"
 
"Okay," he nodded. He slipped his hand into Shane's and squeezed before releasing so Shane could find Marly.
 
It was a quick, clipped conversation. Marly seemed to follow his thinking right away.
 
"Keep your phone out, the second I know I'm texting you."
 
Shane was walking back to position precisely as producers were bustling Ilya into position along with Co-Star Anna. Shane stood on his prescribed mark, exactly twenty feet from the podium with a clear view of the audience. He looked over at Ilya, who was already looking at him. Shane couldn't stop the smile as Ilya winked at him and flipped that switch, suddenly becoming The Ilya Rozanov mid-stride with pretty Anna on his arm.
 
Shane tracked the room, focusing on staff movement, as the audience cheered riotously for Ilya and Anna. They were a very popular duo from the show. Not as popular as him and Scott, but that was by design. Scott wasn't presenting, he was in the audience. So as the pair went out, they pretended to be vying for Scott's attention with Ilya making a pointed beard joke.
 
It went smoothly, they were very good at playing off each other. Everyone applauded as Ilya announced the winner. Which was Shane's cue to step onto the stage to collect Ilya. He was meant to look like an usher, he would escort Anna to her seat and be a physical barrier between Ilya and suspected sight lines.
 
Walking back to the table was tense but seamless. Anna made a few quips about Shane at Ilya's expense, but Shane was too busy scanning the room. Two women, four men in waitstaff uniforms. Three ushers escorting seat fillers as needed. He'd considered a seat-filler as Comeau's cover, but it would restrict his movement and was unpredictable in terms of vantage point.
 
If he was being honest, he didn't think Comeau would be stupid enough to make a move during the show. Figured he would probably wait until they were exiting, transition from building to car. In the confusion of everyone leaving, there would be simpler exit strategies. But he wasn't taking any chances.
 
Shane deposited Anna in her seat, shook hands with Scott and Jacobs, kissed Svetlana's cheek, and sat next to Ilya. He stretched a hand to Shane's back, stroking down even as he exchanged teasing barbs with his friends and tablemates. It said something about how ill-advisedly intimate they'd been the last few weeks that Shane didn't even react to it. No, his eyes were on the crowd again. He'd specifically requested a seat with a view of the room and not the stage. Most had turned their chairs to comfortably watch the show, but Shane had no interest in it.
 
Unfortunately, the hosts were comedians who liked to do crowd work. One of them, and Shane had no clue what his name was, came and crouched down next to him, the camera following him. Shane stayed flat but was internally rolling his eyes.
 
"Heeey, man," the guy said with a faux-sympathetic voice, clapping Shane on the shoulder. "So the show is that way..."
 
The audience laughed appreciatively, Shane lifted his chin but stayed silent. Ilya must have been given a head's up about the possible bit because he intervened smoothly.
 
"Jack, leave my bodyguard alone, he is working. You know, a job, the thing you won't have tomorrow?"
 
The audience erupted into laughter at the host's playfully faux-offended response.
 
"Bodyguard?" he stage whispered. "Is this the hot bodyguard?" Ilya just grinned and nodded. "Love your work, man." He hopped to make space and re-enacted Shane slamming down that rabid fan who'd jumped the gate outside Jimmy Fallon. The audience loved it. He popped back up to his feet, breathing heavy and slicking back his disarrayed hair.
 
"So, do you have a gun?" He put the microphone directly in Shane's face and he blinked.
 
"Yes."
 
"Can we…see...the gun?"
 
Shane kept scanning the waitstaff.
 
"No."
 
The host pulled a yikes expression at the camera and mouthed wow.
 
"And we thought Ilya was bad at English..."
 
Ilya playfully threw a cracker at him which he dodged as if on cue.
 
"Give it up for the Hot Bodyguard everyone!"
 
For some reason, they all clapped and cheered. Shane stayed focused. No one out of place, no one lingering too long where they shouldn't be. No direct shot from the stage or the balcony. He brought out his phone to check for messages. He had two from Marly.
 
M: Nothing yet.
 
M: Aliases?
 
Shane texted back the three names Comeau had used in the past according the Hayden's team. He could speculate but that would be a shot in the dark.
 
Thirty more minutes of the show went by without incident. Marly texted that they were still going through pictures. It was possible he'd use a prosthetic, wig, or makeup to conceal his true appearance. Shane wanted them to take their time, so he told Marly to stay there until finished.
 
Then Ilya's category came up: Outstanding Lead Actor in a Drama Series. It was one of the more popular categories, so the presenters had a longer bit and the windup was drawn out for effect.
 
"And the winner for Outstanding Lead Actor in a Drama Series...Ilya Rozanov as Connor Storrie in Skating Limits!"
 
There was a genuine uproar as Ilya had his reaction. He immediately turned to Svetlana who hugged him and kissed his face, wiping her lipstick off his cheek with a laugh. Shane simultaneously felt a bitter pang and warm relief at the sight. Bitter because he couldn't do it, relieved he had Sveta. Ilya would always have Sveta, no matter what his dead piece of shit brother said or did.
 
The crowd continued to cheer as Ilya turned to accept hugs, kisses, and handshakes from his tablemates. He also swung a hand back looking for Shane. At the table, Shane stayed close, still scanning the crowd and allowing Ilya to keep ahold of his jacket.
 
Then they were moving up to the stage, and Shane kept his body between Ilya and the crowd. He hit the top step and stopped. Ten feet, 45 seconds. Ilya got to the podium to accept his award, make his speech, and Shane's phone buzzed in his hand.
 
M: BALCONY
 
Shane's head swung and was just in time to see a waiter at the railing with a long object already in position.
 
It was instinct. Training. A reaction. Desperation.
 
Shane ran onto the stage, right for Ilya. The shot rang out and he jumped, bringing them both to the ground. A burning pinch, ah fuck that hurt, hundreds of screams, and Shane blinked momentarily disoriented.
 
He saw Comeau clearly on the railing with just enough light for a clear shot, civilians had already run. Comeau was lining up his next shot. Ilya's head was exposed. Shane grabbed for his gun and fired three times before passing out.






      

  












      Chapter 40: Hospital
  



    Chapter Notes
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  Ilya didn't have time to register Shane, the shot, or any of it before he hit the ground. Head slamming on the boards. It just happened that fast. Then Shane, still pinning him down, pulled his gun and fired into the crowd while Ilya held his breath. People screamed, but no more shots.
 
He thought they were fine until he felt a sudden heat on his chest. Something wet. Until he realized Shane had passed out instead of collapsing in relief. It couldn't have been more than seconds.
 
"Shane?" He pushed at him to find his eyes, slapped at his face when didn't get a response. "Shane! Shane!"
 
Physically, he knew he was screaming, that he was calling for help. But he couldn't hear himself. And people came, tried checking on Ilya first. He shoved them off. He scrambled, looking for the wound and trying to press down on it.
 
"It's not my blood! He's been shot! He's been shot! Please! Shane, open your eyes," he begged, thoughtlessly slipping into Russian, "look at me, sweetheart, please, please look at me."
 
It was a blur. He didn't know how long he was there, putting pressure on Shane's chest, begging him to wake up. But eventually Marly, Scott, and Jacobs were there hauling him away from Shane's body as EMTs loaded him onto a gurney. He shook them off, fighting to get back to Shane's side. He found an opening and slid in, grabbing and holding Shane's hand as they walked to the ambulance.
 
They nearly didn't let him in the ambulance, but suddenly Svetlana was there, snappish and terrifying. The EMTs let both of them and Marly in.
 
While the EMTs worked, barking information and instructions at each other over Shane's unmoving form, Ilya was too scared to touch him. Svetlana held his hand instead, speaking in low Russian. It should have been comforting, but Ilya just stared at Shane's face, willing him to open his eyes. He didn't.
 
He coded twice during the ride.
 
The hospital was chaos. The media had beaten them there and were waiting snapping pictures and trying to talk to them. Marly shoved a guy back away from Ilya so roughly that the whole group went down. Thankfully Svetlana redirected the media attention to her so Ilya could follow Shane.
 
Marly stopped to talk to hospital security, sounding more professional than he ever had in his life. Shane and the EMTs were intercepted by the hospital staff, asking dozen rapid fire questions Ilya could barely translate.
 
"Who are you?" a nurse asked him brusquely. Ilya didn't even hesitate, he didn't want to get separated.
 
"Boyfriend."
 
"Next of kin?"
 
"His parents. I...I don't know--"
 
"I called them," Svetlana came walking quickly into the fray. "They are on their way and available to make any decisions by phone. Can you please let us sit in the closest waiting room? We want to make sure they are updated until they can get here."
 
She slid her arm through Ilya's and pulled him along as she followed the helpful nurse. Next thing he knew, he was in an uncomfortably stiff chair being told to drink from a water bottle. Sveta said something about...he didn't know but she would be back. Ilya just stared and the floor trying to make himself forget Shane's slack face in the ambulance.
 
"Here," Sveta said in Russian, offering him a gray tshirt. He stared at it, confused. "You need to change your shirt, malysh, it's--"
 
Ilya looked down at himself, finally registering what she was saying. His white dress shirt was smeared with blood. Shane's blood. And his hands. His vision blurred, he may have been crying.
 
He vaguely registered Sveta calling a nurse for some help. She didn't think they could get him to stand but wet towels maybe?
 
That's how he found himself shirtless in an ER waiting room being wiped down, cleaned of Shane's blood. He almost wanted them to stop. Because what if Shane died? What would he have left?
 
"He doesn't wear a cross," he told Sveta nonsensically. She frowned at him, but didn't reply, just helped him into the clean shirt.
 
Then Luca and Hayden Pike showed up. Probably tried to talk to him, but Ilya's ears were still ringing. One shot. Screams. Three shots. More screams.
 
"...dead. Yeah. Shane got him three times to the head. We have to run DNA to confirm, but yeah. It's over. Comeau is dead."
 
Ilya didn't move for the next six hours. Someone was always sitting with him, but he didn't register who or how long they were there. He stared at the door where the doctor was supposed to come through. He slept a little maybe. He drank cups of water handed to him, took bites of a granola bar. None of it registered until Yuna and David Hollander came through the doors.
 
He froze, cold dread sweeping over him, when Yuna locked eyes on him. Her face crumpled.
 
"Oh honey," she walked over so fast, urged him out of his chair and into her arms. Hugged him. "Are you okay? Are you hurt?"
 
"No," he croaked in answer to both questions, dazed when Shane's mother's hands came to his face to examine him. Her thumb brushed over a sore spot on his temple and he winced. Maybe he did hit his head when Shane...
 
"Shane..."
 
"We know, Svetlana has been texting us with updates every hour." She turned looking for her.
 
"I will get a nurse," Svetlana said, getting to her feet next to him. Oddly, she was out of her gown and wearing blue scrubs and sandals. When had that happened? "They thought maybe another hour or two last I checked."
 
She brushed a hand over Ilya's back and left. Yuna's hands dropped to clasp Ilya's and he registered David coming to stand next to him, hand to his shoulder.
 
"I can't...I'm so sorry," he whispered, letting tears slip.
 
"It's not your fault, son," David said gently, squeezing his shoulder. "Shane did what he had to do. He's tough, he'll get through this."
 
For the first time since his mother died, Ilya let himself actually cry in front of other people, and was pulled in for an embrace. Two people who should hate him hugged him instead.
 
*
 
Around 2 am, Luca took Svetlana home with Paolo to go get some sleep. David offered to take the girls to a condo Shane owned in Burbank. Of course he owned a condo in Burbank that he never mentioned, and Ilya couldn't even tease him for it. Yuna had decided to stay. And even though both she and Sveta tried to convince him to go with David, to get some rest, he just shook his head.
 
He sat for four more hours in that waiting room, holding Yuna's hand. She explained any updates the nurses gave. Shane was doing well, the bullet had only grazed his lung but they were having trouble getting it. The angle for surgery was complicated and dangerous. There were a couple of bones needing to be set. He'd lost a lot of blood. They had to monitor his blood pressure more carefully because he only had one kidney. They were taking their time to make sure they didn't damage his lung. He was stable, he was going to survive. Surgery was complete and he was resting.
 
Yuna broke down crying in Ilya's arms at that. Thank god David and Hayden Pike showed up again because Ilya was ill-equipped. He wasn't relieved at all. He wouldn't be relieved until he saw Shane's eyes open.
 
When the nurse came to tell them Shane was awake, Ilya crumbled. He folded over his thighs, head on his arms, crying silently. He felt a hand on his back, but didn't register who it was. Yuna and David went back first, obviously. Ilya was in no condition to go anyway. The hand stayed firmly on his back.






      

  












      Chapter 41: Aftermath
  








  He looked small.

It was stupid thing people said about people in the hospital, but it was true. Shane always tried to make himself seem smaller and unassuming, to blend in with the furniture, but this was…Yuna kissed Shane's head and excused herself and David to go find coffee. Pike was supposed to come in with him, but had to take a call, so they were alone.

"IIl-yaaa," Shane sang when he clocked him, face open and eyes heavy from what had to be the strongest pain killers in the world. His voice was even an octave or two higher than usual.

"Hey…are you…how do you feel?"

Ilya was putting a lot of energy into not crying. He didn't want to cry in front of Shane, not like this, not when he knew what he had to do after.

"Right now? Weird. But it's not so bad. I think the kidney was worse—"

"Kidney?"

Shane's eyes widened as his head dipped a little. "Whoa. Head rush. I think my heart rate just spiked—Hey! Heeey!" He held out his hand for him. Freaked, Ilya immediately went to Shane's side, taking it without thinking.

"Are you okay? Shane, what—"

He whined a little, letting his eyes shut and clutching Ilya's hand tighter.

"M'jus happy to see you. Safe. Ok-ei. I got to you."

"You can do a lot in ten feet," Ilya agreed. "I am okay. A bruise," he said uselessly, lifting his free hand to stroke over Shane's pretty freckles. His skin was too pale under them. They stood out but he liked it better when he was blushing. Shane smiled and turned into the touch.

"You saved my life," Ilya whispered. Shane breathed out, head going to his shoulder and opening his glassy eyes to look at him.

"That's the job," he joked in sing song, "but I'd take a thousand bullets to keep you safe. Cause I—"

"Mr. Shane!" Katya squealed from the doorway, running through it and climbing onto the end of his bed. He'd been grateful for his niece at least a million times since her birth, but never more so than in that moment when she stopped Shane from saying something neither one of them would have recovered from.

"Katya! Be careful!" Ilya snapped in Russian, snatching her from her perch to put her in front of Shane. "This is a hospital, not a jungle gym!"

"Don't be boring, Ilya," Shane mocked, his voice silly and drowsy. Katya giggled and took Shane's hand when he extended it. Sofia came in right behind her, out of breath.

"Sorry! She heard the nurse say the room number and bolted!" She brightened, smiling at them. "Mr. Hollander! It's so good to see you awake!"

"Hi-i Sofia!"

"And high," she chuckled, raising her brows at Ilya. She sat more sedately in a chair on the opposite side of them. "Must've given you the good stuff, huh?"

"Soooo good. I cannot feel my feet. Katya, do I have feet or did they steal them?"

He and the girls got a good laugh out of that and Katya even pretended to inspect his feet, counting his toes just in case. Ilya watched in real time as his niece's anxiety was drained away by Shane just being Shane. She put on a good show in hospitals, too comfortable and familiar with how they worked for a person so small. But she had tells. Ilya could see it. And he could see her relaxing around Shane like she did with so few people. He ached.

"…and when you come back home we can—"

Shane cleared his throat, brows pinching together. "Katya, I'm not…" He put out his hand again and she took it. "Your dyadya is safe, and the bad guys are gone. That means my job is done," he told her slowly, his voice clearer and more steady. Ilya could see the strain to be focused. "I don't need to come back to your house anymore."

Right. No need. The job was done, bad guys gone. He didn't need to come back. There was no reason. Ilya knew that. He'd known it the whole time. Technically speaking, this was supposed to be Shane's last day on the job. Today was the day he was supposed to collect his last paycheck and walk out of Ilya's life, as a professional. He'd known that, it was in the contract.

Nothing had changed. Ilya had come here intending to make sure Shane knew this was done, the sex, the thing approaching friendship, all of it. No matter what he'd thought before, he couldn't handle just casual sex with Shane. He couldn't have him anywhere near him and not want to be with him. Nothing between them was casual. It never had been. And being together? No. Ilya didn't do that, he didn't know how. Shane had almost died because Ilya was such a piece of shit that someone paid a man to kill him.

It couldn't happen. There was no future for Shane with him, it would never work. Shane deserved better. Someone…good and happy. Someone with a nice, alive family that his parents could love. This was done. The job was done. Ilya knew that.

So why did he feel like he'd just been stabbed in the gut?

"Oh…" Katya said gently, sounding disappointed, "will I see you before I go back to Russia with Babushka?"

"Yeah maybe." His brows pinched. "I have some things to get from the guest house, I'll come say goodbye okay?" She nodded with a smile. "Cool. Now." He picked up a green jell-o cup and handed it to her. "You have to eat this so the mean nurse doesn't yell at me."

She gasped and snatched it. "You can't eat that, it will kill you!"

And okay, that did get a chuckle from Ilya.

The girls stayed for another ten minutes, but Katya did have school so they said goodbye, and promised to be there when Shane came by to get his things. Ilya watched them go, not intending to stay long either.

"You should rest," Ilya said, realizing how far back he was from the bed now. Too far to reach for the hand Shane extended. He didn't move to take it. He put his hands in his pockets.

"You're making that face," Shane complained. "I hate that face."

"What face?"

"Like on New Years. At your party."

Ilya frowned. "You weren't at the party. You took the night off."

Shane sighed, nodding as his eyes drooped closed. His interaction with Katya must have drained what little energy he had. Ilya almost regretted allowing it, allowing their last minutes to be whittled down like that. But it was for the best.

"Did checksss…you looked sad. People always wanna be around you and don't see it. Wanted to—" he shifted and frowned. "Chase em all out. Make you tell me." His voice was getting softer, he was drifting, falling asleep. Slurring his words adorably. "Just hol' you and let you be sad and make you happy 'gin. S'good when you smile for real. Not camera smile. You smile."

Ilya inhaled sharply, unable to cope with anything coming out of Shane's mouth. Not after the previous day. Not after Svetlana scrubbed Shane's blood from his hands. Not after what Shane almost unconsciously said. Not when he had to walk out that door and end this before he could do more damage. But he was a coward at heart, he didn't say anything, he didn't move, and Shane fell asleep. He felt tears slip and batted them away.

He let himself kiss Shane's forehead one more time, lingering too long, and left.






      

  












      Chapter 42: Gilbert Comeau
  



    Chapter Notes
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  When Shane woke up again, his parents had come back and were chatting with Hayden. His mouth was dry, his head hurt, and he was a little stiff but not too bad for getting shot overall. Getting shot in the kidney had been way worse than this. Sometimes he missed that kidney…whoa, weird thought, how much morphine was he on?

"Hey sweetie," his mom crooned, coming to adjust his pillows to help him sit up and handing him a cup of water with a straw. "Is it too bright in here? We can pull the curtains. They just lowered the dose on your painkillers, you were way out of it."

"It's fine," he croaked, sipping the water. "How long was I out?"

Hayden snorted. "Since when?"

"Since Rozanov left?"

The trio dropped quiet and exchanged glances with one another that Shane did not have the mental capacity to interpret.

"A few hours," his mom answered. "He had to—"

"It's okay," Shane interrupted sharply. "Not necessary." They didn't need to say it. Shane knew why he left. Fucking painkillers made him loopy enough that he almost…Didn't matter. Shane would have left too.

He looked at Hayden with a smirk. "Please tell me you've been doing your job and not sitting around watching me sleep."

That got a laugh, shifting the mood immediately as Hayden updated Shane on the case. Dallas Kent had been charged with stalking, breaking and entering, and conspiracy to commit murder. He was getting pushed through the system quickly, apparently, since he was cooperating to get his sentence reduced. Hayden didn't think there was going to be a trial, at least.

Comeau was dead. They were going through everything at his two different apartments, a storage locker, and his office. There was a lot. He was now a suspect in five other murders, for which he was hired. The Attorney General was very supportive of the investigation, apparently she had a bit of a crusade for transparent government. Comeau being a rogue former CIA agent was something she was going to sink her teeth into.

"Thankfully for you and Roz, there won't be a trial for that." He evened up his papers, tapping them on his lap with a sardonic lift of his brow. "You know, because you blew the guy's face off?"

"It was dark."

"It was dark three times?"

"I don't miss."

"No you don't," Hayden agreed. "There's more."

"How?" Shane sighed, shifting and immediately regretting it when his stitches pulled. His mom was right there with another pillow to help support him. Not her first time helping him out like this, unfortunately. "How the fuck can there be any fucking more to this fucked up story?"

"Shane," his mom admonished even as Hayden laughed.

"No, let it out, bud," his dad chimed in, crossing his legs where he sat. "If anybody deserves to drop F-bombs right now, it's you. Helps with the healing, I read an article about it."

"David…"

"We got Comeau's personnel file from the agency." Shane frowned. "Redacted, obviously, but it's the internal notes that are the most interesting for once." He handed a file to Shane who accepted it with a sigh, opening it to skim. "Notice anything?"

He did. Immediately. It was almost identical to his own with one major difference.

"He applied to all the same positions as me," Shane murmured, turning the page. "At the same time."

"Multiple times for some of them. Before you did, when you did, after you did. Wanna guess when he actually did manage to get promoted?"

He didn't have to guess. "After I left. He took my spot almost every time."

"Yeah," Hayden said sitting back in his chair. "And apparently, you were mentioned in his psych evals several times. They wouldn't give me details, but the bottom line? Bitter, angry, resentful, jealous. It lost him a team lead position he was up for, actually, and then you went to Secret Service. Obviously he followed you there."

Shane closed and tossed the file onto the bed, rubbed his face and wincing at the tug of the IV in his hand.

"Okay, so what? What does any of this matter?"

"Well," his dad cut Hayden off, "it sounds like Ilya wasn't the only one with a stalker."

"It certainly speaks to his state of mind," his mom chimed in, arms folding. "His plan…it was messy and risky. Too flashy and prolonged. I would doubt his other victims had similar experiences."

Shane looked between the three of them. "You think he was taunting me?"

"We think he was trying to beat you, Shane. Publicly. Dramatically." He cleared his throat. "The team ran through it a dozen times this morning. He had no exit strategy. He was leaving that theater in cuffs having killed your principal on live, national television, or he wasn't leaving at all."

"That's crazy," Shane whispered, shaking his head and blinking. "That's crazy, he wasn't like that."

"He hated you. That's what the agency shrink said. Getting the job was a coincidence. Profiler thinks that he intended to finish it on New Year's Eve. But—"

"But Svetlana hired me. He changed the plan."

"He changed the plan to ruin your career. Maybe kill you in the process. It was lucky you got to Roz in time."

"It wasn't luck," Shane argued, remembering Marly being activated and motivated. Remembering how he and Hayden had argued with the show's team and theater mangement. Remembering Luca's consistency and steadiness. Remembering how many times he and Ilya had run through the steps, talked over the plan, how in-tune they were with where the other was in relation to themselves. They'd worked as a unit, on time and together. It wasn't luck.

"It was the job."
 






      

  












      Chapter 43: Did I Misread Completely?
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  For the next 48 hours, Shane wasn't alone for more than a minute. And that minute was when he went to the bathroom after they took the catheter out. His parents were there obviously, and Luca and Marly came by on their own for a few hours. They didn't mention Ilya, and Shane didn't ask. Svetlana and Paolo came, handing over his final paycheck, silly because it was direct deposit, with a kiss to his cheek (both of them, which had Shane blushing idiotically).
 
Scott, Jacobs, and some of the Skating Limits cast also stopped in, bringing him flowers and gifts, thanking him profusely. They took a group photo, with Shane's permission, to post to the show's socials. He decided he'd blame it on pain killers if anyone brought it up later.
 
They left as a noisy unit, taking Shane's energy with them. When Scott lingered, his mom looked ready to snap, but Shane waved her off. Scott shoved his hands in his jacket pockets.
 
"I tried calling Roz..."
 
Shane shook his head. "He's been through a lot."
 
"Yeah. He's..." Scott cast a glance at Shane's parents. Looking back at Shane, he nodded. "You...be well. Things work themselves out, you know?"
 
"That they do," Shane answered. "Goodbye Scott."
 
Hayden brought Jackie and the kids, who had been begging to see Uncle Shane and bring him the get well cards they'd made him. Jade and Ruby had a lot of medical questions he had no clue how to answer, and Amber kept grabbing for tubes, cords, and buttons, but the cuddles from Arthur were nice. Jackie insisted that she was going to coordinate with his mom to meal prep, and that actually made him feel a little better about being on bedrest for weeks.
 
Rose had called every day since he woke up, and threatened to get on a plane to come and stay with him. He told her absolutely not, she was in the middle of a show run and he was totally fine. She did force him to promise to video call every day so she didn't freak out thinking he'd ripped his stiches and bled out. Shane had laughed and was silently appreciative that she didn't ask any questions about Ilya.
 
Shane was discharged three days after his surgery with very intense care instructions. He memorized them and passed the packet to his mom who would absolutely do the same and nag him about every detail. He loved her so much.
 
His parents drove him to Ilya's house in Pasadena. He had to get the copy of the case file and return it to the FBI. He had some random things he'd left there too. Nothing important. Honestly, he didn't need any of it. Luca or Marly could have returned the file. He didn't need to go, but…Well, he'd promised Katya after all.
 
She was running out of the house before Shane could even shut the car door. She did a quick stop and hugged him gently, lower by his hips to avoid his wound and sling. Sofia came huffing and puffing in her wake, claiming that dance lessons were making her faster. They all chatted for awhile, walking around the house to the back so Shane could get into the guest house. They found Marly and Luca playing cards on the deck, which drew him into a long discussion about his plans. Thankfully, his dad caught his eye and started asking them questions about the house. Shane slipped away quietly.
 
The guest house was just as he'd left it: perfectly clean with his belongings and files neatly arranged on the bathroom counter and desk respectively. He poked his head out when he heard someone come in.
 
Ilya, of course.
 
"Hey."
 
"Hey." Ilya's eyes moved over his body quickly, obviously assessing. He stayed locked on the sling for a moment but then looked away. "How are you feeling?"
 
Shane wanted to ask that question. Ilya looked tired. Drawn. It reminded Shane of the time between Christmas and the press tour when they were avoiding each other in the house and Ilya seemed to be one wrong move from shouting. He didn't know what to do with that. But Ilya been through a lot in such a short period of time, more than any one person should have to bear. It wasn't fair to ask for anything else. It wasn't fair to push him. It wasn't fair to ask him to forgive Shane for fucking up so spectacularly. It wasn't fair to ask him to go back to how they were at the cabin. Everything had changed. There was no recovering from any of it. He took a breath.
 
"I'm all right."
 
Ilya rubbed his nose. "I didn't let anyone touch your stuff. I know you like it a certain way."
 
"Thanks. I appreciate that."
 
"So…where to now?"
 
Shane shrugged with his good arm. "The cabin until I heal. Then the next job." Ilya was quiet. "What about you?"
 
"Three months until filming starts. Katya is going back to Russia with her mother's family. I'm going to handle some of Alexei's affairs. That was always the plan anyway."
 
"Yeah."
 
"You could stay." Shane turned to look at him fully. "Until you recover. Eight weeks, yes? At least you'd be near civilization. Marly and Luca, if you needed something."
 
But not Ilya, he noticed. No mention of staying with Ilya. Shane nodded but kept quiet. He couldn't stay anyway. Paparazzi were lurking everywhere trying to catch Ilya. There were so many rumors circulating already, if anything real leaked his career would be finished. That was as good an excuse as any. An easy out for whatever this was.
 
"Or you could come with me," Shane answered. And fuck, that was stupid. But he was feeling stupid and desperate because he hated that look on Ilya's face, he hated the physical and mental distance between them. Shane wanted to know what he was thinking, what he wanted. He needed it to be clear even if it put him squarely on his ass. He just needed Ilya to say it.
 
"Hollander." He expression went tight, jaw clenched. Mean.
 
"You don't even like it here," Shane argued, pissed off at the formality. "Paps keep trying to get pictures, I know Svetlana's phone is blowing up with people trying to lure you back out into public. Marly said Bood had to call the cops on intruders like six times already. Someone tried to kill you, Ilya."
 
"Someone shot you, Shane."
 
"Come back to the cabin with me. Don't go to Russia, hire a lawyer. Just…" he broke off, frustrated again. Ilya crossed his arms, shaking his head.
 
"I can't."
 
"You won't." And that's different.
 
Ilya shrugged and stayed stubbornly silent. That was answer enough. Shane had pushed too far too many times. He'd made an impossible situation even more impossible. He understood that. Or he would eventually. He had to. If that's what Ilya wanted, then Shane had to accept it.
 
"Right," he dropped his eyes to the side, snapping back up on reflex. Frustrating. "Will you at least call me when you get back? So I know you're alive."
 
"Yeah, maybe," Ilya folded his arms and nodded, still not making eye contact. "I'll call."
 
But that maybe sounded a whole lot like a no. Shane tried not to let the disappointment stick too close to him. Tried not to let it feel like this was a final goodbye.
 
It didn't feel like a goodbye anyway. Ilya nodded again and walked out of the guest house with a casually cool see you around, Hollander. But they wouldn't. He literally would never see Ilya again if he didn't reach out.
 
Shane had a strong feeling he wouldn't.
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  Those first weeks at the cabin were pretty miserable. Shane was in a lot of pain, and couldn't do much while he healed. Which meant sleeping, eating, reading, and moping. More moping than anything else, truthfully. The moping had stages which were fairly consistent. Shane would see or do something that reminded him of Ilya. Shane would actively suppress the memory. Shane would wonder what Ilya was doing, if he was alone, if he was surrounded by people, if those people wanted to fuck him, if Ilya was allowing himself to grieve properly or drinking too much, if he was keeping a routine or staying in bed, if he was reading everything they were saying about him online. If he was thnking about Shane. If he was missing Shane as much as Shane missed him. That felt impossible. 


For Shane, it felt like walking around suddenly half-blind, half-deaf, trying to find something but forgetting what it was the second you walked in the room. Disorienting. Debilitating. Pathetic. He found himself rubbing at his chest, physically aching. Then he would wish he could let himself indulge in painkillers so he could sleep more. Instead he would pick someone to call so they would talk his ear off about their assortment of daily scuffles. Turn on whatever sports game was going or read. Think about Ilya again, suppress the memory, rinse and repeat.


He actively avoided social media and the news, but eventually curiosity got the better of him.


Ilya's market value had skyrocketed, apparently. He was everywhere, pictures and interviews from the press tour, the Emmys, paparazzi shots as he went about leaving LA. Even some outside the house, long range cameras though, thank god. And Marly or Luca were always in the candids with him, holding a jacket over his head or warding people off. Katya, at his side, was completely hidden from view. He looked miserable and it made Shane miserable.

Videos and photos of Shane knocking Ilya to the ground, of Ilya screaming and holding his limp body, were inescapable. It was…It was too raw. Ilya's expression as he screamed was grotesque, devastating, life ruining. No one could deny that kind of emotion, not even Shane on his worst day. The internet, of course, made it into some kind of macabre joke. Turned into into a meme, a foul reaction gif, all just to cope with the horror of it. It made Shane sick. He did actually vomit and immediately blocked the relevant tags.


He watched the press tour videos instead. They were well done, funny, and he had such good chemistry with Scott and Jacobs, his other co-stars Elena and Anna. Their real friendships played off very well in them. It made Shane smile when he distinctly recalled if Ilya had a good time on set versus when he was annoyed or cranky. He wanted to think he could actually tell the difference.


Unfortunately the interviewers also liked asking cheeky personal questions. Ilya was really good at the quick and witty banter, tossing back vague but suggestive answers. Most of the time.


"Have you ever had a secret workplace relationship?"

Scott laughed. "Yeah Roz, have you?"


Oh fuck Scott Hunter. Fuck him hard. Shane didn't remember this interview at all or he would have snapped at him for that. Scott had texted a couple of times to check in, so he still might.


Ilya looked off screen, a cute grin spreading over his face before he looked directly into the camera.

"Next question."


The comment section was full of rabid fans with an array of responses. From: why are we pushing into their private lives so much, leave them alone. To: he and Scott are obviously fucking. Cheating allegations because Scott was in a relationship. There was only one mention of Ilya's "hot bodyguard" with a couple of replies. Small blessings, he supposed. Shane didn't go into any more comment sections.


*

Shane was at the cabin, just back from his physical therapy appointment, when the story broke. If Ilya hadn't won the award, if the murder attempt hadn't been so disgustingly public, if the media wasn't already so saturated with his face, then it probably wouldn't have gone so viral.


FBI Leak: Ilya Rozanov's Slain Brother Hired Hitman!


His first call was to Hayden, who apparently was putting out fires everywhere. He was pissed off and tired, but assured Shane that the leak had been taken care of. It was some agent's sister who sold the story. He'd be lucky to be patroling parking meters by the time Hayden was done with him.


"Have you...did you talk to him?"


"We spoke before he went to Russia," Shane answered. Hayden still sighed and muttered pulling teeth.

"I meant did you talk to him about the things we talked about?"

Shane almost answered that Ilya knew he was gay already. But that would have been a deflection, and he'd promised himself that he would be more forthcoming with Hayden. More honest.

"No," he said finally. "He made it clear the job was done, so...it was done. He's done."

Hayden paused. "He made it clear?"

"What do you mean?"

"Shane...I was at that hospital. I saw him. I saw the look on his face before and after they told us you were awake. Hell, I saw the pictures of him on that stage. The whole world did."

"I asked him to stay, come back to the cabin. He didn't want to."

"Shane. Call him. Talk to him and for the love of god, tell him." He sighed. "And if it still goes to shit Jackie's friend has this awesome cousin..."

His next call was to his mom.

"...you can't just scrub the internet, sweetie. But, the information is thin, hearsay. As long as his team puts out a firm statement, it should be fine. Honestly, he should consider suing. I would if it were my client. Anyway, it's not like there's going to be a trial, and you said he was refusing interviews right?"

"Right."

She sniffed and asked too primly. "Have you spoken to him?"

"No. Not since…He's...I think he's still in Russia anyway." He definitely was in Russia, Svetlana had sent him his itinerary. He'd almost emailed back telling her the contract was up, he didn't need further communication, but… "I was just going to check in with Svetlana, see if I can do anything to help."

"Shane."

"He won't want to hear from me, Mom. Not after this."

"I think you'd be surprised. Just...just try okay? If he doesn't answer, he doesn't answer."

"Right." He choked back the lump in his throat. "I'll do that. Thanks Mom."

They said their goodbyes, hung up, and he stared at Ilya's contact for a full minute. It wasn't that late in Moscow. He'd probably be with his family. Well with Katya if his sister-in-law's family even allowed that. Especially with Alexei gone. The idea that Ilya was alone in Russia finding out...It made Shane sick to his stomach. He knew it wasn't his fault, he didn't regret his decision, but still the guilt gnawed at him.

He pressed call and closed his eyes. It rang a few times and went to voicemail. Made sense. He texted instead. He wrote three different messages before he landed on a lame: Just checking in. You okay? Shane doubted he'd even answer. Or he would just tell him to fuck off.

He did check in with Svetlana, just an email though. He wanted to maintain some ounce of professionalism and if he heard the warm rumble of her accent, he'd crack. Especially because she'd be kind about it. She'd tell him what Illyusha was doing, how he was impossible, make a joke about Shane coming back to keep him out of trouble. Shane just couldn't handle talking to someone who loved Ilya the way…

Frustrated, he decided to go for a walk, and he held his phone in his hand on full volume.
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  Shane was fixing lunch later when the phone rang. He frowned, thinking he had to be hallucinating. But he blinked and it was still actually Ilya's name lighting up. It would be about 1:00 am in Moscow. He didn't let it get to the third ring.
 
"Hey," Shane said, hoping he didn't sound out of breath.
 
"Hey." Fuck, it was so stupid how much he'd missed Ilya's voice. It occurred to him that they'd never even talked on the phone. This was so fucking dumb.
 
"How are you?"
 
"Okay. Not good. Probably bad."
 
"I assume you saw--"
 
"Yes, Shane, I saw."
 
"I'm so sorry Ilya. Does Katya-?"
 
"Net. No, I talked to her grandmother, they don't want her to know either. I'll tell her, blyat, I don't know what to tell her."
 
"The truth. That her father loved her, that you love her, and that's all that matters."
 
They let the silence stretch for a long moment.
 
"Did you know?"
 
"Yes."
 
"The whole time?" There was a tremulous wave to his voice that gutted Shane. He just wanted to be holding his hand.
 
"No. Not the whole time."
 
"You didn't tell me."
 
"I didn't tell anyone. Feds went through all of Comeau's communication, just to clear things up. That's how they knew. I didn't plan to—it was done."
 
"Guess I don't have to worry about a second attempt anymore...Were you ever going to tell me?"
 
"No."
 
His answering sigh was heavy and Shane thought he deserved an explanation. He deserved a lot more than that, but he was currently in a different hemisphere.
 
"By the time I knew, it didn't matter. And I am so sorry that this is how you had to find out by the way, but I just…It didn't feel...I didn't think you needed to carry that too."
 
"So you carried it."
 
"Yes. And I don't regret it either so I'm not apologizing for that. Especially if the trade off was you keeping more security."
 
Ilya huffed. "I don't know if I want to punch you or kiss you."
 
"Yeah. I'm familiar with the feeling."
 
"Does it go away?"
 
"Not so far."
 
Ilya breathed deeply on the other end.
 
"Everything is so fucked, Shane," he said miserably. There was a slight wobble to his voice, and Shane suspected he was already crying. He was right, it was all fucked, and Shane couldn't even hold him.
 
"Tell me."
 
"Well," he breathed out, "my brother hired someone to kill me so I hired a bodyguard, and he was really hot so I fucked him."
 
"Mmm, well there was no other option."
 
"Exactly, you understand. It was good too. Insanely good. He pretty much ruined other men for me. Like, what would even be the point?"
 
"Just men, huh?"
 
Ilya ignored that. "Except it was a mistake because I fell in love with the guy. Which is crazy because he is so boring, dresses in terrible suits, eats like a weird monk."
 
"My suits are practical."
 
"But I like him so much. He makes me laugh. Makes me feel safe. I haven't felt safe since my mother died. But it scared me and I'm an asshole, so I put a lot of work into making him think I don't so that when his job was done, he could go and find somebody nicer instead of me who had three plans to kidnap him and lock him in my basement as my personal sex slave--"
 
"You're in love with me?"
 
Ilya's answering chuckle was confusing but warm and Shane wanted to sink his teeth into the sound.
 
"Yes, Shane. I am in love with you. It's stupid. And embarrassing. I have five terrible pictures of you and I keep staring at them. I've wanted to call you every day since I left you at the hospital. I should have gone with you to the cabin, we could be having amazing makeup sex in that banya right now."
 
"It's not makeup sex if I don't apologize," Shane pointed out, brain still spinning out since Yes, Shane. Like it was obvious or inevitable, and honestly it was. Ilya chuckled again.
 
"I wanted to talk at the cabin....then I thought about telling you after the Emmys. A lot. But you were a little busy letting yourself get shot. Scaring me shitless."
 
"I did not let myself get shot."
 
"Oh, well fuck me, I didn't know brave heroic jump to save someone's life meant you had to be hit by a bullet after I literally asked you not to. News to me."
 
"That's what happens when you push someone out of the line of fire."
 
"Just admit you were too slow, this is so embarrassing for you."
 
"You're an asshole," he said reflexively and without heat.
 
"Are you done with your panic attack yet?"
 
"Nope," Shane answered on a sigh. His hand was rubbing over his chest, willing his heart to slow the fuck down.
 
"I could tell you about a dream I had of you--"
 
"I love you too," he interrupted firmly making Ilya stop short. "So much. It might actually be killing me. And I'm so annoyed that we're doing this on the phone while you're in fucking Russia--"
 
"I am not in Russia."
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  "I am not in Russia."
 
Shane stared straight ahead into nothing for a full 20 seconds while his brain processed that. Vaguely, he thought he heard Ilya's soft chuckle, but he could have been hallucinating. He could have been hallucinating this whole conversation. Maybe he'd slipped and hit his head while he was out walking, he wasn't usually clumsy, but he'd been holding his phone and distracted--
 
"What?"
 
Great, now he sounded fucking stupid. At least he could breathe again. Small victories.
 
"Da. I left very early this morning. Or yesterday, Ya ne znayu, I am too tired."
 
"Why did you leave?"
 
"Is that really what you want to talk about right now?"
 
"Ilya, where are you?"
 
"LAX in customs. They're making me wait, but I think the clerk is just flirting with me."
 
Customs? Why wasn't he flying charter? Was he alone there? Had people recognized him? Ridiculous, of course they had. Shane was already going for his keys.
 
"I'm coming to get you."
 
"No, is too far with your injury."
 
"Then get a room and we'll drive back here in the morning. I don't care, I'm coming."
 
"Mmm, maybe I am wanting to go home. Feed the fish."
 
"You don't have fish." He armed the security system and let the door auto-lock behind him.
 
"Are you going to speed on the highway?"
 
"No," he answered, getting into the car and punching LAX into the GPS. "I will see you in 4 hours and 57 minutes."
 
"Okay."
 
"Ilya?"
 
"Yes, Shane."
 
"Why'd you come back early?"
 
His hum made Shane shudder, made his hands shake and his hips shift restlessly. It was the same sound he made whenever he was deciding how much he was going to tease Shane before fucking him properly.
 
"Svetlana called…she yelled a lot. Then Marly. Marly was nicer about it. And then Scott. He talked some sense into me. Well, he yelled a lot too."
 
"Does he know? About us?" Shane didn't have to ask about Svetlana because Svetlana knew most things before most people. Marly probably knew by default.
 
"He knows enough. He knows I'm in love with you."
 
Shane clenched the steering wheel as he pulled out and onto the main road. He almost said it back again, but it didn't feel right, he wanted to see Ilya's eyes. His stomach was in knots, a sensation he recently labeled as Ilya seeing as he had a gift for causing it. What had his plan even been? Did he even make one or had he just focused on getting home? Didn't matter. Shane could make the plan now. That's what he was good at.
 
"Get a room and send me the info."
 
"Okay. Five hours."
 
"Four hours and 55 minutes."
 
*
 
It was the longest five hours of Shane's life. He'd made this drive dozens of times and it had never felt this endless. Traffic seemed heavier, people seemed to be driving slower, everything was irritating, even the podcast he'd had queued up for a drive like this. He switched it to a playlist Ilya had sent him during the press tour of songs he thought most humans had heard at least once.
 
Technically, it was a joke just to irritate Shane, but part of him secretly liked the effort. Even if Ilya was making fun of him, he had spent a few hours thinking about him. Seriously, who spent that much time on a not very good joke? Apparently a guy who was in love with him. And Shane did actually know most of the songs, he just didn't know names and titles. Some of them were super weird and he figured Ilya had to be fucking with him but couldn't figure out how.
 
About an hour in, Ilya sent him the hotel information. Unsurprisingly, it was one of the nicer places. Shane had been there with a principal for a conference once. He'd grown up comfortable but felt extremely out of place there. This time, he didn't care, he just wanted to see Ilya.
 
Another hour later his mom was calling.
 
"Hey sweetie, we swung by yours to drop some food off, but obviously you're not here. Okay to leave it in the fridge?"
 
"Sure mom, that's fine."
 
"Did you have to go into town? Your dad and I--"
 
"No, no. I'll be back tomorrow. Early afternoon probably."
 
A short pause. "Is everything okay? Your stitches are okay right? No shortness of breath? Nothing--"
 
He felt the delirious need to laugh because for the first time in awhile, he liked the answer.
 
"Yes...yeah, everything's good. Great actually."
 
"Good, good. Just text us that you're safe."
 
"I will." He had a brief thought about his parents' tendency to drop in. "Just a head's up, I'll be doing a virtual conference for the next few days. And a day long silent meditation retreat--"
 
"Okay, so we won't drop in," his mom agreed easily. "If something comes up, we'll call."
 
"Same. And we should talk. Soon. Not tomorrow." Or for a few days, he hoped. "Dinner…Sunday?"
 
"Of course, sounds good sweetie."
 
"I just have some things...we'll talk Sunday."
 
"Looking forward to it!"
 
Good. That felt good. Like another positive step in a forward direction. He would tell his parents he was gay. Everything with Ilya, that could wait until they figured it all out. It could completely implode, it could turn disastrous. Sometimes the second he thought he had a handle on this thing with Ilya, it went completely sideways. He was tired of dancing around it, tired of avoiding what he was thinking and feeling. This was his last chance to lay it all out there. He just hoped they were on the same page this time.
 
But coming out to his parents, that was something actionable that he could control. And even if Ilya left him on his ass, he would still be gay and his parents would know. Officially.
 
He had to stop for gas so he put the hotel into the GPS and texted Ilya back. He responded with his usual nonsensical emojis, but it made Shane smile anyway. He couldn't remember the last time he was this excited to see someone. Probably Rose, right? But he hadn't felt a fraction of this with Rose. If he'd known it could feel like this, he and Rose never would have gotten married in the first place.
 
He thought about Rose. About how their relationship had been very quiet, not even much social media. If he hadn't been so caught up in his career, his parents might have been concerned. He didn't want that with Ilya. He didn't want to be a secret Ilya had to stress about keeping. He didn't want anyone thinking they were ashamed because Shane wasn't. He wanted to tell his parents right that second. To text Rose and Hayden, to tell Marly, Luca, Scott, and Svetlana and Paolo officially. He wanted them to call Katya together.
 
But he also had no idea what Ilya wanted, so he couldn't plot out a single trajectory. It gave his brain something to chew on; being with a celebrity, being out and public versus the hiding. Posting to social media, the insane comment sections. You could turn off comments, right? But maybe Ilya would want to keep it private. His brand certainly wasn't of the committed relationship variety, and public image was part of the job. So tell a few within their circle, stay out of LA, do more long distance to protect Shane's privacy. They'd have to be away from each other a lot anyway just because of work. They both could be more choosey, but Ilya had contractual obligations and Shane was sometimes away for months. It wouldn't—
 
Well, that was a solveable problem, actually. Very solveable. Lower stakes, much more annoying issues, less control. The studio hiring Shane as security director would probably be a good look for them, too. He would have a say about Ilya's safety and privacy without being on his private payroll. He was certainly qualified for it. He'd call Svetlana later…after he actually talked to Ilya.
 
The last hour and a half of driving picked up, especially as he hit the city. He was still impatient, just more focused.
 
Next he knew, he was pulling up to the hotel, grabbing his go bag, and passing his keys to the valet. Room 1410, Ilya had said. He avoided eye contact with the employees in the lobby and booked it for the elevator. He managed to get on before anyone else showed up. Once the door closed and button pushed, Shane let his eyes close too. He went through his breathing exercise three times before he reached the fourteenth floor.
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  1406...1408..1410
 
He only knocked twice before the door was swinging open.
 
Goddamn, Ilya looked good. He was in a soft gray long sleeve tshirt and sweatpants, eyes bright and smiling.
 
"Hey."
 
"Hey."
 
"I love you," Shane blurted out, making Ilya laugh.
 
He would have been offended but Ilya grabbed at his shirt and gently pulled him in through the door. While they kissed, Ilya took his bag and tossed it. Made sure to get his hands on Shane's face so he couldn't argue about it. He made a token attempt, but mostly just let Ilya kiss him. As amazing as the sex had been, Shane had really missed the kissing. Sometimes it felt like Ilya wanted to devour him, crawl inside or fuse them together. Shane wasn't exactly opposed to the idea.
 
Still, he could tell Ilya was being gentle with him, handling him with a little more care than before. His hands more controlled, less pushy and grabby. Like he was waiting for Shane to wince or push him off. Unlikely. Shane lifted the arm on his good side to Ilya's shoulder.
 
"Not gonna break," he muttered around Ilya's sweet, playful pecks.
 
"Precious cargo," he hummed. "Handle with care. Fragile." Shane pinched his neck and was rewarded with that smile he loved.
 
"Fuck you."
 
"No, it's fuck me please."
 
Shane kissed him soundly one more time before disentangling enough so he could lock the door and kick off his shoes.
 
"Did you eat?"
 
"No. Tried to sleep."
 
"Tried?"
 
Ilya had come right back to his side, wrapping his arms around him and dropping his face to his shoulder. Pressed a kiss there.
 
"Too nervous."
 
Shane pressed a kiss to his forehead.
 
"Me too. Drive felt like forever." Ilya let out a harried sigh. "Wanna talk about it?"
 
"No, no more talking today." He moved to kiss Shane's neck. Shane compulsively nudged his arm up, wanting to feel him properly. Ilya must have understood because he raised his hand to Shane's chin, tipping his head to kiss him warm and deep. Shane melted into it, the buzzing in his brain faded to a pleasant hum, anxiety stomach knots gone. It was almost perfect. It could only improve if they were at Shane's cabin, completely alone. The second he thought it, he wanted absolutely nothing else in the world. Well fine, not absolutely nothing. He wanted Ilya's dick inside him as soon as they could physically manage first.
 
"We should clean up," Shane said, pressing their foreheads together. "Eat."
 
Ilya's hands were on the move, sweeping over Shane's chest, down and up again, squeezing. His hand stopped over the thick bandage just below his right shoulder blade, gently grazing it. Too hesitant.
 
"Is it..?"
 
"Doctor cleared me for physical activity. Just have to take it easy for two more weeks."
 
"I want to fuck you," Ilya pouted. It was so cute, Shane couldn't take it. He kissed that pout, nipping at his lips.
 
"You can. Once we clean up."
 
Showering together took way longer than strictly necessary. It was more touching than cleaning. Ilya fully inspected his healed scar, fingers tracing over the still-sensitive seal of it. Which quickly moved into him tracing and kissing all of Shane's scars, ending on the newest one again. He caught Shane's mouth and brought them off together, his big hand around both of their dicks under the warm shower spray. But then Ilya almost fell asleep against him, much more tired than he let on. So Shane finish cleaning them up and dragged him to bed to actually sleep.
 
Ilya did, pretty much the second he was horizontal. He climbed on top of Shane, using him like a body pillow and nuzzled into the crook of his neck. (He noticed Ilya rested on his left side, body weight away from his injury.) Shane should have minded. Should have felt trapped. But the warm weight and deep pressure felt too good. Instead he turned the TV back on to whatever Ilya had been using as background noise. Hockey. He turned the volume down and settled, one hand cupping Ilya's head to stroke his curls, the other drifting up and down his back. He felt Ilya's lips drag over his skin. Felt his hand press more firmly to the scar on his back.
 
"Are you still going to be here when I wake up?"
 
"Baby, I'll be here until you make me leave."
 
"Not dreaming?"
 
Shane kissed his forehead again. "Not dreaming."
 
"Okay," his voice sounded wet now, but Shane let it go. He just cradled Ilya's head against his body, pressing kisses there intermittently until his breathing evened out.
 
"Ya tebya lyublu," Ilya murmured into Shane's skin. Shane pressed a long kiss to his forehead, nuzzled there.
 
"I love you too."
 
It should have felt anti-climactic. He'd driven all this way, Ilya had come back from Russia early, the mutual love confessions, just to end up cuddling in a bed watching hockey and sleeping. But it didn't. It felt...correct. Like relief. Like Shane's body had been coiled up and waiting for exactly this, just being able to hold Ilya knowing he had nowhere to be. They finally had time, and they could finally have this where Shane felt the most at home in the world. It was...it was enough to inspire a lump in his throat. No where to be, no rules being broken, no dread that it had to stop, and they were still choosing to be together.
 
The next day, when Shane got in the car to drive them back to the cabin with Ilya holding his hand and smiling at him, happy and relaxed, he decided there was something to breaking the rules every once in awhile. Something to be said about allowing someone to wreck his sense of order. Occasionally. For good reason. Ilya was the best reason.
 
He still wasn't going to speed, though.
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  Ilya had never been so happy to be trapped in a car for five hours. Shane was smiling at him, talking his ear off about his physical therapy and how much his parents were hovering. Apparently they weren't supposed to be as worried about him because this was the fifth bullet removed from his body. And this one "wasn't as bad." Ilya needled him a bit, but didn't argue, didn't want to think about how bad it almost was. He was too focused on grabbing Shane's hand every time he took it back. Kissing it before holding it between his own in his lap. It didn't feel real yet. It was too close to a dream he'd had. Part of his brain was panicking, fully believing he was going to wake up in the apartment he kept in Lipetsk, near Tati's parents for him and…
 
It all felt too good to be true. Him, Shane, six weeks at the cabin. Well, he assumed so because they hadn't actually said he was staying the whole time. Either way, Ilya was not going back to LA until work or Shane forced him to. He knew that meant enduring Shane's intense interrogations about…fucking everything, probably, but it would be worth it. If it meant he got to keep Shane, that they could figure out if this thing between them could work, then he'd do it. Or he'd try to. He was proven correct almost immediately.
 
"Listen, I have an idea."
 
"Of course you do."
 
"Shut up. I think, you know, while we're at the cabin we should…try to be more honest. About what we're thinking or feeling or whatever."
 
"Whatever?"
 
"Yeah, I'm pretty sure there's a lot of whatever that we both should be more honest about."
 
"For example?" Ilya prompted warily, rubbing his thumb over Shane's hand. His heart leapt when Shane tugged their hands over to kiss Ilya's quickly. He'd literally had his tongue in Shane's ass that morning and he was getting worked up over a hand kiss. His reputation would never recover from this.
 
"I came out to Hayden when I went for Kent's interview."
 
Ilya frowned. "You told him about us? Before the Emmys?"
 
"Well—"
 
"What?"
 
Shane bobbled his head, taking his hand back to switch lanes. "He told me, actually." Ilya gaped at him. "He guessed, is what I'm saying. Apparently I'm not as subtle as I thought."
 
"He told you."
 
"Happens to me more often than you'd think." He glanced over, cheeks a little red. "Rose told me I was gay."
 
Ilya burst into laughter, "Of course she did!"
 
"Don't laugh!" Shane complained. "It was so uncomfortable. And like…humiliating."
 
"Was this before or after you got married?"
 
"Before."
 
Ilya stopped laughing. He couldn't laugh at that. Based on their conversation in Malibu…he'd thought their marriage was a practical decision that eventually didn't work when Shane accepted his sexuality. Not…not that. Shane caught his look and scoffed.
 
"It's not as bad as it sounds. And I told you, it worked out."
 
"What was your plan?"
 
"To take care of Rose." He ducked his head to check his mirrors as he merged.
 
Ilya stared at his profile for a long moment, indulging in the luxury now that he didn't need an excuse or cover. Outlined his favorite freckles. Shane glanced at him again and smiled, and Ilya couldn't resist reaching a hand to stroke the back of his head to his neck.
 
"Okay, I did two whatevers, you owe me one," Shane drawled.
 
"Oh that's how it is?"
 
"Yeah, pretty much."
 
"Hmm," he stroked at Shane's hair, watching his fingers disappear into the thick of it while he considered which emotional bomb he wanted to drop. There were quite a few. Shane would probably stroke out if Ilya admitted to when he knew he loved him. They also had hours ahead of them and weeks to stretch out into. Time. They had time for mushy, pathetic love confessions. Ilya's head was still spinning about it.
 
"I haven't been with anyone but you since the week before New Years Eve. Svetlana and Paolo."
 
Ilya snickered when Shane jerked the wheel in surprise. Someone honked at them and Shane had to shift his whole body to reset. It was the cutest thing he'd ever seen. He wondered which part had gotten to him.
 
"Really? But the—"
 
"No. Just you."
 
"I saw you take women up to your room."
 
"You're a terrible bodyguard for letting me do that."
 
"Fuck off."
 
"Did not sleep with them. Or do anything else, actually."
 
"So you just took them to your room and hung out in there?"
 
"Took some pictures. Signed copies of the book and headshots. And one girl's ass, she wanted a tattoo. It was just to make you jealous," Ilya admitted. He could have just given them meet and greet tickets, or screening party tickets. He didn't. They had probably been expecting more, but he sent them off disappointed.
 
Shane heaved a breath, chest rising and falling noticeably and nostrils flaring. Ilya was completely locked in on it, wanting the reaction, wanting to know exactly where Shane's brain went hearing that. His lips were pressed tight, hands clenching the steering wheel.
 
"It worked," he clipped sharply after a moment.
 
"Did it?"
 
"Yep."
 
"Don't be mad."
 
"Shut up," he lobbed back lightly.
 
Ilya bit his lip, rubbing at Shane's neck and shoulder which were much more tense now. Angry, maybe. Truthfully, Ilya was just happy to know he wasn't the only one who'd suffered during the press tour. Shane sniffed.
 
"Is that…is that how you want this to go? With us, I mean?"
 
"No."
 
Ilya didn't know exactly what Shane was referring to, but his answer applied across contexts. No, he wasn't going to share. No, he wasn't going to play games like that. No, he wasn't going to let Shane doubt any of it.
 
"No?"
 
"No. I was being an asshole. I just wanted to be with you. That's all I want. Stupid, isn't it?"
 
Shane glanced over at him, leaned his head into Ilya's hand, quickly turned to kiss Ilya's forearm.
 
"It's not stupid. It's all I want too."
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  They kept conversation a little lighter after that. Shane seemed hesitant to push and Ilya didn't want to completely unveil his weepy, messy self before they even got to the cabin. Shane could make him cry later, after they had sex. A few times. Ilya owed him for being such a dickhead.
 
Shane made them stop to eat. Ilya didn't want to leave Shane to his own devices picking food, but he didn't want anyone to recognize him either. Everyone assuming he was in Russia was a nice reprieve. So he suffered the ultra healthy poke option, which they ate at a rest stop further outside of town. Shane got him add ons and extra sauce, it wasn't too bad. He'd had much worse options on set when he and Scott were on rigid diet and work out regimens for filming. Still gave Shane shit about being strict though, he had to, it was basically a rule now. He got so irritated that Ilya had to kiss him about it, pretending to be apologetic when absolutely was not.
 
He was so charmed by the fact that Shane kept, and had played, the playlist he'd sent him as a joke. It was so not a joke. He'd spent way too much time curating that playlist. At the time, he should have been reviewing interview questions and approving wardrobe. Instead he scrolled through thousands of artists and songs, putting together a mixture of real classics and gags that Shane would never catch on to. The whole thing was a combination of entertaining and pathetic that he never wanted to own up to.
 
Pulling into the cabin inspired a variety of feelings in Ilya. Positive and negative, excitement and dread. They stayed in their seats for a long moment, both of them staring at the house. Shane took his hand.
 
"We don't have to go upstairs."
 
"I can't—"
 
"I haven't been up there either. Paid someone to replace the floor--" He cleared his throat and shifted. "It was...violating."
 
Ilya hadn't thought of that. In the chaos of it all, it just hadn't occurred to him. The cabin was Shane's haven. Comeau and his brother had desecrated it. He squeezed Shane's hand, sick of this perpetual need to have something to say in response to every horrible thing that had happened to them. To them. It had happened to Shane, too.
 
"It's okay. We can just go to my room and…relax."
 
"Oh is that what we're doing? Relaxing?" he teased lightly in an attempt to shift the mood. He was good at that. He couldn't undo his brother's mess or say the right thing, but he could make an opening for them to set it aside and enjoy themselves.
 
Shane nodded, serious. "I would like to be able to relax with you. For once."
 
Okay, maybe they didn't need to shift the mood at all. His throat went tight realizing some of the tension had evaporated. He didn't...no need to perform.
 
"Remember what I said about being honest about what we're thinking and feeling?" Ilya nodded, still staring straight ahead. "Promise?"
 
He turned and leaned over to kiss Shane's cheek, endeared when he pushed into it.
 
"I promise," he whispered. "Let's go inside."
 
*
 
They squabbled over the bags. Shane was that classic, chivalrous type that always wanted to do the heavy lifting. But he was injured. But he was "healing." Whatever. Ilya finally relented and let him take the smaller bags while he carried the bigger one himself. Shane paused though, gesturing to other other, large suitcase still in the car.
 
"Net that's…" He sniffed. "Things from my apartment in Russia. Don't need it." Shane still hesitated, looking like he had a dozen follow up questions, but Ilya just jerked his head toward the house. Thankfully, he let it go. For now.
 
Inside, it all looked the same, smelled the same, not a single thing out of place, yet the cabin was irrevocably changed. By the violence, yes, but now it wasn't a temporary reprieve. It wasn't some tremulous, fragile fantasy that was going to be snatched away. Ilya didn't have to take his things upstairs and pretend that he wanted the space. Or force himself to keep space.
 
He didn't have to pretend everything he wanted wasn't locked behind a door with a keypad.
 
Shane didn't even have his shoes off before he was talking a mile a minute.
 
"My parents and the Pikes did like a month of food prep for me, so we'll have to go into town to get stuff you'll eat. It's probably better if you give me a list if you don't want to be recognized. It's tourist season now, there'll be more people around. I mean, I could go ask Tom and see if he'd run out for us."
 
"Tom?"
 
"Our neighbor. He knows I've been on bedrest, helps me out sometimes. He was actually the one who shot out Comeau's tire when he fled."
 
"He did?"
 
Shane nodded and went to punch in the code to his hallway, leading Ilya in.
 
"There was a lot going on, I probably forgot to tell you everything. He had to ditch like three different cars on his way back to LA. Someone reported him hitching a ride with a trucker."
 
That made sense. He'd wondered why the cops hadn't been able to track him down faster. Between the license plate and cameras up and down the highways, it should have been simple.
 
"He was stupid," Shane finished firmly, putting Ilya's bags on a bench at the end of his bed. Ilya set his suitcase near the dresser, not wanting to deal with it yet.
 
"Stupid?" He couldn't see how. He managed to get in Shane's off grid, locked down cabin, kill Alexei, escape, evade multiple law enforcement agencies during a manhunt, lie in wait at the theater, shoot Shane. A few seconds difference may have ended with both Ilya and Shane dead on that stage.
 
"He should have finished it here. Nobody playing smart would have given me an opening."
 
Ilya pulled a face. "He shot you. You almost died."
 
His lips curled in a smirk. "He didn't shoot you. He missed. I didn't."
 
There was that ego. The thoughtless confidence. Fuck him, it was like catnip. Briefly he wondered if Shane knew how sexy he actually was, and found himself torn about whether or not he should help him figure it out.
 
"No, you didn't."
 
Shane's smile widened and Ilya's heart raced. It was really too easy for him to get Ilya worked up. That was going to become a problem very fast. Ruined, his brain whispered, you're ruined for anyone else. This is it.
 
"Come here."
 
Shane was shaking his head. "You come here."
 
"No you come here."
 
They both were already taking steps to meet in the middle. Nonsense. Shane made him gooey and dumb, and he was finally okay admitting it. Accepting it, leaning into it, embracing it. Whatever.
 
Another brief squabble over cleanliness. Shane wanted to wash up, Ilya was too hungry for him. So Ilya had to forgo his preferred method of prep to keep Shane from running off. He had six weeks to eat Shane's ass as often as he liked, right now he wanted to innoculate himself to being back at the cabin. He made sure to be difficult about releasing Shane's mouth as they got undressed and moved to the bed. Just because.
 
The beginnings felt almost like a dance, a ritual, which Ilya never had before. Maybe he'd approached it with Svetlana, but not like this. Shane folded their clothes, Ilyra ran hands over his scars, squeezed his chest. Shane bit his neck, sucking this time so he would leave a bruise. Fuck, they could actually do that now. Ilya would make a demand, Shane would tease and retreat, Ilya got him where he wanted, Shane melted.
 
Position was another back and forth. They'd taken the edge off that morning, but not with their usual rough intensity. Ilya got him on his side, injured side up, front to back. It wasn't a position they'd done before, but it felt right. Shane had lube sitting on his bedside table, out in the open, and Ilya only teased him a little for it.
 
"I was stuck in bed, alone, with nothing to do but think about you and what we...did in this bed," Shane snapped back. Ilya cooed at him, kissing down his neck and shoulder, biting lightly.
 
"I missed you too," he muttered into skin. He turned to reach for the drawer and found the condom box empty. "Shane, we don't--"
 
Shane turned his head to look, brow raised.
 
"Oh, I didn't check--"
 
"I can--"
 
"No one since New Years, right?"
 
Ilya shook his head. "Before."
 
"And you tested?"
 
"Yes, before I--"
 
"Then fuck me," Shane said, reaching back for him. Ilya went, settling back along his body, under his arm so he could kiss his chest without putting pressure on it.
 
"You sure? Clean up--"
 
"Don't care. Need you," Shane breathed out, sounding wrecked already. "Been too long, don't wanna wait anymore. Ilya--"
 
"Okay, okay, shhh, I know, I've got you."
 
He kissed and sucked on Shane's nipple while he fingered him, stretching him efficiently. He was still a little loose from that morning, but Ilya was just as thorough as the first time. When Shane complained about it, he kissed him quiet, giving him his tongue to suck on. One of Shane's hands stroked and tugged on Ilya's knee, urging him closer, the other over his shoulders, squeezing his neck.
 
"Good?" Ilya checked, removing his fingers and rubbing over the thick curve of Shane's ass to his thigh as he lined up. He reached for Shane's knee as Shane grabbed his chest, slid his hand up into Ilya's hair.
 
"Yeah, yeah," he nodded. "Please fuck me."
 
Ilya nearly came on the spot when Shane keened out as he pressed himself in. It was so hot, the pressure so intense, he felt dizzy for it. Thankfully Shane couldn't move much. Ilya took a moment to adjust, to calm down. He'd only had sex without a condom once before. He was diligent on that front, wanting his partners to be at ease and keep safe. This was almost an entirely new experience. He felt...fragile. Like he was trusting Shane with something he didn't know he even had to give.
 
"This is real, right?" Shane panted, staring at Ilya's face, cupping under his chin. "This is really happening?"
 
Ilya inhaled as deep as he could manage, nodding, trying to answer out loud but not sure if he did. He wondered if Shane had kept taking the painkillers. If his dreams had been as vivid and torturous as his own. If he was having trouble distinguishing even now.
 
Shane's grip on him tightened when he rocked forward. Gasped and whined as Ilya set an even pace. Slower than usual, but hard. He wanted to keep as deep as possible, if he pulled back any further, felt that long glide of Shane squeezing him, he'd lose it. He didn't want to cum too soon, didn't want to hurt Shane by accident.
 
But he felt drunk. His brain had resigned itself to never having this again, never hearing Shane's pretty pants and moans, never holding him like this. He couldn't even get words out, couldn't shit talk and tease Shane like he usually did. His brain was a swirl of Shane Shane Shane and curses his throat was too tight to let loose. He gripped Shane's shoulder and knee for leverage, angling his hips to stroke that sweet spot that had Shane tossing his head back.
 
"That's fucking it," Shane moaned shamelessly. "Just like that, don't stop, please don't stop."
 
Ilya took the opening to get his mouth on that gorgeous chest again, suck on his nipple. Shane clutched his head, keeping him there, jaw dropping in pleasure as his body curled and rocked to get what he needed. Then Shane slid his thumb into Ilya's mouth, forcing the eye contact he usually couldn't maintain and Ilya had often denied him before. His nostrils flared, eyes narrowed and fiercely focused on Ilya as he growled out praise and encourgement, begged for more.
 
Ilya reached to stroke Shane's neglected cock, firm and in time with his thrusts until Shane gave in and let himself be carried off with the currents of his own pleasure. Good, that was what he wanted. He wanted to take care of Shane like this, like no one else could.
 
"Nnnnng, I'm gonna cum, you're gonna make me cum," Shane groaned, arching back into Ilya's body then thrusting into his hand.
 
If Ilya thought he could manage any comprehensible English in that moment, he would have attempted it. He was just too gone, too lost in how their bodies fit together, too focused on Shane's face, pinched and red. He ducked to kiss his cheek, he slack mouth, sucked on his neck.
 
"Cum for me, my love. You're so beautiful like this, taking my cock so well. Cum for me, cum--"
 
Shane spilled into Ilya's hand with a cry. Ilya gave him no reprieve, pushing forward when Shane thrust into his hand, pinning him in place with hand and hips and grinding.
 
"Holy fuck!"
 
Ilya bit down on his shoulder as the pressure built, expanded and released. His hips stuttered against Shane's ass as he emptied inside him, straining to be deeper. He came so hard and sharp that it was almost painful.
 
"Fuck," Shane sighed again, fingers clenching as he grabbed Ilya's thigh and upper arm. He was shaking, and Ilya was too gone, his head and body heavy with release, so he just tucked his face between Shane's chest and armpit. Tried to catch his breath. Catch a singular thought as they slipped past.
 
The first was that Shane was moving, gently dislodging him despite Ilya's whine. He turned and Ilya immediately grunted in protest, hand stretching for the bandage he had reapplied that morning.
 
"I am fine," Shane whispered sweetly. hands coming to Ilya's face to kiss him. Ilya pressed his lips into it, but mostly let Shane take over. Let him re-settle their bodies more comfortably. Let him pull Ilya's head onto his chest and tangle their legs. Let him kiss his forehead and mutter sweet I love yous as long as he liked.
 
Ilya just breathed. Allowed himself to sink fully into the feeling, into Shane's body and bed, and he fell asleep.
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  Letting Ilya sleep was an easy decision. Shane was sore and content, making the big warm blanket of Ilya's body pressing down into his own absolutely perfect. Ilya also slept like a damn rock after sex, not to mention the jet lag. It meant Shane could kiss him as much as he liked, press against his moles, count and document freckles by location. He wondered if Ilya ever saw a dermatologist or worried about misshapen spots on his skin. Probably not. He probably didn't know to worry. Shane put it on his own list of things to worry about. Easier for him anyway, he had full visual access. Physical access too. He could probably use that as an excuse to stay right there in bed for the rest of the afternoon, into the night. He had zero real desire to go anywhere.
 
Yes, he felt gross. Cum slipped between his cheeks, was on the bed, and he needed to pee soon. But he wanted to stay as long as his brain would tolerate it.
 
He slept for about twenty minutes, lasted another twenty massaging the tense muscles he could reach, and then very carefully slid out from under Ilya. Which was not easy, the man was huge and a cuddler. No sooner was he settled on the bed without Shane than he was lifting his head with a pout.
 
"Shaaaaane."
 
He went back to kiss his lips, across his face, his forehead.
 
"Sleep," he kissed him again and stroked back his curls. Ilya dropped to the bed. "Gonna clean up, get food."
 
"Net, let me--"
 
"Baby, it's like 3 AM in Moscow, just sleep. I'll get stuff for burgers and pasta, okay?"
 
Hopefully he wouldn't notice how quickly Shane was able to do the math on that. He was not trying to explain how often he'd thought about the time difference. But Ilya's eyes were already drooping closed, and Shane could do nothing but smile and kiss him again.
 
Showering and a grocery run only took a couple hours. He generally knew what Ilya would eat and stocked up for a few days with food, beer, and sodas. He thought about getting vodka, but the local store only had what Ilya called "shit." He'd have to do research on that front. Pasta, beef, hot dogs, and fixings for sandwiches were easy enough. He got cookies and poptarts because he knew for a fact Ilya had stolen some from Katya last time. He had his pre-planned meals, but he chose options that fit his diet a little better. Other than the bread, Ilya made such a fuss about "good" bread.
 
By the time he got back to the cabin, Ilya was showered, dressed, and waiting for him. With every item Ilya uncovered that was obviously breaking Shane's diet, he got kisses. It made the putting away process a little ridiculous, but Shane was coasting on a high and not about to get defensive or complain. They decided on burgers for dinner, Ilya ribbing him for measuring out for eight just because the recipe called for it.
 
"You cut it in half. You can't do math?" he teased, sounding a little baffled as he stood behind Shane at the counter.
 
Shane rolled his eyes, "Leave me alone."
 
"No." He was tugged back into Ilya's hips and felt a hot mouth at his ear and neck, turned into it. When Ilya slipped his hands past Shane's waistband into his underwear, he was torn. On the one hand, Ilya's hands on his dick, on the other, raw meat.
 
"This is not hygenic."
 
"If I get food poisoning, you can be my nurse."
 
"Yay."
 
"It's very sexy, you'd look cute in those tight pants."
 
"You're skipping over some important details in this scenario."
 
"Boo, boring."
 
"Yeah, I'm the boring one for not wanting you to be puking your guts up."
 
"Whatever. We have six weeks. If we miss some days, I will make it up to you with phone sex after." Shane couldn't stop the smile, or the blush, from spreading. He squirmed when Ilya squeezed his dick, which was already perking up from the attention. "What?" Ilya asked, biting at his neck.
 
"You want to stay all six weeks?"
 
Ilya soothed the bitten skin with his tongue.
 
"Is there somewhere else I should be?"
 
"I don't know." Shane moved to the sink, dislodging Ilya's mouth and hand from his person to wash his own hands. He was not getting raw beef juice all over his kitchen just because his...because Ilya was too hot for his own good. He shrugged as Ilya settled against the counter and he dried his hands.
 
"You have friends. People who want to see you." He kept his eyes averted as he tossed the paper towel in the trash. "Cabin's not exactly the most exciting place to be."
 
"You're here."
 
"Yeah but--"
 
"The people I would see, I see all the time. Too much. Scott and I would kill each other if we had to spend more time together, and Sveta would kill me. So."
 
Shane snorted, finally looking up to see that Ilya was tense despite the joke. Shane had no idea why. Two or three weeks in close quarters with him would probably be more than enough for most people. He and Rose had barely lived together when they were married. His parents could come and go as they pleased.
 
"Look I just know you like to be out and around people. Which wouldn't happen here. And I didn't really ask what you wanted, I just sort of kidnapped you--"
 
"Yes which saved me from having to come up with a plan to kidnap you or break into your house."
 
"You know what I mean."
 
"You think I'm going to get bored?"
 
Shane rubbed at his eye quickly. "It's not exactly a crazy thought to have. You're not trapped here, we're not on lockdown."
 
"Did I get bored before?"
 
"There were...other people here. And there was a lot going on. Extenuating circumstances. You being bored wasn't high on my priority list."
 
Ilya took a step forward. "I didn't. And I was sort of annoyed other people were here..."
 
"You were horny."
 
"And that's changed?"
 
"Ilya--"
 
He crossed the final distance, hands going to Shane's waist and slipping up his tshirt to rest on his hips.
 
"I can go out whenever I want. I was out most of the time in Russia. I was stuck in Moscow alone for 4 weeks, so of course I went out. Lots of bars and clubs. So many women. Do you know what I was thinking about at those clubs with all those sexy, fun women hanging around me?"
 
"No idea," Shane drawled, irritated with the visual. He said women just to be an asshole.
 
"You." Ilya pushed him more firmly back against the counter, eyes flickering over his face. Like he was memorizing Shane. Maybe he was. "Being boring with you. Here." He tipped his head, brows raised. "Thought I wouldn't ever see you again, could have gone home with anyone, should have maybe, but..." He pulled one side of his mouth down in that adorable faux-apologetic shrug. "I just wanted you."
 
Shane let himself process. Noticed Ilya letting him process and nearly "glitched out" (Rose's preferred term) about it. He was so far gone on this man, it wasn't even remotely funny anymore. He'd killed for Ilya. Was willing to do much, much worse if he had to. It was overwhelming. Terrifying.
 
"What do you want, Shane?" Ilya threw his arms over his shoulders, eyes locked on his face.
 
Shane inhaled through his nose. "I want to lock you in that hallway and keep you here as long as possible."
 
Ilya didn't even smile. "Then I stay. As long as possible." He leaned in to brush his lips against Shane's. Soft, intimate, not at all meant to escalate to anything further. Shane touched their noses together, stayed close.
 
"You okay?" Ilya asked gently. Shane nodded.
 
"Just...waiting for someone to jump out and yell gotcha."
 
"No, Ashton Kutcher is not here," Ilya assured him, turning to grab the plate of burgers to take out to the grill.
 
Shane frowned, brain scrambling for even a trace of recognition.
 
"Who?"
 
Ilya just shook his head and laughed at him. "I love you."
 
They bickered over who was doing the grilling, Ilya making sure to remind him that he barely ate meat so he wouldn't know how to cook it (and then needled him for breaking his diet plan--he wasn't) until Ilya's phone dinged and he frowned. Shane took advantage of his distraction and fired up the grill.
 
"I got a service booster for calls with my doctors and so my mom wouldn't worry about me being alone so much."
 
"Oh yeah, wouldn't want to be too easy to contact," Ilya drawled, checking his phone.
 
"Something wrong?"
 
"No, just my lawyer. She has questions about Katya's trust...and the accountant about her stipend. It's all...I had to change everything." He huffed. "The numbers are lower than he's used to seeing."
 
"Lower?"
 
"Alexei gambled a lot. Private school and lessons for Katya was way less expensive."
 
Shane bit his tongue. Even before, he wouldn't have said anything direct about his opinions of Ilya's brother. Unprofessional, for one. Unwelcome, for another. Now was much more delicate. Ilya didn't need another voice reminding him Alexei was a piece of shit. His absence spoke for itself.
 
It was hard not to think about the last few weeks of Alexei's life. He'd been quieter. Calmer. Still gruff and rude. Still an ass to Ilya. Reflecting on it, Shane wondered what had been going through his head while playing cards with everyone. Watching his daughter be doted on by strangers. Being included in meals, leisure activities, domestic chores without...noise, stress, and the illicit substance of the week. Sure, it was involuntary. He probably had been going out of his mind being trapped there. But Shane remembered one night he'd found the brothers watching a hockey game while his dad read nearby. Katya was asleep in Alexei's lap, and they were just talking. In Russian. Dissecting players and strategy like it was...normal. Like it was something they'd always done. It had calmed Shane's brain about having so many people in his private space. Hindsight being what it was...he should have known better. It reminded him of some awful joke Hayden had made about Jackie being extra nice and attentive to their dog before they'd had her put to sleep.
 
"You're making that face," Ilya grumbled from where he was sitting at the table. Shane turned to see that he was focused on his phone, typing quickly. Rolled his eyes. Tried to shake himself out of being morbid.
 
"I am not making a face."
 
"You are. It's your puzzle face. And I know what it looks like because your dad made us do six puzzles with him."
 
"Made me. You asked."
 
"They were two thousand pieces Shane, it would have taken him forever--"
 
"That is literally the point of doing puzzles like that. And I do not have a puzzle face."
 
"You do. It's the one you make when you have a piece that doesn't fit and you're annoyed about it."
 
Shane looked over at him, the man he loved so goddamn much, baffled by his perceptiveness. Part of him wanted to ask what else Ilya knew about him, what he saw. A much larger, stronger part was too terrified of the answers. It had taken years for the people closest to Shane to get even the basic pieces of him. Ilya managed to crack him completely open in a few months. It was...humbling.
 
The thought brought him right back to Alexei. Shane was still unable to reconcile Alexei's everyone is happy which pounded in his skull whenever he thought about that night. Incomprehensible. The more he knew about Alexei Rozanov, the less he understood him. How could he have Ilya in his life and be so...? Obviously Shane didn't have siblings, didn't know what that relationship was like, but he wondered what Alexei's life would have been like, what Ilya's life would have been like, if he'd treated Ilya like an ally instead of opponent. If Alexei had let Ilya be his champion instead of his caretaker. He wondered if Ilya had the same thoughts and it broke his heart.
 
"Some pieces don't fit," Shane muttered dumbly, turning back to the burgers. "Happens."
 
He could feel Ilya's eyes on him, could imagine his expression. But just pointlessly asked if he wanted cheese on his burger, even as he added it anyway.
 
As they ate and drank the beers Shane had picked up, Ilya talked more about his financial plans for Katya. Complained about Tati's family and how traditional they were. They wanted Katya in ballet, figure skating, gymnastics. Active hobbies that had tangible financial benefits. Katya was active, physically gifted, it would bring benefits eventually. They didn't care about her schooling as much, her interest in violin or French, her more artistic bent.
 
Ilya worried she would be stifled despite Lipetsk having a robust arts community and access to Moscow and Voronezh. Apparently Tati had run away when her family originally moved to Lipetsk. Threw away her violin training to start a band with friends which sounded like it wasn't as traditional as her parents would have liked. Neither was the acid. Maybe that's why they steered Katya away from music and artistic pursuits, Ilya didn't know.
 
"And anyway it's something she shares with her mother, keeps them close. I keep telling them she's young, her interest will run its course, but--whatever, not like it makes a difference anyway."
 
"It does," Shane insisted. "Talking about it makes a difference. You supporting her makes a difference." Ilya shot him an intensely fond look that Shane could barely tolerate without squirming. Luckily Ilya's phone pinged again.
 
"Another email?"
 
Ilya sat back, picking his phone up with a frown. He told Shane it was from Svetlana, who was the only other person who could get through his Do Not Disturb filter besides Katya, the lawyer, and accountant.
 
"She says Dateline called for an interview request. About…all of it, I guess."
 
Ilya had mentioned that he'd had thousands of interview requests hitting his socials. News outlets, magazines, podcasts, if someone had a microphone, they wanted Ilya talking into it. Got so bad that his PR team blocked his inboxes except for "Close Friends" and wouldn't let him log in to his main accounts. Svetlana was managing the official requests through email. If she was sending it to Ilya, who'd already decided not to do interviews, then she must have thought it was a good idea.
 
"Oh," Shane wiped his hands, pushed his plate away. "What do you think?"
 
"Think about what?"
 
"Ilya. You promised no bullshitting."
 
He inhaled noisily. He had promised, couldn't deny it, but Shane could see his brain working overtime to redirect the conversation. He could only imagine which part was setting him off.
 
"I could talk about that night, Kent, you." Shane smiled when Ilya reached over to stroke the back of his head and neck. "But not…I don't see how I can talk about any of it and not talk about Alexei. I don't want to talk about Alexei."
 
"You don't have to."
 
"That's what they all want though. They want me to confirm it."
 
Shane had listened his mom talk PR strategies for years now. Her clientele was different, but most crises amounted to the same thing. Who had control of the narrative? How was it being discussed? What could the company or individual do to mitigate it? How long would it stay in the public's mind? In Ilya's case, the internet had control, it was turning into a huge conspiracy theory. His team had put out a vague statement about Ilya coping with many family difficulties and his own trauma from the Emmys, please respect privacy, blah blah. It hadn't helped much. There was a whole theory that the Russian government was behind it. Or the American government because Ilya was some kind of operative. Straight out of the Cold War conspiracies.
 
But he did have options. Ilya could let it die for now and deal with the resurgance when the next season of Skating Limits was released. Or he could do an interview, draw it out a little longer, and let it become a subline in the next press tour. He was avoiding it, and maybe Svetlana was letting him. For good reason, Shane thought, because he was totally serious about locking Ilya in his keypadded hallway forever.
 
"What if you just denied it?" Shane offered slowly. "Said it wasn't true, that you believe it was Kent but he won't confess. FBI won't make a statement either way."
 
"Sveta would worry about a lawsuit." So they had talked about it, Ilya was still dodging the issue, and everyone's hands were tied.
 
Ilya was done eating, so Shane decided to be a little bold. Risk breaching distance. He got up and pushed at Ilya's chair, and Ilya, bemused, scooted back. Shane climbed into his lap, cupping his face and kissing him. He tasted like burgers and beer, smelled like Shane's organic tea tree oil soap. He wrapped his arms around Shane immediately, steadying him. When Shane pulled back, Ilya's eyes were focused on him and not a thousand miles away.
 
"So let him sue," he whispered. "Pay him off. Lock him into an NDA so he can't talk about it again, you never have to deal with the questions, and Katya doesn't find out until you're ready."
 
"Oh you already talked to Yuna about it?" he teased. Shane grinned and let himself be distracted by another kiss.
 
"Fuck you. She doesn't deal with celebrity gossip. She does…oil spills and not actually accidental bombings."
 
Ilya looked a little horrified, apparently not interested in addressing that at all. His mom was baseline intimidating until you really got to know her. Then she was terrifying. Gave good hugs, though.
 
"You've put a lot of thought into this."
 
"I had five hours on the way to get to you. I can do a lot in five hours."
 
"Solve world hunger then."
 
"Some people at the top gotta die first."
 
Ilya snorted, tightening his hold on Shane's body and hiding his face in his chest. Shane hugged him back, let him process. He decided he wasn't going to push it or bring it up again. There was no real reason to, he had a whole team who could help him figure it out. Just didn't want him thinking he was alone.
 
"I'll talk to Svetlana," he agreed after awhile. "See what she thinks."
 
Shane kissed his forehead.
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  They spent the next few days in a fizzy bubble of sex, food, and sleep. Mostly in that order. Having Shane completely to himself was just as incredible as he'd thought it would be. It was nice just to watch Shane...exist without the shield going up or his eyes sharpening in suspicion. It was nice to be able to kiss him whenever he felt the need, to cuddle up to him whatever they were doing. To say what he was feeling as it bubbled up.
 
Ilya couldn't keep his hands to himself, always herding Shane against walls or into corners. Foreplay stretched into hours of lightly edging Shane, teasing and teasing until he stopped pretending to be annoyed and begged. Ilya wouldn't be limited to behind locked doors, either. Taking him against the enormous windows in the kitchen was a highlight, but so was the way Shane dropped to his knees for him. He was quickly losing track and didn't mind it at all.
 
Despite wanting to constantly be inside Shane (and he absolutely was going to do homework on how to get him comfortable enough for Ilya's cock-warming fantasy at some point), they couldn't always be having sex. Not that Ilya was happy about admitting it. Shane was strict with his routines, even when he was supposed to be resting.
 
Ilya insisted on "supervising" Shane's physical therapy for three reasons. One, he would take any opportunity to get his hands on Shane. Two, it was a good, grounding reminder that Shane was not, in fact, still limp in his arms on that stage but alive, well, and recovering. And three, he was a little sad they couldn't screw around in the gym and make stupid bets. So if the boring PT exercises were his only option, Ilya was taking it.
 
They were mostly stretches and gentle movements, making sure he retained flexibility and range of motion as the tissues healed. He claimed this time around, it wasn't nearly so bad. The kidney removal had been much harder to recover from. Ilya didn't like that he had so many points of comparison. Locking him in his basement was sounding like a better and better plan.
 
While Shane gave him an ulcer talking about his previous bullet-related injuries, Ilya held Shane's ankle as he rotated and circled his leg around to stretch his hip. Ilya's free hand stroked up and down his leg unnecessarily. He had planned to keep him stretched out for a little longer, maybe pin him down, but Shane ignored his move and got up to do arms.
 
"Two weeks and I can add weight back in."
 
"Hmm," Ilya nodded, kicking his foot back into position as he extended his arms up, then out. "You're going to use the tiny 5 pounders, aren't you?"
 
"If that's what the therapist recommends, then yes. I have a care plan for a reason."
 
"You are so boring, Hollander."
 
But then he dropped into a deep squat and Ilya was very distracted by that. Shane didn't get to resume his physical therapy for another twenty minutes.
 
They took walks instead of going for runs too. Longer ones with a lot more groping and kissing than pushing and wipe outs. Ilya liked them just as much, but he could tell Shane was frustrated with it. Two more weeks, he said, care team was being overly cautious, he repeated. Ilya didn't mind anyway. He and his co-stars had agreed to resume their brutal show training two weeks before filming, and he actually enjoyed having the break. But Shane was practically vibrating out of his skin in anticipation. It was the routine he missed, probably. Being unable to work didn't help. Ilya was resolved to being his entertaining, sexy distraction for the next two weeks, whether he liked it or not.
 
Thankfully for Shane (because Ilya had already been plotting up ways to goad him into nonsense bets that would have been humiliating), Yuna had graciously brought over his old PlayStation and video games when he came home from the hospital. Shane admitted he'd hardly ever played it alone even as a kid, instead inviting teammates over to play, and he didn't even know why his parents had kept it. But what it did mean is that they had been provided with an insane number of sports games from 2003-2006, including Gretzky 06, all of the Formula One games, and MotoGP 4.
 
"You were a spoiled child."
 
"My friends liked video games so I told my parents I did too, and they told family members. It kinda spiralled. I think they were just happy I wanted something not-hockey related."
 
"Oh my god," he intoned with faux-disapproval. Ridiculously, a good portion of the games were still hockey-related. He snagged NHL Face Off. "I call the Metros!"
 
"What? You can't--"
 
"Yes I can. They were the best team in 2005."
 
"That's not even true, there was a lock out!"
 
"Okay fine, best team historically." He went to set it up. "And they're your favorite team, yes?" Ilya's back was turned but Shane's silence was pure gold. "Personally, I like Boston, but that was just because they were the first team I saw play when I moved here."
 
He turned and shook his head to see Shane still glitching out over the Metros comment. Yes, he'd originally found out by bribing Luca to find out. But the Hollanders had also mentioned it many, many times during his last stay. They thought it was adorable how obsessed Shane had been. Ilya thought he'd found a bottomless well for teasing. He just hadn't been given the appropriate opening to stick the landing. This was good.
 
"How do you even know that?" Shane spluttered. His voice cracked. Perfect. 
 
"I think I know which teams I watched during my first NHL game, Shane."
 
"Fuck you--"
 
He couldn't stop the cackle as he grabbed the controllers and threw himself onto the couch. Shane was still standing, irritated, so he tugged him by his shirt to sit down. He quickly got through the start screen to pick the Metros as his team.
 
"Wait but Montreal and Boston are rivals...is that why Katya kept asking me if black and yellow were my favorite colors?"
 
Ilya barely kept it together. "You're so paranoid."
 
"Oh my god, that's what she drew on my get well card," he smacked Ilya's arm but he knew nothing about the card, actually, "it was the Raiders logo! The whole thing was black and yellow!"
 
Ilya lost it.
 
*
 
Shane insisted on doing property chores himself, which whatever. Ilya wasn't exactly itching to help clean out gutters. He just very closely supervised and had mild heart attacks whenever Shane's face pinched in discomfort. His snarky I am fine every time did nothing to help either because now Ilya just thought he was trying to prove something. Stubborn asshole.
 
So when Ilya saw him dragging boxes from a closet Friday afternoon, he scowled but said nothing. Shane wasn't supposed to be lifting above a certain wait, but he had to move these boxes to the shed because it was on the Maintenance Schedule (or what Ilya termed the Demon Spreadsheet). God forbid he deviate from the damn schedule for the sake of his lung.
 
Naturally, the second Shane's hands were full, his phone started buzzing on the kitchen island. Ilya glared at it from where he sat nearby. He was mildly annoyed by the sheer number of people calling Shane regularly. He'd thought about tossing the service booster into the lake several times. Which wasn't exactly fair, he'd put his on Do Not Disturb for a reason and he hadn't been shot. Shane came back and craned his neck to look.
 
"Shit, it's Rose."
 
Ilya bounced his brows but didn't react. Rose Landry could be dying in a fire and he would not care…Okay that was obviously an exaggeration. He would feel a little bad because Shane would be sad if she died.
 
"Could you—Can you just answer it for me? If I don't pick up she'll leave like a 10 minute voicemail."
 
"You want me to answer?"
 
"I would tell you to make something up, but she knows everything anyway. Just—" he bobbed his head impatiently as he went out the door.
 
"Okay, okay, jeez." He swiped on the answer button and suddenly he was looking at gorgeous starlet, ex-wife of the love of his life, Rose Landry.
 
"Hello," he tried awkwardly.
 
Rose just gaped at him, blue eyes wide with shock. Shit was he-? Yep, shirt and pants, thank fuck.
 
"Oh my god."
 
"Just Ilya, please."
 
"You are Ilya Rozanov."
 
"Ye-ep."
 
Suddenly the screen was black and he heard a muffled screech, which was concerning. Then she was back, face red and grinning manaicly.
 
"Okay, wow, obviously a fan of the show, but totally not what I'm excited about right now."
 
"Okay?"
 
"You're not in Russia."
 
"No."
 
"You're not in Russia and you're answering Shane's phone and I know that kitchen."
 
"Ehm…Shane stepped out. He just didn't want you to leave a long voicemail."
 
"I guess I should be grateful you're both dressed and vetical then."
 
Ilya snorted. "Actually, yes."
 
Shane came barreling back through the door, hand out.
 
"Whatever she said, it's a lie or gross exaggeration," Shane insisted, taking the phone. Ilya handed it over easily.
 
"She said you have a good mouth. I already knew this."
 
On the phone, Rose burst into snorts and giggles. Shane couldn't figure out who to glare at.
 
"Oh my god, Tomato Face lives!"
 
"Do not—!"
 
"You're so red, oh my god, this is the best day ever. I have never been happier. I'm obsessed with all of this!"
 
"Tomato Face?" Ilya teased. Shane shoved at him.
 
"Shut up. And you! Keep it up and I will take you off video!"
 
"Nooo! I wanna see the cuteness!"
 
"Rose-"
 
"Aww," Ilya chucked his chin. "Moy pomidor."
 
Shane got impossibly redder, nostrils flaring, and Rose shrieked in delight, clapping her hands. Ilya immediately knew he had an ally for life in tormenting Shane. He was completely exasperated but unable to untangle from what was happening, probably because he didn't want to.
 
"It's been.." Shane looked at the phone, "Less than 3 minutes and you're already teamed up to bully me. You're not even in the same room! Or the same continent!"
 
"You love it!" Rose chirped brightly.
 
"He does," Ilya agreed loud enough for her to hear. "He's doing the fake not smiling thing."
 
"What?"
 
"Yes he is! Ahhhhh-ha-ha-ha! I am so happy. You don't need to get me a birthday gift ever again, this is perfect!"
 
Ilya bit his lip, reaching for Shane's waistband and tugging.
 
"Let me guess, he gets you a scarf every year."
 
Shane's jaw dropped as Rose broke down into absolute hysterics. He couldn't see the screen, but he heard a clattering that meant she probably dropped her phone. She was gasping for air and Shane looked like he wanted to evaporate. Ilya laughed a little, jostling him playfully because for some insane reason the thought of Shane dilligently gifting his ex-wife a scarf every year for her birthday was making him horny.
 
"I hate the both of you," Shane said as if just realizing it.
 
"Nooo," Rose crooned, out of breath, "I love my scarves, they're beautiful!"
 
Ilya couldn't help it. Shane's angry kitten face was impossible to resist, he was just a man! A weak, disgustingly in love, man! He grabbed Shane's wrist holding his phone and shoved it down so he could kiss him properly without an audience. He was absolutely delighted when Shane kissed him back, prolonging it, mouth chasing his when he pulled away.
 
"I'll let you catch up, yes? Be in the banya." Shane nodded and Ilya kissed him sharply again. "Nice meeting you, Rose Landry!" he all but yelled, walking out of the room. His was answered with the sound of her twinkling laughter.
 
"Pick up your socks!" Shane shouted after him. Which Ilya did, but he just tossed them somewhere in Shane's room instead of the laundry bin.
 
Ilya knew he would be forgiven (for the teasing and the socks) when Shane came barreling into the banya ten minutes later and climbed into his lap. Fucking the annoyed out of Shane was quickly becoming his favorite hobby.
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"I forgot to tell you, I'm having dinner with my parents tomorrow."
 
Ilya looked up at him from across the couch. He was attempting to read while Ilya was on his phone. A poor effort on his part, he was too distracted by unfettered access to Ilya's person. Kept knocking their feet and legs together. Read the same page six times.
 
"Okay, do you want me to—?"
 
"No. I mean…you don't have to? I don't know what I'm trying to say."
 
"Shane."
 
"I'm going to tell them I'm gay." Ilya's brows shot up. "They…I'm pretty sure my dad suspects already…whatever. I just wanted to make it official, I guess? Especially because everybody else seems to know and it's getting stupid for me to not just say it at this point. I don't even know why I kept it to myself this long, it just didn't matter—"
 
"Shane. Breathe."
 
He inhaled deeply almost immediately. Held it. Ilya dropped his phone to his chest and rubbed a foot up Shane's calf.
 
"It's whatever you want, okay? It's a lot."
 
"That's not it," Shane snapped back. Ilya's brow quirked in amusement and he sighed. "I want them to know about you. Us. I guess I just don't—" He trailed off, flustered and embarrassed. It had never been like this before. It had been so easy with the girls he'd dated, everything scripted and obvious. Ilya just…obliterated every script Shane had.
 
"Are you asking if I'm your boyfriend?" he teased, voice low and stupid, smirking like an asshole.
 
"Fuck you," he shot back without heat. Ilya kicked at him. "When's the last time you even had a relationship talk?"
 
Ilya shrugged. "Never."
 
Shane frowned, all the fight leaving him immediately. He was suddenly, incredibly, pissed off. Because, sure, Ilya definitely had a hand in keeping people away, but it had started somewhere with someone. And Shane felt the irrational need to strangle that someone.
 
"I want you there," Shane said flatly. "I want to tell them. I just think we would need to…talk before my mom starts her interrogation."
 
He'd expected Ilya to laugh. Maybe take the easy deflection. That was their usual flow for this. Someone got too serious, too personal, and gave the other an out. Ilya folded his hands on his stomach, head tipped into the couch and looking at him.
 
"Well. What are we talking about exactly? What happened? How we got together? What happens next?"
 
"All of it." Shane widened his eyes, already stressed. "They will ask about all of it, and I can promise you if my mom gets a whiff of inconsistency, she will demand an explanation."
 
Ilya did laugh through his nose at that.
 
"Yeah now I know where you get it from."
 
"I just don't want to push you into anything. Or make you feel uncomfortable. It was impulsive, I didn't think—It would just be nice to spend time with you without…every goddamn thing around us exploding—" Ilya snorted. "Shut up. I meant it when I said I just want to relax with you. No outside opinions or pressure. None of this has been…normal, you know?"
 
Ilya rubbed at his eye. "Yeah."
 
"So maybe it's just easier—"
 
"I'll go with you," Ilya interrupted. "We can tell them we're together. I'm your boyfriend. And we have a lot of things to work out."
 
"Really?" Shane pressed his foot against his leg and Ilya pressed back, raising his brows.
 
"Really. And when your mom has a million logistical questions…I will abandon you to answer them however you want and let David tell me about every boring New Yorker article he's read since I've been gone. It will take a long time, he reads a lot. And by the time I come back, Yuna has no more questions."
 
"Wow."
 
"Yes. It will be very difficult for you."
 
"So supportive."
 
"I will support all of your answers. I'm very curious about what you'll say," he laughed because Shane was climbing on top of him and throwing his phone to the other end of the couch.
 
They made out for awhile, letting it stretch and escalate naturally. Ilya loved having 100% of Shane's full attention. No time constraints, no need to be quiet, no distractions, it was decadent. They shed clothes slowly, pushing down pants and underwear. Ilya paid very close attention to Shane's injury, watching his expression for any minute show of pain.
 
"I'm fine," Shane groused against his lips. Ilya kissed across his face and latched onto his neck.
 
"I'm leaving as many marks as I want," Ilya muttered, biting down and sucking. Shane gasped and thrust down.
 
"Fine, you can explain them to my mom."
 
"Eugh," he dropped his head back, "don't bring Yuna into this."
 
"Are you gonna fuck me or talk about my mom?"
 
Ilya's jaw dropped, knowing his face must look absolutely stupid. Shane being a brat was always a turn on, had his stomach doing flips and cartwheels. He sat up in Ilya's lap and pulled his shirt off, hand grabbing for the back of the collar and pulling forward. Ilya's hands immediately went to his chest.
 
"You are so rude!" He squeezed those pecs like they were his personal stress balls, kneaded them until red marks bloomed under his fingers.
 
"Well if you're going to be such a baby about my injury, then maybe you should just suck my dick instead." He dropped his shirt on Ilya's face, who palmed it and inhaled, before tossing it so far Shane couldn't get it to fold it without getting up from Ilya's lap. Which he definitely wouldn't do.
 
"You're gonna pay for that later," Ilya growled out, reaching to palm Shane's ass and squeeze.
 
"Promise?"
 
He smacked one ass cheek, smirking when Shane squeaked and his cock kicked. He kneaded the thick curves of his ass, tugging at him.
 
"Up, on my chest."
 
Shane arched a brow, so Ilya tightened his grip and arched one right back. Because he was a brat, Shane bent to kiss him sweet and open, hand sneaking between them to stroke their cocks together a few times. Ilya moaned, thrust into his fist, and slapped his ass again.
 
"Up."
 
Shane huffed and licked a strip up Ilya's lips, kissed his nose, and complied. Shane's big body moving up and straddling Ilya's chest was among the top five hottest things Ilya had ever experienced. Who was he trying to fool? That list was flexing and growing by the second. Had him completely re-evaluating himself at every turn. Ilya lifted his arms so Shane's thighs were on each side of his chest and opened his mouth.
 
Shane's face and chest burned bright red, his eyes locked on Ilya's face as he stroked and then fed himself into Ilya's mouth. It took him a moment to get the angle right, to realize what this position actually meant, but once he did, it was incredible.
 
He had to bend over a bit, brace himself on the back of the couch and armrest while he slowly fucked Ilya's mouth. It was so good, Shane's cock stretching his mouth, a strain to his jaw. His eyes rolled back when he hit the back of Ilya's throat. He cursed and whined, and Ilya almost came watching him.
 
He kept it slow and measured until he finished, tensing and pressing closer knowing Ilya would drink him down, take everything. Ilya quickly grabbed for his cock as he withdrew, licking and kissing the length of it before kissing the tip. Shane shuddered.
 
Before Ilya could stop him, Shane was hefting himself lower to return the favor.
 
"Fuck Shane," he writhed under Shane's hold, lifting his hips and making Shane hum with approval. "Da, like that, fuck I love your mouth."
 
Shane kept it insanely slow, licked and teased just to take him full down until his nose was pressing into Ilya's skin. Then he'd retreat, wet and noisy, driving Ilya absolutely insane. Shane called him mean, a tease, but he had nothing on Shane when he was in a mood.
 
When Ilya finally did cum, it punched the air right out of his lungs. Literally felt like he couldn't breathe for a few moments. He had both hands buried in Shane's hair, arching up into the wet heat of his mouth. Shane didn't hesitate to shove him back into the couch, swallowing everything and licking him clean.
 
But then Ilya's skin ached, so he was pulling at Shane, wanting his mouth back. Ilya grabbed his chin, the back of his head, kept Shane locked right where he wanted while he took him apart with his lips, tongue, and teeth. Chased his own taste, licked and stroked as deep as he could until Shane went lax and sweet for him. Pecked his lips sharply once more before letting him sink down into Ilya's body.
 
He nuzzled into Ilya's chest like a puppy trying to get comfortable. Ilya reached for his thighs, squeezing and spreading them so they fit together better. Moving his hands up and down his broad back, Ilya kissed his head and Shane sighed happily.
 
He was going to spend the rest of his life doing this, being with Shane, making sure he was taken care of. Didn't care how, he was doing it. Naturally, he didn't have to wonder for long about logistical questions. It was Shane Hollander sprawled out on top of him, after all.
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  Ilya's phone buzzed while they laid there together. He lifted his head, but made no move to get up.
 
"If you try to answer that phone right now, I will strangle you," Shane grumbled.
 
"I'm not, jeez, so clingy, Hollander."
 
"I have another idea."
 
"Mhmm."
 
"Shut up. We can distract my mom by talking about the publicity angle. It'll give her a problem to work on instead of...everything else," Shane said, head on Ilya's chest and hiking his leg up to fit their bodies more comfortably. He reached for Ilya's cross, thumb moving over the etched surface. He wanted to ask Ilya about that soon.
 
"The publicity angle," Ilya echoed, hand coming to the nape of his neck, rubbing.
 
"How public our relationship is. Or how private. Your fans tend to blow things up whenever you're seen out." Ilya snorted and Shane bit at his collarbone. He kissed the cross just because. "And there's some obvious issues--"
 
"It's whatever you want. Doesn't make a difference." He could feel Ilya's fingers playing with his hair, felt the puffs of his breath, his chin and mouth dipping to brush his head.
 
"What do you mean?"
 
"I mean that we can be public or we can keep it private. I don't mind fuckboy rumors. Sveta likes to say it's good for the show if I'm unattached, but it's the third season so who cares?"
 
His fingers didn't stop moving. He didn't tense up. He'd probably thought about all of this like Shane had. Except he didn't seem to have landed on a preference, which felt odd. Shane had very strong feelings about all of it. Ilya was notoriously in the public eye, he had to have an opinion.
 
"What about Russia?"
 
He huffed. "Doesn't matter."
 
"But Katya's in Russia. If we're public…Don't you want to be able to visit her?"
 
Shane felt him take a deep breath, looked up to watch him scrunch his nose. He wouldn't make eye contact, just stared up at the ceiling. Eyes flicking back and forth. Shane pressed his hand down flat on the cross again.
 
"I cannot go back to Russia, Shane. Whether we are public or not." He opened his mouth to clarify but Ilya waved him off. "The show was enough. Before last month I hadn't been back since before I signed my contract. Being on the show was a public endorsement of homosexuality. Going back would mean prison."
 
"But—"
 
"Yes. I worked with some good immigration lawyers. The government gave me special dispensation to return temporarily on certain conditions. The trip was planned almost a year ago, long before we hired you."
 
"I don't understand."
 
He sighed. "Katya's grandparents wanted to revise the custody agreement. They used my involvement with the show as grounds to give them primary custody during the year with scheduled visits to Alexei."
 
"Why would they do that? She liked being with you. She was happy here. You were good for her."
 
"It wasn't personal. To me. They just wanted Katya back. And Alexei out of their lives. They told him before he and Katya came back in August. I didn't blame them."
 
"Ilya--" But he just flapped his hand dismissively. No Alexei talk, more than fine with Shane. At least they had a real inciting incident now instead of Alexei was douchebag. "What were the conditions for going back?"
 
"I had to give up my Russian citizenship, surrender my passport, travel under a false name, bye bye never come back. It gave me a few weeks to bury Alexei properly, sell the apartment, and sign Katya's paperwork. That's all I needed."
 
I can't. That's what he'd said in the guest house, when Shane had been half a second from falling to his knees and begging if he saw even a scant centimeter of an opening. Shane had thought it was an excuse, that Ilya was just shutting him down. He hadn't explained himself either, but...
 
"I'm so sorry." For more than one reason.
 
"I'm not. That was always the plan. I knew what would happen if I signed that contract three years ago, but I love that show. I love my work and what I've done. I'm not ashamed of it."
 
"And Katya?"
 
"Now? Phone calls. Maybe a visit during her breaks." He shrugged. "It's for the best. She'll be by her mother with people who love her."
 
"You love her."
 
"I do. But my hands are tied. She will understand."
 
Shane reached over to stroke his face, hand resting on his neck. He hated this. Ilya angled his head to kiss him, looking much more resigned to it all than Shane was.
 
"So it's whatever you want. My lawyer said getting married to an American would make the citizenship process go smoother. If you'd rather be private, I could find a beard."
 
"A beard."
 
"People do it all the time. PR relationships to cover their private lives, get a greencard, whatever. It's not sexual, everybody benefits, you end it quietly after a few years."
 
"Absolutely not."
 
"Wow, not even a conversation."
 
"Nope. No. Not happening."
 
"Got it, okay."
 
"Especially not Anna."
 
"What did Anna do?"
 
"Everyone knows what you and Anna did."
 
"Who is everyone?"
 
"Sveta."
 
"Sveta is not everyone. Sveta is a witch who knows things. I never told her that."
 
"Yet here I am, fully aware that you hooked up with her the first day on set."
 
"It was not the first day!"
 
"Because that's the distinction that matters here."
 
"I've slept with Sveta too. Many times."
 
"And I don't want you to marry her either, but honestly if she wanted to punch me in the face I'd let her, so."
 
"You're so weird, Hollander."
 
"She loves you, it's different."
 
Ilya's smile was bemused, his eyelids hung heavy as he looked down to Shane's mouth. It's not like he said anything mind-blowing, Svetlana told everyone that all the time. Shane swiped a thumb over Ilya's lips, smiling when he kissed it.
 
"She's the only one I would tolerate and I still don't want you marrying her. And she's engaged. We can figure something else out. Fuck boy is better than fake married anyway."
 
Ilya pulled his lips nodding, "Okay. Right. So it's whatever you want."
 
*
 
"We want. Whatever we want."
 
"What difference does it make?"
 
"Ilya…" Oh fuck, he knew that face. Shane was about to cry. Shane was going to cry and Ilya would cry because Shane being sad was intolerable. "You've lost so much in just last few months." The tears stung already. "I can't—I don't want to be another source of pain for you."
 
"Shane…"
 
Shane was already moving on top of him, sinking down to kiss him. Warm and firm, a balm to his nerves. A tear slipped anyway even as Shane pulled back to press his forehead to Ilya's face, to kiss his cheek, nose, and chin.
 
"If you want to drag me down red carpets and bring me to stupid industry parties, I'll go. I will sit through every awards show, premiere, and mixer just to hold your hand if you ask me to."
 
"You would rip your hair out."
 
"Maybe."
 
He hummed, rubbing up and down Shane's sides.
 
"I'd like to tell people. Bring you to cast parties. Maybe one award show if I get nominated again—"
 
"You'll be nominated again."
 
"But I don't want to share you. Not like that."
 
"Share me?"
 
Ilya took a moment to think about his response while Shane's eyes roved over his face. He did that a lot, tried to read him. Ilya knew it was a struggle, that Shane needed him to be direct even if it was uncomfortable. Even if Ilya's first instinct was to dodge the point.
 
"I have no problem saying I am in a relationship, no problem being out. I don't care about the general public's parasocial relationship to me. But too...public means people taking pictures. Filming. Analyzing every fucking detail. Assuming things about our relationship and how we are together, how things will go."
 
"And you don't want that," Shane concluded. Ilya let out a slow exhale.
 
"Last year, Kip came to some event with Scott and I. I don't even remember what it was for. But Kip and I got held up talking to a reporter. They went to the same school, studied art, I just introduced them so Kip would relax a little. Feel more confident around all those people."
 
"Did he say something bad?"
 
"No. Nothing happened. It was fine. But Scott got called inside to do something or talk to someone, I don't know, and he didn't get Kip first. He didn't even look. He knew Kip was with me, that I would make sure he was okay, he didn't need to look for Kip."
 
"So—?"
 
"So the internet freaked out. People were so offended that Scott wasn't "protecting his partner," called him a typical man, inconsiderate. They had all these ideas and theories about what their relationship was like. Some said Kip and I were fucking. There was a rumor Scott was abusing him for a few months, and that I was protecting him. They even put him on some list of asshole celebrities who forgot their partner in public. For absolutely nothing."
 
"And you don't want to end up on some list because I hate cameras and can't turn off the doom glare?"
 
Ilya snorted incredulously. "Who calls it that?"
 
"Hayden."
 
"Fuck him."
 
"He's not wrong."
 
"He's stupid. I don't care what you do or how you look in pictures. I do care how angry I would get if someone said something to you. About you. I have a bad temper. Especially about…family."
 
Shane sighed and settled his head back down onto Ilya's chest, hand moving over his collarbone and shoulder. Traced patterns on his skin. Ilya's hand compulsively went to the scar. He'd stopped wearing bandages so Ilya could see it, feel that it was perfectly healed. He only wore one if it felt particularly dry or sensitive. He grazed a nail along the scar and Shane shivered.
 
"I think it's either get them used to us or lock it down."
 
Ilya's jaw clenched. He thought about the sickeningly sweet Valentine's Day post Scott had put on instagram when he couldn't be with Kip. He thought about Sveta and Paolo, practically attached at the hip, especially when he was working fashion weeks. He thought about Rose Landry and the Hollanders and how Shane hadn't come out to his best friend until two months ago. Shane wasn't the only one who could spot a pattern.
 
Then Shane was sitting up and back, obviously wincing in pain because of his injury and Ilya was panicking on several counts—
 
"I am fine. And I don't want to hide. I don't want you to hide me or anything about yourself you don't want to. I don't want to listen to people speculate about you and who you're fucking because it's me. It's only me. Like, we actually need to be very clear about that right now. And for me, it's only you."
 
Ilya just stared up at him and nodded, mouth too dry to say anything.
 
"I love you and people should know that. We don't have to go crazy big or anything, but I want to be able to go out with you, have pictures come up and not care, go to your stupid parties. Some…not all of them, I would die. And yeah, it's gonna suck and be really hard at first—"
 
Ilya sat up quickly, kissing him. Devouring him. Because he couldn't take it. He thrust his tongue in Shane's mouth and moaned when hands clenched his hair to angle his head back. He wrapped his arms around Shane's waist, tried to get as deep as he could, lose himself, desperate to claim and be claimed. Shane steadied him, gentled him this time instead of melting into his usual haze. Swiped thumbs over tears Ilya didn't realize were there.
 
"They'll get used to us," Shane breathed, the air between them hot and humid, intolerable when Shane's lips weren't on his. "I'm boring, remember?" Ilya shook with laughter. "They'll move on."
 
Ilya snagged his lips again, kissing him lovingly, tenderly. Smiling when Shane smiled.
 
"You're perfect." Shane brushed their noses together. "And hot and mysterious. Big, brave hero." He sighed. "I'm going to be fighting the internet over you for the rest of my life."
 
"Rest of your life, huh?"
 
"Much longer time frame since you showed up."
 
Shane grunted in protest and pinched him. "Too soon."
 
Ilya kissed him again, loving how open and sweet he was when they did this. Ilya hadn't been with anyone who loved kissing as much as he did. Shane might have him beat. He suddenly tugged back sharply, eyes bright and sharp.
 
"We could do an interview." Ilya's face must have been particularly distressed because Shane laughed and kissed him. "Just one. An exclusive with a station Svetlana likes, an interviewer you like. Pre-approve the questions. Get the speculation out of the way, feed the machine a little so it's not such a big deal. People wouldn't freak out as much. I'm sure my mom will have opinions and advice."
 
"And you would do that? Be okay with your whole life being under a microscope?" He'd learned that phrase the hard way (Scott teasing him) during a script reading. Felt appropriate for this too.
 
He lifted a shoulder. "A lot of it has been scrubbed anyway. CIA locked a lot of it down. I'm comfortable with anything people could find. I'd need to give Rose a head's up."
 
"What about work? Doesn't being a bodyguard mean being invisible?"
 
Shane bit his lip, cheeks going red. Ilya knew that face too. He was getting used to seeing it more and more as they continued having these conversations.
 
"I have an idea for that too."
 
"Of course you do."
 
He licked his lips and smiled, eyes skittering away. He manuevered so that he was sitting on the couch, and pulled Ilya's legs over his lap. Ilya sat up to follow. He moved in closer, reaching for Ilya's neck and kissed him. Less hungry, more reassuring.
 
"I could do your studio security."
 
Shane giggled at the way Ilya's face contorted in horror.
 
"A security guard? Really?"
 
"No!" he laughed, cupping his neck. "I was thinking more like security director. They probably contract with some big company, but after this last year, I'm sure they'll be making changes. Well, they will if I have anything to say about it, and I have a lot to say."
 
Ilya raised his brows, thinking about it. That meant they both would be in LA consistently. Shane had a condo in Burbank, and Ilya had been thinking about selling the house anyway. They could escape to the cabin for weeks at a time. They would be able to go to work together for long stretches. And they did sometimes send studio security along to events. Shane would certainly be able to convince them that consistent, private security for the cast would be a better option. Not that a director would be able to go, so Ilya would still have to be gone during press tours. But he wouldn't have to worry about Shane jumping in front of bullets for rich fucks who didn't love him.
 
"That could be hot," he landed on with a wry grin.
 
"And how did I know you would say that?"
 
"Because you love me," Ilya crooned, leaning in to nuzzle into Shane's face as annoyingly as possible. There was that giggle again, but he didn't try to get away either. He did catch Ilya's face to kiss him fiercely.
 
"Yes, I do. So much." His fingers threaded through Ilya's hair behind his ears. "It scares me."
 
"Me too," Ilya whispered.
 
"But I want it. I haven't wanted anything this much since I was recruited."
 
Ilya nodded, understanding the feeling all too well. He had been absolutely desperate for his role on Skating Limits, he'd read that script and knew nobody else could play Connor Storrie. He'd felt that same certainty when he kissed Shane in that club months ago. He was exactly where he was supposed to be.
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  They'd made this short trek to his parents' place at least a dozen times before, but never like this. Never with Shane willingly holding Ilya's hand, feeling an oncoming panic attack, intending to tell his parents who he actually was. Who they actually were to each other.
 
Shane stopped short of the door, staring at it. Usually, he would just go in and announce himself. No need for formalities. With a grin, Ilya arched a brow at him and knocked on the door. Shane rolled his eyes, not sure which entrance would be more dramatic at this point. He heard his dad's voice behind the door, just before it opened.
 
"Hey bud, what--?"
 
He stopped in his tracks when he spotted Ilya, the confusion on his face melting into a wide smile. He looked between Shane and Ilya, and Shane had to look down at the ground because he knew his face was red.
 
"Hon!" his dad called without looking back, "I think I know what Shane wanted to talk about!"
 
"Hello David," Ilya greeted, stretching out a hand to shake and getting pulled into a quick hug instead. He urged them both inside, directing Ilya to the house shoes.
 
Shane, however, was distracted by the clatter of something heavy dropping right after Ilya spoke. His mom came around the corner fast, hair whipping as she stopped and stared for a second. She looked like she was holding her breath. Ilya shot Shane a glance, which probably wasn't helpful because Shane felt like he was going to be sick. Ilya just smiled. Which, how? How was he so sure about all this?
 
"Hi Yuna."
 
She turned away from them briefly, hands going up to her face, and the three of them all exchanged amused looks. They heard her deep inhale and then she was speedwalking in their direction, practically tackling Ilya in one of her Mom hugs. Ilya froze briefly, but sunk into it, and Shane had to look away so he didn't start crying too. He felt his dad's hand on his shoulder, felt him squeeze.
 
"It," his mom pulled back to look Ilya in the eye, still holding onto his arms, "is so good to see you." Ilya nodded, obviously choked up. She looked over at Shane and he bit his lip. "I think we have a lot to talk about. Drink?"
 
"Please."
 
That broke up the tension enough for them to laugh and move into the house. His mom tugged Ilya along, already asking a dozen questions. He looked helplessly over his shoulder at Shane who had absolutely no sympathy for him. Ilya's answering jaw clench was so worth whatever sexual torture he'd spend the next couple of hours cooking up.
 
"So," his dad started, "a virtual conference?"
 
"He said it sounded fake, too."
 
"No, no, I...believed you."
 
"Did you?"
 
"No, not at all. I assume Ilya is what you wanted to tell us about?"
 
"Kind of."
 
His dad pulled him into a hug. "I'm very proud of you," he told Shane quietly. "I always have been, but--"
 
"Shane!" Ilya called from the kitchen. "Tell your mother I haven't been smoking!"
 
"I can smell it on your shirt!"
 
He and his dad pulled away, chuckling quietly as the two kept bickering.
 
"He sneaks one when he calls Katya."
 
"I can help!" they heard her insist.
 
"Did I ever tell you how she got me to stop biting my nails?" his dad mused, brows pinched.
 
"Oh god. Mom, no!"
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Yuna had tagged along out of sheer protectiveness and curiosity. Of course she trusted Svetlana, but the rest of Ilya's team...Regardless, it wasn't just Ilya being interviewed, it was Shane too. Her baby. He had some media training, not much, but it was more along the lines of "No comment" because the CIA and Secret Service did not give comments to the media. He was nervous, and Ilya was nervous because he was nervous. Yuna just wanted to be another line of defense for them. While they prepared, David was getting an official tour of the studio, plenty happy to use the trip to New York like a family vacation instead of what it was.
 
Shane finally telling them he was gay hadn't been a huge shock. Him being in love with Ilya Rozanov was, a little, but she had known Ilya was in love with Shane the day she met him. Anyone with at least one functioning eye or ear and some basic sense would have known. Yuna had more than basic sense, and she was very familiar with The Look.
 
Her son had been a serial dater before Rose, brought plenty of girls home to meet them. She had seen The Look at least a dozen times on lovestruck teenage girls who thought Shane was the love of their lives. It always fizzled out. Shane was always gracious about it, but the whole thing had concerned her and David. They had wondered.
 
Rose was expected. She went through the same routine. Lovestruck, attached, sweet. And then she stayed. Despite the distance issue, they had gotten married. She was the center of Shane's life, that was how he made decisions. So it had been utterly confusing when the divorce didn't devastate him. When the two of them stayed in constant contact and Shane still made decisions based on Rose. And the way Rose looked at her boy hadn't changed at all. Confusing.
 
Then nothing. For a long time, nothing. Not dates or names or anything. She and David assumed Shane had just given up, rededicated himself to his work instead. They were resigned. Yuna accepted her son's decisions.
 
Right up until she shook Ilya Rozanov's hand in that kitchen.
 
Yuna saw the way Ilya looked at Shane. Saw the way they naturally drifted into each other's orbit, their easy banter, the way Shane lit up whenever Ilya challenged him even a little. And Ilya definitely had The Look. Unmistakable.
 
That's when Yuna realized that she had seen The Look on all those faces, but never on Shane's before. She had seen it on his face those three weeks though, any time Ilya walked into the room. And if bringing Ilya and his family to his private oasis wasn't a good enough clue, seeing Shane giggle when Ilya lost a card game certainly was. Or seeing them rough house on Shane's running path. Or the way they tracked each other when in the same room. Or Ilya's face whenever Shane interacted with Katya. Honestly, she had lists and lists of their behavior at the cabin that justified her suspicions.
 
She just hadn't realized Shane was actually aware of it. She assumed it was just a crush, that he wouldn't break rules of professionalism. Hadn't realized the connection had been acknowledged and consummated. It made Ilya's leaving the hospital all the more heartbreaking. It made Shane's acceptance of it worse. Yuna had never been so grateful to see a person show up unexpectedly on her doorstep.
 
Now, she watched them settled in studio grade directors chairs about to be interviewed by Andrea Canning for Dateline. Shane looked stiff for a moment until Ilya bodily turned to him, picked lint from his shirt and spoke to him quietly. She wasn't sure if it was truly helpful or not based on the way Shane's eyes glazed over a little. They had gotten used to what David termed The Ilya Effect on Shane. Somehow this gentle Russian giant had figured out how to calm her son in seconds, pull him out of his head, make him act a little dumb. Less robotic. It was sweet. It was everything she wanted for Shane in a partner.
 
And it had been cute today, watching them together in this setting. Ilya's goading really picked up as he bossed Shane around, herded him where he was supposed to be, fussed with his clothes and hair. Reprimanded him when he argued or didn't follow a rule, which had Shane glaring daggers instead of shutting down. She realized that Ilya was referencing things that had happened while Shane was still his bodyguard, and it felt too...intimate to pry or demand explanations. Shane did tell her a couple of stories, with Ilya loudly amending or contradicting the basic facts. Honestly, they might as well have been standing in Shane's kitchen having the conversation.
 
Luca Haas stayed with them like a diligent shadow, looking to Shane for approval, but really getting it from Ilya who teased Shane for being retired and too slow to be a bodyguard anymore, leave it to the young guys.
 
Both she and Ilya gave opinions the whole time they were getting ready, shot down certain items from wadrobe and most of the makeup. Ilya cited fabrics or textures as a problem, claimed something was too tight, makeup would just distract him the whole interview. Yuna nixed certain colors or styles just on a whim, which amused Ilya at least. Shane took most of it without complaint, not happy anyway because he thought his suit was good enough and there was no point in trying to stop them.
 
"No, higher neckline--"
 
"I agree, too low and that stretch will make him look slutty," Yuna added on a whisper.
 
"That and we have to cover a hickey--"
 
"Ilya!"
 
"What? We do! Unless you want slimy, greasy stage makeup--" Shane grimaced against a gag and Ilya gestured his vindication. "See?"
 
"Yeah but you don't have to be so detailed!"
 
"These people do not care and Yuna already knows I like to bite you."
 
Yuna bobbed her head. "He has a lot of cuteness aggression. I made you, so I get it."
 
"See? She gets it!"
 
"Oh my god."
 
Yuna had anticipated Shane being overwhelmed and irritated by the whole process, but with Ilya as his guard dog, he seemed perfectly content. Content, just not quiet. They had the whole crew chuckling because everytime Shane argued, Ilya reminded him who had more experience.
 
"Oh, right, me, I'm the one who's been mic'd up a million times--"
 
"And you still don't let people do their jobs."
 
"I have more you experience, ehm? If they put it by your neck, you won't stop fussing with it, if they put it on your collar you'll freak out that it's uneven--"
 
"I do not freak out." He turned to the sound tech. "I am so sorry about him..."
 
"Will you shut up and just let me do this?"
 
They had traded out the comfortable sportswear Yuna was accustomed to seeing them in for designer clothes selected by stylists. Ilya was in a black henley and jeans, he'd grown his facial hair out a little since filming for the season had wrapped. Just a neat mustache and a little under his chin. His gold cross prominently displayed, gold earrings too. Shane looked very handsome. They'd put him in a tan, cable knit polo with short sleeves and black slacks. His hair was a bit longer, they'd styled it to look more tousled and wispy. They looked good together, complimentary instead of coordinated which was an actual reflection of their relationship.
 
There had been some discussion about which news outlet they would choose for an interview. Yuna had tried to hold her opinions back, but prayed they chose a more serious vehicle for it. The universe must have listened to her. Ilya picked Dateline because Svetlana picked it, and agreed to Andrea because of "vibes." Shane said it was actually because she was from Ontario and married to a marine, so Ilya figured she would "get" Shane. It probably didn't hurt that she was a screenwriter.
 
"Here we go," Svetlana murmured, coming to stand next to her. Yuna threaded their arms together in support. Svetlana was experienced, tough, but she was too close to Ilya to be objective. Yuna could relate.
 
"You think they are ready?" she asked Yuna.
 
"They have to be."
 
David came back from his tour right as it was about to start, put a hand to Yuna's shoulder.
 
"They look great," he mused.
 
"Yes they do," Svetlana agreed.
 
"For the general public, it started one year ago on Black Friday with a bomb planted in a convention center dressing room in San Diego during a routine press run for the hit show, Skating Limits. And it ended, violently, with shots fired at the Emmys this past spring, as Ilya Rozanov accepted his first award for his role as Connor Storrie. Since that horrific night, rumors have abounded online, in the media, and among anyone paying attention to this tragic story. In the court of public opinion, Ilya Rozanov has been accused of espionage for the Russia government, his brother accused of hiring a contract killer, and his bodyguard lauded as a hero one moment, then denounced as a conspirator in the next. Today, we are finally going to get to the truth. Both Ilya Rozanov and his bodyguard, former Secret Service agent, Shane Hollander are here with me to answer the questions that have been on all our minds."
 
"Mr. Rozanov, Mr. Hollander, I am so honored that you chose us for the only interview you'll be giving about the events at the beginning of this year. Just to clear up any confusion, why is that? Why give only one interview? And why choose now?"
 
Yuna twisted her lips to the side as Shane angled his head slightly to Ilya. They had been given a general list of subjects and specific questions, returned notes about what they would not discuss, and had generally talked over who would answer what. Shane was more there for solidarity purposes, the optics, only answering the logistical questions about Kent and Comeau.
 
"Is simple. It was...very traumatic. My family was deeply impacted. I..." he glanced at Shane, "We want to maintain some privacy, but we understand there are questions. I would rather clear the air before the next season of Skating Limits is released because that is where the focus should be, on the show and our team, not me and the rumors."
 
"And before we go any further, your team has disclosed to us that you two are now in a romantic relationship."
 
"Yes," Shane answered flatly, even as Ilya dropped a hand to his.
 
"It must have been a very emotional time, after the Emmys." She gestured to Shane. "You sustained a life-threatening gunshot wound and reports indicate that you returned to Russia, Mr. Rozanov. It seems hectic for even a professional relationship let alone a romantic one. Tell us a little about it."
 
"It was hectic. Confusing, even. We were..." He and Shane shared a look. "Bonded. Close. We got along immediately. I think." Shane nodded in confirmation. "Shane was very sure of himself, calming. He had plans and contingency plans, and if he didn't have an answer, he found one. He made us feel safe. Hard not to fall in love with someone taking such care with you and your family."
 
Yuna watched the compliment slide off her son's skin like water. He looked off, a slightly embarrassed grin on his face the longer Ilya talked.
 
"That must have been very stressful for you, Mr. Hollander, dealing with your feelings while Mr. Rozanov was being stalked and hunted by a contract killer. What was going through your mind?"
 
"Mostly? Don't screw up." Both Ilya and Andrea laughed a little. Shane was serious though. "It was probably...the least professional five months of my life." Ilya turned more to Shane, hiding his mouth on his fist and squeezing his hand. His cuteness aggression was kicking in, and Yuna wished she had a spray bottle to get him to focus. Next to her, Svetlana laughed through her nose. Shane considered Ilya for a long moment, licking his lips.
 
"Things work themselves out," he concluded with a nod. Yuna frowned because that didn't sound at all like something Shane would say. But it felt familiar? Andrea was already moving on.
 
"Mr. Rozanov, you have quite the reputation as a ladies' man. Did the attraction come as a surprise to you?"
 
He frowned. "Ehm, no. Not surprised at all. Look at him." Shane subtly kicked his foot and Ilya smirked. "No, I am bisexual and I've known that since I was a teenager."
 
"Well I was surprised because you were very annoying at first."
 
"I was flirting, he didn't know."
 
"Yes I did. That was the annoying part. I was working."
 
"You liked it."
 
Shane bit the inside of his cheek, looking torn between laughingly arguing and focusing on the interviewer. Yuna had never see anyone break her son's resolve quite like Ilya. And Svetlana had sent her some of Ilya's previous interviews, this could devolve quickly...
 
"Next question, please."
 
Andrea smiled. "I suppose I would ask if there was anything you wish had gone differently with the investigation, your decisions, or how things were handled?"
 
"It took us, our team and the FBI, far too long to figure out there were two perpetrators. Part of that is because many law enforcement agencies still don't take stalking seriously enough. Especially not in Hollywood. When Ilya's agent came to me, she assumed she would need to beg me to take it seriously because this kind of behavior is the norm. If it had been investigated properly, Dallas Kent would have been caught before Gilbert Comeau ever came into play. We might not be having this conversation at all."
 
"That's a weighty indictment."
 
"Two men are dead. More could have been seriously injured. It should be."
 
"Do you feel your romantic feelings, your involvement--?"
 
"No," Shane answered before Ilya could angrily interrupt. "The missteps I referred to occurred in the entire year preceding my arrival. I was hired after the bomb. Dallas Kent should have been apprehended the first time he left DNA behind in June of last year. It was mishandled because local police didn't take it seriously."
 
"There was a DNA sample?"
 
"There should have been two. However, what we actually had were two notations indicating DNA was present."
 
"Are you worried about pushback from that department for bringing this to our attention?"
 
"If the Pasadena police department wants to reach out to me to discuss how their officers handle evidence in stalking cases, I would be more than happy to help."
 
Both Ilya and David snorted at the same time. Andrea, however, seemed a little taken aback. Perhaps she'd expected more lurid details about their affair, or Shane's personal failings. Yuna knew, logically, that her son wasn't always perfect, but her feathers were certainly ruffled at the implication that he hadn't done his job well enough.
 
"There are rumors Gilbert Comeau--"
 
"We won't comment on any rumors regarding Comeau. He was hired. He was responsible for the San Diego bomb. He attempted to shoot Ilya at the Emmys and was unsuccessful. He died on site. That's it."
 
"He shot you."
 
He shrugged. "A graze. I lost blood, but the theater staff acted quickly and responsibly, and I'm grateful to them."
 
"We both are," Ilya said gravely, tugging Shane's hand over and kissing it. Svetlana had begged them to keep it toned down, Yuna had advised them to be connected but not too simpering. Ilya had laughed at them both.
 
"The footage from that night was intense, Mr. Rozanov-"
 
"Ilya, please."
 
"Ilya. You had just accepted your award, barely through your first sentence, then a gunshot. Where's your head? How did you experience it?"
 
He took a breath. "I didn't understand what was happening at first. Shane tackled me," Shane rolled his eyes. "And I hit my head on the stage. So he was on top of me, there was screaming, and then I heard gunshots."
 
"Mr. Hollander, Shane, had fired at Gilbert Comeau."
 
"Yes. I thought it was done. We were fine. Safe."
 
"Hit your head, pinned down, didn't know what was going on, but you felt safe."
 
"Yes."
 
"How?"
 
Ilya lifted a shoulder. "Shane doesn't miss."
 
Yuna had no doubt that the camerman would focus on Shane's answering smirk.
 
Andrea decided to pull it back to the beginnings, with the timeline for the stalking and death threats, when Comeau came into the equation. She tried to wheedle more information about his actions, his motives, hinted at his connection to Shane, but Shane deftly deflected answering those questions, turning things back for Ilya to answer. He did so well under pressure, and Yuna wasn't the only one watching him fondly.
 
They discussed the intensity of the press tour, the many photos and videos of Shane that had surfaced since the Emmys. Andrea had them up on a TV screen out of view, and Shane watched it all, face completely red. It probably didn't help when Ilya kissed his temple as Andrea read from comment sections. Some were a little more graphic than others.
 
"Any thoughts, Shane?" Andrea asked, a sympathetic laugh in her voice.
 
He shook his head, listing toward Ilya when he dropped his chin to Shane's shoulder.
 
"Bodyguards are supposed to be invisible. To blend. Ilya was my first celebrity client, I was...unprepared for that level of attention."
 
"Those crowds were particularly bad," Andrea noted. "Many people likened them to the crowds seen for stars like Beyoncé, Taylor Swift, The Beatles. Were you unprepared for that as well?"
 
"No," Shane answered firmly. "We knew the crowds would be intense. Especially after the bomb. We tried to work as closely with the studios as possible, but crowd control was difficult."
 
"Everyone loves me, I can't help it."
 
"You could have helped by not stopping for every single fan you made eye contact with to sign things and take pictures."
 
"He's so strict. That's the job."
 
"That's why I don't work with celebrities."
 
"Not anymore," Ilya muttered grumpily. Shane just shook his head at him.
 
"Was your injury enough to justify retirement?" Andrea asked.
 
"A job change, yes. My work will be more oversight and administration going forward. This last injury...the surgery was more intense due to previous injuries, and I thought it was time."
 
They went on to discuss Shane's injury and recovery. They discussed the Irina Foundation, named after Ilya's mother, a charity they were starting together focused on survivors of stalking and domestic violence, as well as access to mental health resources. Ilya had sold his house and some cars, while Shane sold the Burbank condo and Montreal property for the start up money. Ilya had bought a much smaller place in Malibu. They claimed they weren't technically living together because Shane "kept an apartment" in Burbank, but Yuna doubted he had a couch there, much less a bed. Whatever, the Foundation was beautiful, and she'd agreed to help run it. She was honored Ilya had even asked.
 
Because of the brief, undetailed discussion of his mother, Ilya also divulged that he had severed ties with Russia. He made sure to state that it was due to his involvement with Skating Limits, and that he maintained a close relationship with his niece and her mother's family. He was very pointed in noting that it was the Russian government at fault for that, not the Russian people. Not his family either.
 
That opened up the conversation rather nicely for Andrea.
 
"So we did discuss this with your team ahead of time because we understand it is a very delicate issue." She put her hands in her lap and fully focused on Ilya. "Your brother."
 
He just nodded.
 
"He was murdered by Gilbert Comaeu in a town north of Fresno, where you were staying for security purposes in the weeks before the Emmys."
 
"Yes."
 
"How did Comeau find you? According to reports, this place was off grid and isolated. Well protected."
 
Ilya's jaw clenched and Svetlana's grip on Yuna's arm tightened. Yuna covered her hand. They had all discussed this, how it would be answered. Ilya didn't even remotely agree. He and Shane had argued bitterly about it. Yuna had no clue what Shane had said to Ilya, couldn't even imagine, but he finally gave in. It really was the safest option. So Shane answered.
 
"From what we understand, Gilbert Comeau received word that Dallas Kent had been taken in for questioning. He must have gone to monitor the situation or wait for Kent to be released, we're not sure. What we do know is that he followed me. I went to sit in on Kent's interrogation, to see if he had any pertinent information. Comeau must have seen me and followed me back to the safe house. He had plenty of time to case the property, the house, and make a plan. We believe he mistook Alexei Rozanov for Ilya, and that the Emmys were a part of his contingency plan."
 
"Wow. You must feel responsible."
 
Ilya's nose scrunched. He kept Shane's hand firmly in his lap, thumb moving restlessly, his eyes focused elsewhere.
 
"I do," Shane answered steadily. "It was a mistake. A tragic one."
 
"So Alexei Rozanov was not the one who hired Comeau, as was reported in the spring?"
 
"It was a theory the FBI had, which they did not investigate further after Comeau's death. The case is considered closed."
 
"Do you have your own theories, then?"
 
"We," he looked at Ilya who glanced over eye contact, "believe that it was Dallas Kent who hired him. He never confessed, he had no reason to, but it makes sense. He had a lot of information about Ilya, he worked on the studio set, he had access, and he'd built up a lot of hate and resentment. He had some very strange religious beliefs as well, from what I've been told. He was the type who wouldn't want to get his hands dirty."
 
"We received word that he committed suicide in prison."
 
"Yes," Shane confirmed sharply. "And Ilya hasn't received a single threat since he was put away. That's answer enough."
 
"Any thoughts, Ilya?"
 
He shrugged. "Is rumors. But once things are put out on the internet, there's not much you can do. People wanted answers, a story, and I couldn't give them. Not then. I needed to focus on my niece, taking of her. Getting her home safely."
 
"Rightly so," Andrea agreed. "Would it be fair to say that these events have changed you? Your perspectives, your outlook on life?"
 
"For me, yes. Everything. Everything has changed."
 
Andrea looked at Shane and waited. They all did.
 
"Same question to you, Shane."
 
"No, not at all," he answered blankly. "I was right the whole time."
 
Ilya laughed.
 
*
 
The interview, after editing to include Dateline's own investigation and interviews with Hayden, JJ, Scott, and Jacobs, aired the day after Christmas, and was one of the most rewatched news segments of the last five years. Along with the trailer, clips were posted and reposted across platforms. Podcasts discussed it, broke down the details of the case, speculated. And naturally, the denizens of the internet took screenshots, made GIFs, and commented their uneducated, and mostly unhelpful, opinions.
 
"Don't read them," Ilya said for the tenth time. They were in bed at the cabin, taking a long weekend. Both in sleep boxers because being fully nude too long made Shane's skin crawl, but there was no point in getting fully dressed when Ilya was on a break. He had swiped Shane's phone to play some ridiculous game he'd downloaded. When asked why he put games on Shane's phone, he said he had no storage on his own because it was all pictures of Katya and Shane.
 
And Shane did not care. He was currently on his laptop listening to a true crime podcast which had covered Ilya's case. It was relatively accurate, well-researched, responsible. He liked that they went heavy at the stalking angle. That they mentioned and linked to the Irina Foundation. But naturally, there was still speculation about who hired Comeau.
 
The FBI's official report clearly indicated that Alexei Rozanov had not been cleared as a suspect...
 
But Shane Hollander, the professional who spent time with Rozanov and his family is on the record stating he believes it was Kent--
 
And for good reason! He is romantically involved with Rozanov now, of course he wants to protect him and the family from speculation.
 
I don't think he was able to prevent speculation. Obviously! He also gave an explanation as to how Comeau found them, and took responsibility for it. Why would he do that, why would he jeopardize his professional reputation, to protect a dead man? Who, by most accounts, sounds like a piece of shit!
 
Okay, I can't actually answer that--
 
Exactly!
 
But did you notice that when asked he didn't actually say no Alexei was not the culprit?
 
That is an interpretation of what he said...
 
He didn't! And I think it all circles back to Ilya Rozanov. Did you see his face when Hollander was talking about Comeau following him back to the safe house? He looks pissed off!
 
Speculating about someone's internal thought process based on a facial expression is a dangerous game. Maybe he told Hollander not to go. Maybe Alexei compromised their location. Maybe he didn't want to talk about it at all!
 
Then why do an interview?
 
Probably just what he said: he wants to clear the air before the next season of his show. I wouldn't want to be fielding questions about my glute routine and who's the best kisser between questions about my dead brother and the guy who shot my boyfriend!
 
Can you imagine? Jesus ...But are we buying this relationship angle?
 
Seriously!?
 
Very serious! I mean, we know Rozanov can act his ass off--
 
Has to, to make Scott Hunter seem fuckable--
 
Silence your mouth! We know he can act, he certainly could pretend to be in love with the guy who saved his life--
 
To what end! Why? Why would he do that? And why would this uptight, former Secret Service, hush hush military career man agree to it? Being publicly queer isn't exactly safe and he has no incentive, other than to protect Rozanov which only makes sense if they're in love!
 
Well one, money is always incentive. And two...Because there's more to the story, the government is somehow involved--
 
A conspiracy theory, really?
 
A crime! Have you heard the theory that his brother was a Russian operative and Comeau was sent by the CIA to kill him and use the Rozanov stalker angle as a cover?
 
I have. And I think that...it's absolutely nuts. This guy was a known drug user, an alcoholic, living off his brother's success--
 
Operative doesn't mean smart, or upstanding citizen. We have no idea what he could have been involved with.
 
That still does not explain why Shane Hollander would agree to a fake, PR relationship with a hot actor under scrutiny. It doesn't make sense. They started a charity together.
 
Starting a charity is literally PR 101. What doesn't make sense is why the feds stopped investigating who hired Comeau after his death. Because if the person responsible was ALIVE they could have gone after Rozanov again.
 
Or maybe they had him in custody, like Hollander said, and they just couldn't make their case for it. He said several times the stalking case was mishandled. Maybe they got him on the charges that worked and were building another case against him.
 
Then why close the case all together?
 
Probably to shut down speculation like this! New evidence would mean they could re-open the case and file charges whenever they chose. But Kent is dead now, so we will never get that information.
 
And he was done. He hit pause, freezing the two women mid-argument to tug out his headphones and pinch the bridge of his nose.
 
"You need to stop reading it," Ilya sang at him. Easy mistake to make. Shane often wore headphones so people wouldn't talk to him, he rarely was listening to anything. Ilya called him a sociopath.
 
"I'm not reading, I'm listening. This is a highly rated podcast, I want to know what they're saying."
 
Ilya shook his head. "Highly rated just means popular."
 
"Are things not popular for a reason?"
 
"Things are popular because of good advertising."
 
"My head hurts."
 
"Which is why you should be paying attention to me and not them," he groused, tossing the phone and manuevering around so he was on top of Shane's legs. Ilya kissed his shin, his knee, this thigh, until his head was bumping under his laptop. Shane immediately lifted it and set it down in safer territory, Ilya had zero respect for the laptop. He usually wouldn't even have it in bed because of how often Ilya slammed it shut, tipped it over, or pushed it aside. Shane kept a backup cloud storage account for his cloud storage because inevitability Ilya was going to break the damn computer. He was worse than a cat.
 
"See?" Ilya snuggled into Shane's lap, "better already."
 
Shane sighed and dropped a hand into his curls, scratching at his scalp. He felt Ilya's hands sneak up the back of his shirt.
 
"People still think it was Alexei."
 
"It was Alexei."
 
"Yeah, but we were supposed to squash the rumors."
 
"No, we were supposed to answer questions about what happened. We did that. Now I can ignore it when it comes up in interviews for the show."
 
"That's why I suggested we do the interview. Actually answering questions--"
 
"Shane..."
 
"It's just such bullshit."
 
Ilya lifted his head, eyes narrowed.
 
"It's not your fault."
 
"I should have--" He got cut off by Ilya hauling his body down so he was pinned under him and forced to keep eye contact. Shane's hands flailed for a moment before landing on his biceps.
 
"It's not your fault," Ilya snapped again. "None of it is. Just because I let you take the blame for him doesn't mean you are actually responsible for everything he did. You are the only one blameless in all of this, and you're the only one who did anything to fix it. So you're not going to obsess over whether you can clear his name. You can't. He's guilty. He hired Comeau and Comeau shot you. Alexei is dead...and maybe it's better that way."
 
"Ilyusha--"
 
"I don't..." he dropped his head to Shane's, rubbing his forehead there and eyes closing. "I don't want to talk about him anymore. He almost took everything from me."
 
He wasn't talking about money. He wasn't even talking about his own life. He'd admitted it once, that he wasn't actually upset or angry that Alexei wanted him dead because for some reason it made sense to him. Horrific thought, to Shane's mind, unthinkable. But no, he was angry that Alexei had put Katya in danger. He was angry that he'd put the show in jeopardy, put his castmates in danger. He was angry that Alexei was the reason Shane nearly died. Comeau certainly earned a healthy amount of his ire, but not like Alexei. He put all the blame on his brother.
 
But Comeau hadn't hurt Katya when given the opportunity. Ilya had already been offered dream roles on other projects, his career was fine. The show was doing well, his castmates safe.
 
Ilya was still angry because Alexei had almost taken Shane from him.
 
When he'd said that, Shane almost didn't believe it. There was a long list of reasons Ilya should be angry with his brother, an unending list that grew every goddamn time his name came up. But Ilya still put his head to Shane's chest, ear on his heart. Still reached for the thick scar below his shoulder blade. Still woke up from bad dreams looking for him. Ilya was holding onto that anger because of him.
 
Even now, Shane didn't know what to do with that. Sometimes the intensity of how much Ilya loved him was terrifying still.
 
"Can I ask you something?" he prompted, sliding a hand to Ilya's chest to tug at his cross.
 
Ilya kissed his forehead, down his face, his lips. Shane pushed into the kiss, wanting to prolong it but unsurprised when Ilya buried his face into Shane's neck instead. Felt kisses there and on his collarbone.
 
"What?" he sighed, settling. Shane brought his hands up, cradling his head, nails scratching at his scalp. It was compulsive, at this point. Ilya upset? Head scratches, play with his hair, kiss his forehead. Kisses generally, but forehead kisses for sure.
 
"When did you know?"
 
"Know what?"
 
"That you loved me."
 
He felt Ilya's breath hitch. Felt his heart race.
 
"That depends."
 
"On?"
 
"What you want to know. When I felt it, when I thought it, when I knew it, or when I accepted it."
 
"Those are all different?" Ilya nodded. "Quid pro quo?" He nodded again.
 
They'd quickly realized during those six uninterrupted weeks at the cabin that the talking part was still hard. Shane wasn't used to sharing his thoughts very often. Ilya had trained himself not to. So if they had something on their mind, a question they wanted answered, things went smoother if they offered up something first. Tit for tat, quid pro quo, an even exchange. Shane was still better at initiating, Ilya still more certain of his understanding, but it worked.
 
"I think I felt it when you got pissed off that first day, by the pool," Shane said slowly.
 
"I wanted to punch you."
 
"I know. You're hot when you're mad."
 
That got him a small laugh.
 
"I knew I was attracted to you, but it was...different...when you yelled at Alexei and told me you knew faggot in 7 languages."
 
"Haha, beat you."
 
"By some hours, I wasn't as sexually repressed as you."
 
"Fuck off."
 
"You would've fallen in love with any hot guy hitting on you...once you figured out they were hitting on you. So never."
 
"People don't hit on me."
 
"I don't know why I bother, you always make my point anyway."
 
"I thought it the day after the club. When we...but after. That's why I shut it down."
 
"When I kissed you."
 
"What?"
 
Ilya nodded again. "The club. I did it to annoy you. Just to make you mad, but then I didn't want to stop. I was very annoyed about that alarm."
 
Shane huffed and kissed his head. "Not me. I was distracted enough as it was." Ilya dragged his lips over the thin skin of Shane's neck. "So when did you know?"
 
"When I took you to Malibu."
 
"Really? That soon?"
 
"Really. I thought it twice. On the drive and..." He felt Ilya press harder into his neck, felt him shake a little. Ah fuck he was laughing. This was gonna be embarrassing. For who? Both. Probably both.
 
"What?" Shane asked helplessly. He had asked, after all.
 
"The bathroom. Your clothes," he answered with a laughing whine.
 
"What about my clothes? We bought them there. You picked em out!"
 
"You folded them before we had sex."
 
They were both silent for a beat until Shane couldn't hold back his snort, and they both burst into giggles.
 
"Because I folded my clothes?" Shane wheezed.
 
"I don't know!" Ilya managed between breaths.
 
"You're so stupid!"
 
"It was cute! I'm just a man!"
 
"The silliest man I have ever met! My clothes?"
 
"Stop teasing! I love all your weird, boring habits."
 
"Is that why you always watch me do laundry?"
 
"Shaa-aane!" Ilya's arms and legs wrapped and tightened around him, squeezing.
 
"You were supposed to be this commitment-phobe, Casanova, ladies' man, player, and you fall in love with me over laundry?"
 
"Nevermind, I hate you." He pretended like he was going to pull away and get up. Shane didn't buy it for a second, but he also grappled him back to the bed, pinning him down with his hips, held him by the wrists.
 
"No you don't."
 
"Shut up."
 
Shane bent to kiss him, deep and easy, and smirking a little when Ilya struggled against his grip. He didn't do this very often, but every once in awhile Ilya got really worked up testing Shane's strength. He admitted it made it hotter when Shane submitted so fluidly to him later.
 
"I won't tell anyone," Shane rubbed their noses together. "Your secret's safe with me."
 
"If you tell Rose I will never forgive you--"
 
"I would never," he kissed him sharply. Ilya bucked his hips and flipped them again, wrapping arm around Shane's neck and another around his waist. He kissed Shane like he wanted to devour him, open, deep, and hungry. His legs nudged Shane's apart so he could rock his hips down. They both moaned at the contact. Shane ripped his mouth away to breathe, which gave Ilya enough of an opening to kiss down to his chest. Shane brought a hand to the back of his neck, rubbing.
 
"You said there was another time. When you accepted it?" Ilya bit the inner curve of his pec and nodded.
 
"Yes."
 
"When?"
 
Ilya kissed across his chest and sucked a nipple between his lips, licked over it. Kissed above it.
 
"Right here. When I had you the first time in this bed."
 
Tears stung and Shane had to blink them back, struggled with himself a little. Ilya must have noticed because he settled more heavily on him, using his body weight to soothe. Shane exhaled slowly through his nose.
 
"Me too. Fuck, you were--"
 
"Perfect," Ilya finished. "We were perfect."
 
"Yeah. My brain was a mess and I was just...freaking out."
 
"I know."
 
"I wanted to be good for you. I wanted to help."
 
"You were, you did." Ilya kissed back up to his mouth and Shane caught him there. Hummed when Ilya's hand cupped his chin and cheek, firmly tipping him up and to the side so he could kiss to his ear. Pressed down to hold him there. "You're incredible," Ilya murmured in his ear. It was Shane's turn to fight. "No, no, my love, you stay and listen," he continued in Russian. Shane stopped resisting, but his face burned.
 
"You were perfect. You took such good care of me. You made Katya feel safe. Strong, steady, kind. You trusted me to make you feel good, gave yourself over to me, let me make a home there. In you. With you. How could I not know?" He kissed Shane's ear and then the thin, sensitive skin around it, dragged his nose along Shane's neck. "I was always going to love you."
 
Under him, Shane was shaking. His stomach was in knots, he felt like crying. So he let himself and Ilya moved to kiss the tears away. He released Shane's chin, braced himself up so he see Shane properly. Ilya gave him time. Kept murmuring in soft Russian, turning to one side and then the other, kissing him. Yes, it was too much. Yes, he didn't take compliments so well unless they were measureable, quantifiable. But the reason he was vibrating out of his skin was to keep words in, not to keep Ilya's out.
 
"Tell me, dorogoy, tell me." He kissed all over Shane's face, across his brow, and the corner of his eyes, his cheek, before finding his mouth again. Shane returned the kiss, a little desperate to ground himself first.
 
"Marry me."
 
Ilya pulled back and froze, just staring at him for a long moment. Shane reflexively cupped his neck. Sometimes he thought there should be an imprint of his hands there, given how often he held Ilya like this. But Ilya's prolonged silence had him panicking a little. Maybe he thought it was impulsive.
 
"I had a plan," he confessed, rubbing their legs together. "Candles, dinner, a ring, the whole bit, was gonna do it in Malibu, but--" Shane let himself look for the flecks of gold around his pupils, the gold that made his eyes look greenish in the right light. Swiped his thumbs under them, over his lips. "I really just can't help myself when it's you."
 
Ilya's face crumpled in that very recognizable way and Shane tugged his head back to his chest.
 
"Oh don't cry," he begged, "baby, don't cry."
 
"I love you so much," Ilya said, voice thick and wet. He was definitely crying. Shane just kissed his forehead, cuddled him close, content to wait even if it was scaring the shit out of him.
 
"I love you too. And we don't have to do anything yet, like if you want to wait until the show is over, or for one of Katya's visits. I don't care, just knowing you'd want to is enough."
 
Suddenly Ilya's energy shifted and he was pushing up, kissing Shane enthusiastically.
 
"Where is the ring? Closet or office?" he asked excitedly.
 
"What?" Shane laughed. "You don't get the ring until you answer!"
 
But Ilya was already getting off the bed and jogging for the door.
 
"It's office, already knew that," he called back, disappearing into the hall. Shane heard the beeps, and the subsequent buzzer followed by Ilya's irritated growl. "Stop changing it!"
 
"Stop messing with my stuff!"
 
Harmless nonsense, mostly Ilya switching things around or putting random things on the shelves that shouldn't be there. It was incredibly annoying and Shane had changed the code six times because of it.
 
More beeps and a click. Which, how the fuck? Shane was sitting up and swinging his feet to the floor when Ilya came trotting back in. He barely had time to catch the box as he tossed it.
 
"Found it!"
 
"How do you keep guessing the passcode?" Didn't even bother asking how he found the ring itself, the man was either the weirdest bloodhound or Shane was shit at picking hiding spots.
 
"Because you are boring. Gretzky's draft year and number, duh."
 
"Nobody counts the Racers."
 
"You count the Racers! Now," he flapped his hand. "Propose to me properly."
 
Shane laughed, totally confused by the 180 degree shift in mood.
 
"I already did!"
 
"No, you did a terrible job, made me cry. Do it again."
 
"Ilya--"
 
"No! Get on one knee! What will your mother say when she asks how you did it?"
 
"Oh my god!"
 
But he complied, got down on one knee, opened the ring box and held it out, the whole bit.
 
"Ilya Grigoryevich Roz--"
 
"How do you know that name?"
 
Shane bent over, laughing, barely able to catch his breath. "I asked Sveta. Will you stop interrupting me?"
 
"Yes, yes, c'mon hurry up!"
 
"Ilya Grigoryevich Rozanov, will you marry--ooomf!"
 
He didn't get through it that time because Ilya tackled him to the ground, pinning him down, and kissing whatever he could reach while Shane laughed. And the ring may have gotten a little displaced in the process because not even a few minutes later, Shane was being vigorously fucked, face down into the carpet. Ilya spent the next...however long, repeatedly and enthusiastically saying yes, and making Shane see god. So not actually too different from how he thought it would go.
 
Ilya was extra cuddly after, but Shane refused to stay on the floor. They were both too old for that. So Ilya scooped up the ring and scooped up Shane, and they collapsed in a sweaty heap on the bed.
 
"We're changing these sheets later--"
 
"Wah, wah, wah, put the ring on me." He dropped the box on Shane's chest and he had to catch it before it rolled to his neck. He got the ring out, his paternal grandfather's because it was a little nicer and more traditional. A yellow gold to match Irina's cross. He'd had it cleaned and resized. He snagged Ilya's hand and slid it on his ring finger easily, kissing it in place.
 
"Where's yours?" Ilya asked, staring at it even as he rolled back on top of Shane. Shane kissed the side of his head.
 
"Figured you'd want to pick it out. Spend way too much money on something flashy that I'll have to adjust my shooting aim to."
 
"You are correct."
 
Shane huffed and nuzzled into his curls. "Looking forward to it."
 
"So we can go tomorrow, yes? Go order your ring, courthouse--"
 
Shane chuckled. "Maybe we give it a week, do something a little nicer?"
 
"Just us, though."
 
"Okay," Shane agreed, a little choked up because that's exactly what he wanted. His mom already got to plan and do a big, white wedding. This time around was for him. For him and Ilya. Fuck.
 
"Don't cry. If you cry, I'll cry, and we'll be crying mess."
 
"Shut up."
 
"Rude, telling your fiancé to shut up."
 
Shane squeezed him and let him yammer on about the absolutely grotesque ring he was going to make Shane wear for the rest of his life.
 
*
 
 
Everyone was packed into Ilya's Malibu bungalow to watch the Tony Awards. Everyone being Shane, his parents, the Pikes, Marly, and Svetlana. Ilya and Luca weren't there because Ilya was presenting at the Tonys. He had explained the very loose connection to Shane, but that also required Shane to know the names he was referring to and he didn't so...It was because they were giving an award to a guy who claimed to be one of Ilya's mentors, Sveta said it was good publicity for the show, and the real reason he agreed to it was because Rose was going alongside some of her castmates to honor their director. Which was fine, but absolutely not enough to justify Shane going. He could see Rose privately when she came into town after, when she wasn't starving herself to fit into some gown and being mean about it.
 
It had become a bit of a tradition for everyone to come over whenever Ilya did one of these. Shane actually enjoyed it, liked the support. Especially since he was still nervous about Ilya doing public events without him. He was trying to let go more, give Luca the chance to work, but the worry was constant. It didn't help that the Tonys were in New York. He was only gone for a day, but still.
 
Everyone chatted over the nonsense reporting. Jackie scolded the girls for getting too rough, while members of the production cast arrived on screen, including hosts and other presenters. Ilya was at the tail end of the bunch, probably lingering so he could meet Rose. If they didn't decide to just go together. Shane was proven correct almost immediately when a camera was pointed in the direction of a limo. Ilya was at the door, helping Rose and three of her female castmates out.
 
"Oh Rose looks amazing!" Jackie cooed. "Look girls, Auntie Rosie!"
 
They all immediately started praising her dress and hairstyle. She had a very good stylist who she adored and she looked great. Shane's eyes didn't linger on her though, and neither did the cameras. Ilya loitered behind the actresses, waiting for them to do their red carpet moment first. He'd done enough appearances since the Emmys to know what would happen. He'd told Shane the night before: two minutes and he was done.
 
The official show narrator paid almost no attention to the arriving stars and instead gave a quick recounting of Ilya's case as he stepped onto the red carpet and joined Rose for photos.
 
"He looks annoyed," Shane's mom muttered flatly. She was right, he did. Obviously, they couldn't hear everything the reporters and photographers were saying, but Ilya had given him the gist the last few times. Mostly just insensitive nonsense and nagging to know where The Bodyguard was. Shane was the aforementioned bodyguard.
 
He posed with Rose and her castmates, then with just Rose, and then by himself. Fuck, he looked good in the tux. It was one of Paolo's designs, and Sveta made sure everyone in the room knew it. Ilya claimed Paolo knew how to dress him so well because he was very familiar with his body after they'd had sex so many times. Shane couldn't say he disagreed. And he didn't hate the result.
 
"Ilya!" The cameras picked up a reporter on the microphone as Ilya moved closer to the press line and off the carpet. "Where's your bodyguard?"
 
Ilya frowned and shrugged, tossed a hand to the area off frame. The camera immediately swung to...Luca, who bobbed his head and waved.
 
"No! Shane! Where is Shane?"
 
Ilya smirked and Shane's stomach dropped right out of his ass because he knew that man's repertoire of smirks, and That Smirk was classic I'm Going to Make Shane Regret Everything.
 
"Ooooh," he held up his left hand, flashing the gold ring. "My husband is at home!"
 
The official camera caught the entire press swinging their attention to him, bombarding him with questions. Ilya just smiled and waved until Bob the Drag Queen and Lea Michele showed up to steal the focus back.
 
"That...is the man you picked," Hayden muttered as Shane covered his eyes with his hand.
 
"Yep."
 
"Did you-?"
 
"Nope."
 
Sveta squawked. "He told me you did!"
 
"Lied to your face."
 
"That bitch!"
 
"Swear jar!"
 
"I forgive you," Shane told Sveta.
 
"But like...there was zero chance he wasn't bringing it up tonight," Jackie pointed out.
 
"Absolutely zero. I'm kinda glad he didn't do it on stage."
 
"Bold of you to assume he won't."
 
They hadn't discussed how Ilya would share the news that they were married. The important people knew, and had already given them shit for not being invited. Shane didn't actually care how Ilya made it public. Was he expecting him to drop it on the red carpet of a major awards show as part of a bit? No. Was it classic Ilya? Absolutely. Could have been worse, honestly.
 
They watched as Ilya used the chaos of the Ragtime cast entering to bypass traditional media and the better known reporters for the social media influencers.
 
"What is he doing?" Svetlana complained. Shane did actually know about that part. Well there were two parts. For one, he was avoiding any fake shows of sympathy, which he routinely tolerated at these things. And two-
 
"Oh, there's, uhm...a comedian? He wants to meet. Ash-something? She's on TikTok. He thinks she's hilarious."
 
"Well now they think he's snubbing traditional media for little girls," Yuna drawled.
 
"He is snubbing traditional media for a little girl," his dad pointed out, "look at him."
 
Ilya was very enthusiastically talking to a young blonde woman in knee length jorts while someone filmed with a camera. He was flapping his hands all over the place which made Shane smile. He only did that when he was being genuine, Sveta said it was his Slav coming out. Shane knew he was also swapping contact info with her just in case she needed any kind of guidance. He was actually very excited to see what kind of projects she picked up. But major media wouldn't see it that way, they wouldn't see sweet enthusiasm.
 
In a move that was likely plotted out to appease Sveta and her stress levels, Ilya did go speak to the Entertainment Tonight correspondent to answer a few questions.
 
"Ilya, it's good to see you back in New York, you look incredible."
 
"Yes, I do. Love you Paolo," he showed off the tux briefly and tipped his head forward to hear her next question.
 
"Apparently congratulations are in order?"
 
"Yes, yes, I got married several months ago. Very happy."
 
"That's amazing, congratulations!"
 
"Thank you." His little grin was so cute, Shane wanted to squeeze his face--okay, now he was starting to understand the cuteness aggression thing.
 
"Some of us were surprised to see you on the line up for presenters tonight. Care to comment on your connections to the world of stage theater?"
 
"Ah, I have good friends who are stage actors that I am here supporting." He twisted and tossed a hand. "You know this woman? Rose! Is okay, you will know her, she is famous. Rose, stop ignoring me, come here!" That made them all laugh, as Rose popped up next to Ilya, sliding under his arm comfortably. "Rose Landry, this is Brittany Stephens, no claws, be nice to her."
 
She thwacked him with a smile and shook the reporter's hand. Ilya didn't give either one of them an opportunity to derail his chaos.
 
"Brittany this is my ex-wife, Rose Landry. She is a famous actress, best performer in the West End!"
 
Nobody paid any attention to the compliment for obvious reasons.
 
"Sorry...your ex--?"
 
"Ilya! You can't say that!" Rose looked directly into the camera. "It is a joke. Shane, I know you're watching, it's a joke!"
 
"What? I am married to her ex-husband, what's his is mine, so she is my ex-wife. She is ourex-wife. I don't see the problem!"
 
"Shane, babe, I am so sorry--" She wasn't at all, she was barely able to stay upright, she was laughing so much.
 
"No, no, stop apologizing to him, he knows what he married--"
 
The entire living room burst into unrepentant laughter right along with Rose that scared little Amber and had Shane putting his face in his hands.
 
"That's your husband!" Marly barked out, laughing to the point of tears. "I love that man so much!"
 
"Poor Rose," Jackie intoned, "people are going to bugging her all night about it."
 
"Babe, Rose will be fine, please drink some water. Crackers? Do you want crackers?"
 
On screen, Ilya had redirected the attention back to Rose and her latest project, and talking about her director. He even took the microphone from the very charmed reporter to pretend interview her. Just like every time before, the two of them had great chemistry and were deeply funny in a way most people couldn't properly appreciate.
 
"But you need to tell the people what they want to know, Ilya," Rose demanded imperiously, snatching the microphone to stick in his face. "How was the honeymoon?"
 
He grinned like a shark. "Our wedding was perfect because we didn't invite anyone, including you."
 
"Rude, by the way!"
 
"Everyone is invited to the reception. My mother in law and dear friend are hosting it for us," he smirked at the camera, "people can come for the price of a ticket to support our charity, The Irina Foundation. Yes, Scott Hunter will be forced to be there and will be available to take as many pictures as you want!"
 
"You heard it here, folks, buy a ticket to the hottest, most charitable wedding reception ever!"
 
As two of the people he loved most in the world, wandered into the theater arm in arm, Shane sat back and sank into the cushions of the very plush and cozy couch they'd picked out. He let his eyes stay closed and rubbed at his own forehead.
 
"Sweetie," his mom started leaning on the back of the couch with her wine.
 
"He is trying to kill me."
 
"Well...at least this way they're talking about how ridiculous he is instead of pitying him," she said quietly.
 
Shane opened his eyes and rolled his head to look at her. Sometimes it blew him away how much his parents loved and understood his husband. Husband. Still a novel term for him, still made Shane's stomach get all twisty just thinking it. He reached back to take her hand and squeeze it.
 
"It sounds like you have more planning to do."
 
"Oh, he'd already mentioned it. We have to wait for Katya's next visit and he wants the whole cast to be available. I love the way he thinks. You should be more like my favorite son, Ilya."
 
"Okay, love you too, Mom."





  
    Chapter End Notes

    *Ilya does mention he's married on stage 5x & the bit is that his co-presenter is keeping a running tally*

 

I also wanted to shout out a gorgeous conversation about Shane "guiding" or "helping Ilya understand" his emotions that was going on on Tumblr. Because Shane is not helping Ilya understand anything. The OP wrote that Ilya withholds his emotions & remains reserved out of defiance. Which is such a crucial piece to his character! Shane is actually just listening & wants to understand, he doesn't have ulterior motives. He doesn't use those feelings against him later. And that was something I was thinking so much about with the Quid Pro Quo-folded clothes bit, so I was very happy to see it from someone else!
The user is bonejar on tumblr if you want to go read it.

 

Thank you to everyone who came along for the ride & kept me company. The stats have already surpassed my expectations a couple times over. I'm honored you all picked my fic out of the tens of thousands available!
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  Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work!








